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			I

			The long, long road over the moors and up in­to the forest—who trod it in­to be­ing first of all? Man, a hu­man be­ing, the first that came here. There was no path be­fore he came. Af­ter­ward, some beast or oth­er, fol­low­ing the faint tracks over marsh and moor­land, wear­ing them deep­er; after these again some Lapp gained scent of the path, and took that way from field to field, look­ing to his reindeer. Thus was made the road through the great Al­men­ning—the com­mon tracts without an own­er; no-man’s-land.

			The man comes, walk­ing to­ward the north. He bears a sack, the first sack, car­ry­ing food and some few im­ple­ments. A strong, coarse fel­low, with a red iron beard, and little scars on face and hands; sites of old wounds—were they gained in toil or fight? Maybe the man has been in pris­on, and is look­ing for a place to hide; or a philo­soph­er, maybe, in search of peace. This or that, he comes; the fig­ure of a man in this great solitude. He trudges on; bird and beast are si­lent all about him; now and again he ut­ters a word or two; speak­ing to him­self. “Eyah—well, well. …”—so he speaks to him­self. Here and there, where the moors give place to a kind­li­er spot, an open space in the midst of the forest, he lays down the sack and goes ex­plor­ing; after a while he re­turns, heaves the sack to his shoulder again, and trudges on. So through the day, not­ing time by the sun; night falls, and he throws him­self down on the heath­er, rest­ing on one arm.

			A few hours’ rest, and he is on the move again: “Eyah, well. …”—mov­ing north­ward again, not­ing time by the sun; a meal of bar­ley cakes and goats’ milk cheese, a drink of wa­ter from the stream, and on again. This day too he jour­neys, for there are many kindly spots in the woods to be ex­plored. What is he seek­ing? A place, a patch of ground? An emig­rant, maybe, from the homestead tracts; he keeps his eyes alert, look­ing out; now and again he climbs to the top of a hill, look­ing out. The sun goes down once more.

			He moves along the west­ern side of a val­ley; wooded ground, with leafy trees among the spruce and pine, and grass be­neath. Hours of this, and twi­light is fall­ing, but his ear catches the faint purl of run­ning wa­ter, and it heartens him like the voice of a liv­ing thing. He climbs the slope, and sees the val­ley half in dark­ness be­low; bey­ond, the sky to the south. He lies down to rest.

			The morn­ing shows him a range of pas­ture and wood­land. He moves down, and there is a green hill­side; far be­low, a glimpse of the stream, and a hare bound­ing across. The man nods his head, as it were ap­prov­ingly—the stream is not so broad but that a hare may cross it at a bound. A white grouse sit­ting close upon its nest starts up at his feet with an angry hiss, and he nods again: feathered game and fur—a good spot this. Heath­er, bil­berry, and cloud­berry cov­er the ground; there are tiny ferns, and the sev­en-poin­ted star flowers of the win­ter­green. Here and there he stops to dig with an iron tool, and finds good mould, or peaty soil, ma­nured with the rot­ted wood and fallen leaves of a thou­sand years. He nods, to say that he has found him­self a place to stay and live: ay, he will stay here and live. Two days he goes ex­plor­ing the coun­try round, re­turn­ing each even­ing to the hill­side. He sleeps at night on a bed of stacked pine; already he feels at home here, with a bed of pine be­neath an over­hanging rock.

			The worst of his task had been to find the place; this no-man’s place, but his. Now, there was work to fill his days. He star­ted at once, strip­ping birch bark in the woods farther off, while the sap was still in the trees. The bark he pressed and dried, and when he had gathered a heavy load, car­ried it all the miles back to the vil­lage, to be sold for build­ing. Then back to the hill­side, with new sacks of food and im­ple­ments; flour and pork, a cook­ing-pot, a spade—out and back along the way he had come, car­ry­ing loads all the time. A born car­ri­er of loads, a lum­ber­ing barge of a man in the forest—oh, as if he loved his call­ing, tramp­ing long roads and car­ry­ing heavy bur­dens; as if life without a load upon one’s shoulders were a miser­able thing, no life for him.

			One day he came up with more than the load he bore; came lead­ing three goats in a leash. He was proud of his goats as if they had been horned cattle, and ten­ded them kindly. Then came the first stranger passing, a nomad Lapp; at sight of the goats, he knew that this was a man who had come to stay, and spoke to him.

			“You go­ing to live here for good?”

			“Ay,” said the man.

			“What’s your name?”

			“Isak. You don’t know of a wo­man body any­where’d come and help?”

			“No. But I’ll say a word of it to all I meet.”

			“Ay, do that. Say I’ve creatures here, and none to look to them.”

			The Lapp went on his way. Isak—ay, he would say a word of that. The man on the hill­side was no run­away; he had told his name. A run­away? He would have been found. Only a work­er, and a hardy one. He set about cut­ting winter fod­der for his goats, clear­ing the ground, dig­ging a field, shift­ing stones, mak­ing a wall of stones. By the au­tumn he had built a house for him­self, a hut of turf, sound and strong and warm; storms could not shake it, and noth­ing could burn it down. Here was a home; he could go in­side and shut the door, and stay there; could stand out­side on the door-slab, the own­er of that house, if any should pass by. There were two rooms in the hut; for him­self at the one end, and for his beasts at the oth­er. Farthest in, against the wall of rock, was the hayloft. Everything was there.

			Two more Lapps come by, fath­er and son. They stand rest­ing with both hands on their long staves, tak­ing stock of the hut and the clear­ing, not­ing the sound of the goat-bells up on the hill­side.

			“God­dag,” say the Lapps. “And here’s fine folk come to live.” Lapps talk that way, with flat­ter­ing words.

			“You don’t know of any wo­man here­abouts to help?” says Isak, think­ing al­ways of but one thing.

			“Wo­man to help? No. But we’ll say a word of it.”

			“Ay, if you’d be so good. That I’ve a house and a bit of ground here, and goats, but no wo­man to help. Say that.”

			Oh, he had sought about for a wo­man to help each time he had been down to the vil­lage with his loads of bark, but there was none to be found. They would look at him, a wid­ow or an old un­mar­ried one or so, but all afraid to of­fer, whatever might be in their minds. Isak couldn’t tell why. Couldn’t tell why? Who would go as help to live with a man in the wilds, ever so many miles away—a whole day’s jour­ney to the nearest neigh­bour? And the man him­self was no way charm­ing or pleas­ant by his looks, far from it; and when he spoke it was no ten­or with eyes to heav­en, but a coarse voice, some­thing like a beast’s.

			Well, he would have to man­age alone.

			In winter, he made great wooden troughs, and sold them in the vil­lage, car­ry­ing sacks of food and tools back through the snow; hard days when he was tied to a load. There were the goats, and none to look to them; he could not be away for long. And what did he do? Need made him wise; his brain was strong and little used; he trained it up to ever more and more. His first way was to let the goats loose be­fore start­ing off him­self, so that they could get a full feed among the un­der­growth in the woods. But he found an­oth­er plan. He took a buck­et, a great ves­sel, and hung it up by the river so that a single drop fell in at a time, tak­ing four­teen hours to fill it. When it was full to the brim, the weight was right; the buck­et sank, and in do­ing so, pulled a line con­nec­ted with the hayloft; a trap-door opened, and three bundles of fod­der came through—the goats were fed.

			That was his way.

			A bright idea; an in­spir­a­tion, maybe, sent from God. The man had none to help him but him­self. It served his need un­til late in the au­tumn; then came the first snow, then rain, then snow again, snow­ing all the time. And his ma­chine went wrong; the buck­et was filled from above, open­ing the trap too soon. He fixed a cov­er over, and all went well again for a time; then came winter, the drop of wa­ter froze to an icicle, and stopped the ma­chine for good.

			The goats must do as their mas­ter—learn to do without.

			Hard times—the man had need of help, and there was none, yet still he found a way. He worked and worked at his home; he made a win­dow in the hut with two panes of real glass, and that was a bright and won­der­ful day in his life. No need of light­ing fires to see; he could sit in­doors and work at his wooden troughs by day­light. Bet­ter days, bright­er days … eyah!

			He read no books, but his thoughts were of­ten with God; it was nat­ur­al, com­ing of sim­pli­city and awe. The stars in the sky, the wind in the trees, the solitude and the wide-spread­ing snow, the might of earth and over earth filled him many times a day with a deep earn­est­ness. He was a sin­ner and feared God; on Sundays he washed him­self out of rev­er­ence for the holy day, but worked none the less as through the week.

			Spring came; he worked on his patch of ground, and planted pota­toes. His live­stock mul­ti­plied; the two she-goats had each had twins, mak­ing sev­en in all about the place. He made a big­ger shed for them, ready for fur­ther in­crease, and put a couple of glass panes in there too. Ay, ’twas light­er and bright­er now in every way.

			And then at last came help; the wo­man he needed. She tacked about for a long time, this way and that across the hill­side, be­fore ven­tur­ing near; it was even­ing be­fore she could bring her­self to come down. And then she came—a big, brown-eyed girl, full-built and coarse, with good, heavy hands, and rough hide brogues on her feet as if she had been a Lapp, and a calf­skin bag slung from her shoulders. Not al­to­geth­er young; speak­ing po­litely; some­where near­ing thirty.

			There was noth­ing to fear; but she gave him greet­ing and said hast­ily:

			“I was go­ing cross the hills, and took this way, that was all.”

			“Ho,” said the man. He could barely take her mean­ing, for she spoke in a slov­enly way; also, she kept her face turned aside.

			“Ay,” said she, “ ’tis a long way to come.”

			“Ay, it’s that,” says the man. “Cross the hills, you said?”

			“Yes.”

			“And what for?”

			“I’ve my people there.”

			“Eh, so you’ve your people there? And what’s your name?”

			“In­ger. And what’s yours?”

			“Isak.”

			“Isak? H’m. D’you live here your­self, maybe?”

			“Ay, here, such as it is.”

			“Why, ’tis none so bad,” said she to please him.

			Now he had grown some­thing clev­er to think out the way of things, and it struck him then she’d come for that very busi­ness and no oth­er; had star­ted out two days back just to come here. Maybe she had heard of his want­ing a wo­man to help.

			“Go in­side a bit and rest your feet,” said he.

			They went in­to the hut and took a bit of the food she had brought, and some of his goats’ milk to drink; then they made cof­fee, that she had brought with her in a blad­der. Settled down com­fort­ably over their cof­fee un­til bed­time. And in the night, he lay want­ing her, and she was will­ing.

			She did not go away next morn­ing; all that day she did not go, but helped about the place; milked the goats, and scoured pots and things with fine sand, and got them clean. She did not go away at all. In­ger was her name. And Isak was his name.

			And now it was an­oth­er life for the sol­it­ary man. True, this wife of his had a curi­ous slov­enly way of speech, and al­ways turn­ing her face aside, by reas­on of a harelip that she had, but that was no mat­ter. Save that her mouth was dis­figured, she would hardly have come to him at all; he might well be grate­ful for that she was marked with a harelip. And as to that, he him­self was no beauty. Isak with the iron beard and rugged body, a grim and surly fig­ure of a man; ay, as a man seen through a flaw in the win­dowpane. His look was not a gentle one; as if Barab­bas might break loose at any minute. It was a won­der In­ger her­self did not run away.

			She did not run away. When he had been out, and came home again, there was In­ger at the hut; the two were one, the wo­man and the hut.

			It was an­oth­er mouth for him to feed, but no loss in that; he had more free­dom now, and could go and stay as he needed. And there were mat­ters to be looked to away from home. There was the river; pleas­ant to look at, and deep and swift be­sides; a river not to be des­pised; it must come from some big wa­ter up in the hills. He got him­self some fish­ing gear and went ex­plor­ing; in the even­ing he came back with a bas­ket of trout and char. This was a great thing to In­ger, and a mar­vel; she was over­whelmed, be­ing no way used to fine dishes. She clapped her hands and cried out: “Why! Wherever. …” And she was not slow to see how he was pleased at her sur­prise, and proud of it, for she said more in the same strain—oh, she had nev­er seen the like, and how had he ever man­aged to find such things!

			In­ger was a bless­ing, too, in oth­er ways. No clev­er head nor great in wit, maybe—but she had two lamb­ing ewes with some of her kinsfolk, and brought them down. It was the best they could have wished for at the hut; sheep with wool and lambs four new head to their stock about the place; it was grow­ing, get­ting big­ger; a won­der and a mar­vel how their stock was grown. And In­ger brought more; clothes, and little trifles of her own, a look­ing-glass and a string of pretty glass beads, a spin­ning-wheel, and card­ing-combs. Why, if she went on that gait the hut would soon be filled from floor to roof and no room for more! Isak was as­ton­ished in his turn at all this wealth of goods, but be­ing a si­lent man and slow to speak, he said noth­ing, only shambled out to the door-slab and looked at the weath­er, and shambled in again. Ay, he had been lucky in­deed; he felt him­self more and more in love, or drawn to­wards her, or whatever it might be.

			“You’ve no call to fetch along all such stuff,” said he. “ ’Tis more than’s needed.”

			“I’ve more if I like to fetch it. And there’s uncle Sivert be­sides—you’ve heard of him?”

			“No.”

			“Why, he’s a rich man, and dis­trict treas­urer be­sides.”

			Love makes a fool of the wise. Isak felt he must do some­thing grand him­self, and over­did it. “What I was go­ing to say; you’ve no need to both­er with hoe­ing pota­toes. I’ll do it my­self the even­ing, when I come home.”

			And he took his ax and went off to the woods.

			She heard him felling in the woods, not so far off; she could hear from the crash that he was felling big tim­ber. She listened for a while, and then went out to the potato field and set to work hoe­ing. Love makes fools wise.

			Isak came home in the even­ing, haul­ing a huge trunk by a rope. Oh, that simple and in­no­cent Isak, he made all the noise he could with his tree-trunk, and coughed and hemmed, all for her to come out and won­der at him. And sure enough:

			“Why, you’re out of your senses,” said In­ger when she came out. “Is that work for a man single-handed?” He made no an­swer; wouldn’t have said a word for any­thing. To do a little more than was work for a man single-handed was noth­ing to speak of—noth­ing at all. A stick of tim­ber—huh! “And what are you go­ing to do with it?” she asked.

			“Oh, we’ll see,” he answered care­lessly, as if scarcely heed­ing she was there.

			But when he saw that she had hoed the pota­toes after all he was not pleased. It was as if she had done al­most as much as he; and that was not to his lik­ing. He slipped the rope from the tree-trunk and went off with it once more.

			“What, haven’t you done yet?”

			“No,” said he gruffly.

			And he came back with an­oth­er stick like the last, only with no noise nor sign of be­ing out of breath; hauled it up to the hut like an ox, and left it there.

			That sum­mer he felled a mass of tim­ber, and brought it to the hut.

		
	
		
			II

			In­ger packed up some food one day in her calf­skin bag. “I’d thought of go­ing across to see my people, just how they’re faring.”

			“Ay,” said Isak.

			“I must have a bit of talk with them about things.”

			Isak did not go out at once to see her off, but waited quite a while. And when at last he shambled out, look­ing nev­er the least bit anxious, nev­er the least bit miser­able and full of fear, In­ger was all but van­ished already through the fringe of the forest.

			“Hem!” He cleared his throat, and called, “Will you be com­ing back maybe?” He had not meant to ask her that, but. …

			“Com­ing back? Why, what’s in your mind? Of course I’ll be com­ing back.”

			“H’m.”

			So he was left alone again—eyah, well … ! With his strength, and the love of work that was in him, he could not idle in and out about the hut do­ing noth­ing; he set to, clear­ing tim­ber, felling straight, good sticks, and cut­ting them flat on two sides. He worked at this all through the day, then he milked the goats and went to bed.

			Sadly bare and empty now in the hut; a heavy si­lence clung about the peat walls and the earthen floor; a deep and sol­emn loneli­ness. Spin­ning-wheel and card­ing-combs were in their place; the beads, too, were safe as they had been, stowed away in a bag un­der the roof. In­ger had taken noth­ing of her be­long­ings. But Isak, un­think­ably simple as he was, grew afraid of the dark in the light sum­mer nights, and saw Shapes and Things steal­ing past the win­dow. He got up be­fore dawn, about two o’clock by the light, and ate his break­fast, a mighty dish of por­ridge to last the day, and save the waste of time in cook­ing more. In the even­ing he turned up new ground, to make a big­ger field for the pota­toes.

			Three days he worked with spade and ax by turns; In­ger should be com­ing on the next. ’Twould be but reas­on­able to have a plat­ter of fish for her when she came—but the straight road to the wa­ter lay by the way she would come, and it might seem. … So he went a longer way; a new way, over the hills where he had nev­er been be­fore. Grey rock and brown, and strewed about with bits of heavy stone, heavy as cop­per or lead. There might be many things in those heavy stones; gold or sil­ver, like as not—he had no know­ledge of such things, and did not care. He came to the wa­ter; the fly was up, and the fish were bit­ing well that night. He brought home a bas­ket of fish that In­ger would open her eyes to see! Go­ing back in the morn­ing by the way he had come, he picked up a couple of the heavy little stones among the hills; they were brown, with specks of dark blue here and there, and won­drous heavy in the hand.

			In­ger had not come, and did not come. This was the fourth day. He milked the goats as he had used to do when he lived alone with them and had no oth­er to help; then he went up to a quarry near by and car­ried down stones; great piles of care­fully chosen blocks and flakes, to build a wall. He was busy with no end of things.

			On the fifth even­ing, he turned in to rest with a little fear at his heart—but there were the card­ing-combs and spin­ning-wheel, and the string of beads. Sadly empty and bare in the hut, and nev­er a sound; the hours were long, and when at last he did hear some­thing like a sound of foot­steps out­side, he told him­self that it was fancy, noth­ing more. “Eyah, Her­regud!”1 he mur­mured, des­ol­ate in spir­it. And Isak was not one to use words lightly. There was the tramp­ing of feet again out­side, and a mo­ment after some­thing glid­ing past the win­dow; some­thing with horns, some­thing alive. He sprang up, over to the door, and lo, a vis­ion! “God or the dev­il,” muttered Isak, who did not use words lightly. He saw a cow; In­ger and a cow, van­ish­ing in­to the shed.

			If he had not stood there him­self and heard it—In­ger talk­ing softly to the cow in the shed—he would not have be­lieved. But there he stood. And all at once a black mis­giv­ing came in­to his mind: a clev­er wife, ay, a man­ager of won­ders—but, after all. … No, it was too much, and that was the only word for it. A spin­ning-wheel and card­ing-combs at a pinch; even the beads per­haps, though they were over fine to be come by in any way prop­er and nat­ur­al. But a cow, picked up stray­ing on the road, maybe, or in a field—it would be missed in no time, and have to be found.

			In­ger stepped out of the shed, and said with a proud little laugh:

			“It’s only me. I’ve brought my cow along.”

			“H’m,” said Isak.

			“It was that made me so long—I couldn’t go but softly with her over the hills.”

			“And so you’ve brought a cow?” said he.

			“Yes,” said she, all ready to burst with great­ness and riches on earth. “Don’t you be­lieve me, per­haps?”

			Isak feared the worst, but made no sign, and only said:

			“Come in­side and get some­thing to eat.”

			“Did you see her? Isn’t she a pretty cow?”

			“Ay, a fine cow,” said Isak. And speak­ing as care­lessly as he could, he asked, “Where d’you get her?”

			“Her name’s Gold­en­horns. What’s that wall to be for you’ve been build­ing up here? You’ll work your­self to death, you will. Oh, come and look at the cow, now, won’t you?”

			They went out to look, and Isak was in his un­der­clothes, but that was no mat­ter. They looked and looked the cow all over care­fully, in every part, and noted all the mark­ings, head and shoulders, but­tocks and thighs, where it was red and white, and how it stood.

			“How old d’you think she might be?” asked Isak cau­tiously.

			“Think? Why, she’s just ex­actly a tiny way on in her fourth year. I brought her up my­self, and they all said it was the sweetest calf they’d ever seen. But will there be feed enough here d’you think?”

			Isak began to be­lieve, as he was only too will­ing to do, that all was well. “As for the feed, why, there’ll be feed enough, nev­er fear.”

			Then they went in­doors to eat and drink and make an even­ing to­geth­er. They lay awake talk­ing of Cow; of the great event. “And isn’t she a dear cow, too? Her second’s on the way. And her name’s Gold­en­horns. Are you asleep, Isak?”

			“No.”

			“And what do you think, she knew me again; knew me at once, and fol­lowed me like a lamb. We lay up in the hills a bit last night.”

			“Ho?”

			“But she’ll have to be tied up through the sum­mer, all the same, or she’ll be run­ning off. A cow’s a cow.”

			“Where’s she been be­fore?” asked Isak at last.

			“Why, with my people, where she be­longed. And they were quite sorry to lose her, I can tell you; and the little ones cried when I took her away.”

			Could she be mak­ing it all up, and com­ing out with it so pat? No, it wasn’t think­able. It must be true, the cow was hers. Ho, they were get­ting well-to-do, with this hut of theirs, this farm of theirs; why, ’twas good enough for any­one. Ay, they’d as good as all they could wish for already. Oh, that In­ger; he loved her and she loved him again; they were frugal folk; they lived in prim­it­ive wise, and lacked for noth­ing. “Let’s go to sleep!” And they went to sleep. And wakened in the morn­ing to an­oth­er day, with things to look at, mat­ters to see to, once again; ay, toil and pleas­ure, ups and downs, the way of life.

			As, for in­stance, with those tim­ber baulks—should he try to fit them up to­geth­er? Isak had kept his eyes about him down in the vil­lage, with that very thing in mind, and seen how it was done; he could build with tim­ber him­self, why not? Moreover, it was a call upon him; it must be done. Hadn’t they a farm with sheep, a farm with a cow already, goats that were many already and would be more?—their live­stock alone was crowding them out of the turf hut; some­thing must be done. And best get on with it at once, while the pota­toes were still in flower, and be­fore the hay­time began. In­ger would have to lend a hand here and there.

			Isak wakes in the night and gets up, In­ger sleep­ing fine and sound after her long tramp, and out he goes to the cow­shed. Now it must not be thought that he talked to Cow in any ob­sequious and dis­gust­ful flat­tery; no, he pat­ted her de­cently, and looked her over once more in every part, to see if there should, by chance, be any sign, any mark of her be­long­ing to strange own­ers. No mark, no sign, and Isak steals away re­lieved.

			There lies the tim­ber. He falls to, rolling the baulks, then lift­ing them, set­ting them up against the wall in a frame­work; one big frame for a par­lour, and a smal­ler one—there must be a room to sleep in. It was heavy work, hard-breath­ing work, and his mind be­ing set on it, he for­got the time. There comes a smoke from the roof-hole of the hut, and In­ger steps out and calls to break­fast.

			“And what are you busy with now?” asked In­ger.

			“You’re early about,” says Isak, and that was all.

			Ho, that Isak with his secrets and his lordly ways! But it pleased him, maybe, to have her ask­ing and won­der­ing, and curi­ous about his do­ings. He ate a bit, and sat for a while in the hut be­fore go­ing out again. What could he be wait­ing for?

			“H’m,” says he at last, get­ting up. “This won’t do. Can’t sit here id­ling today. Work to be done.”

			“Seems like you’re build­ing,” says In­ger. “What?”

			And he answered con­des­cend­ingly, this great man who went about build­ing with tim­ber all by him­self, he answered: “Why, you can see as much, I take it.”

			“Yes. … Yes, of course.”

			“Build­ing—why, there’s no help for it as I can see. Here’s you come bring­ing a whole cow to the farm—that means a cow­shed, I sup­pose?”

			Poor In­ger, not so etern­ally wise as he, as Isak, that lord of cre­ation. And this was be­fore she learned to know him, and reck­on with his way of put­ting things. Says In­ger:

			“Why, it’s nev­er a cow­shed you’re build­ing, surely?”

			“Ho,” says he.

			“But you don’t mean it? I—I thought you’d be build­ing a house first.”

			“Think so?” says Isak, put­ting up a face as if he’d nev­er in life have thought of that him­self.

			“Why yes. And put the beasts in the hut.”

			Isak thought for a bit. “Ay, maybe ’twould be best so.”

			“There,” says In­ger, all glad and tri­umphant. “You see I’m some good after all.”

			“Ay, that’s true. And what’d you say to a house with two rooms in?”

			“Two rooms? Oh … ! Why, ’twould be just like oth­er folks. Do you think we could?”

			They did. Isak he went about build­ing, notch­ing his baulks and fit­ting up his frame­work; also he man­aged a hearth and fire­place of picked stones, though this last was trouble­some, and Isak him­self was not al­ways pleased with his work. Hay­time came, and he was forced to climb down from his build­ing and go about the hill­sides far and near, cut­ting grass and bear­ing home the hay in mighty loads. Then one rainy day he must go down to the vil­lage.

			“What you want in the vil­lage?”

			“Well, I can’t say ex­actly as yet. …”

			He set off, and stayed away two days, and came Back with a cook­ing-stove—a barge of a man sur­ging up through the forest with a whole iron stove on his back. “ ’Tis more than a man can do,” said In­ger. “You’ll kill your­self that gait.” But Isak pulled down the stone hearth, that didn’t look so well in the new house, and set up the cook­ing-stove in its place. “ ’Tisn’t every­one has a cook­ing-stove,” said In­ger. “Of all the won­ders, how we’re get­ting on! …”

			Hay­mak­ing still; Isak bring­ing in loads and masses of hay, for wood­land grass is not the same as mead­ow grass, more’s the pity, but poorer by far. It was only on rainy days now that he could spare time for his build­ing; ’twas a lengthy busi­ness, and even by Au­gust, when all the hay was in, safely stored un­der the shel­ter of the rock, the new house was still but halfway done. Then by Septem­ber: “This won’t do,” said Isak. “You’d bet­ter run down to the vil­lage and get a man to help.” In­ger had been some­thing poorly of late, and didn’t run much now, but all the same she got her­self ready to go.

			But Isak had changed his mind again; had put on his lordly man­ner again, and said he would man­age by him­self. “No call to both­er with oth­er folk,” says he; “I can man­age it alone.”

			“ ’Tis more than one man’s work,” says In­ger. “You’ll wear your­self out.”

			“Just help me to hoist these up,” says Isak, and that was all.

			Oc­to­ber came, and In­ger had to give up. This was a hard blow, for the roof-beams must be got up at any cost, and the place covered in be­fore the au­tumn rains; there was not a day to be lost. What could be wrong with In­ger? Not go­ing to be ill? She would make cheese now and then from the goats’ milk, but bey­ond that she did little save shift­ing Gold­en­horns a dozen times a day where she grazed.

			“Bring up a good-sized bas­ket, or a box,” she had said, “next time you’re down to the vil­lage.”

			“What d’you want that for?” asked Isak.

			“I’ll just be want­ing it,” said In­ger.

			Isak hauled up the roof-beams on a rope, In­ger guid­ing them with one hand; it seemed a help just to have her about. Bit by bit the work went on; there was no great height to the roof, but the tim­ber was huge and heavy for a little house.

			The weath­er kept fine, more or less. In­ger got the pota­toes in by her­self, and Isak had the roof­ing done be­fore the rain came on in earn­est. The goats were brought in of a night in­to the hut and all slept there to­geth­er; they man­aged some­how, they man­aged every­way, and did not grumble.

			Isak was get­ting ready for an­oth­er jour­ney down to the vil­lage. Said In­ger very humbly:

			“Do you think per­haps you could bring up a good-sized bas­ket, or a box?”

			“I’ve ordered some glass win­dows,” said Isak. “And a couple of painted doors. I’ll have to fetch them up,” said he in his lordly way.

			“Ay well, then. It’s no great mat­ter about the bas­ket.”

			“What did you want with a bas­ket? What’s it for?”

			“What’s it for? … Oh, haven’t you eyes in your head!”

			Isak went off deep in thought. Two days later he came back, with a win­dow and a door for the par­lour, and a door for the bed­room; also he had hung round his neck in front a good-sized pack­ing-case, and full of pro­vi­sions to boot.

			“You’ll carry your­self to death one day,” said In­ger.

			“Ho, in­deed!” Isak was very far in­deed from be­ing dead; he took out a bottle of medi­cine from his pock­et—naph­tha it was—and gave it to In­ger with or­ders to take it reg­u­larly and get well again. And there were the win­dows and the painted doors that he could fairly boast of; he set to work at once fit­ting them in. Oh, such little doors, and second­hand at that, but painted up all neat and fine again in red and white; ’twas al­most as good as hav­ing pic­tures on the walls.

			And now they moved in­to the new build­ing, and the an­im­als had the turf hut to them­selves, only a lamb­ing ewe was left with Cow, lest she should feel lonely.

			They had done well, these build­ers in the waste: ay, ’twas a won­der and a mar­vel to them­selves.

		
	
		
			III

			Isak worked on the land un­til the frost set in; there were stones and roots to be dug up and cleared away, and the mead­ow to be lev­elled ready for next year. When the ground hardened, he left his field work and be­came a wood­man, felling and cut­ting up great quant­it­ies of logs.

			“What do you want with all these logs?” In­ger would say.

			“Oh, they’ll be use­ful some way,” said Isak off­han­dedly, as though he had no plan. But Isak had a plan, nev­er fear. Here was vir­gin forest, a dense growth, right close up to the house, a bar­ri­er hedging in his fields where he wanted room. Moreover, there must be some way of get­ting the logs down to the vil­lage that winter; there were folk enough would be glad of wood for fir­ing. It was sound enough, and Isak was in no doubt; he stuck to his work in the forest, felling trees and cut­ting them up in­to logs.

			In­ger came out of­ten, to watch him at work. He took no no­tice, but made as if her com­ing were no mat­ter, and not at all a thing he wished for her to do; but she un­der­stood all the same that it pleased him to have her there. They had a strange way, too, of speak­ing to each oth­er at times.

			“Couldn’t you find things to do but come out here and get stark frozen?” says Isak.

			“I’m well enough for me,” says In­ger. “But I can’t see there’s any liv­ing sense in you work­ing your­self to death like you do.”

			“Ho! You just pick up that coat of mine there and put it on you.”

			“Put on your coat? Likely, in­deed. I’ve no time to sit here now, with Gold­en­horns ready to calve and all.”

			“H’m. Calv­ing, you say?”

			“As if you didn’t know! But what do you think now about that same calf. Let it stay and be weaned, maybe?”

			“Do as you think; ’tis none of my busi­ness with calves and things.”

			“Well, ’twould be a pity to eat up calf, seems to me. And leave us with but one cow on the place.”

			“Don’t seem to me like you’d do that any­way,” says Isak.

			That was their way. Lonely folk, ugly to look at and over­full of growth, but a bless­ing for each oth­er, for the beasts, and for the earth.

			And Gold­en­horns calved. A great day in the wil­der­ness, a joy and a de­light. They gave her flour-wash, and Isak him­self saw to it there was no stint of flour, though he had car­ried it all the way him­self, on his back. And there lay a pretty calf, a beauty, red-flanked like her moth­er, and com­ic­ally be­wildered at the mir­acle of com­ing in­to the world. In a couple of years she would be hav­ing calves of her own.

			“ ’Twill be a grand fine cow when she grows up,” said In­ger. “And what are we to call her, now? I can’t think.”

			In­ger was child­ish in her ways, and no clev­er wit for any­thing.

			“Call her?” said Isak. “Why, Sil­ver­horns, of course; what else?”

			The first snow came. As soon as there was a pass­able road, Isak set out for the vil­lage, full of con­ceal­ment and mys­tery as ever, when In­ger asked his er­rand. And sure enough, he came back this time with a new and un­think­able sur­prise. A horse and sledge, noth­ing less.

			“Here’s fool­ish­ness,” says In­ger. “And you’ve not stolen it, I sup­pose?”

			“Stolen it?”

			“Well, found it, then?”

			Now if only he could have said: “ ’Tis my horse—our horse. …” But to tell the truth, he had only hired it, after all. Hired horse and sledge to cart his logs.

			Isak drove down with his loads of fire­wood, and brought back food, her­rings and flour. And one day he came up with a young bull on the sledge; bought it for next to noth­ing, by reas­on they were get­ting short of fod­der down in the vil­lage. Shaggy and thin, no ways a beauty, but de­cently built for all that, and wanted no more than prop­er feed to set it right. And with a cow they had already. …

			“What’ll you be bring­ing up next?” said In­ger.

			Isak brought up a host of things. Brought up planks and a saw he had got in ex­change for tim­ber; a grind­stone, a wafer iron, tools—all in ex­change for his logs. In­ger was burst­ing with riches, and said each time: “What, more things! When we’ve cattle and all a body could think of!”

			They had enough to meet their needs for no little time to come, and were well-to-do folk. What was Isak to start on again next spring? He had thought it all out, tramp­ing down be­side his loads of wood that winter; he would clear more ground over the hill­side and level it off, cut up more logs to dry through the sum­mer, and take down double loads when the snow came fit for sledging. It worked out beau­ti­fully.

			But there was an­oth­er mat­ter Isak had thought of times out of num­ber: that Gold­en­horns, where had she come from, whose had she been? There was nev­er a wife on earth like In­ger. Ho! a wild thing she was, that let him do as he pleased with her, and was glad of it. But—sup­pose one day they were to come for the cow, and take it away—and worse, maybe, to come after? What was it In­ger her­self had said about the horse: “You haven’t stolen it, I sup­pose, or found it?” That was her first thought, yes. That was what she had said; who could say if she were to be trus­ted—what should he do? He had thought of it all many a time. And here he had brought up a mate him­self for the cow—for a stolen cow, maybe!

			And there was the horse he would have to re­turn again. A pity—for ’twas a little friendly beast, and grown fond of them already.

			“Nev­er mind,” said In­ger com­fort­ingly. “Why, you’ve done won­ders already.”

			“Ay, but just now with the spring com­ing on—and I’ve need of a horse. …”

			Next morn­ing he drove off quietly with the last load, and was away two days. Com­ing back on foot the third day, he stopped as he neared the house, and stood listen­ing. There was a curi­ous noise in­side. … A child cry­ing—Eyah, Her­regud! … Well, there it was; but a ter­rible strange thing. And In­ger had nev­er said a word.

			He stepped in­side, and there first thing of all was the pack­ing-case—the fam­ous pack­ing-case that he had car­ried home slung round his neck in front; there it was, hung up by a string at each end from the ceil­ing, a cradle and a bed­place for the child. In­ger was up, pot­ter­ing about half-dressed—she had milked the cow and the goats, as it might have been just an or­din­ary day.

			The child stopped cry­ing. “You’re through with it already?” said Isak.

			“Ay, I’m through with it now.”

			“H’m.”

			“It came the first even­ing you were gone.”

			“H’m.”

			“I’d only to get my things off and hang up the cradle there, but it was too much for me, like, and I had to lie down.”

			“Why didn’t you tell me be­fore?”

			“Why, I couldn’t say to a minute when it’d be. ’Tis a boy.”

			“Ho, a boy.”

			“And I can’t for the life of me think what we’re to call him,” said In­ger.

			Isak peeped at the little red face; well shaped it was, and no harelip, and a growth of hair all thick on the head. A fine little fel­low for his rank and sta­tion in a pack­ing-case; Isak felt him­self curi­ously weak. The rugged man stood there with a mir­acle be­fore him; a thing cre­ated first of all in a sac­red mist, show­ing forth now in life with a little face like an al­legory. Days and years, and the mir­acle would be a hu­man be­ing.

			“Come and have your food,” said In­ger. …

			

			Isak is a wood­man, felling trees and saw­ing logs. He is bet­ter off now than be­fore, hav­ing a saw. He works away, and mighty piles of wood grow up; he makes a street of them, a town, built up of stacks and piles of wood. In­ger is more about the house now, and does not come out as be­fore to watch him at his work; Isak must find a pre­text now and then to slip off home for a mo­ment in­stead. Queer to have a little fel­low like that about the place! Isak, of course, would nev­er dream of tak­ing any no­tice—’twas but a bit of a thing in a pack­ing-case. And as for be­ing fond of it … But when it cried, well, it was only hu­man nature to feel just a little some­thing for a cry like that; a little tiny cry like that.

			“Don’t touch him!” says In­ger. “With your hands all messed up with res­in and all!”

			“Res­in, in­deed!” says Isak. “Why, I haven’t had res­in on my hands since I built this house. Give me the boy, let me take him—there, he’s as right as can be!”

			

			Early in May came a vis­it­or. A wo­man came over the hills to that lonely place where none ever came; she was of In­ger’s kinsfolk, though not near, and they made her wel­come.

			“I thought I’d just look in,” she says, “and see how Gold­en­horns gets on since she left us.”

			In­ger looks at the child, and talks to it in a little pity­ing voice: “Ah, there’s none asks how he’s get­ting on, that’s but a little tiny thing.”

			“Why, as for that, any­one can see how he’s get­ting on. A fine little lad and all. And who’d have thought it a year gone, In­ger, to find you here with house and hus­band and child and all man­ner of things.”

			“ ’Tis no do­ing of mine to praise. But there’s one sit­ting there that took me as I was and no more.”

			“And wed­ded?—Not wed­ded yet, no, I see.”

			“We’ll see about it, the time this little man’s to be christened,” says In­ger. “We’d have been wed­ded be­fore, but couldn’t come by it, get­ting down to a church and all. What do you say, Isak?”

			“Wed­ded?” says Isak. “Why, yes, of course.”

			“But if as you’d help us, Oline,” says In­ger. “Just to come up for a few days in the off time once, and look to the creatures here while we’re away?”

			Ay, Oline would do that.

			“We’ll see it’s no loss to you after.”

			Why, as to that, she’d leave it to them. … “And you’re build­ing again, I see. Now what’ll that be for? Isn’t there built enough?”

			In­ger sees her chance and puts in here: “Why, you must ask him about that. I’m not to know.”

			“Build­ing?” says Isak. “Oh, ’tis noth­ing to speak of. A bit of a shed, maybe, if we should need it. What’s that you were say­ing about Gold­en­horns? You’d like to see her?”

			They go across to the cow­shed, and there’s cow and calf to show, and an ox to boot. The vis­it­or nods her head, look­ing at the beasts, and at the shed; all fine as could be, and clean as couldn’t be clean­er. “Trust In­ger for look­ing after creatures every way,” says Oline.

			Isak puts a ques­tion: “Gold­en­horns was at your place be­fore?”

			“Ay, from a calf. Not my place, though; at my son’s. But ’tis all the same. And we’ve her moth­er still.”

			Isak had not heard bet­ter news a long while; it was a bur­den light­er. Gold­en­horns was his and In­ger’s by hon­est right. To tell the truth, he had half thought of get­ting rid of his trouble in a sorry way; to kill off the cow that au­tumn, scrape the hide, bury the horns, and thus make away with all trace of Cow Gold­en­horns in this life. No need for that now. And he grew migh­tily proud of In­ger all at once.

			“Ay, In­ger,” says he. “She’s one to man­age things, that’s true. There’s not her like nor equal to be found. ’Twas a poor place here till I got a wo­man of my own, as you might say.”

			“Why, ’tis but nat­ur­al so,” says Oline.

			And so this wo­man from across the hills, a soft-spoken creature with her wits about her, and by name Oline, she stayed with them a couple of days, and had the little room to sleep in. And, when she set out for home, she had a bundle of wool that In­ger had giv­en her, from the sheep. There was no call to hide that bundle of wool, but Oline took care that Isak should not see it.

			Then the child and Isak and his wife again; the same world again, and the work of the day, with many little joys and big. Gold­en­horns was yield­ing well, the goats had dropped their kids and were yield­ing well; In­ger had a row of red and white cheeses already, stored away to get ripe. It was her plan to save up cheeses till there were enough to buy a loom. Oh, that In­ger; she knew how to weave.

			And Isak built a shed—he too had a plan of his own, no doubt. He set up a new wing built out from the side of the turf hut, with double pan­el­ling boards, made a door­way in it, and a neat little win­dow with four panes; laid on a roof of out­er boards, and made do with that till the ground thawed and he could get turf. All that was use­ful and ne­ces­sary; no floor­ing, no smooth-planed walls, but Isak had fixed up a box par­ti­tion, as for a horse, and a manger.

			It was near­ing the end of May. The sun had thawed the high ground; Isak roofed in his shed with turf and it was fin­ished. Then one morn­ing he ate a meal to last for the day, took some more food with him, shouldered pick and spade, and went down to the vil­lage.

			“Bring up three yards of cot­ton print, if you can,” In­ger called after him.

			“What do you want with that?” said Isak.

			Isak was long away; it al­most seemed as if he had gone for good. In­ger looked at the weath­er every day, not­ing the way of the wind, as if she were ex­pect­ing a sail­ing-ship; she went out at night­time to listen; even thought of tak­ing the child on her arm and go­ing after him. Then at last he came back, with a horse and cart. “Piro!” shouted Isak as he drew up; shouted so as to be heard. And the horse was well be­haved, and stood as quiet as could be, nod­ding at the turf hut as if it knew the place again. Nev­er­the­less, Isak must call out, “Hi, come and hold the horse a bit, can’t you?”

			Out goes In­ger. “Where is it now? Oh, Isak, have you hired him again? Where have you been all this time? ’Tis six days gone.”

			“Where d’you think I’d be? Had to go all sorts of ways round to find a road for this cart of mine. Hold the horse a bit, can’t you?”

			“Cart of yours! You don’t mean to say you’ve bought that cart?”

			Isak dumb; Isak swell­ing with things un­spoken. He lifts out a plough and a har­row he has brought; nails, pro­vi­sions, a grind­stone, a sack of corn. “And how’s the child?” he asks.

			“Child’s all right. Have you bought that cart, that’s what I want to know? For here have I been long­ing and long­ing for a loom,” says she jest­ingly, in her glad­ness at hav­ing him back again.

			Isak dumb once more, for a long space, busied with his own af­fairs, pon­der­ing, look­ing round for a place to put all his goods and im­ple­ments; it was hard to find room for them all. But when In­ger gave up ask­ing, and began talk­ing to the horse in­stead, he came out of his lofty si­lence at last.

			“Ever see a farm without a horse and cart, and plough and har­rows, and all the rest of it? And since you want to know, why, I’ve bought that horse and cart, and all that’s in it,” says he.

			And In­ger could only shake her head and mur­mur: “Well, I nev­er did see such a man!”

			Isak was no longer lit­tle­ness and hu­mil­ity; he had paid, as it were, like a gen­tle­man, for Gold­en­horns. “Here you are,” he could say. “I’ve brought along a horse; we can call it quits.”

			He stood there, up­right and agile, against his wont; shif­ted the plough once more, picked it up and car­ried it with one hand and stood it up against the wall. Oh, he could man­age an es­tate! He took up the oth­er things: the har­row, the grind­stone, a new fork he had bought, all the costly ag­ri­cul­tur­al im­ple­ments, treas­ures of the new home, a grand ar­ray. All re­quis­ite ap­pli­ances—noth­ing was lack­ing.

			“H’m. As for that loom, why, we’ll man­age that too, I dare say, as long as I’ve my health. And there’s your cot­ton print; they’d none but blue, so I took that.”

			There was no end to the things he brought. A bot­tom­less well, rich in all man­ner of things, like a city store.

			Says In­ger: “I wish Oline could have seen all this when she was here.”

			Just like a wo­man! Sheer sense­less van­ity—as if that mattered! Isak sniffed con­temp­tu­ously. Though per­haps he him­self would not have been dis­pleased if Oline had been there to see.

			The child was cry­ing.

			“Go in and look after the boy,” said Isak. “I’ll look to the horse.”

			He takes out the horse and leads it in­to the stable: ay, here is Isak put­ting his horse in­to the stable. Feeds it and strokes it and treats it ten­derly. And how much was ow­ing now, on that horse and cart?—Everything, the whole sum, a mighty debt; but it should all be paid that sum­mer, nev­er fear. He had stacks of cord­wood to pay with, and some build­ing bark from last year’s cut, not to speak of heavy tim­ber. There was time enough. But later on, when the pride and glory had cooled off a little, there were bit­ter hours of fear and anxi­ety; all de­pended on the sum­mer and the crops; how the year turned out.

			The days now were oc­cu­pied in field work and more field work; he cleared new bits of ground, get­ting out roots and stones; plough­ing, ma­nur­ing, har­row­ing, work­ing with pick and spade, break­ing lumps of soil and crum­bling them with hand and heel; a tiller of the ground al­ways, lay­ing out fields like vel­vet car­pets. He waited a couple of days longer—there was a look of rain about—and then he sowed his corn.

			For gen­er­a­tions back, in­to for­got­ten time, his fath­ers be­fore him had sowed corn; sol­emnly, on a still, calm even­ing, best with a gentle fall of warm and misty rain, soon after the grey goose flight. Pota­toes were a new thing, noth­ing mys­tic, noth­ing re­li­gious; wo­men and chil­dren could plant them—earth-apples that came from for­eign parts, like cof­fee; fine rich food, but much like swedes and man­golds. Corn was noth­ing less than bread; corn or no corn meant life or death.

			Isak walked bare­headed, in Jesu name, a sower. Like a tree-stump with hands to look at, but in his heart like a child. Every cast was made with care, in a spir­it of kindly resig­na­tion. Look! the tiny grains that are to take life and grow, shoot up in­to ears, and give more corn again; so it is through­out all the earth where corn is sown. Palestine, Amer­ica, the val­leys of Nor­way it­self—a great wide world, and here is Isak, a tiny speck in the midst of it all, a sower. Little showers of corn flung out fan­wise from his hand; a kindly clouded sky, with a prom­ise of the faintest little misty rain.

		
	
		
			IV

			It was the slack time between the sea­sons, but the wo­man Oline did not come.

			Isak was free of the soil now; he had two scythes and two rakes ready for the hay­mak­ing; he made long bot­tom boards for the cart for get­ting in the hay, and pro­cured a couple of run­ners and some suit­able wood to make a sledge for the winter. Many use­ful things he did. Even to shelves. He set up a pair of shelves in­side the house, as an ex­cel­lent place to keep vari­ous things, such as an al­man­ac—he had bought one at last—and ladles and ves­sels not in use. In­ger thought a deal of those two shelves.

			In­ger was eas­ily pleased; she thought a great deal of everything. There was Gold­en­horns, for in­stance, no fear of her run­ning away now, with the calf and bull to play with; she ran about in the woods all day long. The goats too were thriv­ing, their heavy ud­ders al­most drag­ging on the ground. In­ger made a long robe of blue cot­ton print, and a little cap of the same stuff, as pretty as could be—and that was for the christen­ing. The boy him­self watched her at work many a time; a blessed won­der of a boy he was, and if she was so bent on call­ing him Eleseus, why, Isak sup­posed she must have her way. When the robe was fin­ished, it had a long train to it, nigh on a yard and a half of cot­ton print, and every inch of it money spent; but what of that—the child was their first­born.

			“What about those beads of yours?” said Isak. “If as they’re ever to be used at all. …”

			Oh, but In­ger had thought of them already, those beads of hers. Trust a moth­er for that. In­ger said noth­ing, and was very proud. The beads were none so many; they would not make a neck­lace for the boy, but they would look pretty stitched on the front of his cap, and there they should be.

			But Oline did not come.

			If it had not been for the cattle, they could have gone off all three of them, and come back a few days later with the child prop­erly christened. And if it had not been for that mat­ter of get­ting wed­ded, In­ger might have gone by her­self.

			“If we put off the wed­ding busi­ness for a bit?” said Isak. But In­ger was loth to put it off; it would be ten or twelve years at least be­fore Eleseus was old enough to stay be­hind and look to the milk­ing while they went.

			No, Isak must use his brains to find a way. The whole thing had come about some­how without their know­ing; maybe the wed­ding busi­ness was just as im­port­ant as the christen­ing—how should he know? The weath­er looked like drought—a thor­oughly wicked drought; if the rain did not come be­fore long, their crops would be burnt up. But all was in the hand of God. Isak made ready to go down to the vil­lage and find someone to come up. All those miles again!

			And all that fuss just to be wed and christened. Ay, outly­ing folks had many troubles, great and small.

			At last Oline did come. …

			And now they were wed­ded and christened, everything de­cently in or­der; they had re­membered to have the wed­ding first, so the child could be christened as of a wed­ded pair. But the drought kept on, and the tiny corn­fields were parched, those vel­vet car­pets parched—and why? ’Twas all in the hand of God. Isak mowed his bits of mead­ow; there was little grass on them for all he had ma­nured them well that spring. He mowed and mowed on the hill­sides, farther and farther out; mow­ing and turn­ing and cart­ing home loads of hay, as if he would nev­er tire—for he had a horse already, and a well-stocked farm. But by mid-Ju­ly he had to cut the corn for green fod­der, there was no help for it. And now all de­pended on the potato crop.

			What was that about pota­toes? Were they just a thing from for­eign parts, like cof­fee; a lux­ury, an ex­tra? Oh, the potato is a lordly fruit; drought or down­pour, it grows and grows all the same. It laughs at the weath­er, and will stand any­thing; only deal kindly with it, and it yields fif­teen-fold again. Not the blood of a grape, but the flesh of a chest­nut, to be boiled or roas­ted, used in every way. A man may lack corn to make bread, but give him pota­toes and he will not starve. Roast them in the em­bers, and there is sup­per; boil them in wa­ter, and there’s a break­fast ready. As for meat, it’s little is needed be­side. Pota­toes can be served with what you please; a dish of milk, a her­ring, is enough. The rich eat them with but­ter; poor folk man­age with a tiny pinch of salt. Isak could make a feast of them on Sundays, with a mess of cream from Gold­en­horns’ milk. Poor des­pised potato—a blessed thing!

			But now—things look black even for the potato crop.

			Isak looked at the sky un­numbered times in the day. And the sky was blue. Many an even­ing it looked as if a shower were com­ing. Isak would go in and say, “Like as not we’ll be get­ting that rain after all.” And a couple of hours later all would be as hope­less as be­fore.

			The drought had las­ted sev­en weeks now, and the heat was ser­i­ous; the pota­toes stood all the time in flower; flower­ing mar­vel­lously, un­nat­ur­ally. The corn­fields looked from a dis­tance as if un­der snow. Where was it all to end? The al­man­ac said noth­ing—al­man­acs nowadays were not what they used to be; an al­man­ac now was no good at all. Now it looked like rain again, and Isak went in to In­ger: “We’ll have rain this night, God will­ing.”

			“Is it look­ing that way?”

			“Ay. And the horse is shiv­er­ing a bit, like they will.”

			In­ger glanced to­wards the door and said, “Ay, you see, ’twill come right enough.”

			A few drops fell. Hours passed, they had their sup­per, and when Isak went out in the night to look, the sky was blue.

			“Well, well,” said In­ger; “any­way, ’twill give the last bit of lichen an­oth­er day to dry,” said she to com­fort him all she could.

			Isak had been get­ting lichen, as much as he could, and had a fine lot, all of the best. It was good fod­der, and he treated it as he would hay, cov­er­ing it over with bark in the woods. There was only a little still left out, and now, when In­ger spoke of it, he answered des­pair­ingly, as if it were all one, “I’ll not take it in if it is dry.”

			“Isak, you don’t mean it!” said In­ger.

			And next day, sure enough, he did not take it in. He left it out and nev­er touched it, just as he had said. Let it stay where it was, there’d be no rain any­way; let it stay where it was in God’s name! He could take it in some time be­fore Christ­mas, if so be as the sun hadn’t burnt it all up to noth­ing.

			Isak was deeply and thor­oughly of­fen­ded. It was no longer a pleas­ure and a de­light to sit out­side on the door-slab and look out over his lands and be the own­er of it all. There was the potato field flower­ing madly, and dry­ing up; let the lichen stay where it was—what did he care? That Isak! Who could say; per­haps he had a bit of a sly little thought in his mind for all his stol­id sim­ple­ness; maybe he knew what he was do­ing after all, try­ing to tempt the blue sky now, at the change of the moon.

			That even­ing it looked like rain once more. “You ought to have got that lichen in,” said In­ger.

			“What for?” said Isak, look­ing all sur­prised.

			“Ay, you with your non­sense—but it might be rain after all.”

			“There’ll be no rain this year, you can see for your­self.”

			But for all that, it grew curi­ously dark in the night. They could see through the glass win­dow that it was dark­er—ay, and as if some­thing beat against the panes, some­thing wet, whatever it might be. In­ger woke up. “ ’Tis rain! look at the win­dowpanes.”

			But Isak only sniffed. “Rain?—not a bit of it. Don’t know what you’re talk­ing about.”

			“Ah, it’s no good pre­tend­ing,” said In­ger.

			Isak was pre­tend­ing—ay, that was it. Rain it was, sure enough, and a good heavy shower—but as soon as it had rained enough to spoil Isak’s lichen, it stopped. The sky was blue. “What did I say,” said Isak, stiff-necked and hard.

			The shower made no dif­fer­ence to the potato crop, and days came and went; the sky was blue. Isak set to work on his tim­ber sledge, worked hard at it, and bowed his heart, and planed away humbly at run­ners and shafts. Eyah, Her­regud! Ay, the days came and went, and the child grew. In­ger churned and made cheeses; there was no ser­i­ous danger; folk that had their wits about them and could work need not die for the sake of one bad year. Moreover, after nine weeks, there came a reg­u­lar bless­ing of rain, rain all one day and night, and six­teen hours of it pour­ing as hard as it could. If it had come but two weeks back, Isak would have said, “It’s too late now!” As it was, he said to In­ger, “You see, that’ll save some of the pota­toes.”

			“Ay,” said In­ger hope­fully. “It’ll save the lot, you’ll see.”

			And now things were look­ing bet­ter. Rain every day; good, thor­ough showers. Everything look­ing green again, as by a mir­acle. The pota­toes were flower­ing still, worse than be­fore, and with big ber­ries grow­ing out at the tops, which was not as it should be; but none could say what might be at the roots—Isak had not ven­tured to look. Then one day In­ger went out and found over a score of little pota­toes un­der one plant. “And they’ve five weeks more to grow in,” said In­ger. Oh, that In­ger, al­ways try­ing to com­fort and speak hope­fully through her harelip. It was not pretty to hear when she spoke, for a sort of hiss­ing, like steam from a leaky valve, but a com­fort all the same out in the wilds. And a happy and cheer­ful soul she was at all times.

			“I wish you could man­age to make an­oth­er bed,” she said to Isak one day.

			“Ho!” said he.

			“Why, there’s no hurry, but still. …”

			They star­ted get­ting in the pota­toes, and fin­ished by Mi­chael­mas, as the cus­tom is. It was a mid­dling year—a good year; once again it was seen that pota­toes didn’t care so much about the weath­er, but grew up all the same, and could stand a deal. A mid­dling year—a good year … well, not per­haps, if they worked it out ex­actly, but that they couldn’t do this year. A Lapp had passed that way one day and said how fine their pota­toes were up there; it was much worse, he said, down in the vil­lage.

			And now Isak had a few weeks more to work the ground be­fore the frost set in. The cattle were out, graz­ing where they pleased; it was good to work with them about, and hear the bells, though it did take some of his time now and again. There was the bull, mis­chiev­ous beast, would take to but­ting at the lichen stacks; and as for the goats, they were high and low and every­where, even to the roof of the hut.

			Troubles great and small.

			One day Isak heard a sud­den shout; In­ger stood on the door-slab with the child in her arms, point­ing over to the bull and the pretty little cow Sil­ver­horns—they were mak­ing love. Isak threw down his pick and raced over to the pair, but it was too late, by the look of it. The mis­chief was done. “Oh, the little ras­cal, she’s all too young—half a year too soon, a child!” Isak got her in­to the hut, but it was too late.

			“Well, well,” says In­ger, “ ’tis none so bad after all, in a way; if she’d waited, we’d have had both of them bear­ing at the same time.” Oh, that In­ger; not so bright as some, maybe, yet, for all that, she may well have known what she was about when she let the pair loose to­geth­er that morn­ing.

			Winter came, In­ger card­ing and spin­ning, Isak driv­ing down with loads of wood; fine dry wood and good go­ing; all his debts paid off and settled; horse and cart, plough and har­row his very own. He drove down with In­ger’s goats’ milk cheeses, and brought back wool­len thread, a loom, shuttles and beam and all; brought back flour and pro­vi­sions, more planks, and boards and nails; one day he brought home a lamp.

			“As true as I’m here I won’t be­lieve it,” says In­ger. But she had long had in her mind about a lamp for all that. They lit it the same even­ing, and were in para­dise; little Eleseus he thought, no doubt, it was the sun. “Look how he stares all won­der­ing like,” said Isak. And now In­ger could spin of an even­ing by lamp­light.

			He brought up lin­en for shirts, and new hide shoes for In­ger. She had asked for some dyestuffs, too, for the wool, and he brought them. Then one day he came back with a clock. With what?—A clock. This was too much for In­ger; she was over­whelmed and could not say a word. Isak hung it up on the wall, and set it at a guess, wound it up, and let it strike. The child turned its eyes at the sound and then looked at its moth­er. “Ay, you may won­der,” said In­ger, and took the child to her, not a little touched her­self. Of all good things, here in a lonely place, there was noth­ing could be bet­ter than a clock to go all the dark winter through, and strike so pret­tily at the hours.

			When the last load was car­ted down, Isak turned wood­man once more, felling and stack­ing, build­ing his streets, his town of wood­piles for next winter. He was get­ting farther and farther from the homestead now, there was a great broad stretch of hill­side all ready for till­age. He would not cut close any more, but simply throw the biggest trees with dry tops.

			He knew well enough, of course, what In­ger had been think­ing of when she asked for an­oth­er bed; best to hurry up and get it ready. One dark even­ing he came home from the woods, and sure enough, In­ger had got it over—an­oth­er boy—and was ly­ing down. That In­ger! Only that very morn­ing she had tried to get him to go down to the vil­lage again: “ ’Tis time the horse had some­thing to do,” says she. “Eat­ing his head off all day.”

			“I’ve no time for such­like non­sense,” said Isak shortly, and went out. Now he un­der­stood; she had wanted to get him out of the way. And why? Surely ’twas as well to have him about the house.

			“Why can’t you ever tell a man what’s com­ing?” said he.

			“You make a bed for your­self and sleep in the little room,” said In­ger.

			As for that, it was not only a bed­stead to make; there must be bed­clothes to spread. They had but one skin rug, and there would be no get­ting an­oth­er till next au­tumn, when there were weth­ers to kill—and even then two skins would not make a blanket. Isak had a hard time, with cold at nights, for a while; he tried bury­ing him­self in the hay un­der the rock-shel­ter, tried to bed down for him­self with the cows. Isak was home­less. Well for him that it was May; soon June would be in; Ju­ly. …

			A won­der­ful deal they had man­aged, out there in the wil­der­ness; house for them­selves and hous­ing for the cattle, and ground cleared and cul­tiv­ated, all in three years. Isak was build­ing again—what was he build­ing now? A new shed, a lean-to, jut­ting out from the house. The whole place rang with the noise as he hammered in his eight-inch nails. In­ger came out now and again and said it was try­ing for the little ones.

			“Ay, the little ones—go in and talk to them then, sing a bit. Eleseus, he can have a buck­et lid to ham­mer on him­self. And it’s only while I’m do­ing these big nails just here, at the cross­beams, that’s got to bear the whole. Only planks after that, two-and-a-half-inch nails, as gentle as build­ing dolls’ houses.”

			Small won­der if Isak hammered and thumped. There stood a bar­rel of her­rings, and the flour, and all kinds of food­stuffs in the stable; bet­ter than ly­ing out in the open, maybe, but the pork tasted of it already; a shed they must have, and that was clear. As for the little ones, they’d get used to the noise in no time. Eleseus was in­clined to be ail­ing some­how, but the oth­er took nour­ish­ment sturdily, like a fat cher­ub, and when he wasn’t cry­ing, he slept. A won­der of a child! Isak made no ob­jec­tion to his be­ing called Sivert, though he him­self would rather have pre­ferred Jac­ob. In­ger could hit on the right thing at times. Eleseus was named after the priest of her par­ish, and that was a fine name to be sure; but Sivert was called after his moth­er’s uncle, the dis­trict treas­urer, who was a well-to-do man, with neither wife nor child to come after him. They couldn’t do bet­ter than name the boy after him.

			Then came spring, and the new sea­son’s work; all was down in the earth be­fore Whit­sun. When there had been only Eleseus to look after, In­ger could nev­er find time to help her hus­band, be­ing tied to her first­born; now, with two chil­dren in the house, it was dif­fer­ent; she helped in the fields and man­aged a deal of odd work here and there; plant­ing pota­toes, sow­ing car­rots and turnips. A wife like that is none so easy to find. And she had her loom be­sides; at all odd minutes she would slip in­to the little room and weave a couple of spools, mak­ing half-wool stuff for un­der­clothes for the winter. Then when she had dyed her wools, it was red and blue dress ma­ter­i­al for her­self and the little ones; at last she put in sev­er­al col­ours, and made a bed­spread for Isak all by her­self. No fancy work from In­ger’s loom; use­ful and ne­ces­sary things, and sound all through.

			Oh, they were do­ing fam­ously, these set­tlers in the wilds; they had got on so far, and if this year’s crops turned out well they would be en­vi­able folk, no less. What was lack­ing on the place at all? A hayloft, per­haps; a big barn with a thresh­ing-floor in­side—but that might come in time. Ay, it would come, nev­er fear, only give then time. And now pretty Sil­ver­horns had calved, the sheep had lambs, the goats had kids, the young stock fairly swarmed about the place. And what of the little house­hold it­self? Eleseus could walk already, walk by him­self wherever he pleased, and little Sivert was christened. In­ger? By all signs and tokens, mak­ing ready for an­oth­er turn; she was not what you’d call nig­gardly at bear­ing. An­oth­er child—oh, a mere noth­ing to In­ger! Though, to be sure, she was proud enough of them when they came. Fine little creatures, as any­one could see. ’Twas not all, by a long way, that the Lord had blessed with such fine big chil­dren. In­ger was young, and mak­ing the most of it. She was no beauty, and had suffered all her girl­hood by reas­on of the same, be­ing set aside and looked down on. The young men nev­er no­ticed her, though she could dance and work as well. They found noth­ing sweet in her, and turned else­where. But now her time had come; she was in full flower and con­stantly with child. Isak him­self, her lord and mas­ter, was earn­est and stol­id as ever, but he had got on well, and was con­tent. How he had man­aged to live till In­ger came was a mys­tery; feed­ing, no doubt, on pota­toes and goats’ milk, or maybe ven­ture­some dishes without a name; now, he had all that a man could think of in his place in the world.

			There came an­oth­er drought, a new bad year. Os-An­ders the Lapp, com­ing by with his dog, brought news that folk in the vil­lage had cut their corn already, for fod­der.

			“ ’Tis a poor look out,” said In­ger, “when it comes to that.”

			“Ay. But they’ve the her­ring. A fine haul, ’tis said. Your Uncle Sivert, he’s go­ing to build a coun­try house.”

			“Why, he was none so badly off be­fore.”

			“That’s true. And like to be the same with you, for all it seems.”

			“Why, as to that, thank God, we’ve enough for our little needs. What do they say at home about me up here?”

			Os-An­ders wags his head help­lessly; there’s no end to the great things they say; more than he can tell. A pleas­ant-spoken fel­low, like all the Lapps.

			“If as you’d care for a dish of milk now, you’ve only to say so,” says In­ger.

			“ ’Tis more than’s worth your while. But if you’ve a sup for the dog here. …”

			Milk for Os-An­ders, and food for the dog. Os-An­ders lifts his head sud­denly, at a kind of mu­sic in­side the house.

			“What’s that?”

			“ ’Tis only our clock,” says In­ger. “It strikes the hours that way.” In­ger burst­ing with pride.

			The Lapp wags his head again: “House and cattle and all man­ner of things. There’s noth­ing a man could think of but you’ve that thing.”

			“Ay, we’ve much to be thank­ful for, ’tis true.”

			“I for­got to say, there’s Oline was ask­ing after you.”

			“Oline? How is it with her?”

			“She’s none so poorly. Where will your hus­band be now?”

			“He’ll be at work in the fields some­where.”

			“They say he’s not bought yet,” says the Lapp care­lessly.

			“Bought? Who says so?”

			“Why, ’tis what they say.”

			“But who’s he to buy from? ’Tis com­mon land.”

			“Ay, ’tis so.”

			“And sweat of his brow to every spade of it.”

			“Why, they say ’tis the State owns all the land.”

			In­ger could make noth­ing of this. “Ay, maybe so. Was it Oline said so?”

			“I don’t well re­mem­ber,” says the Lapp, and his shifty eyes looked all ways around.

			In­ger wondered why he did not beg for any­thing; Os-An­ders al­ways begged, as do all the Lapps. Os-An­ders sits scrap­ing at the bowl of his clay pipe, and lights up. What a pipe! He puffs and draws at it till his wrinkled old face looks like a wiz­ard’s runes.

			“No need to ask if the little ones there are yours,” says he, flat­ter­ing again. “They’re as like you as could be. The liv­ing im­age of your­self when you were small.”

			Now In­ger was a mon­ster and a de­form­ity to look at; ’twas all wrong, of course, but she swelled with pride for all that. Even a Lapp can glad­den a moth­er’s heart.

			“If it wasn’t that your sack there’s so full, I’d find you some­thing to put in it,” says In­ger.

			“Nay, ’tis more than’s worth your while.”

			In­ger goes in­side with the child on her arm; Eleseus stays out­side with the Lapp. The two make friends at once; the child sees some­thing curi­ous in the sack, some­thing soft and fluffy, and wants to pat it. The dog stands alert, bark­ing and whin­ing. In­ger comes out with a par­cel of food; she gives a cry, and drops down on the door-slab.

			“What’s that you’ve got there? What is it?”

			“ ’Tis noth­ing. Only a hare.”

			“I saw it.”

			“ ’Twas the boy wanted to look. Dog ran it down this morn­ing and killed it, and I brought it along. …”

			“Here’s your food,” said In­ger.

		
	
		
			V

			One bad year nev­er comes alone. Isak had grown pa­tient, and took what fell to his lot. The corn was parched, and the hay was poor, but the pota­toes looked like pulling through once more—bad enough, all things to­geth­er, but not the worst. Isak had still a sea­son’s yield of cord­wood and tim­ber to sell in the vil­lage, and the her­ring fish­ery had been rich all round the coast, so there was plenty of money to buy wood. In­deed, it al­most looked like a provid­ence that the corn har­vest had failed—for how could he have threshed it without a barn and thresh­ing-floor? Call it provid­ence; there’s no harm in that some­times.

			There were oth­er things not so eas­ily put out of mind. What was it a cer­tain Lapp had said to In­ger that sum­mer—some­thing about not hav­ing bought? Buy, what should he buy for? The ground was there, the forest was there; he had cleared and tilled, built up a homestead in the midst of a nat­ur­al wil­der­ness, win­ning bread for him­self and his, ask­ing noth­ing of any man, but work­ing, and work­ing alone. He had of­ten thought him­self of ask­ing the Lens­mand2 about the mat­ter when he went down to the vil­lage, but had al­ways put it off; the Lens­mand was not a pleas­ant man to deal with, so people said, and Isak was not one to talk much. What could he say if he went—what had he come for?

			One day that winter the Lens­mand him­self came driv­ing up to the place. There was a man with him, and a lot of pa­pers in a bag. Geissler him­self, the Lens­mand, no less. He looked at the broad open hill­side, cleared of tim­ber, smooth and un­broken un­der the snow; he thought per­haps that it was all tilled land already, for he said:

			“Why, this is a whole big farm you’ve got. You don’t ex­pect to get all this for noth­ing?”

			There it was! Isak was ter­ror-stricken and said not a word.

			“You ought to have come to me at first, and bought the land,” said Geissler.

			“Ay.”

			The Lens­mand talked of valu­ations, of bound­ar­ies, taxes, taxes to the State, and, when he had ex­plained the mat­ter a little, Isak began to see that there was some­thing reas­on­able in it after all. The Lens­mand turned to his com­pan­ion teas­ingly. “Now then, you call your­self a sur­vey­or, what’s the ex­tent of cul­tiv­ated ground here?” He did not wait for the oth­er to reply, but noted down him­self, at a guess. Then he asked Isak about the crops, how much hay, how many bushels of pota­toes. And then about bound­ar­ies. They could not go round the place mark­ing out waist-deep in snow; and in sum­mer no one could get up there at all. What did Isak think him­self about the ex­tent of wood­land and pas­tur­age?—Isak had no idea at all; he had al­ways thought of the place as be­ing his own as far as he could see. The Lens­mand said that the State re­quired def­in­ite bound­ar­ies. “And the great­er the ex­tent, the more you will have to pay.”

			“Ay.”

			“And they won’t give you all you think you can swal­low; they’ll let you have what’s reas­on­able for your needs.”

			“Ay.”

			In­ger brought in some milk for the vis­it­ors; they drank it, and she brought in some more. The Lens­mand a surly fel­low? He stroked Eleseus’ hair, and looked at some­thing the child was play­ing with. “Play­ing with stones, what? Let me see. H’m, heavy. Looks like some kind of ore.”

			“There’s plenty such up in the hills,” said Isak.

			The Lens­mand came back to busi­ness. “South and west from here’s what you want most, I sup­pose? Shall we say a couple of fur­longs to the south­ward?”

			“Two fur­longs!” ex­claimed his as­sist­ant.

			“You couldn’t till two hun­dred yards,” said his chief shortly.

			“What will that cost?” asked Isak.

			“Can’t say. It all de­pends. But I’ll put it as low as I can on my re­port; it’s miles away from any­where, and dif­fi­cult to get at.”

			“But two fur­longs!” said the as­sist­ant again.

			The Lens­mand entered duly, two fur­longs to the south­ward, and asked: “What about the hills? How much do you want that way?”

			“I’ll need all up as far as the wa­ter. There’s a big wa­ter up there,” said Isak.

			The Lens­mand noted that. “And how far north?”

			“Why, it’s no great mat­ter that way. ’Tis but moor­land most, and little tim­ber.”

			The Lens­mand fixed the north­ward bound­ary at one fur­long. “East?”

			“That’s no great mat­ter either. ’Tis bare field all from here in­to Sweden.”

			The Lens­mand noted down again. He made a rap­id cal­cu­la­tion, and said: “It’ll make a good-sized place, even at that. Any­where near the vil­lage, of course, it’d be worth a lot of money; nobody could have bought it. I’ll send in a re­port, and say a hun­dred Daler would be fair. What do you think?” he asked his as­sist­ant.

			“It’s giv­ing it away,” said the oth­er.

			“A hun­dred Daler?” said In­ger. “Isak, you’ve no call to take so big a place.”

			“No—o,” said Isak.

			The as­sist­ant put in hur­riedly: “That’s just what I say. It’s miles too big for you as it is. What will you do with it?”

			“Cul­tiv­ate it,” said the Lens­mand.

			He had been sit­ting there writ­ing and work­ing in his head, with the chil­dren cry­ing every now and then; he did not want to have the whole thing to do again. As it was, he would not be home till late that night, per­haps not be­fore morn­ing. He thrust the pa­pers in­to the bag; the mat­ter was settled.

			“Put the horse in,” he said to his com­pan­ion. And turn­ing to Isak: “As a mat­ter of fact, they ought to give you the place for noth­ing, and pay you in­to the bar­gain, the way you’ve worked. I’ll say as much when I send in the re­port. Then we’ll see how much the State will ask for the title-deeds.”

			Isak—it was hard to say how he felt about it. Half as if he were not ill-pleased after all to find his land val­ued at a big price, after the work he had done. As for the hun­dred Daler, he could man­age to pay that off, no doubt, in course of time. He made no fur­ther busi­ness about it; he could go on work­ing as he had done hitherto, clear­ing and cul­tiv­at­ing, fetch­ing loads of tim­ber from the un­ten­ded wood­lands. Isak was not a man to look about anxiously for what might come; he worked.

			In­ger thanked the Lens­mand, and hoped he would put in a word for them with the State.

			“Yes, yes. But I’ve no say in the mat­ter my­self. All I have to do is to say what I have seen, and what I think. How old is the young­est there?”

			“Six months as near as can be.”

			“Boy or girl?”

			“Boy.”

			The Lens­mand was no tyr­ant, but shal­low, and not over­con­scien­tious. He ig­nored his as­sist­ant, Brede Olsen, who by vir­tue of his of­fice should be an ex­pert in such af­fairs; the mat­ter was settled out of hand, by guess­work. Yet for Isak and his wife it was a ser­i­ous mat­ter enough—ay, and for who should come after them, maybe for gen­er­a­tions. But he set it all down, as it pleased him, mak­ing a doc­u­ment of it on the spot. With­al a kindly man; he took a bright coin from his pock­et and gave it to little Sivert; then he nod­ded to the oth­ers and went out to the sledge.

			Sud­denly he asked: “What do you call the place?”

			“Call it?”

			“Yes. What’s its name? We must have a name for it.”

			No one had ever thought of that be­fore. In­ger and Isak looked at each oth­er.

			“Sel­lan­raa?” said the Lens­mand. He must have in­ven­ted it out of his own head; maybe it was not a name at all. But he only nod­ded, and said again, “Sel­lan­raa!” and drove off.

			Settled again, at a guess, any­thing would do. The name, the price, the bound­ar­ies. …

			Some weeks later, when Isak was down in the vil­lage, he heard ru­mours of some busi­ness about Lens­mand Geissler; there had been an in­quiry about some moneys he could not ac­count for, and the mat­ter had been re­por­ted to his su­per­i­or. Well, such things did hap­pen; some folk were con­tent to stumble through life any­how, till they ran up against those that walked.

			Then one day Isak went down with a load of wood, and com­ing back, who should drive with him on his sledge but Lens­mand Geissler. He stepped out from the trees, on to the road, waved his hand, and simply said: “Take me along, will you?”

			They drove for a while, neither speak­ing. Once the pas­sen­ger took a flask from his pock­et and drank; offered it to Isak, who de­clined. “I’m afraid this jour­ney will up­set my stom­ach,” said the Lens­mand.

			He began at once to talk about Isak’s deal in land. “I sent off the re­port at once, with a strong re­com­mend­a­tion on my own ac­count. Sel­lan­raa’s a nice name. As a mat­ter of fact, they ought to let you have the place for noth­ing, wouldn’t do to say so, of course. If I had, they’d only have taken of­fence and put their own price on it. I sug­ges­ted fifty Daler.”

			“Ho. Fifty, you said? Not a hun­dred?”

			The Lens­mand puckered his brow and thought a mo­ment. “As far as I re­col­lect it was fifty. Yes. …”

			“And where will you be go­ing, now?” asked Isak.

			“Over to Ves­ter­bot­ten, to my wife’s people.”

			“ ’Tis none so easy that way at this time of year.”

			“I’ll man­age. Couldn’t you go with me a bit?”

			“Ay; you shan’t go alone.”

			They came to the farm, and the Lens­mand stayed the night, sleep­ing in the little room. In the morn­ing, he brought out his flask again, and re­marked: “I’m sure this jour­ney’s go­ing to up­set my stom­ach.” For the rest, he was much the same as last time, kindly, de­cis­ive, but fussy, and little con­cerned about his own af­fairs. Pos­sibly it might not be so bad after all. Isak ven­tured to point out that the hill­side was not all un­der cul­tiv­a­tion yet, but only some small squares here and there. The Lens­mand took the in­form­a­tion in a curi­ous fash­ion. “I knew that well enough, of course, last time I was here, when I made out the re­port. But Brede, the fel­low who was with me, he didn’t see it. Brede, he’s no earthly good. But they work it out by table. With all the ground as I entered it, and only so few loads of hay, so few bushels of pota­toes, they’ll say at once that it must be poor soil, cheap soil, you un­der­stand. I did my best for you, and you take my word for it, that’ll do the trick. It’s two and thirty thou­sand fel­lows of your stamp the coun­try wants.”

			The Lens­mand nod­ded and turned to In­ger. “How old’s the young­est?”

			“He’s just three-quar­ters of a year.”

			“And a boy, is he?”

			“Yes.”

			“But you must see and get that busi­ness settled as soon as ever you can,” said he to Isak again. “There’s an­oth­er man wants to pur­chase now, mid­way between here and the vil­lage, and as soon as he does, this’ll be worth more. You buy now, get the place first, and let the price go up after—that way, you’ll be get­ting some re­turn for all the work you’ve put in­to it. It was you that star­ted cul­tiv­at­ing here at all. ’Twas all wil­der­ness be­fore.”

			They were grate­ful for his ad­vice, and asked if it was not he him­self that would ar­range the mat­ter. He answered that he had done all he could; everything now de­pended on the State. “I’m go­ing across to Ves­ter­bot­ten now, and I shan’t be com­ing back,” he told them straight­for­wardly.

			He gave In­ger an Ort, and that was over­much. “You can take a bit of meat down to my people in the vil­lage next time you’re killing,” said he. “My wife’ll pay you. Take a cheese or so, too, any time you can. The chil­dren like it.”

			Isak went with him up over the hills; it was firm, good go­ing on the high­er ground, easi­er than be­low. Isak re­ceived a whole Daler.

			In that man­ner was it Lens­mand Geissler left the place, and he did not come back. No great loss, folk said, he be­ing looked on as a doubt­ful per­son­age, an ad­ven­turer. Not that he hadn’t the know­ledge; he was a learned man, and had stud­ied this and that, but he lived too freely, and spent oth­er people’s money. It came out later that he had left the place after a sharp rep­rim­and from his su­per­i­or, Amt­mand Pleym; but noth­ing was done about his fam­ily of­fi­cially, and they went on liv­ing there, a good while after—his wife and three chil­dren. And it was not long be­fore the money un­ac­coun­ted for was sent from Sweden, so that Geissler’s wife and chil­dren could not be said to be held as host­ages, but stayed on simply be­cause it pleased them.

			Isak and In­ger had no cause to com­plain of Geissler’s deal­ings with them, not by a long way. And there was no say­ing what sort of man his suc­cessor would be—per­haps they would have to go over the whole busi­ness again!

			The Amt­mand3 sent one of his clerks up to the vil­lage, to be the new Lens­mand. He was a man about forty, son of a loc­al ma­gis­trate, by name Heyer­dahl. He had lacked the means to go to the uni­ver­sity and enter the ser­vice that way; in­stead, he had been con­strained to sit in an of­fice, writ­ing at a desk, for fif­teen years. He was un­mar­ried, hav­ing nev­er been able to af­ford a wife. His chief, Amt­mand Pleym, had in­her­ited him from his pre­de­cessor, and paid him the same miser­able wage that had been giv­en be­fore; Heyer­dahl took it, and went on writ­ing at his desk as be­fore.

			Isak plucked up his cour­age, and went to see him.

			“Doc­u­ments in the Sel­lan­raa case … ? Here they are, just re­turned from the De­part­ment. They want to know all sorts of things—the whole busi­ness is in a dread­ful muddle, as Geissler left it,” said the of­fi­cial. “The De­part­ment wishes to be in­formed as to wheth­er any con­sid­er­able crop of mar­ket­able ber­ries is to be reckoned with on the es­tate. Wheth­er there is any heavy tim­ber. Wheth­er pos­sibly there may be ores or metals of value an the hills ad­join­ing. Men­tion is made of wa­ter, but noth­ing stated as to any fish­ery in the same. This Geissler ap­pears to have fur­nished cer­tain in­form­a­tion, but he’s not to be trus­ted, and here have I to go through the whole af­fair again after him. I shall have to come up to Sel­lan­raa and make a thor­ough in­spec­tion and valu­ation. How many miles is it up there? The De­part­ment, of course, re­quires that ad­equate bound­ar­ies be drawn: yes, we shall have to beat the bounds in due or­der.”

			“ ’Tis no light busi­ness set­ting up bound­ar­ies this time of year,” said Isak. “Not till later on in the sum­mer.”

			“Any­how, it’ll have to be done. The De­part­ment can’t wait all through the sum­mer for an an­swer. I’ll come up my­self as soon as I can get away. I shall have to be out that way in any case, there’s an­oth­er plot of land a man’s in­quir­ing about.”

			“Will that be him that’s go­ing to buy up between me and the vil­lage?”

			“Can’t say, I’m sure. Very likely. As a mat­ter of fact, it’s a man from the of­fice here, my as­sist­ant in the of­fice. He was here in Geissler’s time. Asked Geissler about it, I un­der­stand, but Geissler put him off; said he couldn’t cul­tiv­ate a hun­dred yards of land. So he sent in an ap­plic­a­tion to the Amt­mand, and I’m in­struc­ted to see the mat­ter through. More of Geissler’s mud­dling!”

			Lens­mand Heyer­dahl came up to the farm, and brought with him his as­sist­ant, Brede. They had got thor­oughly wet cross­ing the moors, and wet­ter still they were be­fore they’d fin­ished tramp­ing the bound­ary lines through melt­ing snow and slush up and down the hills. The Lens­mand set to work zeal­ously the first day, but on the second he had had enough, and con­ten­ted him­self with stand­ing still for the most part, point­ing and shout­ing dir­ec­tions. There was no fur­ther talk about pro­spect­ing for ore in the “ad­join­ing hills,” and as for mar­ket­able ber­ries—they would have a look at the moors on the way back, he said.

			The De­part­ment re­ques­ted in­form­a­tion on quite a num­ber of points—there were tables for all sorts of things, no doubt. The only thing that seemed reas­on­able was the ques­tion of tim­ber. Cer­tainly, there was some heavy tim­ber, and that with­in the lim­its of Isak’s pro­posed hold­ing, but not enough to reck­on with for sale; no more than would be re­quired to keep up the place. Even if there had been tim­ber in plenty, who was to carry it all the many miles to where it could be sold? Only Isak, trundling like a tub-wheel through the forest in win­ter­time cart­ing some few heavy sticks down to the vil­lage, to bring back planks and boards for his build­ing.

			Geissler, the in­com­pre­hens­ible, had, it seemed, sent in a re­port which was not eas­ily up­set. Here was his suc­cessor go­ing through the whole thing again, try­ing to find mis­takes and blatant in­ac­curacies—but all in vain. It was no­tice­able that he con­sul­ted his as­sist­ant at every turn, and paid heed to what he said, which was not Geissler’s way at all. That same as­sist­ant, moreover, must pre­sum­ably have altered his own opin­ion, since he was now a would-be pur­chaser him­self of lands from the com­mon ground held by the State.

			“What about the price?” asked the Lens­mand.

			“Fifty Daler is the most they can fairly ask of any buy­er,” answered the ex­pert.

			Lens­mand Heyer­dahl drew up his re­port in el­eg­ant phras­ing. Geissler had writ­ten: “The man will also have to pay land tax every year; he can­not af­ford to pay more for the place than fifty Daler, in an­nu­al in­stal­ments over ten years. The State can ac­cept his of­fer, or take away his land and the fruits of his work.” Heyer­dahl wrote: “He now humbly begs to sub­mit this ap­plic­a­tion to the De­part­ment: that he be al­lowed to re­tain this land, upon which, al­beit without right of pos­ses­sion, he has up to this present ef­fected con­sid­er­able im­prove­ments, for a pur­chase price of 50—fifty—Spe­ciedaler, the amount to be paid in an­nu­al in­stal­ments as may seem fit to the De­part­ment to ap­por­tion the same.”

			Lens­mand Heyer­dahl prom­ised Isak to do his best. “I hope to suc­ceed in pro­cur­ing you pos­ses­sion of the es­tate,” he said.

		
	
		
			VI

			The big bull is to be sent away. It has grown to an enorm­ous beast, and costs too much to feed; Isak is tak­ing it down to the vil­lage, to bring up a suit­able yearling in ex­change.

			It was In­ger’s idea. And In­ger had no doubt her own reas­ons for get­ting Isak out of the place on that par­tic­u­lar day.

			“If you are go­ing at all, you’d bet­ter go today,” she said. “The bull’s in fine con­di­tion; ’twill fetch a good price at this time of year. You take him down to the vil­lage, and they’ll send him to be sold in town—towns­folk pay any­thing for their meat.”

			“Ay,” says Isak.

			“If only the beast doesn’t make trouble on the way down.”

			Isak made no an­swer.

			“But he’s been out and about now this last week, and get­ting used to things.”

			Isak was si­lent. He took a big knife, hung it in a sheath at his waist, and led out the bull.

			A mighty beast it was, glossy-coated and ter­rible to look at, sway­ing at the but­tocks as it walked. A trifle short in the leg; when it ran, it crushed down the un­der­growth with its chest; it was like a rail­way en­gine. Its neck was huge al­most to de­form­ity; there was the strength of an ele­phant in that neck.

			“If only he doesn’t get mad with you,” said In­ger.

			Isak thought for a mo­ment. “Why, if as he takes it that way, I’ll just have to slaughter him halfway and carry down the meat.”

			In­ger sat down on the door-slab. She was in pain; her face was aflame. She had kept her feet till Isak was gone; now he and the bull were out of sight, and she could give way to a groan without fear. Little Eleseus can talk a little already; he asks: “Mama hurt?”—“Yes, hurt.” He mim­ics her, press­ing his hands to his sides and groan­ing. Little Sivert is asleep.

			In­ger takes Eleseus in­side the house, gives him some things to play with on the floor, and gets in­to bed her­self. Her time was come. She is per­fectly con­scious all the while, keeps an eye on Eleseus, glances at the clock on the wall to see the time. Nev­er a cry, hardly a move­ment; the struggle is in her vi­tals—a bur­den is loosened and glides from her. Al­most at the same mo­ment she hears a strange cry in the bed, a blessed little voice; poor thing, poor little thing … and now she can­not rest, but lifts her­self up and looks down. What is it? Her face is grey and blank in a mo­ment, without ex­pres­sion or in­tel­li­gence; a groan is heard; un­nat­ur­al, im­possible—a chok­ing gasp.

			She slips back on the bed. A minute passes; she can­not rest, the little cry down there in the bed grows louder, she raises her­self once more, and sees—O God, the direst of all! No mercy, no hope—and this a girl!

			Isak could not have gone more than a couple of miles or so. It was hardly an hour since he had left. In less than ten minutes In­ger had borne her child and killed it. …

			Isak came back on the third day, lead­ing a half-starved yearling bull. The beast could hardly walk; it had been a long busi­ness get­ting up to the place at all.

			“How did you get on?” asked In­ger. She her­self was ill and miser­able enough.

			Isak had man­aged very well. True, the big bull had been mad the last two miles or so, and he had to tie it up and fetch help from the vil­lage. Then, when he got back, it had broken loose and took a deal of time to find. But he had man­aged some­how, and had sold for a good price to a trader in the vil­lage, buy­ing up for butchers in the town. “And here’s the new one,” said Isak. “Let the chil­dren come and look.”

			Any ad­di­tion to the live­stock was a great event. In­ger looked at the bull and felt it over, asked what it had cost; little Sivert was al­lowed to sit on its back. “I shall miss the big one, though,” said In­ger. “So glossy and fine he was. I do hope they’ll kill him nicely.”

			It was the busy sea­son now, and there was work enough. The an­im­als were let loose; in the empty shed were cases and bins of pota­toes left to grow. Isak sowed more corn this year than last, and did all he could to get it nicely down. He made beds for car­rots and turnips, and In­ger sowed the seeds. All went on as be­fore.

			In­ger went about for some time with a bag of hay un­der her dress, to hide any change in her fig­ure, tak­ing out a little from time to time, and fi­nally dis­card­ing the bag al­to­geth­er. At last, one day, Isak no­ticed some­thing, and asked in sur­prise:

			“Why, how’s this? Hasn’t any­thing happened? I thought. …”

			“No. Not this time.”

			“Ho. Why, what was wrong?”

			“ ’Twas meant to be so, I sup­pose. Isak, how long d’you think it’ll take you to work over all this land of ours?”

			“Yes, but … you mean you had your trouble—didn’t go as it should?”

			“Ay, that was it—yes.”

			“But your­self—you’re not hurt any­way after it?”

			“No. Isak, I’ve been think­ing, we ought to have a pig.”

			Isak was not quick to change the sub­ject that way. He was si­lent a little, then at last he said: “Ay, a pig. I’ve thought of that my­self each spring. But we’ll need to have more pota­toes first, and more of the small, and a bit of corn be­side; we’ve not enough to feed a pig. We’ll see how this year turns out.”

			“But it would be nice to have a pig.”

			“Ay.”

			Days pass, rain comes, fields and mead­ows are look­ing well—oh, the year will turn out well, nev­er fear! Little hap­pen­ings and big, all in their turn: food, sleep, and work; Sundays, with wash­ing of faces and comb­ing of hair, and Isak sit­ting about in a new red shirt of In­ger’s weav­ing and sew­ing. Then an event, a hap­pen­ing of note in the or­din­ary round: a sheep, roam­ing with her lamb, gets caught in a cleft among the rocks. The oth­ers come home in the even­ing. In­ger at once sees there are two miss­ing, and out goes Isak in search. Isak’s first thought is to be thank­ful it is Sunday, so he is not called away from his work and los­ing time. He tramps off—there is an end­less range of ground to be searched; and, mean­while, the house is all anxi­ety. Moth­er hushes the chil­dren with brief words; there are two sheep miss­ing, and they must be good. All share the feel­ing; what has happened is a mat­ter for the whole little com­munity. Even the cows know that some­thing un­usu­al is go­ing on, and give tongue in their own fash­ion, for In­ger goes out every now and then, call­ing aloud to­wards the woods, though it is near night. It is an event in the wil­der­ness, a gen­er­al mis­for­tune. Now and again she gives a long-drawn hail to Isak, but there is no an­swer; he must be out of hear­ing.

			Where are the sheep—what can have come to them? Is there a bear abroad? Or have the wolves come down over the hills from Sweden and Fin­land? Neither, as it turns out. Isak finds the ewe stuck fast in a cleft of rock, with a broken leg and la­cer­ated ud­der. It must have been there some time, for, des­pite its wounds, the poor thing has nibbled the grass down to the roots as far as it could reach. Isak lifts the sheep and sets it free; it falls to graz­ing at once. The lamb makes for its moth­er and sucks away—a blessed re­lief for the wounded ud­der to be emp­tied now.

			Isak gath­ers stones and fills up the dan­ger­ous cleft; a wicked place; it shall break no more sheep’s thighs! Isak wears leath­er braces; he takes them off now and fastens them round the sheep’s middle, as a sup­port for the ud­der. Then, lift­ing the an­im­al on his shoulders, he sets off home, the lamb at his heels.

			After that—splints and tar band­ages. In a few days’ time the pa­tient be­gins twitch­ing the foot of the wounded leg; it is the frac­ture aching as it grows to­geth­er. Ay, all things get­ting well again—un­til next time some­thing hap­pens.

			The daily round; little mat­ters that are all im­port­ant to the set­tler-folk them­selves. Oh, they are not trifles after all, but things of fate, mak­ing for their hap­pi­ness and com­fort and well-be­ing, or against them.

			In the slack time between the sea­sons, Isak smooths down some new tree-trunks he has thrown; to be used for some­thing or oth­er, no doubt. Also he digs out a num­ber of use­ful stones and gets them down to the house; as soon as there are stones enough, he builds a wall of them. A year or so back, In­ger would have been curi­ous, won­der­ing what her man was after with all this—now, she seemed for the most part busied with her own work, and asked no ques­tions. In­ger is busy as ever, but she has taken to singing, which is some­thing new, and she is teach­ing Eleseus an even­ing pray­er; this also is some­thing new. Isak misses her ques­tion­ing; it was her curi­os­ity and her praise of all he did that made him the con­ten­ted man, the in­com­par­able man he was. But now, she goes by, say­ing noth­ing, or at most with a word or so that he is work­ing him­self to death. “She’s troubled after that last time, for all she says,” thinks Isak to him­self.

			Oline comes over to vis­it them once more. If all had been as be­fore she would have been wel­come, but now it is dif­fer­ent. In­ger greets her from the first with some ill-will; be it what it may, there is some­thing that makes In­ger look on her as an en­emy.

			“I’d half a thought I’d be com­ing just at the right time again,” says Oline, with del­ic­ate mean­ing.

			“How d’you mean?”

			“Why, for the third one to be christened. How is it with you now?”

			“Nay,” says In­ger. “For that mat­ter you might have saved your­self the trouble.”

			“Ho.”

			Oline falls to prais­ing the chil­dren, so fine and big they’ve grown; and Isak tak­ing over more ground, and go­ing to build again, by the look of things—there’s no end to things with them; a won­der­ful place, and hard to find its like. “And what is he go­ing to build this time?”

			“Ask him your­self,” says In­ger. “I don’t know.”

			“Nay,” says Oline. “ ’Tis no busi­ness of mine. I just looked along to see how things were with you here; it’s a pleas­ure and de­light for me to see. As for Gold­en­horns, I’ll not ask nor speak of her—she’s fallen in­to prop­er ways, as any­one can see.”

			They talk for a while com­pan­ion­ably; In­ger is no longer harsh. The clock on the wall strikes with its sweet little note. Oline looks up with tears in her eyes; nev­er in all her humble life did she hear such a thing—’tis like church and or­gan mu­sic, says Oline. In­ger feels her­self rich and gen­er­ous-minded to­wards her poor re­la­tion, and says: “Come in­to the next room and see my loom.”

			Oline stays all day. She talks to Isak, and praises all his do­ings. “And I hear you’ve bought up the land for miles on every side. Couldn’t you have got it for noth­ing, then? There’s none as I can see would take it from you.”

			Isak had been feel­ing the need of praise, and is the bet­ter for it now. Feels a man again. “I’m buy­ing from the Gov­ern­ment,” says Isak.

			“Ay, Gov­ern­ment. But they’ve no call to be grasp­ing in a deal, surely? What are you build­ing now?”

			“Why, I don’t know. Noth­ing much, any­way.”

			“Ay, you’re get­ting on; build­ing and get­ting on you are. Painted doors to the house, and a clock on the wall—’tis a new grand house you’re build­ing, I sus­pect.”

			“You, with your fool­ish talk …” says Isak. But he is pleased all the same, and says to In­ger: “Couldn’t you make a bit of a dish of nice cream cus­tard for one that comes a-vis­it­ing?”

			“That I can’t,” says In­ger, “for I’ve churned all there was.”

			“ ’Tis no fool­ish talk,” puts in Oline hur­riedly; “I’m but a simple wo­man ask­ing to know. And if it’s not a new grand house, why, ’twill be a new big barn, I dare say; and why not? With all these fields and mead­ow lands, fine and full of growth; ay, and full of milk and honey, as the Bible says.”

			Isak asks: “How’s things look­ing your way—crops and the like?”

			“Why, ’tis there as it is till now. If only the Lord don’t set fire to it all again this year, and burn up the lot—Heav­en for­give me I should say the word. ’Tis all in His hand and almighty power. But we’ve noth­ing our parts that’s any way like this place of yours to com­pare, and that’s the sol­emn truth.”

			In­ger asks after oth­er re­l­at­ives, her Uncle Sivert in par­tic­u­lar. He is the great man of the fam­ily, and owns rich fish­er­ies; ’tis al­most a won­der how he can find a way to spend all he has. The wo­men talk of Uncle Sivert, and Isak and his do­ings some­how drop out of sight; no one asks any more about his build­ing now, so at last he says:

			“Well, if you want to know, ’tis a bit of a barn with a thresh­ing-floor I’m try­ing to get set up.”

			“Just as I thought,” says Oline. “Folk with real sound sense in their heads, they do that way. Fore-thought and back-thought and all as it should be. There’s not a pot nor pitch­er in the place you haven’t thought of. A thresh­ing-floor, you said?”

			Isak is a child. Oline’s flat­ter­ing words go to his head, and he an­swers some­thing fool­ishly with fine words: “As to that new house of mine, there must be a thresh­ing-floor in the same, ne­ces­sar­ily. ’Tis my in­ten­tion so.”

			“A thresh­ing-floor?” says Oline, wag­ging her head.

			“And where’s the sense of grow­ing corn on the place if we’ve nowhere to thresh it?”

			“Ay, ’tis as I say, not a thing as could be but you have it all there in your head.”

			In­ger is sud­denly out of hu­mour again. The talk between the oth­er two some­how dis­pleases her, and she breaks in:

			“Cream cus­tard in­deed! And where’s the cream to come from? Fish it up in the river, maybe?”

			Oline hastens to make peace. “In­ger, Lord bless you, child, don’t speak of such a thing. Not a word of cream nor cus­tard either—an old creature like me that does but idle about from house to neigh­bour … !”

			Isak sits for a while, then up, and say­ing sud­denly: “Here am I do­ing noth­ing middle of the day, and stones to fetch and carry for that wall of mine!”

			“Ay, a wall like that’ll need a mighty lot of stone, to be sure.”

			“Stone?” says Isak. “ ’Tis like as if there’d nev­er be enough.”

			When Isak is gone, the two wo­men­folk get on nicely to­geth­er for a while; they sit for hours talk­ing of this and that. In the even­ing, Oline must go out and see how their live­stock has grown: cows, a bull, two calves, and a swarm of sheep and goats. “I don’t know where it’ll ever end,” says Oline, with her eyes turned heav­en­wards.

			And Oline stays the night.

			Next morn­ing she goes off again. Once more she has a bundle of some­thing with her. Isak is work­ing in the quarry, and she goes an­oth­er way round, so that he shall not see.

			Two hours later, Oline comes back again, steps in­to the house, and asks at once: “Where is Isak?”

			In­ger is wash­ing up. Oline should have passed by the quarry where Isak was at work, and the chil­dren with him; In­ger at once guesses some­thing wrong.

			“Isak? What d’you want with him?”

			“Want with him?—why, noth­ing. Only I didn’t see him to say good­bye.”

			Si­lence. Oline sits down on a bench without be­ing asked, drops down as if her legs re­fuse to carry her. Her man­ner is in­ten­ded to show that some­thing ser­i­ous is the mat­ter; she is over­come.

			In­ger can con­trol her­self no longer. Her face is all ter­ror and fury as she says:

			“I saw what you sent me by Os-An­ders. Ay, ’twas a nice thing to send!”

			“Why … what … ?”

			“That hare.”

			“What do you mean?” asks Oline in a strangely gentle voice.

			“Ah, don’t deny it!” cries In­ger, her eyes wild. “I’ll break your face in with this ladle here—see that!”

			Struck her? Ay, she did so. Oline took the first blow without fall­ing, and only cried out: “Mind what you’re do­ing, wo­man! I know what I know about you and your do­ings!” In­ger strikes again, gets Oline down to the floor, falls on her there, and thrusts her knees in­to her.

			“D’you mean to murder me?” asks Oline. The ter­rible wo­man with the harelip was kneel­ing on her, a great strong creature armed with a huge wooden ladle, heavy as a club. Oline was bruised already, and bleed­ing, but still sul­lenly re­fus­ing to cry out. “So you’re try­ing to murder me too!”

			“Ay, kill you,” says In­ger, strik­ing again. “There! I’ll see you dead be­fore I’ve done with you.” She was cer­tain of it now. Oline knew her secret; noth­ing mattered now. “I’ll spoil your beastly face.”

			“Beastly face?” gasps Oline. “Huh! Look to your own. With the Lord His mark on it!”

			Oline is hard, and will not give in; In­ger is forced to give over the blows that are ex­haust­ing her own strength. But she threatens still—glares in­to the oth­er’s eyes and swears she has not fin­ished with her yet. “There’s more to come, ay, more, more. Wait till I get a knife. I’ll show you!”

			She gets on her feet again, and moves as if to look for a knife, a table knife. But now her fury is past its worst, and she falls back on curses and ab­use. Oline heaves her­self up to the bench again, her face all blue and yel­low, swollen and bleed­ing; she wipes the hair from her fore­head, straight­ens her ker­chief, and spits; her mouth too is bruised and swollen.

			“You dev­il!” she says.

			“You’ve been nos­ing about in the woods!” cries In­ger. “That’s what you’ve been do­ing. You’ve found that little bit of a grave there. Bet­ter if you’d dug one for your­self the same time.”

			“Ay, you wait,” says Oline, her eyes glow­ing re­venge­fully. “I’ll say no more—but you wait—there’ll be no fine two-roomed house for you, with mu­sic­al clocks and all.”

			“You can’t take it from me, any­way!”

			“Ay, you wait. You’ll see what Oline can do.”

			And so they keep on. Oline does not curse, and hardly raises her voice; there is some­thing al­most gentle in her cold cruelty, but she is bit­terly dan­ger­ous. “Where’s that bundle? I left it in the woods. But you shall have it back—I’ll not own your wool.”

			“Ho, you think I’ve stolen it, maybe.”

			“Ah, you know best what you’ve done.”

			So back and forth again about the wool. In­ger of­fers to show the very sheep it was cut from. Oline asks quietly, smoothly: “Ay, but who knows where you got the first sheep to start with?”

			In­ger names the place and people where her first sheep were out to keep with their lambs. “And you mind and care and look to what you’re say­ing,” says she threat­en­ingly. “Guard your mouth, or you’ll be sorry.”

			“Ha ha ha!” laughs Oline softly. Oline is nev­er at a loss, nev­er to be si­lenced. “My mouth, eh? And what of your own, my dear?” She points to In­ger’s harelip, call­ing her a ghastly sight for God and man.

			In­ger an­swers furi­ously, and Oline be­ing fat, she calls her a lump of blub­ber—“a lump of dog’s blub­ber like you. You sent me a hare—I’ll pay you for that.”

			“Hare again?” says Oline. “If I’d no more guilt in any­thing than I have about that hare. What was it like?”

			“What was it like? Why, what’s a hare al­ways like?”

			“Like you. The very im­age.”

			“Out with you—get out!” shrieks In­ger.

			“ ’Twas you sent Os-An­ders with that hare. I’ll have you pun­ished; I’ll have you put in pris­on for that.”

			“Pris­on—was it pris­on you said?”

			“Oh, you’re jeal­ous and en­vi­ous of all you see; you hate me for all the good things I’ve got,” says In­ger again. “You’ve lain awake with envy since I got Isak and all that’s here. Heav­ens, wo­man, what have I ever done to you? Is it my fault that your chil­dren nev­er got on in the world, and turned out badly, every one of them? You can’t bear the sight of mine, be­cause they’re fine and strong, and bet­ter named than yours. Is it my fault they’re pret­ti­er flesh and blood than yours ever were?”

			If there was one thing could drive Oline to fury it was this. She had been a moth­er many times, and all she had was her chil­dren, such as they were; she made much of them, and boas­ted of them, told of great things they had nev­er really done, and hid their faults.

			“What’s that you’re say­ing?” answered Oline. “Oh that you don’t sink in your grave for shame! My chil­dren! They were a bright host of an­gels com­pared with yours. You dare to speak of my chil­dren? Sev­en blessed gifts of God they were from they were little, and all grown up now every one. You dare to speak. …”

			“What about Lise, that was sent to pris­on?” asks In­ger.

			“For nev­er a thing. She was as in­no­cent as a flower,” an­swers Oline. “And she’s in Ber­gen now; lives in a town and wears a hat—but what about you?”

			“What about Nils—what did they say of him?”

			“Oh, I’ll not lower my­self. … But there’s one of yours now ly­ing bur­ied out there in the woods—what did you do to it, eh?”

			“Now … ! One-two-three—out you go!” shrieks In­ger again, and makes a rush at Oline.

			But Oline does not move, does not even rise to her feet. Her stol­id in­dif­fer­ence para­lyses In­ger, who draws back, mut­ter­ing: “Wait till I get that knife.”

			“Don’t trouble,” says Oline. “I’m go­ing. But as for you, turn­ing your own kin out of doors one-two-three. … Nay, I’ll say no more.”

			“Get out of this, that’s all you need to do!”

			But Oline is not gone yet. The two of them fall to again with words and ab­use, a long bout of it again, and when the clock strikes half of the hour, Oline laughs scorn­fully, mak­ing In­ger wilder than ever. At last both calm down a little, and Oline makes ready to go. “I’ve a long road be­fore me,” says she, “and it’s late enough to be start­ing. It wouldn’t ha’ been amiss to have had a bite with me on the way. …”

			In­ger makes no an­swer. She has come to her senses again now, and pours out wa­ter in a basin for Oline to wash. “There—if you want to tidy your­self,” she says. Oline too thinks it as well to make her­self as de­cent as may be, but can­not see where the blood is, and washes the wrong places. In­ger looks on for a while, and then points with her fin­ger.

			“There—wash there too, over your eye. No, not that, the oth­er one; can’t you see where I’m point­ing?”

			“How can I see which one you’re point­ing at,” an­swers Oline.

			“And there’s more there, by your mouth. Are you afraid of wa­ter?—it won’t bite you!”

			In the end, In­ger washes the pa­tient her­self, and throws her a tow­el.

			“What I was go­ing to say,” says Oline, wip­ing her­self, and quite peace­able now. “About Isak and the chil­dren—how will they get over this?”

			“Does he know?” asks In­ger.

			“Know? He came and saw it.”

			“What did he say?”

			“What could he say? He was speech­less, same as me.”

			Si­lence.

			“It’s all your fault,” wails In­ger, be­gin­ning to cry.

			“My fault? I wish I may nev­er have more to an­swer for!”

			“I’ll ask Os-An­ders, any­how, be sure of that.”

			“Ay, do.”

			They talk it all over quietly, and Oline seems less re­venge­ful now. An able politi­cian, is Oline, and quick to find ex­pedi­ents; she speaks now as if in sym­pathy—what a ter­rible thing it will be for Isak and the chil­dren when it is found out!

			“Yes,” says In­ger, cry­ing again. “I’ve thought and thought of that night and day.” Oline thinks she might be able to help, and be a sa­viour to them in dis­tress. She could come and stay on the place to look after things, while In­ger is in pris­on.

			In­ger stops cry­ing; stops sud­denly as if to listen and take thought. “No, you don’t care for the chil­dren.”

			“Don’t care for them, don’t I? How could you say such a thing?”

			“Ah, I know. …”

			“Why, if there’s one thing in the world I do feel and care for, ’tis chil­dren.”

			“Ay, for your own,” says In­ger. “But how would you be with mine? And when I think how you sent that hare for noth­ing else but to ru­in me al­to­geth­er—oh, you’re no bet­ter than a heap of wicked­ness!”

			“Am I?” says Oline. “Is it me you mean?”

			“Yes, ’tis you I mean,” says In­ger, cry­ing; “you’ve been a wicked wretch, you have, and I’ll not trust you. And you’d steal all the wool, too, if you did come. And all the cheeses that’d go to your people in­stead of mine. …”

			“Oh, you wicked creature to think of such a thing!” an­swers Oline.

			In­ger cries, and wipes her eyes, say­ing a word or so between. Oline does not try to force her. If In­ger does not care about the idea, ’tis all the same to her. She can go and stay with her son Nils, as she has al­ways done. But now that In­ger is to be sent away to pris­on, it will be a hard time for Isak and the in­no­cent chil­dren; Oline could stay on the place and give an eye to things. “You can think it over,” says Oline.

			In­ger has lost the day. She cries and shakes her head and looks down. She goes out as if walk­ing in her sleep, and makes up a par­cel of food for Oline to take with her. “ ’Tis more than’s worth your while,” says Oline.

			“You can’t go all that way without a bite to eat,” says In­ger.

			When Oline has gone, In­ger steals out, looks round, and listens. No, no sound from the quarry. She goes near­er, and hears the chil­dren play­ing with little stones. Isak is sit­ting down, hold­ing the crow­bar between his knees, and rest­ing on it like a staff. There he sits.

			In­ger steals away in­to the edge of the wood. There was a spot where she had set a little cross in the ground; the cross is thrown down now, and where it stood the turf has been lif­ted, and the ground turned over. She stoops down and pats the earth to­geth­er again with her hands. And there she sits.

			She had come out of curi­os­ity, to see how far the little grave had been dis­turbed by Oline; she stays there now be­cause the cattle have not yet come in for the night. Sits there cry­ing, shak­ing her head, and look­ing down.

		
	
		
			VII

			And the days pass.

			A blessed time for the soil, with sun and showers of rain; the crops are look­ing well. The hay­mak­ing is nearly over now, and they have got in a grand lot of hay; al­most more than they can find room for. Some is stowed away un­der over­hanging rocks, in the stable, un­der the floor­ing of the house it­self; the shed at the side is emp­tied of everything to make room for more hay. In­ger her­self works early and late, a faith­ful help­er and sup­port. Isak takes ad­vant­age of every fall of rain to put in a spell of roof­ing on the new barn, and get the south wall at least fully done; once that is ready, they can stuff in as much hay as they please. The work is go­ing for­ward; they will man­age, nev­er fear!

			And their great sor­row and dis­aster—ay, it was there, the thing was done, and what it brought must come. Good things mostly leave no trace, but some­thing al­ways comes of evil. Isak took the mat­ter sens­ibly from the first. He made no great words about it, but asked his wife simply: “How did you come to do it?” In­ger made no an­swer to that. And a little after, he spoke again: “Strangled it—was that what you did?”

			“Yes,” said In­ger.

			“You shouldn’t have done that.”

			“No,” she agreed.

			“And I can’t make out how you ever could bring your­self to do it.”

			“She was all the same as my­self,” said In­ger.

			“How d’you mean?”

			“Her mouth.”

			Isak thought over that for some time. “Ay, well,” said he.

			And noth­ing more was said about it at the time; the days went on, peace­fully as ever; there was all the mass of hay to be got in, and a rare heavy crop all round, so that by de­grees the thing slipped in­to the back­ground of their minds. But it hung over them, and over the place, none the less. They could not hope that Oline would keep the secret; it was too much to ex­pect. And even if Oline said noth­ing, oth­ers would speak; dumb wit­nesses would find a tongue; the walls of the house, the trees around the little grave in the wood. Os-An­ders the Lapp would throw out hints; In­ger her­self would be­tray it, sleep­ing or wak­ing. They were pre­pared for the worst.

			Isak took the mat­ter sens­ibly—what else was there to do? He knew now why In­ger had al­ways taken care to be left alone at every birth; to be alone with her fears of how the child might be, and face the danger with no one by. Three times she had done the same thing. Isak shook his head, touched with pity for her ill fate—poor In­ger. He learned of the com­ing of the Lapp with the hare, and ac­quit­ted her. It led to a great love between them, a wild love; they drew closer to each oth­er in their per­il. In­ger was full of a des­per­ate sweet­ness to­wards him, and the great heavy fel­low, lum­ber­ing car­ri­er of bur­dens, felt a greed and an end­less de­sire for her in him­self. And In­ger, for all that she wore hide shoes like a Lapp, was no withered little creature as the Lap­land wo­men are, but splen­didly big. It was sum­mer now, and she went about bare­footed, with her na­ked legs show­ing al­most to the knee—Isak could not keep his eyes from those bare legs.

			All through the sum­mer she went about singing bits of hymns, and she taught Eleseus to say pray­ers; but there grew up in her an un­chris­ti­an hate of all Lapps, and she spoke plainly enough to any that passed. Someone might have sent them again; like as not they had a hare in their bag as be­fore; let them go on their way, and no more about it.

			“A hare? What hare?”

			“Ho, you haven’t heard per­haps what Os-An­ders he did that time?”

			“No.”

			“Well, I don’t care who knows it—he came up here with a hare, when I was with child.”

			“Dear, and that was a dread­ful thing! And what happened?”

			“Nev­er you mind what happened, just get along with you, that’s all. Here’s a bite of food, and get along.”

			“You don’t hap­pen to have an odd bit of leath­er any­where, I could mend my shoe with?”

			“No! But I’ll give you a bit of stick if you don’t get out!”

			Now a Lapp will beg as humbly as could be, but say no to him, and he turns bad, and threatens. A pair of Lapps with two chil­dren came past the place; the chil­dren were sent up to the house to beg, and came back and said there was no one to be seen about the place. The four of them stood there a while talk­ing in their own tongue, then the man went up to see. He went in­side, and stayed. Then his wife went up, and the chil­dren after; all of them stood in­side the door­way, talk­ing Lapp. The man puts his head in the door­way and peeps through in­to the room; no one there either. The clock strikes the hour, and the whole fam­ily stand listen­ing in won­der.

			In­ger must have had some idea there were strangers about; she comes hur­ry­ing down the hill­side, and see­ing Lapps, strange Lapps in­to the bar­gain, asks them straight out what they are do­ing there. “What do you want in here? Couldn’t you see there was no one at home?”

			“H’m …” says the man.

			“Get out with you,” says In­ger again, “and go on your way.”

			The Lapps move out slowly, un­will­ingly. “We were just listen­ing to that clock of yours,” says the man; “ ’tis a won­der to hear, that it is.”

			“You haven’t a bit of bread to spare?” says his wife.

			“Where do you come from?” asks In­ger.

			“From the wa­ter over bey­ond. We’ve been walk­ing all night.”

			“And where are you go­ing to now?”

			“Across the hills.”

			In­ger makes up some food for them; when she comes out with it, the wo­man starts beg­ging again: a bit of stuff for a cap, a tuft of wool, a stump of cheese—any­thing. In­ger has no time to waste, Isak and the chil­dren are in the hay­field. “Be off with you now,” she says.

			The wo­man tries flat­tery. “We saw your place up here, and the cattle—a host of them, like the stars in the sky.”

			“Ay, a won­der,” says the man. “You haven’t a pair of old shoes to give away to needy folk?”

			In­ger shuts the door of the house and goes back to her work on the hill­side. The man called after her—she pre­ten­ded not to hear, and walked on un­heed­ing. But she heard it well enough: “You don’t want to buy any hares, maybe?”

			There was no mis­tak­ing what he had said. The Lapp him­self might have spoken in­no­cently enough; someone had told him, per­haps. Or he might have meant it ill. Be that as it may, In­ger took it as a warn­ing—a mes­sage of what was to come. …

			The days went on. The set­tlers were healthy folk; what was to come would come; they went about their work and waited. They lived close to each oth­er like beasts of the forest; they slept and ate; already the year was so far ad­vanced that they had tried the new pota­toes, and found them large and floury. The blow that was to fall—why did it not come? It was late in Au­gust already, soon it would be Septem­ber; were they to be spared through the winter? They lived in a con­stant watch­ful­ness; every night they crept close to­geth­er in their cave, thank­ful that the day had passed without event. And so the time went on un­til one day in Oc­to­ber, when the Lens­mand came up with a man and a bag. The Law stepped in through their door­way.

			The in­vest­ig­a­tion took some time. In­ger was called up and ex­amined privately; she denied noth­ing. The grave in the wood was opened, and its con­tents re­moved, the body be­ing sent for ex­am­in­a­tion. The little body—it was dressed in Eleseus’ christen­ing robe, and a cap sewn over with beads.

			Isak seemed to find speech again. “Ay,” said he, “it’s as bad as well can be with us now. I’ve said be­fore—you ought nev­er to have done it.”

			“No,” said In­ger.

			“How did you do it?”

			In­ger made no an­swer.

			“That you could find it in your heart. …”

			“She was just the same as my­self to look at. And so I took and twis­ted her face round.”

			Isak shook his head slowly.

			“And then she was dead,” went on In­ger, be­gin­ning to cry.

			Isak was si­lent for a while. “Well, well, ’tis too late to be cry­ing over it now,” said he.

			“She had brown hair,” sobbed In­ger, “there at the back of her head. …”

			And again no more was said.

			Time went on as be­fore. In­ger was not locked up; the law was mer­ci­ful. Lens­mand Heyer­dahl asked her ques­tions just as he might have spoken to any­one, and only said, “It’s a great pity such things should hap­pen at all.” In­ger asked who had in­formed against her, but the Lens­mand answered that it was no one in par­tic­u­lar; many had spoken of the mat­ter, and he had heard of it from sev­er­al quar­ters. Had she not her­self said some­thing about it to some Lapps?

			In­ger—ay, she had told some Lapps about Os-An­ders, how he came and brought a hare that sum­mer, and gave her un­born child the harelip. And wasn’t it Oline who had sent the hare?—The Lens­mand knew noth­ing about that. But in any case, he could not think of put­ting down such ig­nor­ant su­per­sti­tion in his re­port.

			“But my moth­er saw a hare just be­fore I was born,” said In­ger. …

			The barn was fin­ished; a great big place it was, with hay-stalls on both sides and a thresh­ing-floor in the middle. The shed and the oth­er make­shift places were emp­tied now, and all the hay brought in­to the barn; the corn was reaped, dried in stacks, and car­ted in. In­ger took up the car­rots and turnips. All their crops were in now. And everything might have been well with them—they had all they needed. Isak had star­ted on new ground again, be­fore the frost came, to make a big­ger corn­field; Isak was a tiller of the soil. But in Novem­ber In­ger said one day, “She would have been six months old now, and known us all.”

			“ ’Tis no good talk­ing of that now,” said Isak.

			When the winter came, Isak threshed his corn on the new thresh­ing-floor, and In­ger helped him of­ten, with an arm as quick to the work as his own, while the chil­dren played in the hay-stalls at the side. It was fine plump grain. Early in the new year the roads were good, and Isak star­ted cart­ing down his loads of wood to the vil­lage; he had his reg­u­lar cus­tom­ers now, and the sum­mer-dried wood fetched a good price. One day he and In­ger agreed that they should take the fine bull-calf from Gold­en­horns and drive it down to Fru Geissler, with a cheese in­to the bar­gain. She was de­lighted, and asked how much it cost.

			“Noth­ing,” said Isak. “The Lens­mand paid for it be­fore.”

			“Heav­en bless him, and did he?” said Fru Geissler, touched at the thought. She sent things up for Eleseus and Sivert in re­turn—cakes and pic­ture-books and toys. When Isak came back and In­ger saw the things, she turned away and cried.

			“What is it?” asked Isak.

			“Noth­ing,” answered In­ger. “Only—she’d have been just a year now, and able to see it all.”

			“Ay, but you know how it was with her,” said Isak, for com­fort’s sake. “And after all, it may be we’ll get off easi­er than we thought. I’ve found out where Geissler is now.”

			In­ger looked up. “But how’s that go­ing to help us?”

			“I don’t know. …”

			Then Isak car­ried his corn to the mill and had it ground, and brought back flour. Then he turned wood­man again, cut­ting the wood to be ready for next winter. His life was spent in this work and that, ac­cord­ing to the sea­son; from the fields to the woods, and back to the fields again. He had worked on the place for six years now, and In­ger five; all might have been well, if it were only al­lowed to last. But it was not. In­ger worked at her loom and ten­ded the an­im­als; also, she was of­ten to be heard singing hymns, but it was a pi­ti­ful singing; she was like a bell without a tongue.

			As soon as the roads were pass­able, she was sent for down to the vil­lage to be ex­amined. Isak had to stay be­hind. And be­ing there all alone, it came in­to his mind to go across to Sweden and find out Geissler; the former Lens­mand had been kind to them, and might per­haps still lend a help­ing hand some way to the folks at Sel­lan­raa. But when In­ger re­turned, she had asked about things her­self, and learned some­thing of what her sen­tence was likely to be. Strictly speak­ing, it was im­pris­on­ment for life, Para­graph I. But … After all, she had stood up in the court it­self and simply con­fessed. The two wit­nesses from the vil­lage had looked pity­ingly at her, and the judge had put his ques­tions kindly; but for all that, she was no match for the bright in­tel­lects of the law. Law­yers are great men to simple folk; they can quote para­graph this and sec­tion that; they have learned such things by rote, ready to bring out at any mo­ment. Oh, they are great men in­deed. And apart from all this know­ledge, they are not al­ways devoid of sense; some­times even not al­to­geth­er heart­less. In­ger had no cause to com­plain of the court; she made no men­tion of the hare, but when she tear­fully ex­plained that she could not be so cruel to her poor de­formed child as to let it live, the ma­gis­trate nod­ded, quietly and ser­i­ously.

			“But,” said he, “think of your­self; you have a harelip, and it has not spoilt your life.”

			“No, thanks be to God,” was all she said. She could not tell them of all she had suffered in secret as a child, as a young girl.

			But the ma­gis­trate must have un­der­stood some­thing of what it meant; he him­self had a club­foot, and could not dance. “As to the sen­tence,” he said, “I hardly know. Really, it should be im­pris­on­ment for life, but … I can’t say, per­haps we might get it com­muted, second or third de­gree, fif­teen to twelve years, or twelve to nine. There’s a com­mis­sion sit­ting to re­form the crim­in­al code, make it more hu­mane, but the fi­nal de­cision won’t be ready yet. Any­how, we must hope for the best,” said he.

			In­ger came back in a state of dull resig­na­tion; they had not found it ne­ces­sary to keep her in con­fine­ment mean­time. Two months passed; then one even­ing, when Isak came back from fish­ing, the Lens­mand and his new as­sist­ant had been to Sel­lan­raa.

			In­ger was cheer­ful, and wel­comed her hus­band kindly, prais­ing his catch, though it was little he had brought home.

			“What I was go­ing to say—has any­one been here?” he asked.

			“Any­one been? Why, who should there be?”

			“There’s fresh foot­marks out­side. Men with boots on.”

			“Why—there’s been no one but the Lens­mand and one oth­er.”

			“What did they want?”

			“You know that without ask­ing.”

			“Did they come to fetch you?”

			“Fetch me? No, ’twas only about the sen­tence. The Lord is kind, ’tis not so bad as I feared.”

			“Ah,” said Isak eagerly. “Not so long, maybe?”

			“No. Only a few years.”

			“How many years?”

			“Why, you might think it a lot, maybe. But I’m thank­ful to God all the same.”

			In­ger did not say how long it would be. Later that even­ing Isak asked when they would be com­ing to fetch her away, but this she could not or would not tell. She had grown thought­ful again, and talked of what was to come; how they would man­age she could not think—but she sup­posed they would have to get Oline to come. And Isak had no bet­ter plan to of­fer.

			What had be­come of Oline, by the way? She had not been up this year as she used to do. Was she go­ing to stay away forever, now that she had up­set everything for them? The work­ing sea­son passed, but Oline did not come—did she ex­pect them to go and fetch her? She would come loiter­ing up of her­self, no doubt, the great lump of blub­ber, the mon­ster.

			And at last one day she did. Ex­traordin­ary per­son—it was as noth­ing whatever had oc­curred to make ill-feel­ing between them; she was even knit­ting a pair of new stock­ings for Eleseus, she said.

			“Just came up to see how you were get­ting on over here,” said she. And it turned out that she had brought her clothes and things up in a sack, and left in the woods close by, ready to stay.

			That even­ing In­ger took her hus­band aside and said: “Didn’t you say some­thing about seek­ing out Geissler? ’Tis in the slack time now.”

			“Ay,” said Isak. “Now that Oline is come, I can go off to­mor­row morn­ing, first thing.”

			In­ger was grate­ful, and thanked him. “And take your money with you,” she said—“all you have in the place.”

			“Why, can’t you keep the money here?”

			“No,” said she.

			In­ger made up a big par­cel of food at once, and Isak woke while it was yet night, and got ready to start. In­ger went out on the door-slab to see him off; she did not cry or com­plain, but only said:

			“They may be com­ing for me now any day.”

			“You don’t know when?”

			“No, I can’t say. And I don’t sup­pose it will be just yet, but any­how. … If only you could get hold of Geissler, per­haps he might be able to say some­thing.”

			What could Geissler do to help them now? Noth­ing. But Isak went.

			In­ger—oh, she knew, no doubt, more than she had been will­ing to say. It might be, too, that she her­self had sent for Oline. When Isak came from Sweden, In­ger was gone and Oline was there with the two chil­dren.

			It was dark news for a home­com­ing. Isak’s voice was louder than usu­al as he asked: “Is she gone?”

			“Ay,” said Oline.

			“What day was it?”

			“The day after you left.” And Isak knew now that In­ger had got him out of the way on pur­pose—that was why she had per­suaded him to take the money with him. Oh, but she might have kept a little for her­self, for that long jour­ney!

			But the chil­dren could think of noth­ing else but the little pig Isak had brought with him. It was all he had for his trouble; the ad­dress he had was out of date, and Geissler was no longer in Sweden, but had re­turned to Nor­way and was now in Trond­hjem. As for the pig, Isak had car­ried it in his arms all the way, feed­ing it with milk from a bottle, and sleep­ing with it on his breast among the hills. He had been look­ing for­ward to In­ger’s de­light when she saw it; now, Eleseus and Sivert played with it, and it was a joy to them. And Isak, watch­ing them, for­got his trouble for the mo­ment. Moreover, Oline had a mes­sage from the Lens­mand; the State had at last giv­en its de­cision in the mat­ter of the land at Sel­lan­raa. Isak had only to go down to the of­fice and pay the amount. This was good news, and served to keep him from the worst depth of des­pair. Tired and worn out as he was, he packed up some food in a bag and set off for the vil­lage at once. Maybe he had some little hope of see­ing In­ger once again be­fore she left there.

			But he was dis­ap­poin­ted. In­ger was gone—for eight years. Isak felt him­self in a mist of dark­ness and empti­ness; heard only a word here and there of all the Lens­mand said—a pity such things should hap­pen … hoped it might be a les­son to her … re­form and be a bet­ter wo­man after, and not kill her chil­dren any more!

			Lens­mand Heyer­dahl had mar­ried the year be­fore. His wife had no in­ten­tion of ever be­ing a moth­er—no chil­dren for her, thank you! And she had none.

			“And now,” said the Lens­mand, “this busi­ness about Sel­lan­raa. At last I am in a po­s­i­tion to settle it def­in­itely. The De­part­ment is gra­ciously pleased to ap­prove the sale of the land, more or less ac­cord­ing to the terms I sug­ges­ted.”

			“H’m,” said Isak.

			“It has been a lengthy busi­ness, but I have the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing that my en­deav­ours have not been al­to­geth­er fruit­less. The terms I pro­posed have been agreed to al­most without ex­cep­tion.”

			“Without ex­cep­tion,” said Isak, and nod­ded.

			“Here are the title-deeds. You can have the trans­fer re­gistered at the first ses­sion.”

			“Ay,” said Isak. “And how much is there to pay?”

			“Ten Daler a year. The De­part­ment has made a slight al­ter­a­tion here—ten Daler per an­num in­stead of five. You have no ob­jec­tion to that, I pre­sume?”

			“As long as I can man­age to pay …” said Isak.

			“And for ten years.” Isak looked up, half frightened.

			“Those are the terms—the De­part­ment in­sists. Even then, it’s no price really for all that land, cleared and cul­tiv­ated as it is now.”

			Isak had the ten Daler for that year—it was the money he had got for his loads of wood, and for the cheeses In­ger had laid by. He paid the amount, and had still a small sum left.

			“It’s a lucky thing for you the De­part­ment didn’t get to hear about your wife,” said the Lens­mand. “Or they might have sold to someone else.”

			“Ay,” said Isak. He asked about In­ger. “Is it true that she’s gone away for eight years?”

			“That is so. And can’t be altered—the law must take its course. As a mat­ter of fact, the sen­tence is ex­traordin­ar­ily light. There’s one thing you must do now—that is, to set up clear bound­ar­ies between your land and the State’s. A straight, dir­ect line, fol­low­ing the marks I set up on the spot, and entered in my re­gister at the time. The tim­ber cleared from the bound­ary line be­comes your prop­erty. I will come up some time and have a look at what you have done.”

			Isak trudged back to his home.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Time flies? Ay, when a man is grow­ing old. Isak was not old, he had not lost his vigour; the years seemed long to him. He worked on his land, and let his iron beard grow as it would.

			Now and again the mono­tony of the wil­der­ness was broken by the sight of a passing Lapp, or by some­thing hap­pen­ing to one of the an­im­als on the place, then all would be as be­fore. Once there came a num­ber of men at once; they res­ted at Sel­lan­raa, and had some food and a dish of milk; they asked Isak and Oline about the path across the hills; they were mark­ing out the tele­graph line, they said. And once came Geissler—Geissler him­self, and no oth­er. There he came, free and easy as ever, walk­ing up from the vil­lage, two men with him, car­ry­ing min­ing tools, pick and spade.

			Oh, that Geissler! Un­changed, the same as ever; meet­ing and greet­ing as if noth­ing had happened, talked to the chil­dren, went in­to the house and came out again, looked over the ground, opened the doors of cow­shed and hayloft and looked in. “Ex­cel­lent!” said he. “Isak, have you still got those bits of stone?”

			“Bits of stone?” said Isak, won­der­ing.

			“Little heavy lumps of stone I saw the boy play­ing with when I was here once be­fore.”

			The stones were out in the lar­der, serving as weights for so many mousetraps; Isak brought them in. Geissler and the two men ex­amined them, talk­ing to­geth­er, tapped them here and there, weighed them in the hand. “Cop­per,” they said.

			“Could you go up with us and show where you found them?” asked Geissler.

			They all went up to­geth­er; it was not far to the place where Isak had found the stones, but they stayed up in the hills for a couple of days, look­ing for veins of met­al, and fir­ing charges here and there. They came down to Sel­lan­raa with two bags filled with heavy lumps of stone.

			Isak had mean­while had a talk with Geissler, and told him everything as to his own po­s­i­tion: about the pur­chase of the land, which had come to a hun­dred Daler in­stead of fifty.

			“That’s a trifle,” said Geissler eas­ily. “You’ve thou­sands, like as not, on your part of the hills.”

			“Ho!” said Isak.

			“But you’d bet­ter get those title-deeds entered in the re­gister as soon as ever you can.”

			“Ay.”

			“Then the State can’t come any non­sense about it after, you un­der­stand.”

			Isak un­der­stood. “ ’Tis worst about In­ger,” he said.

			“Ay,” said Geissler, and re­mained thought­ful longer than was usu­al with him. “Might get the case brought up again. Set out the whole thing prop­erly; very likely get the sen­tence re­duced a bit. Or we could put in an ap­plic­a­tion for a par­don, and that would prob­ably come to the same thing in the end.”

			“Why, if as that could be done. …”

			“But it wouldn’t do to try for a par­don at once. Have to wait a bit. What was I go­ing to say … you’ve been tak­ing things down to my wife—meat and cheese and things—what?”

			“Why, as to that, Lens­mand paid for all that be­fore.”

			“Did I, though?”

			“And helped us kindly in many a way.”

			“Not a bit of it,” said Geissler shortly. “Here—take this.” And he took out some Daler notes.

			Geissler was not the man to take things for noth­ing, that was plain. And he seemed to have plenty of money about him, from the way his pock­et bulged. Heav­en only knew if he really had money or not.

			“But she writes all’s well and get­ting on,” said Isak, com­ing back to his one thought.

			“What?—Oh, your wife!”

			“Ay. And since the girl was born—she’s had a girl child, born while she was there. A fine little one.”

			“Ex­cel­lent!”

			“Ay, and now they’re all as kind as can be, and help her every way, she says.”

			“Look here,” said Geissler, “I’m go­ing to send these bits of stone in to some min­ing ex­perts, and find out what’s in them. If there’s a de­cent per­cent­age of cop­per, you’ll be a rich man.”

			“H’m,” said Isak. “And how long do you think be­fore we could ap­ply for a par­don?”

			“Well, not so very long, per­haps, I’ll write the thing for you. I’ll be back here again soon. What was it you said—your wife has had a child since she left here?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then they took her away while she was ex­pect­ing it. That’s a thing they’ve no right to do.”

			“Ho!”

			“Any­how, it’s one more reas­on for let­ting her out earli­er.”

			“Ay, if that could be …” said Isak grate­fully.

			Isak knew noth­ing of the many lengthy writ­ings back­ward and for­ward between the dif­fer­ent au­thor­it­ies con­cern­ing the wo­man who was ex­pect­ing a child. The loc­al au­thor­it­ies had let her go free while the mat­ter was pending, for two reas­ons: in the first place, they had no lockup in the vil­lage where they could keep her, and, in the second place, they wished to be as le­ni­ent as pos­sible. The con­sequence was some­thing they could not have fore­seen. Later, when they had sent to fetch her away, no one had in­quired about her con­di­tion, and she her­self had said noth­ing of it. Pos­sibly she had con­cealed the mat­ter on pur­pose, in or­der to have a child with her dur­ing the years of im­pris­on­ment; if she be­haved well, she would no doubt be al­lowed to see it now and again. Or per­haps she had been merely in­dif­fer­ent, and had gone off care­lessly, des­pite her state. …

			Isak worked and toiled, dug ditches and broke new ground, set up his bound­ary lines between his land and the State’s, and gained an­oth­er sea­son’s stock of tim­ber. But now that In­ger was no longer there to won­der at his do­ings, he worked more from habit than for any joy in what he did. And he had let two ses­sions pass without hav­ing his title-deeds re­gistered, caring little about it; at last, that au­tumn, he had pulled him­self to­geth­er and got it done. Things were not as they should be with Isak now. Quiet and pa­tient as ever—yes, but now it was be­cause he did not care. He got out hides be­cause it had to be done—goat­skins and calf­skins—steeped them in the river, laid them in bark, and tanned them after a fash­ion ready for shoes. In the winter—at the very first thresh­ing—he set aside his seed corn for the next spring, in or­der to have it done; best to have things done and done with; he was a meth­od­ic­al man. But it was a grey and lonely life; eyah, Her­regud! a man without a wife again, and all the rest. …

			What pleas­ure was there now in sit­ting at home Sundays, cleanly washed, with a neat red shirt on, when there was no one to be clean and neat for! Sundays were the longest days of all, days when he was forced to idle­ness and weary thoughts; noth­ing to do but wander about over the place, count­ing up all that should have been done. He al­ways took the chil­dren with him, al­ways car­ried one on his arm. It was a dis­trac­tion to hear their chat­ter, and an­swer their ques­tions of everything.

			He kept old Oline be­cause there was no one else he could get. And Oline was, after all, of use in a way. Card­ing and spin­ning, knit­ting stock­ings and mit­tens, and mak­ing cheese—she could do all these things, but she lacked In­ger’s happy touch, and had no heart in her work; noth­ing of all she handled was her own. There was a thing Isak had bought once at the vil­lage store, a china pot with a dog’s head on the lid. It was a sort of to­bacco box, really, and stood on a shelf. Oline took off the lid and dropped it on the floor. In­ger had left be­hind some cut­tings of fuch­sia, un­der glass. Oline took the glass off and, put­ting it back, pressed it down hard and ma­li­ciously; next day, all the cut­tings were dead. It was not so easy for Isak to bear with such things; he looked dis­pleased, and showed it, and, as there was noth­ing swan­like and gentle about Isak, it may well be that he showed it plainly. Oline cared little for looks; soft-spoken as ever, she only said: “Now, could I help it?”

			“That I can’t say,” answered Isak. “But you might have left the things alone.”

			“I’ll not touch her flowers again,” said Oline. But the flowers were already dead.

			Again, how could it be that the Lapps came up to Sel­lan­raa so fre­quently of late? Os-An­ders, for in­stance, had no busi­ness there at all, he should have passed on his way. Twice in one sum­mer he came across the hills, and Os-An­ders, it should be re­membered, had no reindeer to look to, but lived by beg­ging and quar­ter­ing him­self on oth­er Lapps. As soon as he came up to the place, Oline left her work and fell to chat­ting with him about people in the vil­lage, and, when he left, his sack was heavy with no end of things. Isak put up with it for two years, say­ing noth­ing.

			Then Oline wanted new shoes again, and he could be si­lent no longer. It was in the au­tumn, and Oline wore shoes every day, in­stead of go­ing in wooden pat­tens or rough hide.

			“Looks like be­ing fine today,” said Isak. “H’m.” That was how he began.

			“Ay,” said Oline.

			“Those cheeses, Eleseus,” went on Isak again, “wasn’t it ten you coun­ted on the shelf this morn­ing?”

			“Ay,” said Eleseus.

			“Well, there’s but nine there now.”

			Eleseus coun­ted again, and thought for a mo­ment in­side his little head; then he said: “Yes, but then Os-An­ders had one to take away; that makes ten.”

			There was si­lence for quite a while after that. Then little Sivert must try to count as well, and says after his broth­er: “That makes ten.”

			Si­lence again. At last Oline felt she must say some­thing.

			“Ay, I did give him a tiny one, that’s true. I didn’t think that could do any harm. But they chil­dren, they’re no soon­er able to talk than they show what’s in them. And who they take after’s more than I can think or guess. For ’tis not your way, Isak, that I do know.”

			The hint was too plain to pass un­checked. “The chil­dren are well enough,” said Isak shortly. “But I’d like to know what good Os-An­ders has ever done to me and mine.”

			“What good?”

			“Ay, that’s what I said.”

			“What good Os-An­ders … ?”

			“Ay, since I’m to give him cheeses in re­turn.”

			Oline has had time to think, and has her an­swer ready now.

			“Well, now, I wouldn’t have thought it of you, Isak, that I wouldn’t. Was it me, pray, that first began with Os-An­ders? I wish I may nev­er move alive from this spot if I ever so much as spoke his name.”

			Bril­liant suc­cess for Oline. Isak has to give in, as he has done many a time be­fore.

			But Oline had more to say. “And if you mean I’m to go here clean bare­foot, with the winter com­ing on and all, and nev­er own the like of a pair of shoes, why, you’ll please to say so. I said a word of it three and four weeks gone, that I needed shoes, but nev­er sign of a shoe to this day, and here I am.”

			Said Isak: “What’s wrong with your pat­tens, then, that you can’t use them?”

			“What’s wrong with them?” re­peats Oline, all un­pre­pared.

			“Ay, that’s what I’d like to know.”

			“With my pat­tens?”

			“Ay.”

			“Well … and me card­ing and spin­ning, and tend­ing cattle and sheep and all, look­ing after chil­dren here—have you noth­ing to say to that? I’d like to know; that wife of yours that’s in pris­on for her deeds, did you let her go bare­foot in the snow?”

			“She wore her pat­tens,” said Isak. “And for go­ing to church and vis­it­ing and the like, why, rough hide was good enough for her.”

			“Ay, and all the finer for it, no doubt.”

			“Ay, that she was. And when she did wear her hide shoes in sum­mer, she did but stuff a wisp of grass in them, and nev­er no more. But you—you must wear stock­ings in your shoes all the year round.”

			Said Oline: “As for that, I’ll wear out my pat­tens in time, no doubt. I’d no thought there was any such haste to wear out good pat­tens all at once.” She spoke softly and gently, but with half-closed eyes, the same sly Oline as ever. “And as for In­ger,” said she, “the changeling, as we called her, she went about with chil­dren of mine and learned both this and that, for years she did. And this is what we get for it. Be­cause I’ve a daugh­ter that lives in Ber­gen and wears a hat, I sup­pose that’s what In­ger must be gone away south for; gone to Trond­hjem to buy a hat, he he!”

			Isak got up to leave the room. But Oline had opened her heart now, un­locked the store of black­ness with­in; ay, she gave out rays of dark­ness, did Oline. Thank Heav­en, none of her chil­dren had their faces slit like a fire-breath­ing dragon, so to speak; but they were none the worse for that, maybe. No, ’twasn’t every­one was so quick and handy at get­ting rid of the young they bore—strangling them in a twink­ling. …

			“Mind what you’re say­ing,” shouted Isak. And to make his mean­ing per­fectly clear, he ad­ded: “You cursed old hag!”

			But Oline was not go­ing to mind what she was say­ing; not in the least, he he! She turned up her eyes to heav­en and hin­ted that a harelip might be this or that, but some folk seemed to carry it too far, he he!

			Isak may well have been glad to get safely out of the house at last. And what could he do but get Oline the shoes? A tiller of earth in the wilds; no longer even some­thing of a god, that he could say to his ser­vant, “Go!” He was help­less without Oline; whatever she did or said, she had noth­ing to fear, and she knew it.

			The nights are colder now, with a full moon; the marsh­lands harden till they can al­most bear, but thaw­ing again when the sun comes out, to an im­pass­able swamp once more. Isak goes down to the vil­lage one cold night, to or­der shoes for Oline. He takes a couple of cheeses with him, for Fru Geissler.

			Halfway down to the vil­lage a new set­tler has ap­peared. A well-to-do man, no doubt, since he had called in folk from the vil­lage to build his house, and hired men to plough up a patch of sandy moor­land for pota­toes; he him­self did little or noth­ing. The new man was Brede Olsen, Lens­mand’s as­sist­ant, a man to go to when the doc­tor had to be fetched, or a pig to be killed. He was not yet thirty, but had four chil­dren to look after, not to speak of his wife, who was as good as a child her­self. Oh, Brede was not so well off, per­haps, after all; ’twas no great money he could earn run­ning hith­er and thith­er on all odd busi­nesses, and col­lect­ing taxes from people that would not pay. So now he was try­ing a new ven­ture on the soil. He had raised a loan at the bank to start house in the wilds. Breidab­lik, he called the place; and it was Lens­mand Heyer­dahl’s lady that had found that splen­did name.

			Isak hur­ries past the house, not wast­ing time on look­ing in, but he can see through the win­dow that all the chil­dren are up already, early as it is. Isak has no time to lose, if he is to be back as far as this on the home­ward jour­ney next night, while the roads are hard. A man liv­ing in the wilds has much to think of, to reck­on out and fit in as best can be. It is not the busiest time for him just now, but he is anxious about the chil­dren, left all alone with Oline.

			He thinks, as he walks, of the first time he had come that way. Time has passed, the two last years had been long; there had been much that was good at Sel­lan­raa, and a deal that was not—eyah, Her­regud! And now here was an­oth­er man clear­ing ground in the wilds. Isak knew the place well; it was one of the kind­li­er spots he had noted him­self on his way up, but he had gone on farther. It was near­er the vil­lage, cer­tainly, but the tim­ber was not so good; the ground was less hilly, but a poorer soil; easy to work on the sur­face, but hard to deal with farther down. That fel­low Brede would find it took more than a mere turn­ing over of the soil to made a field that would bear. And why hadn’t he built out a shed from the end of the hayloft for carts and im­ple­ments? Isak no­ticed that a cart had been left stand­ing out in the yard, un­covered, in the open.

			He got through his busi­ness with the shoe­maker, and, Fru Geissler hav­ing left the place, he sold his cheeses to the man at the store. In the even­ing, he starts out for home. The frost is get­ting harder now, and it is good, firm go­ing, but Isak trudges heav­ily for all that. Who could say when Geissler would be back, now that his wife had gone; maybe he would not be com­ing at all? In­ger was far away, and time was get­ting on. …

			He does not look in at Brede’s on the way back; on the con­trary, he goes a long way round, keep­ing away from the place. He does not care to stop and talk to folk, only trudge on. Brede’s cart is still out in the open—does he mean to leave it there? Well, ’tis his own af­fair. Isak him­self had a cart of his own now, and a shed to house it, but none the hap­pi­er for that. His home is but half a thing; it had been a home once, but now only half a thing.

			It is full day by the time he gets with­in sight of his own place up on the hill­side, and it cheers him some­what, weary and ex­hausted as he is after forty-eight hours on the road. The house and build­ings, there they stand, smoke curl­ing up from the chim­ney; both the little ones are out, and come down to meet him as he ap­pears. He goes in­to the house, and finds a couple of Lapps sit­ting down. Oline starts up in sur­prise: “What, you back already!” She is mak­ing cof­fee on the stove. Cof­fee? Cof­fee!

			Isak has no­ticed the same thing be­fore. When Os-An­ders or any of the oth­er Lapps have been there, Oline makes cof­fee in In­ger’s little pot for a long time after. She does it while Isak is out in the woods or in the fields, and when he comes in un­ex­pec­tedly and sees it, she says noth­ing. But he knows that he is the poorer by a cheese or a bundle of wool each time. And it is to his cred­it that he does not pick up Oline in his fin­gers and crush her to pieces for her mean­ness. Al­to­geth­er, Isak is try­ing hard in­deed to make him­self a bet­ter man, bet­ter and bet­ter, whatever may be his idea, wheth­er it be for the sake of peace in the house, or in some hope that the Lord may give him back his In­ger the soon­er. He is some­thing giv­en to su­per­sti­tion and a pon­der­ing upon things; even his rus­tic war­i­ness is in­no­cent in its way. Early that au­tumn he found the turf on the roof of the stable was be­gin­ning to slip down in­side. Isak chewed at his beard for a while, then, smil­ing like a man who un­der­stands a jest, he laid some poles across to keep it up. Not a bit­ter word did he say. And an­oth­er thing: the shed where he kept his store of pro­vi­sions was simply built on high stone feet at the corners, with noth­ing between. After a while, little birds began to find their way in through the big gaps in the wall, and stayed flut­ter­ing about in­side, un­able to get out. Oline com­plained that they picked at the food and spoiled the meat, and made a nasty mess about the place. Isak said: “Ay, ’tis a pity small birds should come in and not be able to get out again.” And in the thick of a busy sea­son he turned stone­ma­son and filled up the gaps in the wall.

			Heav­en knows what was in his mind that he took things so; wheth­er maybe he fan­cied In­ger might be giv­en back to him the soon­er for his gen­tle­ness.

		
	
		
			IX

			The years pass by.

			Once more there came vis­it­ors to Sel­lan­raa; an en­gin­eer, with a fore­man and a couple of work­men, mark­ing out tele­graph lines again over the hills. By the route they were tak­ing now, the line would be car­ried a little above the house, and a straight road cut through the forest. No harm in that. It would make the place less des­ol­ate, a glimpse of the world would make it bright­er.

			“This place,” said the en­gin­eer, “will be just about mid­way between two lines through the val­leys on either side. They’ll very likely ask you to take on the job of lines­man for both.”

			“Ho!” said Isak.

			“It will be twenty-five Daler a year in your pock­et.”

			“H’m,” said Isak. “And what am I to do for that?”

			“Keep the line in re­pair, mend the wires when ne­ces­sary, clear away forest growth on the route as it comes up. They’ll set up a little ma­chine thing in the house here, to hang on the wall, that’ll tell you when you’re wanted. And when it does, you must leave whatever you’re do­ing and go.”

			Isak thought it over. “I could do it all right in winter,” he said.

			“That’s no good. It would have to be for the whole year, sum­mer and winter alike.”

			“Can’t be done,” said Isak. “Spring and sum­mer and au­tumn I’ve my work on the land, and no time for oth­er things.”

			The en­gin­eer looked at him for quite a while, and then put an as­ton­ish­ing ques­tion, as fol­lows: “Can you make more money that way?”

			“Make more money?” said Isak.

			“Can you earn more money in a day by work­ing on the land than you could by work­ing for us?”

			“Why, as to that, I can’t say,” answered Isak. “It’s just this way, you see—’tis the land I’m here for. I’ve many souls and more beasts to keep alive—and ’tis the land that keeps us. ’Tis our liv­ing.”

			“If you won’t, I can find someone else,” said the en­gin­eer.

			But Isak only seemed rather re­lieved at the threat. He did not like to dis­ob­lige the great man, and tried to ex­plain. “ ’Tis this way,” he said, “I’ve a horse and five cows, be­sides the bull. I’ve twenty sheep and six­teen goats. The beasts, they give us food and wool and hide; we must give them food.”

			“Yes, yes, of course,” said the oth­er shortly.

			“Well, and so I say, how am I to feed them when I’ve to run away all times in the busy sea­son, to work on the tele­graph line?”

			“Say no more about it,” said the en­gin­eer. “I’ll get the man down be­low you, Brede Olsen; he’ll be glad to take it.” He turned to his men with a brief word: “Now, lads, we’ll be get­ting on.”

			Now Oline had heard from the way Isak spoke that he was stiff-necked and un­reas­on­able in his mind, and she would make the most of it.

			“What was that you said, Isak? Six­teen goats? There’s no more than fif­teen,” said she.

			Isak looked at her, and Oline looked at him again, straight in the face.

			“Not six­teen goats?” said he.

			“No,” said she, look­ing help­lessly to­wards the strangers, as if to say how un­reas­on­able he was.

			“Ho!” said Isak softly. He drew a tuft of his beard between his teeth and stood chew­ing it.

			The en­gin­eer and his men went on their way.

			Now, if Isak had wanted to show his dis­pleas­ure with Oline and maybe thrash her for her do­ings, here was his chance—a Heav­en-sent chance to do that thing. They were alone in the house; the chil­dren had gone after the men when they went. Isak stood there in the middle of the room, and Oline was sit­ting by the stove. Isak cleared his throat once or twice, just to show that he was ready to say some­thing if he pleased. But he said noth­ing. That was his strength of soul. What, did he not know the num­ber of his goats as he knew the fin­gers on his hands—was the wo­man mad? Could one of the beasts be miss­ing, when he knew every one of them per­son­ally and talked to them every day—his goats that were six­teen in num­ber? Oline must have traded away one of them the day be­fore, when the wo­man from Breidab­lik had come up to look at the place. “H’m,” said Isak, and this time words were on the very tip of his tongue. What was it Oline had done? Not ex­actly murder, per­haps, but some­thing not far from it. He could speak in deadly earn­est of that six­teenth goat.

			But he could not stand there forever, in the middle of the room, say­ing noth­ing. “H’m,” he said. “Ho! So there’s but fif­teen goats there now, you say?”

			“That’s all I make it,” answered Oline gently. “But you’d bet­ter count for your­self and see.”

			Now was his time—he could do it now: reach out with his hands and al­ter the shape of Oline con­sid­er­ably, with but one good grip. He could do it. He did not do it, but said boldly, mak­ing for the door: “I’ll say no more just now.” And he went out, as if plainly show­ing that, next time, he would have prop­er words to say, nev­er fear.

			“Eleseus!” he called out.

			Where was Eleseus, where were the chil­dren? Their fath­er had some­thing to ask them; they were big fel­lows now, with their eyes about them. He found them un­der the floor of the barn; they had crept in as far as they could, hid­ing away in­vis­ibly, but be­tray­ing them­selves by an anxious whis­per­ing. Out they crept now like two sin­ners.

			The fact of the mat­ter was that Eleseus had found a stump of col­oured pen­cil the en­gin­eer had left be­hind, and star­ted to run after him and give it back, but the big men with their long strides were already far up in the forest. Eleseus stopped. The idea oc­curred to him that he might keep the pen­cil—if only he could! He hunted out little Sivert, so that they might at least be two to share the guilt, and the pair of them had crept in un­der the floor with their find. Oh, that stump of pen­cil—it was an event in their lives, a won­der! They found shav­ings and covered them all over with signs; the pen­cil, they dis­covered, made blue marks with one end and red with the oth­er, and they took it in turns to use. When their fath­er called out so loudly and in­sist­ently, Eleseus whispered: “They’ve come back for the pen­cil!” All their joy was dashed in a mo­ment, swept out of their minds at a touch, and their little hearts began beat­ing and thump­ing ter­ribly. The broth­ers crept forth. Eleseus held out the pen­cil at arm’s length; here it was, they had not broken it; only wished they had nev­er seen the thing.

			No en­gin­eer was to be seen. Their hearts settled to a quieter beat; it was heav­enly to be rid of that dread­ful ten­sion.

			“There was a wo­man here yes­ter­day,” said their fath­er.

			“Yes.”

			“The wo­man from the place down be­low. Did you see her go?”

			“Yes.”

			“Had she a goat with her?”

			“No,” said the boys. “A goat?”

			“Didn’t she have a goat with her when she left?”

			“No. What goat?”

			Isak wondered and wondered. In the even­ing when the an­im­als came home, he coun­ted the goats once over—there were six­teen. He coun­ted them once more, coun­ted them five times. There were six­teen. None miss­ing.

			Isak breathed again. But what did it all mean? Oline, miser­able creature, couldn’t she count as far as six­teen? He asked her an­grily: “What’s all this non­sense? there are six­teen goats.”

			“Are there six­teen?” she asked in­no­cently.

			“Ay.”

			“Ay, well, then.”

			“A nice one to count, you are.”

			Oline answered quietly, in an in­jured tone, “Since all the goats are there, why, then, thank Heav­en, you can’t say Oline’s been eat­ing them up. And well for her, poor thing.”

			Oline had taken him in com­pletely with her trick­ery; he was con­tent, ima­gin­ing all was well. It did not oc­cur to him, for in­stance, to count the sheep. He did not trouble about fur­ther count­ing of the stock at all. After all, Oline was not as bad as she might have been; she kept house for him after a fash­ion, and looked to his cattle; she was merely a fool, and that was worst for her­self. Let her stay, let her live—she was not worth troub­ling about. But it was a grey and joy­less thing to be Isak, as life was now.

			Years had passed. Grass had grown on the roof of the house, even the roof of the barn, which was some years young­er, was green. The wild mouse, nat­ive of the woods, had long since found way in­to the store­house. Tits and all man­ner of little birds swarmed about the place; there were more birds up on the hill­side; even the crows had come. And most won­der­ful of all, the sum­mer be­fore, seagulls had ap­peared, seagulls com­ing all the way up from the coast to settle on the fields there in the wil­der­ness. Isak’s farm was known far and wide to all wild creatures. And what of Eleseus and little Sivert when they saw the gulls? Oh, ’twas some strange birds from ever so far away; not so many of them, just six white birds, all ex­actly alike, wad­dling this way and that about the fields, and peck­ing at the grass now and then.

			“Fath­er, what have they come for?” asked the boys.

			“There’s foul weath­er com­ing out at sea,” said their fath­er. Oh, a grand and mys­ter­i­ous thing to see those gulls!

			And Isak taught his sons many oth­er things good and use­ful to know. They were of an age to go to school, but the school was many miles away down in the vil­lage, out of reach. Isak had him­self taught the boys their A.B.C. on Sundays, but ’twas not for him, not for this born tiller of the soil, to give them any man­ner of high­er edu­ca­tion; the Cat­ech­ism and Bible his­tory lay quietly on the shelf with the cheeses. Isak ap­par­ently thought it bet­ter for men to grow up without book-know­ledge, from the way he dealt with his boys. They were a joy and a bless­ing to him, the two; many a time he thought of the days when they had been tiny things, and their moth­er would not let him touch them be­cause his hands were sticky with res­in. Ho, res­in, the clean­est thing in the world! Tar and goats’ milk and mar­row, for in­stance, all ex­cel­lent things, but res­in, clean gum from the fir—not a word!

			So the lads grew up in a para­dise of dirt and ig­nor­ance, but they were nice lads for all that when they were washed, which happened now and again; little Sivert he was a splen­did fel­low, though Eleseus was some­thing finer and deep­er.

			“How do the gulls know about the weath­er?” he asked.

			“They’re weath­er-sick,” said his fath­er. “But as for that they’re no more so than the flies. How it may be with flies, I can’t say, if they get the gout, or feel giddy, or what. But nev­er hit out at a fly, for ’twill only make him worse—re­mem­ber that, boys! The horse­fly he’s a dif­fer­ent sort, he dies of him­self. Turns up sud­denly one day in sum­mer, and there he is; then one day sud­denly he’s gone, and that’s the end of him.”

			“But how does he die?” asked Eleseus.

			“The fat in­side him stiffens, and he lies there dead.”

			Every day they learned some­thing new. Jump­ing down from high rocks, for in­stance, to keep your tongue in your mouth, and not get it between your teeth. When they grew big­ger, and wanted to smell nice for go­ing to church, the thing was to rub one­self with a little tansy that grew on the hill­side. Fath­er was full of wis­dom. He taught the boys about stones, about flint, how that the white stone was harder than the grey; but when he had found a flint, he must also make tinder. Then he could strike fire with it. He taught them about the moon, how when you can grip in the hol­low side with your left hand it is wax­ing, and grip in with the right, it’s on the wane; re­mem­ber that, boys! Now and again, Isak would go too far, and grow mys­ter­i­ous; one Fri­day he de­clared that it was harder for a camel to enter the king­dom of heav­en than for a hu­man be­ing to thread the eye of a needle. An­oth­er time, telling them of the glory of the an­gels, he ex­plained that an­gels had stars set in their heels in­stead of hob­nails. Good and simple teach­ing, well fit­ted for set­tlers in the wilds; the school­mas­ter in the vil­lage would have laughed at it all, but Isak’s boys found good use for it in their in­ner life. They were trained and taught for their own little world, and what could be bet­ter? In the au­tumn, when an­im­als were to be killed, the lads were greatly curi­ous, and fear­ful, and heavy at heart for the ones that were to die. There was Isak hold­ing with one hand, and the oth­er ready to strike; Oline stirred the blood. The old goat was led out, bearded and wise; the boys stood peep­ing round the corner. “Filthy cold wind this time,” said Eleseus, and turned away to wipe his eyes. Little Sivert cried more openly, could not help call­ing out: “Oh, poor old goat!” When the goat was killed, Isak came up to them and gave them this les­son: “Nev­er stand around say­ing ‘Poor thing’ and be­ing pi­ti­ful when things are be­ing killed. It makes them tough and harder to kill. Re­mem­ber that!”

			So the years passed, and now it was near­ing spring again.

			In­ger had writ­ten home to say she was well, and was learn­ing a lot of things where she was. Her little girl was big, and was called Leo­poldine, after the day she was born, the 15th Novem­ber. She knew all sorts of things, and was a geni­us at hem­stitch and crochet, won­der­ful fine work she could do on lin­en or can­vas.

			The curi­ous thing about this let­ter was that In­ger had writ­ten and spelt it all her­self. Isak was not so learned but that he had to get it read for him down in the vil­lage, by the man at the store; but once he had got it in­to his head it stayed there; he knew it off by heart when he got home.

			And now he sat down with great solem­nity at the head of the table, spread out the let­ter, and read it aloud to the boys. He was will­ing enough that Oline also should see how eas­ily he could read writ­ing, but he did not speak so much as a word to her dir­ectly. When he had fin­ished, he said: “There now, Eleseus, and you, Sivert, ’tis your moth­er her­self has writ­ten that let­ter and learned all these things. Even that little tiny sis­ter of yours, she knows more than all the rest of us here. Re­mem­ber that!” The boys sat still, won­der­ing in si­lence.

			“Ay, ’tis a grand thing,” said Oline.

			And what did she mean by that? Was she doubt­ing that In­ger told the truth? Or had she her sus­pi­cions as to Isak’s read­ing? It was no easy mat­ter to get at what Oline really thought, when she sat there with her simple face, say­ing dark things. Isak de­term­ined to take no no­tice.

			“And when your moth­er comes home, boys, you shall learn to write too,” said he to the lads.

			Oline shif­ted some clothes that were hanging near the stove to dry; shif­ted a pot, shif­ted the clothes again, and busied her­self gen­er­ally. She was think­ing all the time.

			“So fine and grand as everything’s get­ting here,” she said at last. “I do think you might have bought a pa­per of cof­fee for the house.”

			“Cof­fee?” said Isak. It slipped out.

			Oline answered quietly: “Up to now I’ve bought a little now and again out of my own money, but. …”

			Cof­fee was a thing of dreams and fairy tales for Isak, a rain­bow. Oline was talk­ing non­sense, of course. He was not angry with her, no; but, slow of thought as he was, he called to mind at last her bar­ter­ing with the Lapps, and he said bit­terly:

			“Ay, I’ll buy you cof­fee, that I will. A pa­per of cof­fee, was it? Why not a pound? A pound of cof­fee, while you’re about it.”

			“No need to talk that way, Isak. My broth­er Nils, he gets cof­fee; down at Breidab­lik, too, they’ve cof­fee.”

			“Ay, for they’ve no milk. Not a drop of milk on the place, they’ve not.”

			“That’s as it may be. But you that know such a lot, and read writ­ing as pat as a cock­roach run­ning, you ought to know that cof­fee’s a thing should be in every­body’s house.”

			“You creature!” said Isak.

			At that Oline sat down and was not to be si­lenced. “As for that In­ger,” said she, “if so be I may dare to say such a word. …”

			“Say what you will, ’tis all one to me.”

			“She’ll be com­ing home, and learned everything of sorts. And beads and feath­ers in her hat, maybe?”

			“Ay, that may be.”

			“Ay,” said Oline; “and she can thank me a little for all the way she’s grown so fine and grand.”

			“You?” asked Isak. It slipped out.

			Oline answered humbly: “Ay, since ’twas my mod­est do­ing that she ever went away.”

			Isak was speech­less at that; all his words were checked, he sat there star­ing. Had he heard aright? Oline sat there look­ing as if she had said noth­ing. No, in a battle of words Isak was al­to­geth­er lost.

			He swung out of the house, full of dark thoughts. Oline, that beast that throve in wicked­ness and grew fat on it—why had he not wrung her neck the first year? So he thought, try­ing to pull him­self to­geth­er. He could have done it—he? Couldn’t he, though! No one bet­ter.

			And then a ri­dicu­lous thing happened. Isak went in­to the shed and coun­ted the goats. There they are with their kids, the full num­ber. He counts the cows, the pig, four­teen hens, two calves. “I’d all but for­got­ten the sheep,” he says to him­self; he counts the sheep, and pre­tends to be all anxi­ety lest there should be any miss­ing there. Isak knows very well that there is a sheep miss­ing; he has known that a long time; why should he let it ap­pear oth­er­wise? It was this way. Oline had tricked him nicely once be­fore, say­ing one of the goats was gone, though all the goats were there as they should be; he had made a great fuss about it at the time, but to no pur­pose. It was al­ways the same when he came in­to con­flict with Oline. Then, in the au­tumn, at slaughter­ing time, he had seen at once that there was one ewe short, but he had not found cour­age to call her to ac­count for it at the time. And he had not found that cour­age since.

			But today he is stern; Isak is stern. Oline has made him thor­oughly angry this time. He counts the sheep over again, put­ting his fore­finger on each and count­ing aloud—Oline may hear it if she likes, if she should hap­pen to be out­side. And he says many hard things about Oline—says them out loud; how that she uses a new meth­od of her own in feed­ing sheep, a meth­od that simply makes them van­ish—here’s a ewe simply van­ished. She is a thiev­ing bag­gage, noth­ing less, and she may know it! Oh, he would just have liked Oline to be stand­ing out­side and hear it, and be thor­oughly frightened for once.

			He strides out from the shed, goes to the stable and counts the horse; from there he will go in—will go in­to the house and speak his mind. He walks so fast that his shirt stands out like a very angry shirt be­hind him. But Oline as like as not has no­ticed some­thing, look­ing out through the glass win­dow; she ap­pears in the door­way, quietly and stead­ily, with buck­ets in her hands, on her way to the cow­shed.

			“What have you done with that ewe with the flat ears?” he asks.

			“Ewe?” she asks.

			“Ay. If she’d been here she’d have had two lambs by now. What have you done with them? She al­ways had two. You’ve done me out of three to­geth­er, do you un­der­stand?”

			Oline is al­to­geth­er over­whelmed, al­to­geth­er an­ni­hil­ated by the ac­cus­a­tion; she wags her head, and her legs seem to melt away un­der her—she might fall and hurt her­self. Her head is busy all the time; her ready wit had al­ways helped her, al­ways served her well; it must not fail her now.

			“I steal goats and I steal the sheep,” she says quietly. “And what do I do with them, I should like to know? I don’t eat them up all by my­self, I sup­pose?”

			“You know best what you do with them.”

			“Ho! As if I didn’t have enough and to spare of meat and food and all, with what you give me, Isak, that I should have to steal more? But I’ll say that, any­way, I’ve nev­er needed so much, all these years.”

			“Well, what have, you done with the sheep? Has Os-An­ders had it?”

			“Os-An­ders?” Oline has to set down the buck­ets and fold her hands. “May I nev­er have more guilt to an­swer for! What’s all this about a ewe and lambs you’re talk­ing of? Is it the goat you mean, with the flat ears?”

			“You creature!” said Isak, turn­ing away.

			“Well, if you’re not a mir­acle, Isak, I will say. … Here you’ve all you could wish for every sort, and a heav­enly host of sheep and goats and all in your own shed, and you’ve not enough. How should I know what sheep, and what two lambs, you’re try­ing to get out of me now? You should be thank­ing the Lord for His mer­cies from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion, that you should. ’Tis but this sum­mer and a bit of a way to next winter, and you’ve the lamb­ing sea­son once more, and three times as many again.”

			Oh, that wo­man Oline!

			Isak went off grumbling like a bear. “Fool I was not to murder her the first day!” he thought, call­ing him­self all man­ner of names. “Idi­ot, lump of rub­bish that I was! But it’s not too late yet; just wait, let her go to the cow­shed if she likes. It wouldn’t be wise to do any­thing to­night, but to­mor­row … ay, to­mor­row morn­ing’s the time. Three sheep lost and gone! And cof­fee, did she say!”

		
	
		
			X

			Next day was fated to bring a great event. There came a vis­it­or to the farm—Geissler came. It was not yet sum­mer on the moors, but Geissler paid no heed to the state of the ground; he came on foot, in rich high boots with broad, shiny tops; yel­low gloves, too, he wore, and was el­eg­ant to see; a man from the vil­lage car­ried his things.

			He had come, as a mat­ter of fact, to buy a piece of Isak’s land, up in the hills—a cop­per mine. And what about the price? Also, by the way, he had a mes­sage from In­ger—good girl, every­one liked her; he had been in Trond­hjem, and seen her. “Isak, you’ve put in some work here.”

			“Ay, I dare say. And you’ve seen In­ger?”

			“What’s that you’ve got over there? Built a mill of your own, have you? grind your own corn? Ex­cel­lent. And you’ve turned up a good bit of ground since I was here last.”

			“Is she well?”

			“Eh? Oh, your wife!—yes, she’s well and fit. Let’s go in the next room. I’ll tell you all about it.”

			“ ’Tis not in or­der,” put in Oline. Oline had her own reas­ons for not wish­ing them to go in. They went in­to the little room nev­er­the­less, and closed the door. Oline stood in the kit­chen and could hear noth­ing.

			Geissler sat down, slapped his knee with a power­ful hand, and there he was—mas­ter of Isak’s fate.

			“You haven’t sold that cop­per tract yet?” he asked.

			“No.”

			“Good. I’ll buy it my­self. Yes, I’ve seen In­ger and some oth­er people too. She’ll be out be­fore long, if I’m not greatly mis­taken—the case has been sub­mit­ted to the King.”

			“The King?”

			“The King, yes. I went in to have a talk with your wife—they man­aged it for me, of course, no dif­fi­culty about that—and we had a long talk. ‘Well, In­ger, how are you get­ting on? Nicely, what?’ ‘Why, I’ve no cause to com­plain.’ ‘Like to be home again?’ ‘Ay, I’ll not say no.’ ‘And so you shall be­fore very long,’ said I. And I’ll tell you this much, Isak, she’s a good girl, is In­ger. No blub­ber­ing, not so much as a tear, but smil­ing and laugh­ing … they’ve fixed up that trouble with her mouth, by the way—op­er­a­tion—sewed it up again. ‘Good­bye, then,’ said I. ‘You won’t be here very long, I’ll prom­ise you that.’

			“Then I went to the Gov­ernor—he saw me, of course, no dif­fi­culty about that. ‘You’ve a wo­man here,’ said I, ‘that ought to be out of the place, and back in her home—In­ger Sel­lan­raa.’ ‘In­ger?’ said he; ‘why, yes. She’s a good sort—I wish we could keep her for twenty years,’ said he. ‘Well, you won’t,’ said I. ‘She’s been here too long already.’ ‘Too long?’ says he. ‘Do you know what she’s in for?’ ‘I know all about it,’ says I, ‘be­ing Lens­mand in the dis­trict.’ ‘Oh,’ says he, ‘won’t you sit down?’ Quite the prop­er thing to say, of course. ‘Why,’ says the Gov­ernor then, ‘we do what we can for her here, and her little girl too. So she’s from your part of the coun­try, is she? We’ve helped her to get a sew­ing-ma­chine of her own; she’s gone through the work­shops right to the top, and we’ve taught her a deal—weav­ing, house­hold work, dye­ing, cut­ting out. Been here too long, you say?’ Well, I’d got my an­swer ready for that all right, but it could wait, so I only said her case had been badly muddled, and had to be taken up again; now, after the re­vi­sion of the crim­in­al code, she’d prob­ably have been ac­quit­ted al­to­geth­er. And I told him about the hare. ‘A hare?’ says the Gov­ernor. ‘A hare,’ says I. ‘And the child was born with a harelip.’ ‘Oh,’ says he, smil­ing, ‘I see. And you think they ought to have made more al­low­ance for that?’ ‘They didn’t make any at all,’ said I, ‘for it wasn’t men­tioned.’ ‘Well, I dare say it’s not so bad, after all.’ ‘Bad enough for her, any­way.’ ‘Do you be­lieve a hare can work mir­acles, then?’ says he. ‘As to that,’ said I, ‘wheth­er a hare can work mir­acles or not’s a mat­ter I won’t dis­cuss just now. The ques­tion is, what ef­fect the sight of a hare might have on a wo­man with her dis­fig­ure­ment, in her con­di­tion.’ Well, he thought over that for a bit. ‘H’m,’ says he at last. ‘Maybe, maybe. Any­how, we’re not con­cerned with that here. All we have to do is to take over the people they send us; not to re­vise their sen­tences. And ac­cord­ing to her sen­tence, In­ger’s not yet fin­ished her time.’

			“Well, then, I star­ted on what I wanted to say all along. ‘There was a ser­i­ous over­sight made in bring­ing her here to be­gin with,’ said I. ‘An over­sight?’ ‘Yes. In the first place, she ought nev­er to have been sent across the coun­try at all in the state she was in.’ He looks at me stiffly. ‘No, that’s per­fectly true,’ says he. ‘But it’s noth­ing to do with us here, you know.’ ‘And in the second place,’ said I, ‘she ought cer­tainly not to have been in the pris­on for full two months without any no­tice taken of her con­di­tion by the au­thor­it­ies here.’ That put him out, I could see; he said noth­ing for quite a while. ‘Are you in­struc­ted to act on her be­half?’ says he at last. ‘Yes, I am,’ said I. Well, then, he star­ted on about how pleased they had been with her, and telling me over again all they’d taught her and done for her there—taught her to write too, he said. And the little girl had been put out to nurse with de­cent people, and so on. Then I told him how things were at home, with In­ger away. Two young­sters left be­hind, and only a hired wo­man to look after them, and all the rest. ‘I’ve a state­ment from her hus­band,’ said I, ‘that I can sub­mit wheth­er the case be taken up for thor­ough re­vi­sion, or an ap­plic­a­tion be made for a par­don.’ ‘I’d like to see that state­ment,’ says the Gov­ernor. ‘Right,’ said I. ‘I’ll bring it along to­mor­row in vis­it­ing hours.’ ”

			Isak sat listen­ing—it was thrill­ing to hear, a won­der­ful tale from for­eign parts. He fol­lowed Geissler’s mouth with slav­ish eyes.

			Geissler went on: “I went straight back to the hotel and wrote out a state­ment; did the whole thing my­self, you un­der­stand, and signed it ‘Isak Sel­lan­raa.’ Don’t ima­gine, though, I said a word against the way they’d man­aged things in the pris­on. Not a word. Next day I went along with the pa­per. ‘Won’t you sit down?’ says the Gov­ernor, the mo­ment I got in­side the door. He read through what I’d writ­ten, nod­ded here and there, and at last he says: ‘Very good, very good in­deed. It’d hardly do, per­haps, to have the case brought up again for re­vi­sion, but. …’ ‘Wait a bit,’ said I. ‘I’ve an­oth­er doc­u­ment that I think will make it right.’ Had him there again, you see. ‘Well,’ he says, all of a hurry, ‘I’ve been think­ing over the mat­ter since yes­ter­day, and I con­sider there’s good and suf­fi­cient grounds to ap­ply for a par­don.’ ‘And the ap­plic­a­tion would have the Gov­ernor’s sup­port?’ I asked. ‘Cer­tainly; yes, I’ll give it my best re­com­mend­a­tion.’ Then I bowed and said: ‘In that case, there will be no dif­fi­culty about the par­don, of course. I thank you, sir, on be­half of a suf­fer­ing wo­man and a stricken home.’ Then says he: ‘I don’t think there should be any need of fur­ther de­clar­a­tions—from the dis­trict, I mean—about her case. You know the wo­man your­self—that should be quite enough.’ I knew well enough, of course, why he wanted the thing settled quietly as pos­sible, so I just agreed: said it would only delay the pro­ceed­ings to col­lect fur­ther ma­ter­i­al. …

			“And there you are, Isak, that’s the whole story.” Geissler looked at his watch. “And now let’s get to busi­ness. Can you go with me up to the ground again?”

			Isak was a stony creature, a stump of a man; he did not find it easy to change the sub­ject all at once; he was all pre­oc­cu­pied with thoughts and won­der­ing, and began ask­ing ques­tions of this and that. He learned that the ap­plic­a­tion had been sent up to the King, and might be de­cided in one of the first State Coun­cils. “ ’Tis all a mir­acle,” said he.

			Then they went up in­to the hills; Geissler, his man, and Isak, and were out for some hours. In a very short time Geissler had fol­lowed the lie of the cop­per vein over a wide stretch of land and marked out the lim­its of the tract he wanted. Here, there, and every­where he was. But no fool, for all his hasty move­ments; quick to judge, but sound enough for all that.

			When they came back to the farm once more with a sack full of samples of ore—he got out writ­ing ma­ter­i­als and sat down to write. He did not bury him­self com­pletely in his writ­ing, though, but talked now and again. “Well, Isak, it won’t be such a big sum this time, for the land, but I can give you a couple of hun­dred Daler any­way, on the spot.” Then he wrote again. “Re­mind me be­fore I go, I want to see that mill of yours,” said he. Then he caught sight of some blue and red marks on the frame of the loom, and asked. “Who drew that?” Now that was Eleseus, had drawn a horse and a goat; he used his col­oured pen­cil on the loom and wood­work any­where, hav­ing no pa­per. “Not at all bad,” said Geissler, and gave Eleseus a coin.

			Geissler went on writ­ing for a bit, and then looked up. “You’ll be hav­ing oth­er people tak­ing up land here­abouts be­fore long.”

			At this the man with him spoke: “There’s some star­ted already.”

			“Ho! And who might that be?”

			“Well, first, there’s the folk at Breidab­lik, as they call it—man Brede, at Breidab­lik.”

			“Him—puh!” sniffed Geissler con­temp­tu­ously.

			“Then there’s one or two oth­ers be­sides, have bought.”

			“Doubt if they’re any good, any of them,” said Geissler. And no­ti­cing at the same mo­ment that there were two boys in the room, he caught hold of little Sivert and gave him a coin. A re­mark­able man was Geissler. His eyes, by the way, had be­gun to look sore­ish; there was a kind of red­ness at the edges. Might have been sleep­less­ness; the same thing comes at times from drink­ing of strong wa­ters. But he did not look de­jec­ted at all; and for all his talk­ing of this and that between times, he was think­ing no doubt of his doc­u­ment all the while, for sud­denly he picked up the pen and wrote a piece more.

			At last he seemed to have fin­ished.

			He turned to Isak: “Well, as I said, it won’t make you a rich man all at once, this deal. But there may be more to come. We’ll fix it up so that you get more later on. Any­how, I can give you two hun­dred now.”

			Isak un­der­stood but little of the whole thing, but two hun­dred Daler was at any rate an­oth­er mir­acle, and an un­reas­on­able sum. He would get it on pa­per, of course, not paid in cash, but let that be. Isak had oth­er things in his head just now.

			“And you think she’ll be pardoned?” he asked.

			“Eh? Oh, your wife! Well, if there’d been a tele­graph of­fice in the vil­lage, I’d have wired to Trond­hjem and asked if she hadn’t been set free already.”

			Isak had heard men speak of the tele­graph; a won­der­ful thing, a string hung up on big poles, some­thing al­to­geth­er above the com­mon earth. The men­tion of it now seemed to shake his faith in Geissler’s big words, and he put in anxiously: “But sup­pose the King says no?”

			Said Geissler: “In that case, I send in my sup­ple­ment­ary ma­ter­i­al, a full ac­count of the whole af­fair. And then they must set her free. There’s not a shad­ow of doubt.”

			Then he read over what he had writ­ten; the con­tract for pur­chase of the land. Two hun­dred Daler cash down, and later, a nice high per­cent­age of re­ceipts from work­ing, or ul­ti­mate dis­pos­al by fur­ther sale, of the cop­per tract. “Sign your name here,” said Geissler.

			Isak would have signed read­ily enough, but he was no schol­ar; in all his life he had got no farther than cut­ting ini­tials in wood. But there was that hate­ful creature Oline look­ing on; he took up the pen—a beastly thing, too light to handle any­way—turned it right end down, and wrote—wrote his name. Whereupon Geissler ad­ded some­thing, pre­sum­ably an ex­plan­a­tion, and the man he had brought with him signed as a wit­ness.

			Settled.

			But Oline was still there, stand­ing im­mov­able—it was in­deed but now she had turned so stiff. What was to hap­pen?

			“Din­ner on the table, Oline,” said Isak, pos­sibly with a tough of dig­nity, after hav­ing signed his name in writ­ing on a pa­per. “Such as we can of­fer,” he ad­ded to Geissler.

			“Smells good enough,” said Geissler. “Sound meat and drink. Here, Isak, here’s your money!” Geissler took out his pock­et­book—thick and fat it was, too—drew from it two bundles of notes and laid them down. “Count it over your­self.”

			Not a move­ment, not a sound.

			“Isak,” said Geissler again.

			“Ay. Yes,” answered Isak, and mur­mured, over­whelmed, “ ’Tis not that I’ve asked for it, nor would—after all you’ve done.”

			“Ten tens in that—should be, and twenty fives here,” said Geissler shortly. “And I hope there’ll be more than that by a long way for your share soon.”

			And then it was that Oline re­covered from her trance. The won­der had happened after all. She set the food on the table.

			Next morn­ing Geissler went out to the river to look at the mill. It was small enough, and roughly built; ay, a mill for dwarfs, for troll­folk, but strong and use­ful for a man’s work. Isak led his guest a little farther up the river, and showed him an­oth­er fall he had been work­ing on a bit; it was to turn a saw, if so be God gave him health. “The only thing,” he said, “it’s a heavy long way from school: I’ll have to get the lads to stay down in the vil­lage.” But Geissler, al­ways so quick to find a way, saw noth­ing to worry about here. “There are more people buy­ing and set­tling here now,” said he. “It won’t be long be­fore there’s enough to start a school.”

			“Ay, maybe, but not be­fore my boys are grown.”

			“Well, why not let them live on a farm down in the vil­lage? You could drive in with the boys and some food, and bring them up again three weeks—six weeks after; it would be easy enough for you, surely?”

			“Ay, maybe,” said Isak.

			Ay, all things would be easy enough, if In­ger came home. House and land and food and grand things enough, and a big sum of money too he had, and his strength; he was hard as nails. Health and strength—ay, full and un­spoiled, un­worn, in every way, the health and strength of a man.

			When Geissler had gone, Isak began think­ing of many pre­sump­tu­ous things. Ay, for had not Geissler, that bless­ing to them all, said at part­ing that he would send a mes­sage very soon—would send a tele­gram as soon as ever he could. “You can call in at the post of­fice in a fort­night’s time,” he had said. And that in it­self was a won­der­ful thing enough. Isak set to work mak­ing a seat for the cart. A seat, of course, that could be taken off when us­ing the cart for ma­nure, but to be put in again when any­one wanted to drive. And when he had got the seat made, it looked so white and new that it had to be painted dark­er. As for that, there were things enough that had to be done! The whole place wanted paint­ing, to be­gin with. And he had been think­ing for years past of build­ing a prop­er barn with a bridge, to house in the crop. He had thought, too, of get­ting that saw set up and fin­ished; of fen­cing in all his cul­tiv­ated ground; of build­ing a boat on the lake up in the hills. Many things he had thought of do­ing. But hard as he worked, un­reas­on­ably hard—what did it help against time? Time—it was the time that was too short. It was Sunday be­fore he knew, and then dir­ectly after, lo it was Sunday again!

			Paint he would, in any case; that was de­cided and em­phat­ic. The build­ings stood there grey and bare—stood there like houses in their shirt sleeves. There was time yet be­fore the busy sea­son; the spring was hardly be­gun yet; the young things were out, but there was frost in the ground still.

			Isak goes down to the vil­lage, tak­ing with him a few score of eggs for sale, and brings back paint. There was enough for one build­ing, for the barn, and it was painted red. He fetches up more paint, yel­low ochre this time, for the house it­self. “Ay, ’tis as I said, here’s go­ing to be fine and grand,” grumbles Oline every day. Ay, Oline could guess, no doubt, that her time at Sel­lan­raa would soon be up; she was tough and strong enough to bear it, though not without bit­ter­ness. Isak, on his part, no longer sought to settle up old scores with her now, though she pilfered and put away things lav­ishly enough to­wards the end. He made her a present of a young weth­er; after all, she had been with him a long time, and worked for little pay. And Oline had not been so bad with the chil­dren; she was not stern and strictly right­eous and that sort of thing, but had a knack of deal­ing with chil­dren: listened to what they said, and let them do more or less as they pleased. If they came round while she was mak­ing cheese, she would give them a bit to taste; if they begged to be let off wash­ing their faces one Sunday, she would let them off.

			When Isak had giv­en his walls a first coat, he went down to the vil­lage again and brought up all the paint he could carry. Three coats he put on in all, and white on the win­dow-frames and corners. To come back now and look at his home there on the hill­side, it was like look­ing at a fairy palace. The wil­der­ness was in­hab­ited and un­re­cog­niz­able, a bless­ing had come upon it, life had aris­en there from a long dream, hu­man creatures lived there, chil­dren played about the houses. And the forest stretched away, big and kindly, right up to the blue heights.

			But the last time Isak went down for paint, the store­keep­er gave him a blue en­vel­ope with a crest on, and 5 skilling to pay. It was a tele­gram which had been for­war­ded by post, and was from Lens­mand Geissler. A bless­ing on that man Geissler, won­der­ful man that he was! He tele­graphed these few words, that In­ger was free, “Home soon­est pos­sible: Geissler.” And at this the store took to whirl­ing curi­ously round and round; the counter and the people in the shop were sud­denly far away. Isak felt rather than heard him­self say­ing, “Her­regud!” and “Praise and thanks to God.”

			“She might be here no later than to­mor­row the day,” said the store­keep­er, “if so be she’s left Trond­hjem in time.”

			“Ho!” said Isak.

			He waited till the next day. The car­ri­er came up with let­ters, from the land­ing-stage where the steam­er put in, but no In­ger. “Then she won’t be here now till next week,” the store­keep­er said.

			Al­most as well, after all, that there was time to wait—Isak has many things to do. Should he for­get him­self al­to­geth­er, and neg­lect his land? He sets off home again and be­gins cart­ing out ma­nure. It is soon done. He sticks a crow­bar in­to the earth, not­ing how the frost dis­ap­pears from day to day. The sun is big and strong now, the snow is gone, green show­ing every­where; the cattle are out to graze. Isak ploughs one day, and a few days later he is sow­ing corn, plant­ing pota­toes. Ho, the young­sters too, plant­ing pota­toes like an­gels; blessed little hands they have, and what can their fath­er do but watch?

			Then Isak washes out the cart down by the river, and puts the seat in. Talks to the lads about a little jour­ney; he must have a little jour­ney down to the vil­lage.

			“But aren’t you go­ing to walk?”

			“Not today. I’ve took in­to my head to go down with horse and cart today.”

			“Can’t we come too?”

			“You’ve got to be good boys, and stay at home this time. Your own moth­er’ll be com­ing very soon, and she’ll learn you a many things.”

			Eleseus is all for learn­ing things; he asks: “Fath­er, when you did that writ­ing on the pa­per—what does it feel like?”

			“Why, ’tis hardly to feel at all; just like a bit of noth­ing in the hand.”

			“But doesn’t it slip, like on the ice?”

			“What slip?”

			“The pen thing, that you write with?”

			“Ay, there’s the pen. But you have to learn to steer it, you’ll see.”

			But little Sivert he was of an­oth­er mind, and said noth­ing about pens; he wanted to ride in the cart; just to sit up on the seat be­fore the horse was put in, and drive like that, driv­ing ever so fast in a cart without a horse. And it was all his do­ing that fath­er let them both sit up and ride with him a long way down the road.

		
	
		
			XI

			Isak drives on till he comes to a tarn, a bit of a pool on the moor, and there he pulls up. A pool on the moors, black, deep down, and the little sur­face of the wa­ter per­fectly still; Isak knew what that was good for; he had hardly used any oth­er mir­ror in his life than such a bit of wa­ter on the moors. Look how nice and neat he is today, with a red shirt; he takes out a pair of scis­sors now, and trims his beard. Vain barge of a man; is he go­ing to make him­self hand­some all at once, and cut away five years’ growth of iron beard? He cuts and cuts away, look­ing at him­self in his glass. He might have done all this at home, of course, but was shy of do­ing it be­fore Oline; it was quite enough to stand there right in front of her nose and put on a red shirt. He cuts and cuts away, a cer­tain amount of beard falls in­to his pat­ent mir­ror. The horse grows im­pa­tient at last and is mov­ing on; Isak is fain to be con­tent with him­self as he is, and gets up again. And in­deed he feels some­how young­er already—dev­il knows what it could be, but some­how slight­er of build. Isak drives down to the vil­lage.

			Next day the mail boat comes in. Isak climbs up on a rock by the store­keep­er’s wharf, look­ing out, but still no In­ger to be seen. Pas­sen­gers there were, grown-up folk and chil­dren with them—Her­regud!—but no In­ger. He had kept in the back­ground, sit­ting on his rock, but there was no need to stay be­hind any longer; he gets down and goes to the steam­er. Bar­rels and cases trundling ashore, people and mail­bags, but still Isak lacked what he had come for. There was some­thing there—a wo­man with a little girl, up at the en­trance to the land­ing-stage already; but the wo­man was pret­ti­er to look at than In­ger—though In­ger was good enough. What—why—but it was In­ger! “H’m,” said Isak, and trundled up to meet them. Greet­ings: “God­dag,” said In­ger, and held out her hand; a little cold, a little pale after the voy­age, and be­ing ill on the way. Isak, he just stood there; at last he said:

			“H’m. ’Tis a fine day and all.”

			“I saw you down there all along,” said In­ger. “But I didn’t want to come crowding ashore with the rest. So you’re down in the vil­lage today?”

			“Ay, yes. H’m.”

			“And all’s well at home, everything all right?”

			“Ay, thank you kindly.”

			“This is Leo­poldine; she’s stood the voy­age much bet­ter than I did. This is your papa, Leo­poldine; come and shake hands nicely.”

			“H’m,” said Isak, feel­ing very strange—ay, he was like a stranger with them all at once.

			Said In­ger: “If you find a sew­ing-ma­chine down by the boat, it’ll be mine. And there’s a chest as well.”

			Off goes Isak, goes off more than will­ingly, after the chest; the men on board showed him which it was. The sew­ing-ma­chine was an­oth­er mat­ter; In­ger had to go down and find that her­self. It was a hand­some box, of curi­ous shape, with a round cov­er over, and a handle to carry it by—a sew­ing-ma­chine in these parts! Isak hois­ted the chest and the sew­ing-ma­chine on to his shoulders, and turned to his wife and child:

			“I’ll have these up in no time, and come back for her after.”

			“Come back for who?” asked In­ger, with a smile. “Did you think she couldn’t walk by her­self, a big girl like that?”

			They walked up to where Isak had left the horse and cart.

			“New horse, you’ve got?” said In­ger. “And what’s that you’ve got—a cart with a seat in?”

			“ ’Tis but nat­ur­al,” said Isak. “What I was go­ing to say: Wouldn’t you care for a little bit of some­thing to eat? I’ve brought things all ready.”

			“Wait till we get a bit on the way,” said she. “Leo­poldine, can you sit up by your­self?”

			But her fath­er won’t have it; she might fall down un­der the wheels. “You sit up with her and drive your­self.”

			So they drove off, Isak walk­ing be­hind.

			He looked at the two in the cart as he walked. There was In­ger, all strangely dressed and strange and fine to look at, with no harelip now, but only a tiny scar on the up­per lip. No hiss­ing when she talked; she spoke all clearly, and that was the won­der of it all. A grey-and-red wool­len wrap with a fringe looked grand on her dark hair. She turned round in her seat on the cart, and called to him:

			“It’s a pity you didn’t bring a skin rug with you; it’ll be cold, I doubt, for the child to­wards night.”

			“She can have my jack­et,” said Isak. “And when we get up in the woods, I’ve left a rug there on the way.”

			“Oh, have you a rug up in the woods?”

			“Ay. I wouldn’t bring it down all the way, for if you didn’t come today.”

			“H’m. What was it you said be­fore—the boys are well and all?”

			“Ay, thank you kindly.”

			“They’ll be big lads now, I doubt?”

			“Ay, that’s true. They’ve just been plant­ing pota­toes.”

			“Oh!” said the moth­er, smil­ing, and shak­ing her head. “Can they plant pota­toes already?”

			“Why, Eleseus, he gives a hand with this, and little Sivert helps with that,” said Isak proudly.

			Little Leo­poldine was ask­ing for some­thing to eat. Oh, the pretty little creature; a lady­bird up on a cart! She talked with a sing in her voice, with a strange ac­cent, as she had learned in Trond­hjem. In­ger had to trans­late now and again. She had her broth­ers’ fea­tures, the brown eyes and oval cheeks that all had got from their moth­er; ay, they were their moth­er’s chil­dren, and well that they were so! Isak was some­thing shy of his little girl, shy of her tiny shoes and long, thin, wool­len stock­ings and short frock; when she had come to meet her strange papa she had curt­seyed and offered him a tiny hand.

			They got up in­to the woods and hal­ted for a rest and a meal all round. The horse had his fod­der; Leo­poldine ran about in the heath­er, eat­ing as she went.

			“You’ve not changed much,” said In­ger, look­ing at her hus­band.

			Isak glanced aside, and said, “No, you think not? But you’ve grown so grand and all.”

			“Ha ha! Nay, I’m an old wo­man now,” said she jest­ingly.

			It was no use try­ing to hide the fact: Isak was not a bit sure of him­self now. He could find no self-pos­ses­sion, but still kept aloof, shy, as if ashamed of him­self. How old could his wife be now? She couldn’t be less than thirty—that is to say, she couldn’t be more, of course. And Isak, for all that he was eat­ing already, must pull up a twig of heath­er and fall to bit­ing that.

			“What—are you eat­ing heath­er?” cried In­ger laugh­ingly.

			Isak threw down the twig, took a mouth­ful of food, and go­ing over to the road, took the horse by its fore­legs and heaved up its fore­part till the an­im­al stood on its hind legs. In­ger looked on with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“What are you do­ing that for?” she asked.

			“Oh, he’s so play­ful,” said Isak, and set the horse down again.

			Now what had he done that for? A sud­den im­pulse to do just that thing; per­haps he had done it to hide his em­bar­rass­ment.

			They star­ted off again, and all three of them walked a bit of the way. They came to a new farm.

			“What’s that there?” asked In­ger.

			“ ’Tis Brede’s place, that he’s bought.”

			“Brede?”

			“Breidab­lik, he calls it. There’s wide moor­land, but the tim­ber’s poor.”

			They talked of the new place as they passed on. Isak no­ticed that Brede’s cart was still left out in the open.

			The child was grow­ing sleepy now, and Isak took her gently in his arms and car­ried her. They walked and walked. Leo­poldine was soon fast asleep, and In­ger said:

			“We’ll wrap her up in the rug, and she can lie down in the cart and sleep as long as she likes.”

			“ ’Twill shake her all to pieces,” said Isak, and car­ries her on. They cross the moors and get in­to the woods again.

			“Ptro!” says In­ger, and the horse stops. She takes the child from Isak, gets him to shift the chest and the sew­ing-ma­chine, mak­ing a place for Leo­poldine in the bot­tom of the cart. “Shaken? not a bit of it!”

			Isak fixes things to rights, tucks his little daugh­ter up in the rug, and lays his jack­et fol­ded un­der her head. Then off again.

			Man and wife gos­sip­ing of this and that. The sun is up till late in the even­ing, and the weath­er warm.

			“Oline,” says In­ger—“where does she sleep?”

			“In the little room.”

			“Ho! And the boys?”

			“They’ve their own bed in the big room. There’s two beds there, just as when you went away.”

			“Look­ing at you now,” said In­ger, “I can see you’re just as you were be­fore. And those shoulders of yours, they’ve car­ried some bur­dens up along this way, but they’ve not grown the weak­er by it, seems.”

			“H’m. Maybe. What I was go­ing to say: How it was like with you all the years there? Bear­able like?” Oh, Isak was soft at heart now; he asked her that, and wondered in his mind.

			And In­ger said: “Ay, ’twas noth­ing to com­plain of.”

			They talked more feel­ingly to­geth­er, and Isak asked if she wasn’t tired of walk­ing, and would get up in the cart a bit of way. “No, thanks all the same,” said she. “But I don’t know what’s the mat­ter with me today; after be­ing ill on the boat, I feel hungry all the time.”

			“Why, did you want some­thing, then?”

			“Yes, if you don’t mind stop­ping so long.”

			Oh, that In­ger, maybe ’twas not for her­self at all, but for Isak’s sake. She would have him eat again; he had spoiled his last meal chew­ing twigs of heath­er.

			And the even­ing was light and warm, and they had but a few miles more to go; they sat down to eat again.

			In­ger took a par­cel from her box, and said:

			“I’ve a few things I brought along for the boys. Let’s go over there in the bushes, it’s warm­er there.”

			They went across to the bushes, and she showed him the things; neat braces with buckles for the boys to wear, copy­books with cop­ies at the top of the page, a pen­cil for each, a pock­etknife for each. And there was an ex­cel­lent book for her­self, she had. “Look, with my name in and all. A pray­er­book.” It was a present from the Gov­ernor, by way of re­mem­brance.

			Isak ad­mired each thing in si­lence. She took out a bundle of little col­lars—Leo­poldine’s, they were. And gave Isak a black necker­chief for him­self, shiny as silk.

			“Is that for me?” said he.

			“Yes, it’s for you.”

			He took it care­fully in his hands, and stroked it.

			“Do you think it’s nice?”

			“Nice—why I could go round the world in such.”

			But Isak’s fin­gers were rough; they stuck in the curi­ous silky stuff.

			Now In­ger had no more things to show. But when she had packed them all up again, she sat there still; and the way she sat, he could see her legs, could see her red-bordered stock­ings.

			“H’m,” said he. “Those’ll be town-made things, I doubt?”

			“ ’Tis wool was bought in the town, but I knit­ted them my­self. They’re ever so long—right up above the knee—look. …”

			A little while after she heard her­self whis­per­ing: “Oh, you … you’re just the same—the same as ever!”

			

			And after that halt they drove on again, and In­ger sat up, hold­ing the reins. “I’ve brought a pa­per of cof­fee too,” she said. “But you can’t have any this even­ing, for it’s not roas­ted yet.”

			“ ’Tis more than’s needed this even­ing and all,” said he.

			An hour later the sun goes down, and it grows colder. In­ger gets down to walk. To­geth­er they tuck the rug closer about Leo­poldine, and smile to see how soundly she can sleep. Man and wife talk to­geth­er again on their way. A pleas­ure it is to hear In­ger’s voice; none could speak clear­er than In­ger now.

			“Wasn’t it four cows we had?” she asks.

			“ ’Tis more than that,” says he proudly. “We’ve eight.”

			“Eight cows!”

			“That is to say, count­ing the bull.”

			“Have you sold any but­ter?”

			“Ay, and eggs.”

			“What, have we chick­ens now?”

			“Ay, of course we have. And a pig.”

			In­ger is so as­ton­ished at all this that she for­gets her­self al­to­geth­er, and stops for a mo­ment—“Ptro!” And Isak is proud and keeps on, try­ing to over­whelm her com­pletely.

			“That Geissler,” he says, “you re­mem­ber him? He came up a little while back.”

			“Oh?”

			“I’ve sold him a cop­per mine.”

			“Ho! What’s that—a cop­per mine?”

			“Cop­per, yes. Up in the hills, all along the north side of the wa­ter.”

			“You—you don’t mean he paid you money for it?”

			“Ay, that he did. Geissler he wouldn’t buy things and not pay for them.”

			“What did you get, then?”

			“H’m. Well, you might not be­lieve it—but it was two hun­dred Daler.”

			“You got two hun­dred Daler!” shouts In­ger, stop­ping again with a “Ptro!”

			“I did—yes. And I’ve paid for my land a long while back,” said Isak.

			“Well—you are a won­der, you are!”

			Truly, it was a pleas­ure to see In­ger all sur­prised, and make her a rich wife. Isak did not for­get to add that he had no debts nor ow­ings at the store or any­where else. And he had not only Geissler’s two hun­dred un­touched, but more than that—a hun­dred and sixty Daler more. Ay, they might well be thank­ful to God!

			They spoke of Geissler again; In­ger was able to tell how he had helped to get her set free. It had not been an easy mat­ter for him, after all, it seemed; he had been a long time get­ting the mat­ter through, and had called on the Gov­ernor ever so many times. Geissler had also writ­ten to some of the State Coun­cil­lors, or some oth­er high au­thor­it­ies; but this he had done be­hind the Gov­ernor’s back, and when the Gov­ernor heard of it he was furi­ous, which was not sur­pris­ing. But Geissler was not to be frightened; he de­man­ded a re­vi­sion of the case, new tri­al, new ex­am­in­a­tion, and everything. And after that the King had to sign.

			Ex-Lens­mand Geissler had al­ways been a good friend to them both, and they had of­ten wondered why; he got noth­ing out of it but their poor thanks—it was more than they could un­der­stand. In­ger had spoken with him in Trond­hjem, and could not make him out. “He doesn’t seem to care a bit about any in the vil­lage but us,” she ex­plained.

			“Did he say so?”

			“Yes. He’s furi­ous with the vil­lage here. He’d show them, he said.”

			“Ho!”

			“And they’d find out one day, and be sorry they’d lost him, he said.”

			They reached the fringe of the wood, and came in sight of their home. There were more build­ings there than be­fore, and all nicely painted. In­ger hardly knew the place again, and stopped dead.

			“You—you don’t say that’s our place—all that?” she ex­claimed.

			Little Leo­poldine woke at last and sat up, thor­oughly res­ted now; they lif­ted her out and let her walk.

			“Are we there now?” she asked.

			“Yes. Isn’t it a pretty place?”

			There were small fig­ures mov­ing, over by the house; it was Eleseus and Sivert, keep­ing watch. Now they came run­ning up. In­ger was seized with a sud­den cold—a dread­ful cold in the head, with sniff­ing and cough­ing—even her eyes were all red and wa­ter­ing too. It al­ways gives one a dread­ful cold on board ship—makes one’s eyes wet and all!

			But when the boys came near­er they stopped run­ning all of a sud­den and stared. They had for­got­ten what their moth­er looked like, and little sis­ter they had nev­er seen. But fath­er—they didn’t know him at all till he came quite close. He had cut off his heavy beard.

		
	
		
			XII

			All is well now.

			Isak sows his oats, har­rows, and rolls it in. Little Leo­poldine comes and wants to sit on the roller. Sit on a roller?—nay, she’s all too little and un­know­ing for that yet. Her broth­ers know bet­ter. There’s no seat on fath­er’s roller.

			But fath­er thinks it fine and a pleas­ure to see little Leo­poldine com­ing up so trust­ingly to him already; he talks to her, and shows her how to walk nicely over the fields, and not get her shoes full of earth.

			“And what’s that—why, if you haven’t a blue frock on today—come, let me see; ay, ’tis blue, so it is. And a belt round and all. Re­mem­ber when you came on the big ship? And the en­gines—did you see them? That’s right—and now run home to the boys again, they’ll find you some­thing to play with.”

			Oline is gone, and In­ger has taken up her old work once more, in house and yard. She over­does it a little, maybe, in clean­li­ness and or­der, just by way of show­ing that she was go­ing to have things dif­fer­ently now. And in­deed it was won­der­ful to see what a change was made; even the glass win­dows in the old turf hut were cleaned, and the boxes swept out.

			But it was only the first days, the first week; after that she began to be less eager about the work. There was really no need to take all that trouble about cow­sheds and things; she could make bet­ter use of her time now. In­ger had learned a deal among the town folk, and it would be a pity not to turn it to ac­count. She took to her spin­ning-wheel and loom again—true enough, she was even quick­er and neat­er than be­fore—a trifle too quick—hui!—es­pe­cially when Isak was look­ing on; he couldn’t make out how any­one could learn to use their fin­gers that way—the fine long fin­gers she had to her big hands. But In­ger had a way of drop­ping one piece of work to take up an­oth­er, all in a mo­ment. Well, well, there were more things to be looked to now than be­fore, and maybe she was not al­to­geth­er so pa­tient as she had been; a trifle of un­rest had man­aged to creep in.

			First of all there were the flowers she had brought with her—bulbs and cut­tings; little lives these too, that must be thought of. The glass win­dow was too small, the ledge too nar­row to set flower­pots on; and be­sides, she had no flower­pots. Isak must make some tiny boxes for be­go­ni­as, fuch­sias, and roses. Also, one win­dow was not enough—fancy a room with only one win­dow!

			And, “Oh, by the way,” said In­ger, “I want an iron, you know. There isn’t one in the place. I could use a flat iron for press­ing when I’m sew­ing dresses and things, but you can’t do prop­er work without an iron of some sort.”

			Isak prom­ised to get the black­smith down at the vil­lage to make a first-rate press­ing-iron. Oh, Isak was ready to do any­thing, do all that she asked in every way; for he could see well enough that In­ger had learned a heap of things now, and match­less clev­er she was grown. She spoke, too, in a dif­fer­ent way, a little finer, us­ing el­eg­ant words. She nev­er shouted out to him now as she used to: “Come and get your food!” but would say in­stead: “Din­ner’s ready, if you please.” Everything was dif­fer­ent now. In the old days he would an­swer simply “Ay,” or say noth­ing at all, and go on work­ing for a bit be­fore he came. Now, he said “Thanks,” and went in at once. Love makes the wise a fool: now and then Isak would say “Thanks, thanks.” Ay, all was dif­fer­ent now—maybe a trifle too fine in some ways. When Isak spoke of dung, and was rough in his speech, as peas­ants are, In­ger would call it ma­nure, “for the sake of the chil­dren, you know.”

			She was care­ful with the chil­dren, and taught them everything, edu­cated them. Let tiny Leo­poldine go on quickly with her crochet work, and the boys with writ­ing and school­ing; they would not be al­to­geth­er be­hind­hand when the time came for them to go to school in the vil­lage. Eleseus in par­tic­u­lar was grown a clev­er one, but little Sivert was noth­ing much, if the truth must be told—a mad­cap, a jack­anapes. He even ven­tured to screw a little at Moth­er’s sew­ing-ma­chine, and had already hacked off splin­ters from table and chairs with his new pock­etknife. In­ger had threatened to take it away al­to­geth­er.

			The chil­dren, of course, had all the an­im­als about the place, and Eleseus had still his col­oured pen­cil be­sides. He used it very care­fully, and rarely lent it to his broth­er, but for all that the walls were covered with blue and red draw­ings as time went on, and the pen­cil got smal­ler and smal­ler. At last Eleseus was simply forced to put Sivert on ra­tions with it, lend­ing him the pen­cil on Sunday only, for one draw­ing. Sivert was not pleased with the ar­range­ment, but Eleseus was a fel­low who would stand no non­sense. Not so much as be­ing the stronger, but he had longer arms, and could man­age bet­ter when it came to a quar­rel.

			But that Sivert! Now and again he would come across a bird’s nest in the woods; once he talked about a mouse-hole he had found, and made a lot of that; an­oth­er time it was a great fish as big as a man, he had seen in the river. But it was all evid­ently his own in­ven­tion; he was some­what in­clined to make black in­to white, was Sivert, but a good sort for all that. When the cat had kit­tens, it was he who brought her milk, be­cause she hissed too much for Eleseus. Sivert was nev­er tired of stand­ing look­ing at the box full of move­ment, a nest of tum­bling furry paws.

			The chick­ens, too, he no­ticed every day: the cock with his lordly car­riage and fine feath­ers, the hens trip­ping about chat­ter­ing low, and peck­ing at the sand, or scream­ing out as if ter­ribly hurt every time they had laid an egg.

			And there was the big weth­er. Little Sivert had read a good deal to what he knew be­fore, but he could not say of the weth­er that the beast had a fine Ro­man nose, begad! That he could not say. But he could do bet­ter than that. He knew the weth­er from the day when it had been a lamb, he un­der­stood it and was one with it—a kins­man, a fel­low-creature. Once, a strange prim­it­ive im­pres­sion flickered through his senses: it was a mo­ment he nev­er for­got. The weth­er was graz­ing quietly in the field; sud­denly it threw up its head, stopped munch­ing, simply stood there look­ing out. Sivert looked in­vol­un­tar­ily in the same dir­ec­tion. No—noth­ing re­mark­able. But Sivert him­self felt some­thing strange with­in him: “ ’Tis most as if he stood look­ing in­to the garden of Eden,” he thought.

			There were the cows—the chil­dren had each a couple—great sail­ing creatures, so friendly and tame that they let them­selves be caught whenev­er you liked; let hu­man chil­dren pat them. There was the pig, white and par­tic­u­lar about its per­son when de­cently looked after, listen­ing to every sound, a com­ic­al fel­low, al­ways eager for food, and tick­lish and fid­gety as a girl. And there was the billy-goat, there was al­ways one old billy-goat at Sel­lan­raa, for as soon as one died an­oth­er was ready to take his place. And was there ever any­thing so sol­emnly ri­dicu­lous to look at? Just now he had a whole lot of goats to look after, but at times he would get sick and tired of them all, and lie down, a bearded, thought­ful spec­tacle, a ver­it­able Fath­er Ab­ra­ham. And then in a mo­ment, up again and off after the flock. He al­ways left a trail of sour­ish air be­hind him.

			

			The daily round of the farm goes on. Now and again a trav­el­ler comes by, on his way up to the hills, and asks: “And how’s all with ye here?”

			And Isak an­swers: “Ay, thank ye kindly.”

			Isak works and works, con­sult­ing the al­man­ac for all that he does, notes the changes of the moon, pays heed to the signs of the weath­er, and works on. He has beaten out so much of a track down to the vil­lage that he can drive in now with horse and cart, but for the most part, he car­ries his load him­self; car­ries loads of cheese or hides, and bark and res­in, and but­ter and eggs; all things he can sell, to bring back oth­er wares in­stead. No, in the sum­mer he does not of­ten drive down—for one thing, be­cause the road down from Breidab­lik, the last part of the way, is so badly kept. He has asked Brede Olsen to help with the up­keep of the road, and do his share. Brede Olsen prom­ises, but does not hold to his word. And Isak will not ask him again. Rather carry a load on his back him­self. And In­ger says: “I can’t un­der­stand how you ever man­age it all.” Oh, but he could man­age any­thing. He had a pair of boots, so un­ima­gin­ably heavy and thick, with great slabs of iron on the soles, even the straps were fastened with cop­per nails—it was a mar­vel that one man could walk in such boots at all.

			On one of his jour­neys down, he came upon sev­er­al gangs of men at work on the moors; put­ting down stone sock­ets and fix­ing tele­graph poles. Some of them are from the vil­lage, Brede Olsen is there too, for all that he has taken up land of his own and ought to be work­ing on that. Isak won­ders that Brede can find time.

			The fore­man asks if Isak can sell them tele­graph poles. Isak says no. Not if he’s well paid for them?—No.—Oh, Isak was grown a thought quick­er in his deal­ings now, he could say no. If he sold them a few poles, to be sure it would be money in his pock­ets, so many Daler more; but he had no tim­ber to spare, there was noth­ing gained by that. The en­gin­eer in charge comes up him­self to ask, but Isak re­fuses.

			“We’ve poles enough,” says the en­gin­eer, “but it would be easi­er to take them from your ground up there, and save trans­port.”

			“I’ve no tim­ber to spare my­self,” says Isak. “I want to get up a bit of a saw and do some cut­ting; there’s some more build­ings I’ll need to have ready soon.”

			Here Brede Olsen put in a word, and says: “If I was you, Isak, I’d sell them poles.”

			For all his pa­tience, Isak gave Brede a look and said: “Ay, I dare say you would.”

			“Well—what?” asks Brede.

			“Only that I’m not you,” said Isak.

			Some of the work­men chuckled a little at this.

			Ay, Isak had reas­on enough just then to put his neigh­bour down; that very day he had seen three sheep in the fields at Breidab­lik, and one of them he knew—the one with the flat ears that Oline had bartered away. He may keep it, thought Isak, as he went on his way; Brede and his wo­man may get all the sheep they want, for me!

			That busi­ness of the saw was al­ways in his thoughts; it was as he had said. Last winter, when the roads were hard, he had car­ted up the big cir­cu­lar blade and the fit­tings, ordered from Trond­hjem through the vil­lage store. The parts were ly­ing in one of the sheds now, well smeared with oil to keep off the rust. He had brought up some of the beams too, for the frame­work; he could be­gin build­ing when he pleased, but he put it off. What could it be? was he be­gin­ning to grow slack, was he wear­ing out? He could not un­der­stand it him­self. It would have been no sur­prise to oth­ers, per­haps, but Isak could not be­lieve it. Was his head go­ing? He had nev­er been afraid of tak­ing up a piece of work be­fore; he must have changed some­how, since the time when he had built his mill across a river just as big. He could get in help from the vil­lage, but he would try again alone; he would start in a day or so—and In­ger could lend him a hand.

			He spoke to In­ger about it.

			“Hm. I don’t know if you could find time one of these days to lend a hand with that saw­mill?”

			In­ger thought for a mo­ment. “Ye—s, if I can man­age it. So you’re go­ing to set up a saw­mill?”

			“Ay, ’tis my in­ten­tion so. I’ve worked it all out in my head.”

			“Will that be harder than the mill was?”

			“Much harder, ten times as hard. Why, it’s all got to be as close and ex­act—down to the ti­ni­est line, and the saw it­self ex­actly mid­ways.”

			“If only you can man­age it,” said In­ger thought­lessly.

			Isak was of­fen­ded, and answered, “As to that, we shall see.”

			“Couldn’t you get a man to help you, someone that knows the work?”

			“No.”

			“Well, then, you won’t be able to man­age it,” said she again.

			Isak put up his hand to his hair—it was like a bear lift­ing his paw.

			“ ’Twas just that I’ve been fear­ing,” said he. “That I might not man­age it. And that’s why I wanted you that’s learned so much to help me.”

			That was one to the bear. But noth­ing gained after all. In­ger tossed her head and turned aside un­kindly, and would have noth­ing to do with his saw.

			“Well, then—” said Isak.

			“Why, do you want me to stand get­ting drenched in the river and have me laid up? And who’s to do all the sew­ing, and look to the an­im­als and keep house, and all the rest?”

			“No, that’s true,” said Isak.

			Oh, but it was only the four corner posts and the middle ones for the two long sides he wanted help with, that was all. In­ger—was she really grown so dif­fer­ent in her heart through liv­ing among folk from the towns?

			The fact was that In­ger had changed a good deal; she thought now less of their com­mon good than of her­self. She had taken loom and wheel in­to use again, but the sew­ing ma­chine was more to her taste; and when the press­ing-iron came up from the black­smith’s, she was ready to set up as a fully-trained dress­maker. She had a pro­fes­sion now. She began by mak­ing a couple of little frocks for Leo­poldine. Isak thought them pretty, and praised them, maybe, a thought too much; In­ger hin­ted that it was noth­ing to what she could do when she tried.

			“But they’re too short,” said Isak.

			“They’re worn that way in town,” said In­ger. “You know noth­ing about it.”

			Isak saw he had gone too far, and, to make up for it, said some­thing about get­ting some ma­ter­i­al for In­ger her­self, for some­thing or oth­er.

			“For a cloak?” said In­ger.

			“Ay, or what you’d like.”

			In­ger agreed to have some­thing for a cloak, and de­scribed the sort of stuff she wanted.

			But when she had made the cloak, she had to find someone to show it to; ac­cord­ingly, when the boys went down to the vil­lage to be put to school, In­ger her­self went with them. And that jour­ney might have seemed a little thing, but it left its mark.

			They came first of all to Breidab­lik, and the Breidab­lik wo­man and her chil­dren came out to see who it was go­ing by. There sat In­ger and the two boys, driv­ing down lordly-wise—the boys on their way to school, noth­ing less, and In­ger wear­ing a cloak. The Breidab­lik wo­man felt a sting at the sight; the cloak she could have done without—thank heav­en, she set no store by such fool­ish­ness!—but … she had chil­dren of her own—Bar­bro, a great girl already, Helge, the next, and Kath­rine, all of an age for school. The two eld­est had been to school be­fore, when they lived down in the vil­lage, but after mov­ing up to Breidab­lik, to an out-of-the-way place up on the moors, they had been forced to give it up, and let the chil­dren run hea­then again.

			“You’ll be want­ing a bite for the boys, maybe,” said the wo­man.

			“Food? Do you see this chest here? It’s my trav­el­ling trunk, that I brought home with me—I’ve that full of food.”

			“And what’ll be in it of sorts?”

			“What sorts? I’ve meat and pork in plenty, and bread and but­ter and cheese be­sides.”

			“Ay, you’ve no lack up at Sel­lan­raa,” said the oth­er; and her poor, sal­low-faced chil­dren listened with eyes and ears to this talk of rich things to eat. “And where will they be stay­ing?” asked the moth­er.

			“At the black­smith’s,” said In­ger.

			“Ho!” said the oth­er. “Ay, mine’ll be go­ing to school again soon. They’ll stay with the Lens­mand.”

			“Ho!” said In­ger.

			“Ay, or at the doc­tor’s, maybe, or at the par­son­age. Brede he’s in with the great folks there, of course.”

			In­ger fumbled with her cloak, and man­aged to turn it so that a bit of black silk fringe ap­peared to ad­vant­age.

			“Where did you get the cloak?” asked, the wo­man. “One you had with you, maybe?”

			“I made it my­self.”

			“Ay, ay, ’tis as I said: wealth and riches full and run­ning over. …”

			In­ger drove on, feel­ing all set up and pleased with her­self, and, com­ing in­to the vil­lage, she may have been a trifle over­proud in her bear­ing. Lens­mand Heyer­dahl’s lady was not pleased at the sight of that cloak; the Sel­lan­raa wo­man was for­get­ting her place—for­get­ting where it was she had come from after five years’ ab­sence. But In­ger had at least a chance of show­ing off her cloak, and the store­keep­er’s wife and the black­smith’s wife and the school­mas­ter’s wife all thought of get­ting one like it for them­selves—but it could wait a bit.

			And now it was not long be­fore In­ger began to have vis­it­ors. One or two wo­men came across from the oth­er side of the hills, out of curi­os­ity. Oline had per­haps chanced to say some­thing against her will, to this one or that. Those who came now brought news from In­ger’s own birth­place; what more nat­ur­al than that In­ger should give them a cup of cof­fee, and let them look at her sew­ing-ma­chine! Young girls came up in pairs from the coast, from the vil­lage, to ask In­ger’s ad­vice; it was au­tumn now, and they had been sav­ing up for a new dress, and wanted her to help them. In­ger, of course, would know all about the latest fash­ions, after be­ing out in the world, and now and again she would do a little cut­ting out. In­ger her­self brightened up at these vis­its, and was glad; kindly and help­ful she was too, and clev­er at the work, be­sides; she could cut out ma­ter­i­al without a pat­tern. Some­times she would even hem a whole length on her ma­chine, and all for noth­ing, and give the stuff back to the girls with a de­light­ful jest: “There—now you can sew the but­tons on your­self!”

			Later in the year In­ger was sent for down to the vil­lage, to do dress­mak­ing for some of the great folks there. In­ger could not go; she had a house­hold to look after, and an­im­als be­sides, all the work of the home, and she had no ser­vant.

			Had no what? Ser­vant!

			She spoke to Isak one day.

			“If only I had someone to help me, I could put in more time sew­ing.”

			Isak did not un­der­stand. “Help?”

			“Yes, help in the house—a ser­vant-girl.”

			Isak must have been taken aback at this; he laughed a little in his iron beard, and took it as a jest. “Ay, we should have a ser­vant-girl,” said he.

			“House­wives in the towns al­ways have a ser­vant,” said In­ger.

			“Ho!” said Isak.

			Well, Isak was not per­haps in the best of hu­mour just then, not ex­actly gentle and con­tent, no, for he had star­ted work on that saw­mill, and it was a slow and toil­some busi­ness; he couldn’t hold the baulks with one hand, and a level in the oth­er, and fix ends at the same time. But when the boys came back from school again it was easi­er; the lads were use­ful and a help, bless them! Sivert es­pe­cially had a geni­us for knock­ing in nails, but Eleseus was bet­ter at hand­ling a plumb-line. By the end of a week, Isak and the boys had ac­tu­ally got the found­a­tion posts in, and soundly fixed with stretch­er pieces as thick as the beams them­selves.

			It worked out all right—everything worked out all right some­how. But Isak was be­gin­ning to feel tired in the even­ings now—whatever it could be. It was not only build­ing a saw­mill and get­ting that done—there was everything else be­sides. The hay was in, but the corn was stand­ing yet, soon it would have to be cut and stacked: there were the pota­toes too, they would have to be taken up be­fore long. But the boys were a won­der­ful help. He did not thank them; ’twas not the way among folk of their sort, but he was migh­tily pleased with them for all that. Now and again they would sit down in the middle of their work and talk to­geth­er, the fath­er al­most ask­ing his sons’ ad­vice as to what they should do next. Those were proud mo­ments for the lads, they learned also to think well be­fore they spoke, lest they should be in the wrong.

			“ ’Twould be a pity not to have the saw roofed in be­fore the au­tumn rains,” said their fath­er.

			If only In­ger had been as in the old days! But In­ger was not so strong as she had been, it seemed, and that was nat­ur­al enough after her long spell with­in walls. That her mind, too, seemed changed was an­oth­er mat­ter. Strange, how little thought, how little care, she seemed to take now; shal­low and heed­less—was this In­ger?

			One day she spoke of the child she had killed.

			“And a fool I was to do it,” she said. “We might have had her mouth sewed up too, and then I needn’t have throttled her.” And she nev­er stole off now to a tiny grave in the forest, where once she had pat­ted the earth with her hands and set up a little cross.

			But In­ger was not al­to­geth­er heart­less yet; she cared for her oth­er chil­dren, kept them clean and made new clothes for them; she would sit up late at night mend­ing their things. It was her am­bi­tion to see them get on in the world.

			The corn was stacked, and the pota­toes were taken up. Then came the winter. No, the saw­mill did not get roofed in that au­tumn, but that could not be helped—after all, ’twas not a mat­ter of life or death. Next sum­mer would be time and means enough.

		
	
		
			XIII

			The winter round of work was as be­fore; cart­ing wood, mend­ing tools and im­ple­ments. In­ger kept house, and did sew­ing in her spare time. The boys were down in the vil­lage again for the long term at school. For sev­er­al win­ters past they had had a pair of ski between them; they man­aged well enough that way as long as they were at home, one wait­ing while the oth­er took his turn, or one stand­ing on be­hind the oth­er. Ay, they man­aged finely with but one pair, it was the finest thing they knew, and they were in­no­cent and glad. But down in the vil­lage things were dif­fer­ent. The school was full of ski; even the chil­dren at Breidab­lik, it seemed, had each a pair. And the end of it was that Isak had to make a new pair for Eleseus, Sivert keep­ing the old pair for his own.

			Isak did more; he had the boys well clad, and gave them ever­last­ing boots. But when that was done, Isak went to the store­keep­er and asked for a ring.

			“A ring?” said the man.

			“A fin­ger ring. Ay, I’ve grown that high and mighty now I must give my wife a ring.”

			“Do you want a sil­ver one, or gold, or just a brass ring dipped to look like gold?”

			“Let’s say a sil­ver ring.”

			The store­keep­er thought for a while.

			“Look you, Isak,” he said. “If you want to do the prop­er thing, and give your wife a ring she needn’t be ashamed to wear, you’d bet­ter make it a gold ring.”

			“What!” said Isak aloud. Though maybe in his in­most heart he had been think­ing of a gold ring all the time.

			They talked the mat­ter over ser­i­ously, and agreed about get­ting a meas­ure­ment of some sort for the ring. Isak was thought­ful, and shook his head and reckoned it was a big thing to do, but the store­keep­er re­fused to or­der any­thing but a gold ring. Isak went home again, secretly pleased with his de­cision, but some­what anxious, for all that, at the ex­tra­vag­ant lengths he had gone to, all for be­ing in love with his wife.

			There was a good av­er­age snow­fall that winter, and early in the year, when the roads were pass­able, folk from the vil­lage began cart­ing up tele­graph poles over the moors, drop­ping their loads at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. They drove big teams, and came up past Breidab­lik, past Sel­lan­raa farm, and met new teams bey­ond, com­ing down with poles from the oth­er side of the hills—the line was com­plete.

			So life went on day by day, without any great event. What was there to hap­pen, any­way? Spring came, and the work of set­ting up the poles began. Brede Olsen was there again, with the gangs, though he should have been work­ing on his own land at that sea­son. “ ’Tis a won­der he’s the time,” thought Isak.

			Isak him­self had barely time to eat and sleep; it was a close thing to get through the sea­son’s work now, with all the land he had brought un­der till­age.

			Then, between sea­sons, he got his saw­mill roofed in, and could set to work put­ting up the ma­chine parts. And look you, ’twas no mar­vel of fine wood­work he had set up, but strong it was, as a gi­ant of the hills, and stood there to good use. The saw could work, and cut as a saw­mill should; Isak had kept his eyes about him down in the vil­lage, and used them well. It was hearty and small, this saw­mill he had built, but he was pleased with it; he carved the date above the door­way, and put his mark.

			And that sum­mer, some­thing more than usu­al did come about after all at Sel­lan­raa.

			The tele­graph work­ers had now reached so far up over the moors that the fore­most gang came to the farm one even­ing and asked to be lodged for the night. They were giv­en shel­ter in the big barn. As the days went on, the oth­er gangs came along, and all were housed at Sel­lan­raa. The work went on ahead, passing the farm, but the men still came back to sleep in the barn. One Sat­urday even­ing came the en­gin­eer in charge, to pay the men.

			At sight of the en­gin­eer, Eleseus felt his heart jump, and stole out of the house lest he should be asked about that col­oured pen­cil. Oh, there would be trouble now—and Sivert nowhere to be seen; he would have to face it alone. Eleseus slipped round the corner of the house, like a pale ghost, found his moth­er, and begged her to tell Sivert to come. There was no help for it now.

			Sivert took the mat­ter less to heart—but then, he was not the chief cul­prit. The two broth­ers went a little way off and sat down, and Eleseus said: “If you’d say it was you, now!”

			“Me?” said Sivert.

			“You’re young­er, he wouldn’t do any­thing to you.”

			Sivert thought over it, and saw that his broth­er was in dis­tress; also it flattered him to feel that the oth­er needed his help.

			“Why, I might help you out of it, per­haps,” said he in a grown-up voice.

			“Ay, if you would!” said Eleseus, and quite simply gave his broth­er the bit of pen­cil that was left. “You can have it for keeps,” he said.

			They were go­ing in again to­geth­er, but Eleseus re­col­lec­ted he had some­thing he must do over at the saw­mill, or rather, at the corn­mill; some­thing he must look to, and it would take some time—he wouldn’t be fin­ished just yet. Sivert went in alone.

			There sat the en­gin­eer, pay­ing out notes and sil­ver, and when he had fin­ished, In­ger gave him milk to drink, a jug and a glass, and he thanked her. Then he talked to little Leo­poldine, and then, no­ti­cing the draw­ings on the walls, asked straight out who had done that. “Was it you?” he asked, turn­ing to Sivert. The man felt, per­haps, he owed some­thing for In­ger’s hos­pit­al­ity, and praised the draw­ings just to please her. In­ger, on her part, ex­plained the mat­ter as it was: it was her boys had made the draw­ings—both of them. They had no pa­per till she came home and looked to things, so they had marked all about the walls. But she hadn’t the heart to wash it off again.

			“Why, leave it as it is,” said the en­gin­eer. “Pa­per, did you say?” And he took out a heap of big sheets. “There, draw away on that till I come round again. And how are you off for pen­cils?”

			Sivert stepped for­ward simply with the stump he had, and showed how small it was. And be­hold, the man gave him a new col­oured pen­cil, not even sharpened. “There, now you can start afresh. But I’d make the horses red if I were you, and do the goats with blue. Nev­er seen a blue horse, have you?”

			And the en­gin­eer went on his way.

			That same even­ing, a man came up from the vil­lage with a bas­ket—he handed out some bottles to the work­men, and went off again. But after he had gone, it was no longer so quiet about the place; someone played an ac­cor­di­on, the men talked loudly, and there was singing, and even dan­cing, at Sel­lan­raa. One of the men asked In­ger out to dance, and In­ger—who would have thought it of her?—she laughed a little laugh and ac­tu­ally danced a few turns round. After that, some of the oth­ers asked her, and she danced not a little in the end.

			In­ger—who could say what was in her mind? Here she was dan­cing gaily, maybe for the first time in her life; sought after, ri­ot­ously pur­sued by thirty men, and she alone, the only one to choose from, no one to cut her out. And those burly tele­graph men—how they lif­ted her! Why not dance? Eleseus and Sivert were fast asleep in the little cham­ber, un­dis­turbed by all the noise out­side; little Leo­poldine was up, look­ing on won­der­ingly at her moth­er as she danced.

			Isak was out in the fields all the time; he had gone off dir­ectly after sup­per, and when he came home to go to bed, someone offered him a bottle. He drank a little, and sat watch­ing the dan­cing, with Leo­poldine on his lap.

			“ ’Tis a gay time you’re hav­ing,” said he kindly to In­ger—“foot­ing it prop­erly to­night!”

			After a while, the mu­sic stopped, and the dance was over. The work­men got ready to leave—they were go­ing down to the vil­lage for the rest of the even­ing, and would be there all next day, com­ing back on Monday morn­ing. Soon all was quiet again at Sel­lan­raa; a couple of the older men stayed be­hind, and turned in to sleep in the barn.

			Isak woke up in the night—In­ger was not there. Could she be gone to see to the cows? He got up and went across to the cow­shed. “In­ger!” he called. No an­swer. The cows turned their heads and looked at him; all was still. Un­think­ingly, from an­cient habit, he coun­ted heads, coun­ted the sheep also; there was one of the ewes had a bad habit of stay­ing out at night—and out it was now, “In­ger!” he called again. Still no an­swer. Surely she couldn’t have gone with them down to the vil­lage?

			The sum­mer night was light and warm. Isak stayed a while sit­ting on the door-slab, then he went out in­to the woods to look for the ewe. And he found In­ger. In­ger and one oth­er. They sat in the heath­er, she twirl­ing his peaked cap on one fin­ger, both talk­ing to­geth­er—they were after her again, it seemed.

			Isak trundled slowly over to­wards them. In­ger turned and saw him, and bowed for­ward where she sat; all the life went out of her, she hung like a rag.

			“H’m. Did you know that ewe’s out again?” asked Isak. “But no, you wouldn’t know,” said he.

			The young tele­graph hand picked up his cap and began sid­ling away. “I’ll be get­ting along after the oth­ers,” he said. “Good night to ye.” No one answered.

			“So you’re sit­ting here,” said Isak. “Go­ing to stay out a bit, maybe?” And he turned to­wards home. In­ger rose to her knees, got on her feet and fol­lowed after, and so they went, man in front and wife be­hind, tan­dem-wise. They went home.

			In­ger must have found time to think. Oh, she found a way. “ ’Twas the ewe I was after,” said she. “I saw it was out again. Then one of the men came up and helped me look. We’d not been sit­ting a mo­ment when you came. Where are you go­ing now?”

			“I? Seems I’d bet­ter look for the creature my­self.”

			“No, no, go and lie down. If any­one’s to go, let me. Go and lie down, you’ll be need­ing rest. And as for that, the ewe can stay out where she is—’twon’t be the first time.”

			“And be eaten up by some beast or oth­er,” said Isak, and went off.

			In­ger ran after him. “Don’t, don’t, it’s not worth it,” she said. “You need rest. Let me go.”

			Isak gave in. But he would not hear of In­ger go­ing out to search by her­self. And they went in­doors to­geth­er.

			In­ger turned at once to look for the chil­dren; went in­to the little cham­ber to see to the boys, as if she had been out on some per­fectly nat­ur­al er­rand; it al­most seemed, in­deed, as if she were try­ing to make up to Isak—as if she ex­pec­ted him to be more in love with her than ever that even­ing—after she had ex­plained it all so neatly. But no, Isak was not so easy to turn; he would rather have seen her thor­oughly dis­tressed and be­side her­self with con­tri­tion. Ay, that would have been bet­ter. What mat­ter that she had col­lapsed for a mo­ment when he came on her in the woods; the little mo­ment of shame—what was the good of that when it all passed off so soon?

			He was far from gentle, too, the next day, and that a Sunday; went off and looked to the saw­mill, looked to the corn­mill, looked over the fields, with the chil­dren or by him­self. In­ger tried once to join him, but Isak turned away: “I’m go­ing up to the river,” he said. “Some­thing up there. …”

			There was trouble in his mind, like enough, but he bore it si­lently, and made no scene. Oh, there was some­thing great about Isak; as it might be Is­rael, prom­ised and ever de­ceived, but still be­liev­ing.

			By Monday the ten­sion was less marked, and as the days went on, the im­pres­sion of that un­happy Sat­urday even­ing grew faint­er. Time can mend a deal of things; a spit and a shake, a meal and a good night’s rest, and it will heal the sor­ri­est of wounds. Isak’s trouble was not so bad as it might have been; after all, he was not cer­tain that he had been wronged, and apart from that, he had oth­er things to think of; the har­vest­ing was at hand. And last, not least, the tele­graph line was all but fin­ished now; in a little while they would be left in peace. A broad light road, a king’s high­way, had been cut through the dark of the forest; there were poles and wires run­ning right up over the hills.

			Next Sat­urday pay­time, the last there was to be, Isak man­aged to be away from home—he wished it so. He went down in­to the vil­lage with cheese and but­ter, and came back on Sunday night. The men were all gone from the barn; nearly all, that is; the last man stumbled out of the yard with his pack on his shoulder—all but the last, that is. That it was not al­to­geth­er safe as yet Isak could see, for there was a bundle left on the floor of the barn. Where the own­er was he could not say, and did not care to know, but there was a peaked cap on top of the bundle—an of­fence to the eye.

			Isak heaved the bundle out in­to the yard, flung the cap out after it, and closed the door. Then he went in­to the stable and looked out through the win­dow. And thought, be­like: “Let the bundle stay there, and let the cap lie there, ’tis all one whose they may be. A bit of dirt he is, and not worth my while”—so he might have thought. But when the fel­low comes for his bundle, nev­er doubt but that Isak will be there to take him by the arm and make that arm a trifle blue. And as for kick­ing him off the place in a way he’d re­mem­ber—why, Isak would give him that too!

			Whereupon Isak left his win­dow in the stable and went back to the cow­shed and looked out from there, and could not rest. The bundle was tied up with string; the poor fel­low had no lock to his bag, and the string had come un­done—Isak could not feel sure he had not dealt over hardly with that bundle. Whatever it might be—he was not sure he had ac­ted rightly. Only just now he had been in the vil­lage, and seen his new har­row, a brand-new har­row he had ordered—oh, a won­der­ful ma­chine, an idol to wor­ship, and it had just come. A thing like that must carry a bless­ing with it. And the powers above, that guide the foot­steps of men, might be watch­ing him now at this mo­ment, to see if he de­served a bless­ing or not. Isak gave much thought to the powers above; ay, he had seen God with his own eyes, one night in har­vest-time, in the woods; it was rather a curi­ous sight.

			Isak went out in­to the yard and stood over the bundle. He was still in doubt; he thrust his hat back and scratched his head, which gave him a dev­il-may-care ap­pear­ance for the mo­ment; some­thing lordly and care­less, as it might have been a Span­iard. But then he must have thought some­thing like this: “Nay, here am I, and far from be­ing in any way splen­did or ex­cel­lent; a very dog.” And then he tied up the bundle neatly once more, picked up the cap, and car­ried all back in­to the barn again. And that was done.

			As he went out from the barn and over to the mill, away from the yard, away from everything, there was no In­ger to be seen in the win­dow of the house. Nay, then, let her be where she pleased—no doubt she was in bed—where else should she be? But in the old days, in those first in­no­cent years, In­ger could nev­er rest, but sat up at nights wait­ing for him when he had been down to the vil­lage. It was dif­fer­ent now, dif­fer­ent in every way. As, for in­stance, when he had giv­en her that ring. Could any­thing have been more ut­terly a fail­ure? Isak had been glor­i­ously mod­est, and far from ven­tur­ing to call it a gold ring. “ ’Tis noth­ing grand, but you might put it on your fin­ger just to try.”

			“Is it gold?” she asked.

			“Ay, but ’tis none so thick,” said he.

			And here she was to have answered: “Ay, but in­deed it is.” But in­stead she had said: “No, ’tis not very thick, but still. …”

			“Nay, ’tis worth no more than a bit of grass, be­like,” said he at last, and gave up hope.

			But In­ger had in­deed been glad of the ring, and wore it on her right hand, look­ing fine there when she was sew­ing; now and again she would let the vil­lage girls try it on, and sit with it on their fin­ger for a bit when they came up to ask of this or that. Fool­ish Isak—not to un­der­stand that she was proud of it bey­ond meas­ure! …

			It was a profit­less busi­ness sit­ting there alone in the mill, listen­ing to the fall the whole night through. Isak had done no wrong; he had no cause to hide him­self away. He left the mill, went up over the fields, and home—in­to the house.

			And then in truth it was a shame­faced Isak, shame­faced and glad. Brede Olsen sat there, his neigh­bour and no oth­er; sat there drink­ing cof­fee. Ay, In­ger was up, the two of them sat there simply and quietly, talk­ing and drink­ing cof­fee.

			“Here’s Isak,” said In­ger pleas­antly as could be, and got up and poured out a cup for him. “Even­ing,” said Brede, and was just as pleas­ant too.

			Isak could see that Brede had been spend­ing the even­ing with the tele­graph gangs, the last night be­fore they went; he was some­what the worse for it, maybe, but friendly and good-hu­moured enough. He boas­ted a little, as was his way: hadn’t the time really to both­er with this tele­graph­ic work, the farm took all of a man’s day—but he couldn’t very well say no when the en­gin­eer was so anxious to have him. And so it had come about, too, that Brede had had to take over the job of line in­spect­or. Not for the sake of the money, of course, he could earn many times that down in the vil­lage, but he hadn’t liked to re­fuse. And they’d giv­en him a neat little ma­chine set up on the wall, a curi­ous little thing, a sort of tele­graph in it­self.

			Ay, Brede was a wastrel and a boast­er, but for all that Isak could bear him no grudge; he him­self was too re­lieved at find­ing his neigh­bour in the house that even­ing in­stead of a stranger. Isak had the peas­ant’s cool­ness of mind, his few feel­ings, sta­bil­ity, stub­born­ness; he chat­ted with Brede and nod­ded at his shal­low­ness. “An­oth­er cup for Brede,” said he. And In­ger poured it out.

			In­ger talked of the en­gin­eer; a kindly man he was bey­ond meas­ure; had looked at the boys’ draw­ings and writ­ings, and even said some­thing about tak­ing Eleseus to work un­der him.

			“To work with him?” said Isak.

			“Ay, to the town. To do writ­ing and things, be a clerk in the of­fice—all for he was so pleased with the boy’s writ­ing and draw­ing.”

			“Ho!” said Isak.

			“Well, and what do you say? He was go­ing to have him con­firmed too. That was a great thing, to my mind.”

			“Ay, a great thing in­deed,” said Brede. “And when the en­gin­eer says he’ll do a thing, he’ll do it. I know him, and you can take my word for that.”

			“We’ve no Eleseus to spare on this farm as I know of,” said Isak.

			There was some­thing like a pain­ful si­lence after that. Isak was not an easy man to talk to.

			“But when the boy him­self wants to get on,” said In­ger at last, “and has it in him, too.” Si­lence again.

			Then said Brede with a laugh: “I wish he’d ask for one of mine, any­way. I’ve enough of them and to spare. But Bar­bro’s the eld­est, and she’s a girl.”

			“And a good girl enough,” said In­ger, for po­lite­ness’ sake.

			“Ay, I’ll not say no,” said Brede. “Bar­bro’s well enough, and clev­er at this and that—she’s go­ing to help at the Lens­mand’s now.”

			“Go­ing to the Lens­mand’s?”

			“Well, I had to let her go—his wife was so set on it, I couldn’t say no.”

			It was well on to­wards morn­ing now, and Brede rose to go.

			“I’ve a bundle and a cap I left in your barn,” he said. “That is if the men haven’t run off with it,” he ad­ded jest­ingly.

		
	
		
			XIV

			And time went on.

			Yes, Eleseus was sent to town after all; In­ger man­aged that. He was there for a year, then he was con­firmed, and after that had a reg­u­lar place in the en­gin­eer’s of­fice, and grew more and more clev­er at writ­ing and things. To see the let­ters he sent home—some­times with red and black ink, like pic­tures al­most. And the talk of them, the words he used. Now and again he asked for money, some­thing to­wards his ex­penses. A watch and chain, for in­stance, he must have, so as not to over­sleep him­self in the morn­ing and be late at the of­fice; money for a pipe and to­bacco also, such as the oth­er young clerks in the town al­ways had. And for some­thing he called pock­et-money, and some­thing he called even­ing classes, where he learned draw­ing and gym­nastics and oth­er mat­ters prop­er to his rank and po­s­i­tion. Al­to­geth­er, it was no light mat­ter to keep Eleseus go­ing in a berth in town.

			“Pock­et-money?” said Isak. “Is that money to keep in your pock­et, maybe?”

			“That must be it, no doubt,” said In­ger. “So as not to be al­to­geth­er without. And it’s not much; only a Daler now and then.”

			“Ay, that’s just it,” said Isak harshly. “A Daler now and a Daler then. …” But his harsh­ness was all be­cause he missed Eleseus him­self, and wanted him home. “It makes too many Dalers in the long run,” said he. “I can’t keep, on like this; you must write and tell him he can have no more.”

			“Ho, very well then!” said In­ger in an of­fen­ded tone.

			“There’s Sivert—what does he get by way of pock­et-money?”

			In­ger answered: “You’ve nev­er been in a town, and so you don’t know these things. Sivert’s no need of pock­et-money. And talk­ing of money, Sivert ought to be none so badly off when his Uncle Sivert dies.”

			“You don’t know.”

			“Ay, but I do know.”

			And this was right enough in a way; Uncle Sivert had said some­thing about mak­ing little Sivert his heir. Uncle Sivert had heard of Eleseus and his grand do­ings in town, and the story did not please him; he nod­ded and bit his lips, and muttered that a neph­ew called up as his name­sake—named after Uncle Sivert—should not come to want. But what was this for­tune Uncle Sivert was sup­posed to pos­sess? Had he really, be­sides his neg­lected farm and his fish­ery, the heap of money and means folk gen­er­ally thought? No one could say for cer­tain. And apart from that, Uncle Sivert him­self was an ob­stin­ate man; he in­sisted that little Sivert should come to stay with him. It was a point of hon­our with him, this last; he should take little Sivert and look after him, as the en­gin­eer had done with Eleseus.

			But how could it be done? Send little Sivert away from home?—it was out of the ques­tion. He was all the help left to Isak now. Moreover, the lad him­self had no great wish to go and stay with his fam­ous uncle; he had tried it once, but had come home again. He was con­firmed, shot up in stature, and grew; the down showed on his cheek, his hands were big, a pair of will­ing slaves. And he worked like a man.

			Isak could hardly have man­aged to get the new barn built at all without Sivert’s help—but there it stood now, with bridge-way and air-holes and all, as big as they had at the par­son­age it­self. True, it was only a half-timbered build­ing covered with board­ing, but ex­tra stout built, with iron clinches at the corners, and covered with one-inch plank from Isak’s own saw­mill. And Sivert had hammered in more than one nail at the work, and lif­ted the heavy beams for the frame­work till he was near faint­ing. Sivert got on well with his fath­er, and worked stead­ily at his side; he was made of the same stuff. And yet he was not above such simple ways as go­ing up the hill­side for tansy to rub with so as to smell nice in church. ’Twas Leo­poldine was the one for get­ting fan­cies in her head, which was nat­ur­al enough, she be­ing a girl, and the only daugh­ter. That sum­mer, if you please, she had dis­covered that she could not eat her por­ridge at sup­per without treacle—simply couldn’t. And she was no great use at any kind of work either.

			In­ger had not yet giv­en up her idea of keep­ing a ser­vant; she brought up the ques­tion every spring, and every time Isak op­posed it stub­bornly. All the cut­ting out and sew­ing and fine weav­ing she could do, not to speak of mak­ing em­broidered slip­pers, if she had but the time to her­self! And of late, Isak had been some­thing less firm in his re­fus­al, though he grumbled still. Ho, the first time! He had made a whole long speech about it; not as a mat­ter of right and reas­on, nor yet from pride, but, alas! from weak­ness, from an­ger at the idea. But now, he seemed to be giv­ing way, as if ashamed.

			“If ever I’m to have help in the house, now’s the time,” said In­ger. “A few years more, and Leo­poldine’ll be big enough to do this and that.”

			“Help?” said Isak. “What do you want help with, any­way?”

			“Want with it, in­deed? Haven’t you help your­self? Haven’t you Sivert all the time?”

			What could Isak say to a mean­ing­less ar­gu­ment like that? He answered: “Ay, well; when you get a girl up here, I doubt you’ll be able to plough and sow and reap and man­age all by yourselves. And then Sivert and I can go our ways.”

			“That’s as may be,” said In­ger. “But I’ll just say this: that I could get Bar­bro to come now; she’s writ­ten home about it.”

			“What Bar­bro?” said Isak. “Is it that Brede’s girl you mean?”

			“Yes. She’s in Ber­gen now.”

			“I’ll not have that Brede’s girl Bar­bro up here,” said he. “Who­ever you get, I’ll have none of her.”

			That was bet­ter than noth­ing; Isak re­fused to have Bar­bro; he no longer said they would have no ser­vant at all.

			Bar­bro from Breidab­lik was not the sort of girl Isak ap­proved of; she was shal­low and un­settled like her fath­er—maybe like her moth­er too—a care­less creature, no steady char­ac­ter at all. She had not stayed long at the Lens­mand’s; only a year. After her con­firm­a­tion, she went to help at the store­keep­er’s, and was there an­oth­er year. Here she turned pi­ous and got re­li­gion, and when the Sal­va­tion Army came to the vil­lage she joined it, and went about with a red band on her sleeve and car­ried a gui­tar. She went to Ber­gen in that cos­tume, on the store­keep­er’s boat—that was last year. And she had just sent home a pho­to­graph of her­self to her people at Breidab­lik. Isak had seen it; a strange young lady with her hair curled up and a long watch-chain hanging down over her breast. Her par­ents were proud of little Bar­bro, and showed the pho­to­graph about to all who came; ’twas grand to see how she had learned town ways and got on in the world. As for the red band and the gui­tar, she had giv­en them up, it seemed.

			“I took the pic­ture along and showed it to the Lens­mand’s lady,” said Brede. “She didn’t know her again.”

			“Is she go­ing to stay in Ber­gen?” said Isak sus­pi­ciously.

			“Why, un­less she goes on to Chris­ti­ania, per­haps,” said Brede. “What’s there for her to do here? She’s got a new place now, as house­keep­er, for two young clerks. They’ve no wives nor wo­men­folk of their own, and they pay her well.”

			“How much?” said Isak.

			“She doesn’t say ex­actly in the let­ter. But it must be some­thing al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent from what folk pay down here, that’s plain. Why, she gets Christ­mas presents, and presents oth­er times as well, and not coun­ted off her wages at all.”

			“Ho!” said Isak.

			“You wouldn’t like to have her up at your place?” asked Brede.

			“I?” said Isak, all taken aback.

			“No, of course, he he! It was only a way of speak­ing. Bar­bro’s well enough where she is. What was I go­ing to say? You didn’t no­tice any­thing wrong with the line com­ing down—the tele­graph, what?”

			“With the tele­graph? No.”

			“No, no … There’s not much wrong with it now since I took over. And then I’ve my own ma­chine here on the wall to give a warn­ing if any­thing hap­pens. I’ll have to take a walk up along the line one of these days and see how things are. I’ve too much to man­age and look after, ’tis more than one man’s work. But as long as I’m In­spect­or here, and hold an of­fi­cial po­s­i­tion, of course I can’t neg­lect my du­ties. If I hadn’t the tele­graph, of course … and it may not be for long. …”

			“Why?” said Isak. “You think­ing of giv­ing it up, maybe?”

			“Well, I can’t say ex­actly,” said Brede. “I haven’t quite de­cided. They want me to move down in­to the vil­lage again.”

			“Who is it wants you?” asked Isak.

			“Oh, all of them. The Lens­mand wants me to go and be as­sist­ant there again, and the doc­tor wants me to drive for him, and the par­son’s wife said more than once she misses me to lend a hand, if it wasn’t such a long way to go. How was it with that strip of hill, Isak—the bit you sold? Did you get as much for it as they say?”

			“Ay, ’tis no lie,” answered Isak.

			“But what did Geissler want with it, any­way? It lies there still—curi­ous thing! Year after year and noth­ing done.”

			It was a curi­ous thing; Isak had of­ten wondered about it him­self; he had spoken to the Lens­mand about it, and asked for Geissler’s ad­dress, think­ing to write to him … Ay, it was a mys­tery.

			“ ’Tis more than I can say,” said Isak.

			Brede made no secret of his in­terest in this mat­ter of the sale. “They say there’s more of the same sort up there,” he said, “be­sides yours. Maybe there’s more in it than we know. ’Tis a pity that we should sit here like dumb beasts and know noth­ing of it all. I’ve thought of go­ing up one day my­self to have a look.”

			“But do you know any­thing about metals and such­like?” asked Isak.

			“Why, I know a bit. And I’ve asked one or two oth­ers. Any­how, I’ll have to find some­thing; I can’t live and keep us all here on this bit of a farm. It’s sheer im­possible. ’Twas an­oth­er mat­ter with you that’s got all that tim­ber and good soil be­low. ’Tis naught but moor­land here.”

			“Moor­land’s good soil enough,” said Isak shortly. “I’ve the same my­self.”

			“But there’s no drain­ing it,” said Brede. … “It can’t be done.”

			But it could be done. Com­ing down the road that day Isak no­ticed oth­er clear­ings; two of them were lower down, near­er the vil­lage, but there was one far up above, between Breidab­lik and Sel­lan­raa—ay, men were be­gin­ning to work on the land now; in the old days when Isak first came up, it had lain waste all of it. And these three new set­tlers were folks from an­oth­er dis­trict; men with some sense in their heads, by the look of things. They didn’t be­gin by bor­row­ing money to build a house; no, they came up one year and did their spade work and went away again; van­ished as if they were dead. That was the prop­er way; ditch­ing first, then plough and sow. Axel Ström was nearest to Isak’s land now, his next-door neigh­bour. A clev­er fel­low, un­mar­ried, he came from Hel­ge­land. He had bor­rowed Isak’s new har­row to break up his soil, and not till the second year had he set up a hay­shed and a turf hut for him­self and a couple of an­im­als. He had called his place Maane­land, be­cause it looked nice in the moon­light. He had no wo­men­folk him­self, and found it dif­fi­cult to get help in the sum­mer, ly­ing so far out, but he man­aged things the right way, no doubt about that. Not as Brede Olsen did, build­ing a house first, and then com­ing up with a big fam­ily and little ones and all, with neither soil nor stock to feed them. What did Brede Olsen know of drain­ing moor­land and break­ing new soil?

			He knew how to waste his time id­ling, did Brede. He came by Sel­lan­raa one day, go­ing up to the hills—simply to look for pre­cious metals. He came back the same even­ing; had not found any­thing def­in­ite, he said, but cer­tain signs—and he nod­ded. He would come up again soon, and go over the hills thor­oughly, over to­wards Sweden.

			And sure enough, Brede came up again. He had taken a fancy to the work, no doubt; but he called it tele­graph busi­ness this time—must go up and look over the whole of the line. Mean­while his wife and chil­dren at home looked after the farm, or left it to look after it­self. Isak was sick and tired of Brede’s vis­its, and went out of the room when he came; then In­ger and Brede would sit talk­ing heart­ily to­geth­er. What could they have to talk about? Brede of­ten went down to the vil­lage, and had al­ways some news to tell of the great folk there; In­ger, on the oth­er hand, could al­ways draw upon her fam­ous jour­ney to Trond­hjem and her stay there. She had grown talk­at­ive in the years she had been away, and was al­ways ready to gos­sip with any­one. No, she was no longer the same straight­for­ward, simple In­ger of the old days.

			Girls and wo­men came up con­tinu­ally to Sel­lan­raa to have a piece of work cut out, or a long hem put through the ma­chine in a mo­ment, and In­ger en­ter­tained them well. Oline too came again, couldn’t help it, be­like; came both spring and au­tumn; fair-spoken, soft as but­ter, and thor­oughly false. “Just looked along to see how things are with you,” she said each time. “And I’ve been long­ing so for a sight of the lads, I’m that fond of them, the little an­gels they were. Ay, they’re big fel­lows now, but it’s strange … I can’t for­get the time when they were small and I had them in my care. And here’s you build­ing and build­ing again, and mak­ing a whole town of the place. Go­ing to have a bell to ring, maybe, at the roof of the barn, same as at the par­son­age?”

			Once Oline came and brought an­oth­er wo­man with her, and the pair of them and In­ger had a nice day to­geth­er. The more In­ger had sit­ting round her, the bet­ter she worked at her sew­ing and cut­ting out, mak­ing a show of it, wav­ing her scis­sors and swinging the iron. It re­minded her of the place where she had learned it all—there was al­ways many of them in the work­rooms there. In­ger made no secret of where she had got her know­ledge and all her art from; it was from Trond­hjem. It al­most ap­peared as if she had not been in pris­on at all, in the or­din­ary way, but at school, in an in­sti­tute, where one could learn to sew and weave and write, and do dress­ing and dye­ing—all that she had learned in Trond­hjem. She spoke of the place as of a home; there were so many people she knew there, su­per­in­tend­ents and fore­wo­men and at­tend­ants, it had been dull and empty to come back here again, and hard to find her­self al­to­geth­er cut off from the life and so­ci­ety she had been ac­cus­tomed to. She even made some show of hav­ing a cold—couldn’t stand the keen air there; for years after her re­turn she had been too poorly to work out of doors in all sea­sons. It was for the out­side work she really ought to have a ser­vant.

			“Ay, Heav­en save us,” said Oline, “and why shouldn’t you have a ser­vant in­deed, when you’ve means and learn­ing and a great fine house and all!”

			It was pleas­ant to meet with sym­pathy, and In­ger did not deny it. She worked away at her ma­chine till the place shook, and the ring on her fin­ger shone.

			“There, you can see for your­self,” said Oline to the wo­man with her. “It’s true what I said, In­ger she wears a gold ring on her fin­ger.”

			“Would you like to see it?” asked In­ger, tak­ing it off.

			Oline seemed still to have her doubts; she turned it in her fin­gers as a mon­key with a nut, looked at the mark. “Ay, ’tis as I say; In­ger with all her means and riches.”

			The oth­er wo­man took the ring with ven­er­a­tion, and smiled humbly. “You can put it on for a bit if you like,” said In­ger. “Don’t be afraid, it won’t break.”

			And In­ger was ami­able and kind. She told them about the cathed­ral at Trond­hjem, and began like this: “You haven’t seen the cathed­ral at Trond­hjem, maybe? No, you haven’t been there!” And it might have been her own cathed­ral, from the way she praised it, boas­ted of it, told them height and breadth; it was a mar­vel! Sev­en priests could stand there preach­ing all at once and nev­er hear one an­oth­er. “And then I sup­pose you’ve nev­er seen St. Olaf’s Well? Right in the middle of the cathed­ral it­self, it is, on one side, and it’s a bot­tom­less well. When we went there, we took each a little stone with us, and dropped it in, but it nev­er reached the bot­tom.”

			“Nev­er reached the bot­tom?” whispered the two wo­men, shak­ing their heads.

			“And there’s a thou­sand oth­er things be­sides in that cathed­ral,” ex­claimed In­ger de­lightedly. “There’s the sil­ver chest to be­gin with. It’s Holy St. Olaf his own sil­ver chest that he had. But the Marble Church—that was a little church all of pure marble—the Danes took that from us in the war. …”

			It was time for the wo­men to go. Oline took In­ger aside, led her out in­to the lar­der where she knew all the cheeses were stored, and closed the door. “What is it?” asked In­ger.

			Oline whispered: “Os-An­ders, he doesn’t dare come here any more. I’ve told him.”

			“Ho!” said In­ger.

			“I told him if he only dared, after what he’d done to you.”

			“Ay,” said In­ger. “But he’s been here many a time since for all that. And he can come if he likes, I’m not afraid.”

			“No, that’s so,” said Oline. “But I know what I know, and if you like, I’ll lay a charge against him.”

			“Ho!” said In­ger. “No, you’ve no call to do that. ’Tis not worth it.”

			But she was not ill pleased to have Oline on her side; it cost her a cheese, to be sure, but Oline thanked her so ful­somely: “ ’Tis as I say, ’tis as I’ve al­ways said: In­ger, she gives with both hands; noth­ing grudging, noth­ing spar­ing about her! No, maybe you’re not afraid of Os-An­ders, but I’ve for­bid him to come here all the same. ’Twas the least I could do for you.”

			Said In­ger then: “What harm could it do if he did come, any­way? He can’t hurt me any more.”

			Oline pricked up her ears: “Ho, you’ve learned a way your­self, maybe?”

			“I shan’t have any more chil­dren,” said In­ger.

			And now they were quits, each hold­ing as good a trump as the oth­er: for Oline stood there know­ing all the time that Os-An­ders the Lapp had died the day be­fore. …

			

			Why should In­ger say that about hav­ing no more chil­dren? She was not on bad terms with her hus­band, ’twas no cat-and-dog life between them—far from it. They had each their own little ways, but it was rarely they quar­relled, and nev­er for long at a time; it was soon made up. And many a time In­ger would sud­denly be just as she had been in the old days, work­ing hard in the cow­shed or in the field; as if she had had a re­lapse in­to health again. And at such times Isak would look at his wife with grate­ful eyes; if he had been the sort of man to speak his mind at once, he might have said, “H’m. What does this mean, heh?” or some­thing of the sort, just to show he ap­pre­ci­ated it. But he waited too long, and his praise came too late. So In­ger, no doubt, found it not worth while, and did not care to keep it up.

			She might have had chil­dren till past fifty; as it was, she was per­haps hardly forty now. She had learned all sorts of things at the in­sti­tu­tion—had she also learned to play tricks with her­self? She had come back so thor­oughly trained and edu­cated after her long as­so­ci­ation with the oth­er murderesses; maybe the men had taught her some­thing too—the gaol­ers, the doc­tors. She told Isak one day what one young med­ic­al man had said of her little crime: “Why should it be a crim­in­al of­fence to kill chil­dren—ay, even healthy chil­dren? They were noth­ing but lumps of flesh after all.”

			Isak asked: “Wasn’t he ter­ribly cruel him­self, then?”

			“Him!” ex­claimed In­ger, and told how kind he had been to her her­self; it was he who had got an­oth­er doc­tor to op­er­ate on her mouth and make a hu­man be­ing of her. Now there was only a scar to be seen.

			Only a scar, yes. And a fine wo­man she was in her way, tall and not over-stout, dark, with rich hair; in sum­mer she went bare­footed mostly, and with her skirt kil­ted high; In­ger was not afraid of let­ting her calves be seen. Isak saw them—as who did not!

			They did not quar­rel, no. Isak had no tal­ent for quar­rel­ling, and his wife had grown read­i­er-wit­ted to an­swer back. A thor­ough good quar­rel took a long time to grow with Isak, heavy stub of a man as he was; he found him­self all en­tangled in her words, and could say next to noth­ing him­self; and be­sides, he was fond of her—power­fully in love was Isak. And it was not of­ten he had any need to an­swer. In­ger did not com­plain; he was an ex­cel­lent hus­band in many ways, and she let him alone. What had she to com­plain of at all? Isak was not a man to be des­pised; she might have mar­ried a worse. Worn out, was he? True, he showed signs of be­ing tired now at times, but noth­ing ser­i­ous. He was full of old health and un­wasted strength, like her­self, and in this au­tumn of their mar­ried life he ful­filled his part at least as af­fec­tion­ately as she did.

			But noth­ing par­tic­u­larly beau­ti­ful nor grand about him? No. And here came her su­peri­or­ity. In­ger might well think to her­self at times how she had seen finer men; hand­some gen­tle­men with walk­ing-sticks and handker­chiefs and starched col­lars to wear—oh, those gen­tle­men of the town! And so she kept Isak in his place, treated him, as it were, no bet­ter than he de­served. He was only a peas­ant, a clod­hop­per of the wilds; if her mouth had been as it was now from the start she would nev­er have taken him; be sure of that. No, she could have done bet­ter than that! The home he had giv­en her, the life he offered her, were poor enough; she might at least have mar­ried someone from her own vil­lage, and lived among neigh­bours, with a circle of friends, in­stead of here like an out­cast in the wilds. It was not the place for her now; she had learned to look dif­fer­ently at life.

			Strange, how one could come to look dif­fer­ently at things! In­ger found no pleas­ure now in ad­mir­ing a new calf; she did not clap her hands in sur­prise when Isak came down from the hills with a big bas­ket of fish; no, she had lived for six years among great­er things. And of late she had even ceased to be heav­enly and sweet when she called him in to din­ner. “Your food’s ready, aren’t you com­ing in?” was all she said now. And it didn’t sound nice. Isak wondered a little at first; it was a curi­ous way to speak; a nasty, un­car­ing, take-it-or-leave-it way to speak. And he answered: “Why, I didn’t know ’twas ready.” But when In­ger poin­ted out that he ought to have known, or might have guessed it, any­way, by the sun, he said no more, and let the mat­ter drop.

			Ah, but once he got a hold on her and used it—that was when she tried to steal his money from him. Not that Isak was a miser in that way, but the money was clearly his. Ho, it was nearly be­ing ru­in and dis­aster for her that time! But even then it was not ex­actly thor­oughgo­ing, out-and-out wicked­ness on In­ger’s part; she wanted the money for Eleseus—for her blessed boy Eleseus in town, who was ask­ing for his Daler again. Was he to go there among all the fine folk and with empty pock­ets? After all, she had a moth­er’s heart. She asked his fath­er for the money first, and, find­ing it was no good, had taken it her­self. Wheth­er Isak had had some sus­pi­cion be­fore­hand, or had found it out by ac­ci­dent—any­how, it was found out. And sud­denly In­ger found her­self gripped by both arms, felt her­self lif­ted from the floor, and thumped down on to the floor again. It was some­thing strange and ter­rible—a sort of ava­lanche. Isak’s hands were not weak, not worn out now. In­ger gave a groan, her head fell back, she shivered, and gave up the money.

			Even then Isak said little, though In­ger made no at­tempt to hinder him from speak­ing. What he did say was uttered, as it were, in one hard breath: “Huttch! You—you’re not fit to have in the place!”

			She hardly knew him again. Oh, but it must have been long-stored bit­ter­ness that would not be repressed.

			A miser­able day, and a long night, and a day bey­ond. Isak went out of the house and lay out­side, for all that there was hay to be got in; Sivert was with his fath­er. In­ger had little Leo­poldine and the an­im­als to keep her com­pany; but lonely she was for all that, cry­ing nearly all the time and shak­ing her head at her­self. Only once in all her life be­fore had she felt so moved, and this day called it to mind; it was when she had lain in her bed and throttled a new­born child.

			Where were Isak and his son? They had not been idle; no, they had stolen a day and a night or there­abouts from the hay­mak­ing, and had built a boat up on the lake. Oh, a rough and poor-look­ing ves­sel enough, but strong and sound as their work had al­ways been; they had a boat now, and could go fish­ing with nets.

			When they came home the hay was dry as ever. They had cheated provid­ence by trust­ing it, and suffered no loss; they had gained by it. And then Sivert flung out an arm, and said: “Ho! Moth­er’s been hay­mak­ing!” Isak looked down over the fields and said “H’m.” Isak had no­ticed already that some of the hay had been shif­ted; In­ger ought to be home now for her mid­day meal. It was well done in­deed of her to get in the hay, after he had scol­ded her the day be­fore and said “Huttch!” And it was no light hay to move; she must have worked hard, and all the cows and goats to milk be­sides. … “Go in and get some­thing to eat,” he said to Sivert.

			“Aren’t you com­ing, then?”

			“No.”

			A little while after, In­ger came out and stood humbly on the door-slab and said:

			“If you’d think of your­self a little—and come in and have a bite to eat.”

			Isak grumbled at that and said “H’m.” But it was so strange a thing of late for In­ger to be humble in any way, that his stub­born­ness was shaken.

			“If you could man­age to set a couple of teeth in my rake, I could get on again with the hay,” said she. Ay, she came to her hus­band, the mas­ter of the place, to ask for some­thing, and was grate­ful that he did not turn scorn­fully away.

			“You’ve worked enough,” said he, “rak­ing and cart­ing and all.”

			“No, ’tis not enough.”

			“I’ve no time, any­way, to mend rakes now. You can see there’s rain com­ing soon.”

			And Isak went off to his work.

			It was all meant to save her, no doubt; for the couple of minutes it would have taken to mend the rake would have been more than ten­fold re­paid by let­ting In­ger work on. Any­how, In­ger came out with her rake as it was, and fell to hay­mak­ing with a will; Sivert came up with the horse and hay­cart, and all went at it, sweat­ing at the work, and the hay was got in. It was a good stroke of work, and Isak fell to think­ing once more of the powers above that guide all our ways—from steal­ing a Daler to get­ting a crop of hay. Moreover, there lay the boat; after half a gen­er­a­tion of think­ing it over, the boat was fin­ished; it was there, up on the lake.

			“Eyah, Her­regud!” said Isak.

		
	
		
			XV

			It was a strange even­ing al­to­geth­er: a turn­ing-point. In­ger had been run­ning off the line for a long time now; and one lift up from the floor had set her in her place again. Neither spoke of what had happened. Isak had felt ashamed of him­self after—all for the sake of a Daler, a trifle of money, that he would have had to give her after all, be­cause he him­self would gladly have let the boy have it. And then again—was not the money as much In­ger’s as his own? There came a time when Isak found it his turn to be humble.

			There came many sorts of times. In­ger must have changed her mind again, it seemed; once more she was dif­fer­ent, gradu­ally for­get­ting her fine ways and turn­ing earn­est anew: a set­tler’s wife, earn­est and thought­ful as she had been be­fore. To think that a man’s hard grip could work such won­ders! But it was right; here was a strong and healthy wo­man, sens­ible enough, but spoiled and warped by long con­fine­ment in an ar­ti­fi­cial air—and she had but­ted in­to a man who stood firmly on his feet. Nev­er for a mo­ment had he left his nat­ur­al place on the earth, on the soil. Noth­ing could move him.

			Many sorts of times. Next year came the drought again, killing the growth off slowly, and wear­ing down hu­man cour­age. The corn stood there and shriv­elled up; the pota­toes—the won­der­ful pota­toes—they did not shriv­el up, but flowered and flowered. The mead­ows turned grey, but the pota­toes flowered. The powers above guided all things, no doubt, but the mead­ows were turn­ing grey.

			Then one day came Geissler—ex-Lens­mand Geissler came again at last. It was good to find that he was not dead, but had turned up again. And what had he come for now?

			Geissler had no grand sur­prises with him this time, by the look of it; no pur­chases of min­ing rights and doc­u­ments and such­like. Geissler was poorly dressed, his hair and beard turned grey­er, and his eyes red­der at the edges than be­fore. He had no man, either, to carry his things, but had his pa­pers in a pock­et, and not even a bag.

			“God­dag,” said Geissler.

			“God­dag,” answered Isak and In­ger. “Here’s the like of vis­it­ors to see this way!”

			Geissler nod­ded.

			“And thanks for all you did that time—in Trond­hjem,” said In­ger all by her­self.

			And Isak nod­ded at that, and said: “Ay, ’tis two of us owe you thanks for that.”

			But Geissler—it was not his way to be all feel­ings and sen­ti­ments; he said: “Yes, I’m just go­ing across to Sweden.”

			For all their trouble of mind over the drought, Sel­lan­raa’s folk were glad to see Geissler again; they gave him the best they had, and were heart­ily glad to do what they could for him after all he had done.

			Geissler him­self had no troubles that could be seen; he grew talk­at­ive at once, looked out over the fields and nod­ded. He car­ried him­self up­right as ever, and looked as if he had sev­er­al hun­dreds of Daler in his pock­ets. It livened them up and brightened everything to have him there; not that he made any bois­ter­ous fun, but a lively talk­er, that he was.

			“Fine place, Sel­lan­raa, splen­did place,” he said. “And now there’s oth­ers com­ing up one after an­oth­er, since you’ve star­ted, Isak. I coun­ted five my­self. Are there any more?”

			“Sev­en in all. There’s two that can’t be seen from the road.”

			“Sev­en hold­ings; say fifty souls. Why, it’ll be a densely pop­u­lated neigh­bour­hood be­fore long. And you’ve a school already, so I hear?”

			“Ay, we have.”

			“There—what did I say? A school all to yourselves, down by Brede’s place, be­ing more in the middle. Fancy Brede as a farm­er in the wilds!” and Geissler laughed at the thought. “Ay, I’ve heard all about you, Isak; you’re the best man here. And I’m glad of it. Saw­mill, too, you’ve got?”

			“Ay, such as it is. But it serves me well enough. And I’ve sawed a bit now and again for them down be­low.”

			“Bravo! That’s the way!”

			“I’d be glad to hear what you think of it, Lens­mand, if so be you’d care to look at that saw­mill for your­self.”

			Geissler nod­ded, with the air of an ex­pert; yes, he would look at it, ex­am­ine it thor­oughly. Then he asked: “You had two boys, hadn’t you—what’s be­come of the oth­er? In town? Clerk in an of­fice? H’m,” said Geissler. “But this one here looks a sturdy sort—what was your name, now?”

			“Sivert.”

			“And the oth­er one?”

			“Eleseus.”

			“And he’s in an en­gin­eer’s of­fice—what’s he reck­on to learn there? A star­va­tion-busi­ness. Much bet­ter have come to me,” said Geissler.

			“Ay,” said Isak, for po­lite­ness’ sake. He felt a sort of pity for Geissler at the mo­ment. Oh, that good man did not look as if he could af­ford to keep clerks; had to work hard enough by him­self, be­like. That jack­et—it was worn to fringes at the wrists.

			“Won’t you have some dry hose to put on?” said In­ger, and brought out a pair of her own. They were from her best days; fine and thin, with a bor­der.

			“No, thanks,” said Geissler shortly, though he must have been wet through.—“Much bet­ter have come to me,” he said again, speak­ing of Eleseus. “I want him badly.” He took a small sil­ver to­bacco box from his pock­et and sat play­ing with it in his fin­gers. It was per­haps the only thing of value left him now.

			But Geissler was rest­less, chan­ging from one thing to an­oth­er. He slipped the thing back in­to his pock­et again and star­ted a new theme. “But—what’s that? Why, the mead­ow that’s all grey. I thought it was the shad­ow. The ground is simply parched. Come along with me, Sivert.”

			He rose from the table sud­denly, think­ing no more of food, turned in the door­way to say “Thank you” to In­ger for the meal, and dis­ap­peared, Sivert fol­low­ing.

			They went across to the river, Geissler peer­ing keenly about all the time. “Here!” he cried, and stopped. And then he ex­plained: “Where’s the sense of let­ting your land dry up to noth­ing when you’ve a river there big enough to drown it in a minute? We’ll have that mead­ow green by to­mor­row!”

			Sivert, all as­ton­ish­ment, said “Yes.”

			“Dig down ob­liquely from here, see?—on a slope. The ground’s level; have to make some sort of a chan­nel. You’ve a saw­mill there—I sup­pose you can find some long planks from some­where? Good! Run and fetch a pick and spade, and start here; I’ll go back and mark out a prop­er line.”

			He ran up to the house again, his boots squelch­ing, for they were wet through. He set Isak to work mak­ing pipes, a whole lot of them, to be laid down where the ground could not well be cut with ditches. Isak tried to ob­ject that the wa­ter might not get so far; the dry ground would soak it up be­fore it reached the parched fields. Geissler ex­plained that it would take some time; the earth must drink a little first, but then gradu­ally the wa­ter would go on—“field and mead­ow green by this time to­mor­row.”

			“Ho!” said Isak, and fell to box­ing up long planks as hard as he could.

			Off hur­ries Geissler to Sivert once more: “That’s right—keep at it—didn’t I say he was a sturdy sort? Fol­low these stakes, you un­der­stand, where I’ve marked out. If you come up against heavy boulders, or rock, then turn aside and go round, but keep the level—the same depth; you see what I mean?”

			Then back to Isak again: “That’s one fin­ished—good! But we shall want more—half a dozen, per­haps. Keep at it, Isak; you see, we’ll have it all green by to­mor­row—we’ve saved your crops!” And Geissler sat down on the ground, slapped his knees with both hands and was de­lighted, chattered away, thought in flashes of light­ning. “Any pitch, any oak­um, or any­thing about the place? That’s splen­did—got everything. These things’ll leak at the edges you see, to be­gin with, but the wood’ll swell after a while, and they’ll be as taut as a bottle. Oak­um and pitch—fancy you hav­ing it too!—What? Built a boat, you say? Where is the boat? Up in the lake? Good! I must have a look at that too.”

			Oh, Geissler was all prom­ises. Light come, light go—and he seemed more giv­ing to fuss­ing about than be­fore. He worked at things by fits and starts, but at a furi­ous rate when he did work. There was a cer­tain su­peri­or­ity about him after all. True, he ex­ag­ger­ated a bit—it was im­possible, of course, to get all green by this time to­mor­row, as he had said, but for all that, Geissler was a sharp fel­low, quick to see and take a de­cision; ay, a strange man was Geissler. And it was he and no oth­er that saved the crops that year at Sel­lan­raa.

			“How many have you got done? Not enough. The more wood you can lay, the quick­er it’ll flow. Make them twenty feet long or twenty-five, if you can. Any planks that length on the place? Good; fetch them along—you’ll find it’ll pay you at har­vest-time!”

			Rest­less again—up and off to Sivert once more. “That’s the way, Sivert man; get­ting on finely. Your fath­er’s turn­ing out cul­verts like a poet, there’ll be more than I ever thought. Run across and get some now, and we’ll make a start.”

			All that af­ter­noon was one hur­ry­ing spell; Sivert had nev­er seen such a furi­ous piece of work; he was not ac­cus­tomed to see things done at that pace. They hardly gave them­selves time to eat. But the wa­ter was flow­ing already! Here and there they had to dig deep­er, a cul­vert had to be raised or lowered, but it flowed. The three men were at it till late that night, touch­ing up their work, and keenly on the look out for any fault. But when the wa­ter began to trickle out over the driest spots, there was joy and de­light at Sel­lan­raa. “I for­got to bring my watch,” said Geissler. “What’s the time, I won­der? Ay, she’ll be green by this time to­mor­row!” said he.

			Sivert got up in the middle of the night to see how things were go­ing, and found his fath­er out already on the same er­rand. Oh, but it was a thrill­ing time—a day of great events!

			But next day, Geissler stayed in bed till nearly noon, worn out now that the fit had passed. He did not trouble to go up and look at the boat on the lake; and but for what he had said the day be­fore, he would nev­er have bothered to look at the saw­mill. Even the ir­rig­a­tion works in­ter­ested him less than at first—and when he saw that neither field nor mead­ow had turned green in the course of the night, he lost heart, nev­er think­ing of how the wa­ter flowed, and flowed all the time, and spread out farther and farther over the ground. He backed down a little, and said now: “It may take time—you won’t see any change per­haps be­fore to­mor­row again. But it’ll be all right, nev­er fear.”

			Later in the day Brede Olsen came loun­ging in; he had brought some samples of rock he wanted Geissler to see. “And some­thing out of the com­mon, this time, to my mind,” said Brede.

			Geissler would not look at the things. “That the way you man­age a farm,” he asked scorn­fully, “pot­ter­ing about up in the hills look­ing for a for­tune?”

			Brede ap­par­ently did not fancy be­ing taken to task now by his former chief; he answered sharply, without any form of re­spect, treat­ing the ex-Lens­mand as an equal: “If you think I care what you say …”

			“You’ve no more sense than you had be­fore,” said Geissler. “Fool­ing away your time.”

			“What about your­self?” said Brede. “What about you, I’d like to know? You’ve got a mine of your own up here, and what have you done with it? Huh! Lies there do­ing noth­ing. Ay, you’re the sort to have a mine, aren’t you? He he!”

			“Get out of this,” said Geissler. And Brede did not stay long, but shouldered his load of samples and went down to his own mén­age, without say­ing good­bye.

			Geissler sat down and began to look over some pa­pers with a thought­ful air. He seemed to have caught a touch of the fever him­self, and wanted now to look over that busi­ness of the cop­per mine, the con­tract, the ana­lyses. It was fine ore, al­most pure cop­per; he must do some­thing with it, and not let everything slide.

			“What I really came up for was to get the whole thing settled,” he said to Isak. “I’ve been think­ing of mak­ing a start here, and that very soon. Get a lot of men to work, and run the thing prop­erly. What do you think?”

			Isak felt sorry for the man, and would not say any­thing against it.

			“It’s a mat­ter that con­cerns you as well, you know. There’ll be a lot of both­er, of course; a lot of men about the place, and a bit rowdy at times, per­haps. And blast­ing up in the hills—I don’t know how you’ll like that. On the oth­er hand, there’ll be more life in the dis­trict where we be­gin, and you’ll have a good mar­ket close at hand for farm pro­duce and that sort of thing. Fix your own price, too.”

			“Ay,” said Isak.

			“Be­sides your share in the mine—you’ll get a high per­cent­age of earn­ings, you know. Big money, Isak.”

			Said Isak: “You’ve paid me fairly already, and more than enough. …”

			Next morn­ing Geissler left, hur­ry­ing off east­ward, over to­ward Sweden. “No, thanks,” he said shortly, when Isak offered to go with him. It was al­most pain­ful to see him start off in that poor fash­ion, on foot and all alone. In­ger had put up a fine par­cel of food for him to take, all as nice as she could make it, and made some wafers spe­cially to put in. Even that was not enough; she would have giv­en him a can of cream and a whole lot of eggs, but he wouldn’t carry them, and In­ger was dis­ap­poin­ted.

			Geissler him­self must have found it hard to leave Sel­lan­raa without pay­ing as he gen­er­ally did for his keep; so he pre­ten­ded that he had paid; made as if he had laid down a big note in pay­ment, and said to little Leo­poldine: “Here, child, here’s some­thing for you as well.” And with that he gave her the sil­ver box, his to­bacco box. “You can rinse it out and use it to keep pins and things in,” he said. “It’s not the sort of thing for a present really. If I were at home I could have found her some­thing else; I’ve a heap of things. …”

			But Geissler’s wa­ter­work re­mained after Geissler had gone; there it was, work­ing won­ders day and night, week after week; the fields turned green, the pota­toes ceased to flower, the corn shot up. …

			The set­tlers from the hold­ings farther down began to come up, all anxious to see the mar­vel for them­selves. Axel Ström—the neigh­bour from Maane­land, the man who had no wife, and no wo­man to help him, but man­aged for him­self—he came too. He was in a good hu­mour that day; he told them how he had just got a prom­ise of a girl to help through the sum­mer—and that was a weight off his mind. He did not say who the girl was, and Isak did not ask, but it was Brede’s girl Bar­bro who was to come. It would cost the price of a tele­gram to Ber­gen to fetch her; but Axel paid the money, though he was not one of your ex­tra­vag­ant sort, but rather some­thing of a miser.

			It was the wa­ter­work busi­ness that had en­ticed him up today; he had looked it over from one end to the oth­er, and was highly in­ter­ested. There was no big river on his land, but he had a bit of a stream; he had no planks, either, to make cul­verts with, but he would dig his chan­nels in the earth; it could be done. Up to now, things were not ab­so­lutely at their worst on his land, which lay lower down the slopes; but if the drought con­tin­ued, he, too, would have to ir­rig­ate. When he had seen what he wanted, he took his leave and went back at once. No, he would not come in, hadn’t the time; he was go­ing to start ditch­ing that same even­ing. And off he went.

			This was some­thing dif­fer­ent from Brede’s way.

			Oh, Brede, he could run about the moor­land farms now telling news: mi­ra­cu­lous wa­ter­works at Sel­lan­raa! “It doesn’t pay to work your soil over­much,” he had said. “Look at Isak up there; he’s dug and dug about so long that at last he’s had to wa­ter the whole ground.”

			Isak was pa­tient, but he wished many a time that he could get rid of the fel­low, hanging about Sel­lan­raa with his boast­ful ways. Brede put it all down to the tele­graph; as long as he was a pub­lic of­fi­cial, it was his duty to keep the line in or­der. But the tele­graph com­pany had already had oc­ca­sion sev­er­al times to rep­rim­and him for neg­lect, and had again offered the post to Isak. No, it was not the tele­graph that was in Brede’s mind all the time, but the ore up in the hills; it was his one idea now, a mania.

			He took to drop­ping in of­ten now at Sel­lan­raa, con­fid­ent that he had found the treas­ure; he would nod his head and say: “I can’t tell you all about it yet, but I don’t mind say­ing I’ve struck some­thing re­mark­able this time.” Wast­ing hours and en­ergy all for noth­ing. And when he came back in the even­ing to his little house, he would fling down a little sack of samples on the floor, and puff and blow after his day’s work, as if no man could have toiled harder for his daily bread. He grew a few pota­toes on sour, peaty soil, and cut the tufts of grass that grew by them­selves on the ground about the house—that was Brede’s farm­ing. He was nev­er made for a farm­er, and there could be but one end to it all. His turf roof was fall­ing to pieces already, and the steps to the kit­chen were rot­ten with damp; a grind­stone lay on the ground, and the cart was still left un­covered in the open.

			Brede was for­tu­nate per­haps in that such little mat­ters nev­er troubled him. When the chil­dren rolled his grind­stone about for play, he was kind and in­dul­gent, and would even help them to roll it him­self. An easy­going, idle nature, nev­er ser­i­ous, but also nev­er down­hearted, a weak, ir­re­spons­ible char­ac­ter; but he man­aged to find food, such as it was, and kept him­self and his alive from day to day; man­aged to keep them some­how. But it was not to be ex­pec­ted that the store­keep­er could go on feed­ing Brede and his fam­ily forever; he had said so more than once to Brede him­self, and he said it now in earn­est. Brede ad­mit­ted he was right, and prom­ised to turn over a new leaf—he would sell his place, and very likely make a good thing out of it—and pay what he owed at the store!

			Oh, but Brede would sell out any­how, even at a loss; what was the good of a farm for him? He was home­sick for the vil­lage again, the easy gos­sip­ing life there, and the little shop—it suited him bet­ter than set­tling down here to work, and try­ing to for­get the world out­side. Could he ever for­get the Christ­mas trees and parties, or the na­tion­al feast­ings on Con­sti­tu­tion Day, or the bazaars held in the meet­ing-rooms? He loved to talk with his kind, to ex­change news and views, but who was there to talk with here? In­ger up at Sel­lan­raa had seemed to be one of his sort for a while, but then she had changed—there was no get­ting a word out of her now. And be­sides, she had been in pris­on; and for a man in his po­s­i­tion—no, it would nev­er do.

			No, he had made a mis­take in ever leav­ing the vil­lage; it was throw­ing him­self away. He noted with envy that the Lens­mand had got an­oth­er as­sist­ant, and the doc­tor an­oth­er man to drive for him; he had run away from the people who needed him, and now that he was no longer there, they man­aged without him. But the men who had taken his place—they were no earthly good, of course. Prop­erly speak­ing, he, Brede, ought to be fetched back to the vil­lage in tri­umph!

			Then there was Bar­bro—why had he backed up the idea of get­ting her to go as help to Sel­lan­raa? Well, that was after talk­ing over things with his wife. If all went well, it might mean a good fu­ture for the girl, per­haps a fu­ture of a sort for all of them. All very well to be house­keep­er for two young clerks in Ber­gen, but who could say what she would get out of that in the long run? Bar­bro was a pretty girl, and liked to look well; there might be a bet­ter chance for her here, after all. For there were two sons at Sel­lan­raa.

			But when Brede saw that this plan would nev­er come to any­thing, he hit on an­oth­er. After all, there was no great catch in mar­ry­ing in­to In­ger’s lot—In­ger who had been in pris­on. And there were oth­er lads to be thought of be­sides those two Sel­lan­raa boys—there was Axel Ström, for in­stance. He had a farm and a hut of his own, he was a man who scraped and saved and little by little man­aged to get hold of a bit of live­stock and such­like, but with no wife, and no wo­man to help him. “Well, I don’t mind telling you, if you take Bar­bro, she’ll be all the help you’ll need,” said Brede to him. “Look, here’s her pic­ture; you can see.”

			And after a week or so, came Bar­bro. Axel was in the midst of his hay­mak­ing, and had to do his mow­ing by day and hay­mak­ing by night, and all by him­self—and then came Bar­bro! It was a god­send. Bar­bro soon showed she was not afraid of work; she washed clothes and cleaned things, cooked and milked and helped in the hay­field—helped to carry in the hay, she did. Axel de­term­ined to give her good wages, and not lose by it.

			She was not merely a pho­to­graph of a fine lady here. Bar­bro was straight and thin, spoke some­what hoarsely, showed sense and ex­per­i­ence in vari­ous ways—she was not a child. Axel wondered what made her so thin and hag­gard in the face. “I’d know you by your looks,” he said; “but you’re not like the pho­to­graph.”

			“That’s only the jour­ney,” she said, “and liv­ing in town air all that time.”

			And in­deed, she very soon grew plump and well-look­ing again. “Take my word for it,” said Bar­bro, “it pulls you down a bit, a jour­ney like that, and liv­ing in town like that.” She hin­ted also at the tempta­tions of life in Ber­gen—one had to be care­ful there. But while they sat talk­ing, she begged him to take in a pa­per—a Ber­gen news­pa­per—so that she could read a bit and see the news of the world. She had got ac­cus­tomed to read­ing, and theatres and mu­sic, and it was so dull in a place like this.

			Axel was pleased with the res­ults of his sum­mer help, and took in a pa­per. He also bore with the fre­quent vis­its of the Brede fam­ily, who were con­stantly drop­ping in at his place and eat­ing and drink­ing. He was anxious to show that he ap­pre­ci­ated this ser­vant-girl of his. And what could be nicer and home­li­er than when Bar­bro sat there of a Sunday even­ing twanging the strings of a gui­tar and singing a little with her hoarse voice? Axel was touched by it all, by the pretty, strange songs, by the mere fact that someone really sat there singing on his poor half-baked farm.

			True, in the course of the sum­mer he learned to know oth­er sides of Bar­bro’s char­ac­ter, but on the whole, he was con­tent. She had her fan­cies, and could an­swer hast­ily at times; was some­what over-quick to an­swer back. That Sat­urday even­ing, for in­stance, when Axel him­self had to go down to the vil­lage to get some things, it was wrong of Bar­bro to run away from the hut and the an­im­als and leave the place to it­self. They had a few words over that. And where had she been? Only to her home, to Breidab­lik, but still … When Axel came back to the hut that night, Bar­bro was not there; he looked to the an­im­als, got him­self some­thing to eat, and turned in. To­wards morn­ing Bar­bro came. “I only wanted to see what it was like to step on a wooden floor again,” she said, some­what scorn­fully. And Axel could find noth­ing much to say to that, see­ing that he had as yet but a turf hut with a floor of beaten earth. He did say, how­ever, that if it came to that, he could get a few planks him­self, and no doubt but he’d have a house with a wooden floor him­self in time! Bar­bro seemed pen­it­ent at that; she was not al­to­geth­er un­kindly. And for all it was Sunday, she went off at once to the woods and gathered fresh ju­ni­per twigs to spread on the earthen floor.

			And then, see­ing she was so fine-hearted and be­haved so splen­didly, what could Axel do but bring out the ker­chief he had bought for her the even­ing be­fore, though he had really thought of keep­ing it by a while, and get­ting some­thing re­spect­able out of her in re­turn. And there! she was pleased with it, and tried it on at once—ay, she turned to him and asked if she didn’t look nice in it. And yes, in­deed she did; and she might put on his old fur cap if she liked, and she’d look nice in that! Bar­bro laughed at this and tried to say some­thing really nice in re­turn; she said: “I’d far rather go to church and com­mu­nion in this ker­chief than wear a hat. In Ber­gen, of course, we al­ways wore hats—all ex­cept com­mon ser­vant-girls from the coun­try.”

			Friends again, as nice as could be.

			And when Axel brought out the news­pa­per he had fetched from the post of­fice, Bar­bro sat down to read news of the world: of a burg­lary at a jew­eller’s shop in one Ber­gen street, and a quar­rel between two gip­sies in an­oth­er; of a hor­rible find in the har­bour—the dead body of a new­born child sewed up in an old shirt with the sleeves cut off. “I won­der who can have done it?” said Bar­bro. And she read the list of mar­ket­ing prices too, as she al­ways did.

			So the sum­mer passed.

		
	
		
			XVI

			Great changes at Sel­lan­raa.

			There was no know­ing the place again, after what it had been at first: saw­mill, corn­mill, build­ings of all sorts and kinds—the wil­der­ness was peopled coun­try now. And there was more to come. But In­ger was per­haps the strangest of all; so altered she was, and good and clev­er again.

			The great event of last year, when things had come to a head, was hardly enough in it­self, per­haps, to change her care­less ways; there was back­slid­ing now and then, as when she found her­self be­gin­ning to talk of the “In­sti­tute” again, and the cathed­ral at Trond­hjem. Oh, in­no­cent things enough; and she took off her ring, and let down that bold skirt of hers some inches. She was grown thought­ful, there was more quiet about the place, and vis­its were less fre­quent; the girls and wo­men from the vil­lage came but rarely now, for In­ger no longer cared to see them. No one can live in the depth of the wilds and have time for such fool­ish­ness. Hap­pi­ness and non­sense are two dif­fer­ent things.

			In the wilds, each sea­son has its won­ders, but al­ways, un­chan­gingly, there is that im­mense heavy sound of heav­en and earth, the sense of be­ing sur­roun­ded on all sides, the dark­ness of the forest, the kind­li­ness of the trees. All is heavy and soft, no thought is im­possible there. North of Sel­lan­raa there was a little tarn, a mere puddle, no big­ger than an aquar­i­um. There lived some tiny baby fish that nev­er grew big­ger, lived and died there and were no use at all—Her­regud! no use on earth. One even­ing In­ger stood there listen­ing for the cow­bells; all was dead about her, she heard noth­ing, and then came a song from the tarn. A little, little song, hardly there at all, al­most lost. It was the tiny fishes’ song.

			

			They had this good for­tune at Sel­lan­raa, that every spring and au­tumn they could see the grey geese sail­ing in fleets above that wil­der­ness, and hear their chat­ter up in the air—de­li­ri­ous talk it was. And as if the world stood still for a mo­ment, till the train of them had passed. And the hu­man souls be­neath, did they not feel a weak­ness glid­ing through them now? They went to their work again, but draw­ing breath first; some­thing had spoken to them, some­thing from bey­ond.

			Great mar­vels were about them at all times; in the winter were the stars; in winter of­ten, too, the north­ern lights, a firm­a­ment of wings, a con­flag­ra­tion in the man­sions of God. Now and then, not of­ten; not com­monly, but now and then, they heard the thun­der. It came mostly in the au­tumn, and a dark and sol­emn thing it was for man and beast; the an­im­als graz­ing near home would bunch to­geth­er and stand wait­ing. Bow­ing their heads—what for? Wait­ing for the end? And man, what of man stand­ing in the wilds with bowed head, wait­ing, when the thun­der came? Wait­ing for what?

			The spring—ay, with its haste and joy and mad­cap de­light; but the au­tumn! It called up a fear of dark­ness, drove one to an even­ing pray­er; there were vis­ions about, and warn­ings on the air. Folks might go out one day in au­tumn seek­ing for some­thing—the man for a piece of tim­ber to his work, the wo­man after cattle that ran wild now after mush­room growths: they would come home with many secrets in their mind. Did they tread un­ex­pec­tedly upon an ant, crush­ing its hind part fast to the path, so the fore part could not free it­self again? Or step too near a white grouse nest, put­ting up a flut­ter­ing hiss­ing moth­er to dash against them? Even the big cow-mush­rooms are not al­to­geth­er mean­ing­less; not a mere white empti­ness in the eye. The big mush­room does not flower, it does not move, but there is some­thing over­turn­ing in the look of it; it is a mon­ster, a thing like a lung stand­ing there alive and na­ked—a lung without a body.

			In­ger grew des­pond­ent at last, the wilds op­pressed her, she turned re­li­gious. How could she help it? No one can help it in the wilds; life there is not all earthly toil and world­li­ness; there is piety and the fear of death and rich su­per­sti­tion. In­ger, maybe, felt that she had more reas­on than oth­ers to fear the judg­ment of Heav­en, and it would not pass her by; she knew how God walked about in the even­ing time look­ing out over all His wil­der­ness with fab­ulous eyes; ay, He would find her. There was not so much in her daily life wherein she could im­prove; true, she might bury her gold ring deep in the bot­tom of a clothes chest, and she could write to Eleseus and tell him to be con­ver­ted too; after that, there was noth­ing more she could find bey­ond do­ing her work well and not spar­ing her­self. Ay, one thing more; she could dress in humble things, only fasten­ing a blue rib­bon at her neck of Sundays. False, un­ne­ces­sary poverty—but it was the ex­pres­sion of a kind of philo­sophy, self-hu­mi­li­ation, stoicism. The blue rib­bon was not new; it had been cut from a cap little Leo­poldine had grown out of; it was faded here and there, and, to tell the truth, a little dirty—In­ger wore it now as a piece of mod­est finery on holy days. Ay, it may be that she went bey­ond reas­on, feign­ing to be poor, striv­ing falsely to im­it­ate the wretched who live in hov­els; but even so—would her desert have been great­er if that sorry finery had been her best? Leave her in peace; she has a right to peace!

			She over­did things finely, and worked harder than she ought. There were two men on the place, but In­ger took the chance when both were away at once, and set to work her­self saw­ing wood; and where was the good of tor­tur­ing and mor­ti­fy­ing the flesh that way? She was so in­sig­ni­fic­ant a creature, so little worth, her powers of so com­mon a sort; her death or life would not be no­ticed in the land, in the State, only here in the wilds. Here, she was al­most great—at any rate, the greatest; and she may well have thought her­self worth all the chasten­ing she ordered and en­dured. Her hus­band said:

			“Sivert and I, we’ve been talk­ing about this; we’re not go­ing to have you saw­ing wood, and wear­ing your­self out.”

			“I do it for con­science’ sake,” she answered.

			Con­science! The word made Isak thought­ful once more. He was get­ting on in years, slow to think, but weighty when he did come to any­thing. Con­science must be some­thing pretty strong if it could turn In­ger all up­side down like that. And how­ever it might be, In­ger’s con­ver­sion made a change in him also; he caught it from her, grew tame, and giv­en to pon­der­ing. Life was all heavy-like and stern that winter; he sought for loneli­ness, for a hid­ing-place. To save his own trees he had bought up a piece of the State forest near by, with some good tim­ber, over to­ward the Swedish side, and he did the felling now alone, re­fus­ing all help. Sivert was ordered to stay at home and see that his moth­er did not work too much.

			And so, in those short winter days, Isak went out to his work in the dark, and came home in the dark; it was not al­ways there was a moon, or any stars, and at times his own track of the morn­ing would be covered with snow by night­fall, so he was hard put to it to find his way. And one even­ing some­thing happened.

			He was near­ing home; in the fine moon­light he could see Sel­lan­raa there on the hill­side, neat and clear of the forest, but small, un­der­groundish to look at, by reas­on of the snow banked high against the walls. He had more tim­ber now, and it was to be a grand sur­prise for In­ger and the chil­dren when they heard what use he would make of it—the won­der­ful build­ing he had in mind. He sat down in the snow to rest a bit, not to seem worn out when he came home.

			All is quiet around him, and God’s bless­ing on this quiet and thought­ful­ness, for it is noth­ing but good! Isak is a man at work on a clear­ing in the forest, and he looks out over the ground, reck­on­ing what is to be cleared next turn; heav­ing aside great stones in his mind—Isak had a real tal­ent for that work. There, he knows now, is a deep, bare patch on his ground; it is full of ore; there is al­ways a metal­lic film over every puddle of wa­ter there—and now he will dig it out. He marks out squares with his eye, mak­ing his plans for all, spec­u­lat­ing over all; they are to be made green and fruit­ful. Oh, but a piece of tilled soil was a great and good thing; it was like right and or­der to his mind, and a de­light bey­ond. …

			He got up, and felt sud­denly con­fused. H’m. What had happened now? Noth­ing, only that he had been sit­ting down a bit. Now there is some­thing stand­ing there be­fore him, a Be­ing, a spir­it; grey silk—no, it was noth­ing. He felt strange—took one short, un­cer­tain step for­ward, and walked straight in­to a look, a great look, a pair of eyes. At the same mo­ment the as­pens close by began rust­ling. Now any­one knows that an as­pen can have a hor­rible eer­ie way of rust­ling at times; any­how, Isak had nev­er be­fore heard such an ut­terly hor­rible rust­ling as this, and he shuddered. Also he put out one hand in front of him, and it was per­haps the most help­less move­ment that hand had ever made.

			But what was this thing be­fore him? Was it ghost-work or real­ity? Isak would all his days have been ready to swear that this was a high­er power, and once in­deed he had seen it, but the thing he saw now did not look like God. Pos­sibly the Holy Ghost? If so, what was it stand­ing there for any­way, in the midst of nowhere; two eyes, a look, and noth­ing more? If it had come to him, to fetch away his soul, why, so it would have to be; it would hap­pen one day, after all, and then he would go to heav­en and be among the blest.

			Isak was eager to see what would come next; he was shiv­er­ing still; a cold­ness seemed to ra­di­ate from the fig­ure be­fore him—it must be the Evil One! And here Isak was no longer sure of his ground, so to speak. It might be the Evil One—but what did he want here? What had he, Isak, been do­ing? Noth­ing but sit­ting still and tilling the ground, as it were, in his thoughts—there could surely be no harm in that? There was no oth­er guilt he could call to mind just then; he was only com­ing back from his work in the forest, a tired and hungry wood­man, go­ing home to Sel­lan­raa—he means no harm. …

			He took a step for­ward again, but it was only a little one, and, to tell the truth, he stepped back again im­me­di­ately. The vis­ion would not give way. Isak knit­ted his brows, as if be­gin­ning to sus­pect some­thing. If it were the Evil One, why, let it be; the Evil One was not all-power­ful—there was Luth­er, for in­stance, who had nearly killed the fiend him­self, not to speak of many who had put him to flight by the sign of the cross and Jesu name. Not that Isak meant to defy the per­il be­fore him; it was not in his mind to sit down and laugh in its face, but he cer­tainly gave up his first idea of dy­ing and the next world. He took two steps for­ward straight at the vis­ion, crossed him­self, and cried out: “In Jesu name!”

			H’m. At the sound of his own voice he came, as it were, to him­self again, and saw Sel­lan­raa over on the hill­side once more. The two eyes in the air had gone.

			He lost no time in get­ting home, and took no steps to chal­lenge the spectre fur­ther. But when he found him­self once more safely on his own door-slab, he cleared his throat with a sense of power and se­cur­ity; he walked in­to the house with lofty mien, like a man—ay, a man of the world.

			In­ger star­ted at the sight of him, and asked what made him so pale.

			And at that he did not deny hav­ing met the Evil One him­self.

			“Where?” she asked.

			“Over there. Right up to­wards our place.”

			In­ger evinced no jeal­ousy on her part. She did not praise him for it, true, but there was noth­ing in her man­ner sug­gest­ive of a hard word or a con­temp­tu­ous kick. In­ger her­self, you see, had grown some­what light­er of heart and kind­li­er of late, whatever the cause; and now she merely asked:

			“The Evil One him­self?”

			Isak nod­ded: as far as he could see it was him­self and no oth­er.

			“And how did you get rid of him?”

			“I went for him in Jesu name,” said Isak.

			In­ger wagged her head, al­to­geth­er over­whelmed, and it was some time be­fore she could get his sup­per on the table.

			“Any­how,” said she at last, “we’ll have no more of you go­ing out alone in the woods by your­self.”

			She was anxious about him—and it did him good to know it. He made out to be as bold as ever, and al­to­geth­er care­less wheth­er he went alone or in com­pany; but this was only to quiet In­ger’s mind, not to fright­en her more than ne­ces­sary with the aw­ful thing that had happened to him­self. It was his place to pro­tect her and them all; he was the Man, the Lead­er.

			But In­ger saw through it also, and said: “Oh, I know you don’t want to fright­en me. But you must take Sivert with you all the same.”

			Isak only sniffed.

			“You might be taken poorly of a sud­den, taken ill out in the woods—you’ve not been over well lately.”

			Isak sniffed again. Ill? Tired, per­haps, and worn out a bit, but ill? No need for In­ger to start wor­ry­ing and mak­ing a fool of him; he was sound and well enough; ate, slept, and worked; his health was simply ter­rif­ic, it was in­cur­able! Once, felling a tree, the thing had come down on top of him, and broken his ear; but he made light of it. He set the ear in place again, and kept it there by wear­ing his cap drawn over it night and day, and it grew to­geth­er again that way. For in­tern­al com­plaints, he dosed him­self with treak boiled in milk to make him sweat—li­quorice it was, bought at the store, an old and tried rem­edy, the Ter­iak of the an­cients. If he chanced to cut his hand, he treated the wound with an ever-present flu­id con­tain­ing salts, and it healed up in a few days. No doc­tor was ever sent for to Sel­lan­raa.

			No, Isak was not ill. A meet­ing with the Evil One might hap­pen even to the health­i­est man. And he felt none the worse for his ad­ven­ture af­ter­wards; on the con­trary, it seemed to have strengthened him. And as the winter drew on, and it was not such a dread­ful time to wait till the spring, he, the Man and the Lead­er, began to feel him­self al­most a hero: he un­der­stood these things; only trust to him and all would be well. In case of need, he could ex­or­cise the Evil One him­self!

			Al­to­geth­er, the days were longer and light­er now; East­er was past, Isak had hauled up all his tim­ber, everything looked bright, hu­man be­ings could breathe again after an­oth­er winter gone.

			In­ger was again the first to bright­en up; she had been more cheer­ful now for a long time. What could it be? Ho, ’twas for a very simple reas­on; In­ger was heavy again; ex­pect­ing a child again. Everything worked out eas­ily in her life, no hitch any­where. But what a mercy, after the way she had sinned! it was more than she had any right to ex­pect. Ay, she was for­tu­nate, for­tu­nate. Isak him­self ac­tu­ally no­ticed some­thing one day, and asked her straight out: “Looks to me as if you’re on the way again; what do you say your­self?”

			“Ay, Lord be thanked, ’tis surely so,” she answered.

			They were both equally as­ton­ished. Not that In­ger was past the age, of course; to Isak’s mind, she was not too old in any way. But still, an­oth­er child … well, well. … And little Leo­poldine go­ing to school sev­er­al times a year down at Breidab­lik—that left them with no little ones about the place now—be­sides which, Leo­poldine her­self was grown up now.

			Some days passed, and Isak res­ol­utely threw away a whole week­end—from Sat­urday even­ing till Monday morn­ing—on a trip down to the vil­lage. He would not say what he was go­ing for when he set out, but on his re­turn, he brought with him a girl. “This is Jensine,” he said. “Come to help.”

			“ ’Tis all your non­sense,” said In­ger, “I’ve no need of help at all.”

			Isak answered that she did need a help—just now.

			Need or not—it was a kind and gen­er­ous thought of his; In­ger was abashed and grate­ful. The new girl was a daugh­ter of the black­smith, and she was to stay with them for the present; through the sum­mer, any­how, and then they would see.

			“And I’ve sent a tele­gram,” said Isak, “after him Eleseus.”

			This fairly startled In­ger; startled the moth­er. A tele­gram? Did he mean to up­set her com­pletely with his thought­ful­ness? It had been her great sor­row of late that boy Eleseus was away in town—in the evil-minded town; she had writ­ten to him about God, and like­wise ex­plained to him how his fath­er here was be­gin­ning to sink un­der the work, and the place get­ting big­ger all the time; little Sivert couldn’t man­age it all by him­self, and be­sides, he was to have money after his uncle one day—all this she had writ­ten, and sent him the money for his jour­ney once for all. But Eleseus was a man-about-town now, and had no sort of long­ing for a peas­ant’s life; he answered some­thing about what was he to do any­way if he did come home? Work on a farm and throw away all the know­ledge and learn­ing he had gained? “In point of fact,”—that was how he put it—“I’ve no de­sire to come back now. And if you could send me some stuff for un­der­clothes, it would save me get­ting the things on cred­it.” So he wrote. And yes, his moth­er sent him stuff—sent him re­mark­able quant­it­ies of stuff from time to time for un­der­clothes. But when she was con­ver­ted, and got re­li­gion, the scales fell from her eyes, and she un­der­stood that Eleseus was selling the stuff and spend­ing the money on oth­er things.

			His fath­er saw it too. He nev­er spoke of it; he knew that Eleseus was his moth­er’s darling, and how she cried over him and shook her head; but one piece of finely woven stuff went after an­oth­er the same way, and he knew it was more than any liv­ing man could use for un­der­clothes. Al­to­geth­er, it came to this: Isak must be Man and Lead­er again—head of the house, and step in and in­ter­fere. It had cost a ter­rible lot of money, to be sure, get­ting the store­keep­er to send a tele­gram; but in the first place, a tele­gram could not fail to make an im­pres­sion on the boy, and also—it was some­thing un­usu­ally fine for Isak him­self to come home and tell In­ger. He car­ried the ser­vant-girl’s box on his back as he strode home; but for all that, he was proud and full of weighty secrets as he had been the day he came home with that gold ring. …

			It was a grand time after that. For a long while, In­ger could not do enough in the way of show­ing her hus­band how good and use­ful she could be. She would say to him now, as in the old days: “You’re work­ing your­self to death!” Or again: “ ’Tis more than any man can stand.” Or again: “Now, you’re not to work any more; come in and have din­ner—I’ve made some wafers for you!” And to please him, she said: “I should just like to know, now, what you’ve got in your mind with all that wood, and what you’re go­ing to build, now, next?”

			“Why, I can’t say as yet,” said Isak, mak­ing a mys­tery of it.

			Ay, just as in the old days. And after the child was born—and it was a little girl—a great big girl, fine-look­ing and sturdy and sound—after that, Isak must have been a stone and a miser­able creature if he had not thanked God. But what was he go­ing to build? It would be more news for Oline to go gad­ding about with—a new build­ing again at Sel­lan­raa. A new wing of the house—a new house it was to be. And there were so many now at Sel­lan­raa—they had a ser­vant-girl; and Eleseus, he was com­ing home; and a brand-new little girl-child of their own, just come—the old house would be just an ex­tra room now, noth­ing more.

			And, of course, he had to tell In­ger about it one day; she was so curi­ous to know, and though maybe In­ger knew it all be­fore­hand, from Sivert—they two were of­ten whis­per­ing to­geth­er—she was all sur­prised as any­one could be, and let her arms fall, and said: “ ’Tis all your non­sense—you don’t mean it?”

			And Isak, brim­ming over with great­ness in­side, he answered her: “Why, with you bring­ing I don’t know how many more chil­dren on the place, ’tis the least I can do, it seems.”

			The two men­folk were out now every day get­ting stone for the walls of the new house. They worked their ut­most to­geth­er each in his own way: the one young, and with his young body firmly set, quick to see his way, to mark out the stones that would suit; the oth­er age­ing—tough, with long arms, and a mighty weight to bear down on a crow­bar. When they had man­aged some spe­cially dif­fi­cult feat, they would hold a breath­ing-space, and talk to­geth­er in a curi­ous, re­served fash­ion of their own.

			“Brede, he talks of selling out,” said the fath­er.

			“Ay,” said the son. “Won­der what he’ll be ask­ing for the place?”

			“Ay, I won­der.”

			“You’ve not heard any­thing?”

			“No.”

			“I’ve heard two hun­dred.”

			The fath­er thought for a while, and said: “What d’you think, ’ll this be a good stone?”

			“All de­pends if we can get this shell off him,” said Sivert, and was on his feet in a mo­ment, giv­ing the set­ting-ham­mer to his fath­er, and tak­ing the sledge him­self. He grew red and hot, stood up to his full height and let the sledge­ham­mer fall; rose again and let it fall; twenty strokes alike—twenty thun­der-strokes. He spared neither tool nor strength; it was heavy work; his shirt rucked up from his trousers at the waist, leav­ing him bare in front; he lif­ted on his toes each time to give the sledge a bet­ter swing. Twenty strokes.

			“Now! Let’s look!” cried his fath­er.

			The son stops, and asks: “Marked him any?”

			And they lay down to­geth­er to look at the stone; look at the beast, the dev­il of a thing; no, not marked any as yet.

			“I’ve a mind to try with the sledge alone,” said the fath­er, and stood up. Still harder work this, sheer force alone, the ham­mer grew hot, the steel crushed, the pen grew blunt.

			“She’ll be slip­ping the head,” he said, and stopped. “And I’m no hand at this any more,” he said.

			Oh, but he nev­er meant it; it was not his thought, that he was no hand at the work any more!

			This fath­er, this barge of a man, simple, full of pa­tience and good­ness, he would let his son strike the last few blows and cleave the stone. And there it lay, split in two.

			“Ay, you’ve the trick of it,” said the fath­er. “H’m, yes … Breidab­lik … might make some­thing but of that place.”

			“Ay, should think so,” said the son.

			“Only the land was fairly ditched and turned.”

			“The house’d have to be done up.”

			“Ay, that of course. Place all done up—’twould mean a lot of work at first, but … What I was go­ing to say, d’you know if your moth­er was go­ing to church come Sunday?”

			“Ay, she said some­thing like it.”

			“Ho! … H’m. Keep your eyes open now and look out for a good big door-slab for the new house. You haven’t seen a bit would do?”

			“No,” said Sivert.

			And they fell to work again.

			A couple of days later both agreed they had enough stone now for the walls. It was Fri­day even­ing; they sat tak­ing a breath­ing-space, and talk­ing to­geth­er the while.

			“H’m—what d’you say?” said the fath­er. “Should we think it over, maybe, about Breidab­lik?”

			“How d’you mean?” asked the son. “What to do with it?”

			“Why, I don’t know. There’s the school there, and it’s mid­way down this tract now.”

			“And what then?” asked the son. “I don’t know what we’d do with it, though; it’s not worth much as it is.”

			“That’s what you’ve been think­ing of?”

			“No, not that way. … Un­less Eleseus he’d like to have the place to work on.”

			“Eleseus? Well, no, I don’t know—”

			Long pause, the two men think­ing hard. The fath­er be­gins gath­er­ing tools to­geth­er, pack­ing up to go home.

			“Ay, un­less …” said Sivert. “You might ask him what he says.”

			The fath­er made an end of the mat­ter thus: “Well, there’s an­oth­er day, and we haven’t found that door-slab yet, either.”

			Next day was Sat­urday, and they had to be off early to get across the hills with the child. Jensine, the ser­vant-girl, was to go with them; that was one god­moth­er, the rest they would have to find from among In­ger’s folk on the oth­er side.

			In­ger looked nice; she had made her­self a dainty cot­ton dress, with white at the neck and wrists. The child was all in white, with a new blue silk rib­bon drawn through the lower edge of its dress; but then she was a won­der of a child, to be sure, that could smile and chat­ter already, and lay and listened when the clock struck on the wall. Her fath­er had chosen her name. It was his right; he was de­term­ined to have his say—only trust to him! He had hes­it­ated between Jac­obine and Re­becca, as be­ing both sort of re­lated to Isak; and at last he went to In­ger and asked tim­idly: “What d’you think, now, of Re­becca?”

			“Why, yes,” said In­ger.

			And when Isak heard that, he grew sud­denly in­de­pend­ent and mas­ter in his own house. “If she’s to have a name at all,” he said sharply, “it shall be Re­becca! I’ll see to that.”

			And of course he was go­ing with the party to church, partly to carry, and partly for pro­pri­ety’s sake. It would nev­er do to let Re­becca go to be christened without a de­cent fol­low­ing! Isak trimmed his beard and put on a red shirt, as in his young­er days; it was in the worst of the hot weath­er, but he had a nice new winter suit, that looked well on him, and he wore it. But for all that, Isak was not the man to make a duty of finery and show; as now, for in­stance, he put on a pair of fab­ulously heavy boots for the march.

			Sivert and Leo­poldine stayed be­hind to look after the place.

			Then they rowed in a boat across the lake, and that was a deal easi­er than be­fore, when they had had to walk round all the way. But halfway across, as In­ger un­fastened her dress to nurse the child, Isak no­ticed some­thing bright hung in a string round her neck; whatever it might be. And in the church he no­ticed that she wore that gold ring on her fin­ger. Oh, In­ger—it had been too much for her after all!

		
	
		
			XVII

			Eleseus came home.

			He had been away now for some years, and had grown taller than his fath­er, with long white hands and a little dark growth on his up­per lip. He did not give him­self airs, but seemed anxious to ap­pear nat­ur­al and kindly; his moth­er was sur­prised and pleased. He shared the small bed­room with Sivert; the two broth­ers got on well to­geth­er, and were con­stantly play­ing tricks on each oth­er by way of amuse­ment. But, nat­ur­ally, Eleseus had to take his share of the work in build­ing the house; and tired and miser­able it made him, all un­used as he was to bod­ily fa­tigue of any kind. It was worse still when Sivert had to go off and leave it all to the oth­er two; Eleseus then was al­most more of a hindrance than a help.

			And where had Sivert gone off to? Why, ’twas Oline had come over the hills one day with word from Uncle Sivert that he was dy­ing; and, of course, young Sivert had to go. A nice state of things all at once—it couldn’t have happened worse than to have Sivert run­ning off just now. But there was no help for it.

			Said Oline: “I’d no time to go run­ning er­rands, and that’s the truth; but for all that … I’ve taken a fancy to the chil­dren here, all of them, and little Sivert, and if as I could help him to his leg­acy. …”

			“But was Uncle Sivert very bad, then?”

			“Bad? Heav­en bless us, he’s fall­ing away day by day.”

			“Was he in bed, then?”

			“In bed? How can you talk so light and flighty of death be­fore God’s Judg­ment-seat? Nay, he’ll neither hop nor run again in this world, will your Uncle Sivert.”

			All this seemed to mean that Uncle Sivert had not long to live, and In­ger in­sisted that little Sivert should set off at once.

			But Uncle Sivert, in­cor­ri­gible old knave, was not on his deathbed; was not even con­fined to bed at all. When young Sivert came, he found the little place in ter­rible muddle and dis­order; they had not fin­ished the spring sea­son’s work prop­erly yet—had not even car­ted out all the winter ma­nure; but as for ap­proach­ing death, there was no sign of it that he could see. Uncle Sivert was an old man now, over sev­enty; he was some­thing of an in­val­id, and pottered about half-dressed in the house, and of­ten kept his bed for a time. He needed help on the place in many ways, as, for in­stance, with the her­ring nets that hung rot­ting in the sheds. Oh, but for all that he was by no means at his last gasp; he could still eat sour fish and smoke his pipe.

			When Sivert had been there half an hour and seen how things were, he was for go­ing back home again.

			“Home?” said the old man.

			“We’re build­ing a house, and fath­er’s none to help him prop­erly.”

			“Ho!” said his uncle. “Isn’t Eleseus come home, then?”

			“Ay, but he’s not used to the work.”

			“Then why did you come at all?”

			Sivert told him about Oline and her mes­sage, how she had said that Uncle Sivert was on the point of death.

			“Point of death?” cried the old man. “Said I was on the point of death, did she? A cursed old fool!”

			“Ha ha ha!” said Sivert.

			The old man looked sternly at him. “Eh? Laugh at a dy­ing man, do you, and you called after me and all!”

			But Sivert was too young to put on a grave­yard face for that; he had nev­er cared much for his uncle. And now he wanted to get back home again.

			“Ho, so you thought so, too?” said the old man again. “Thought I was at my last gasp, and that fetched you, did it?”

			“ ’Twas Oline said so,” answered Sivert.

			His uncle was si­lent for a while, then spoke again: “Look you here. If you’ll mend that net of mine and put it right, I’ll show you some­thing.”

			“H’m,” said Sivert. “What is it?”

			“Well, nev­er you mind,” said the old man sul­lenly, and went to bed again.

			It was go­ing to be a long busi­ness, evid­ently. Sivert writhed un­com­fort­ably. He went out and took a look round the place; everything was shame­fully neg­lected and un­cared for; it was hope­less to be­gin work here. When he came in after a while, his uncle was sit­ting up, warm­ing him­self at the stove.

			“See that?” He poin­ted to an oak chest on the floor at his feet. It was his money chest. As a mat­ter of fact, it was a lined case made to hold bottles, such as vis­it­ing justices and oth­er great folk used to carry with them when trav­el­ling about the coun­try in the old days, but there were no bottles in it now; the old man had used it for his doc­u­ments and pa­pers as dis­trict treas­urer; he kept his ac­counts and his money in it now. The story ran that it was full of un­coun­ted riches; the vil­lage folk would shake their heads and say: “Ah! if I’d only as much as lies in old Sivert his chest!”

			Uncle Sivert took out a pa­per from the box and said sol­emnly: “You can read writ­ing, I sup­pose?”

			Little Sivert was not by any means a great hand at that, it is true, but he made out so much as told him he was to in­her­it all that his uncle might leave at his death.

			“There,” said the old man. “And now you can do as you please.” And he laid the pa­per back in the chest.

			Sivert was not greatly im­pressed; after all, the pa­per told him no more than he had known be­fore; ever since he was a child he had heard say that he was to have what Uncle Sivert left one day. A sight of the treas­ure would be an­oth­er mat­ter.

			“There’s some fine things in that chest, I doubt,” said he.

			“There’s more than you think,” said the old man shortly.

			He was angry and dis­ap­poin­ted with his neph­ew; he locked up the box and went to bed again. There he lay, de­liv­er­ing jets of in­form­a­tion. “I’ve been dis­trict treas­urer and warden of the pub­lic moneys in this vil­lage over thirty year; I’ve no need to beg and pray for a help­ing hand from any man! Who told Oline, I’d like to know, that I was on my deathbed? I can send three men, car­riage and cart to fetch a doc­tor if I want one. Don’t try your games with me, young man! Can’t even wait till I’m gone, it seems. I’ve shown you the doc­u­ment and you’ve seen it, and it’s there in the chest—that’s all I’ve got to say. But if you go run­ning off and leave me now, you can just carry word to Eleseus and tell him to come. He’s not named after me and called by my earthly name—let him come.”

			But for all the threat­en­ing tone, Sivert only thought a mo­ment, and said: “Ay, I’ll tell Eleseus to come.”

			Oline was still at Sel­lan­raa when Sivert got back. She had found time to pay a vis­it lower down, to Axel Ström and Bar­bro on their place, and came back full of mys­ter­ies and whis­per­ings. “That girl Bar­bro’s filling out a deal of late—Lord knows what it may mean. But not a word that I’ve said so! And here’s Sivert back again? No need to ask what news, I sup­pose? Your Uncle Sivert’s passed away? Ay, well, an old man he was and an aged one, on the brink of the grave. What—not dead? Well, well, we’ve much to be thank­ful for, and that’s a sol­emn word! Me talk­ing non­sense, you say? Oh, if I’d nev­er more to an­swer for! How was I to know your uncle he was ly­ing there a sham and a false pre­tend­er be­fore the Lord? Not long to live, that’s what I said. And I’ll hold by it, when the time comes, be­fore the Throne. What’s that you say? Well, and wasn’t he ly­ing there his very self in his bed, and fold­ing his hands on his breast and say­ing ’twould soon be over?”

			There was no ar­guing with Oline, she be­wildered her ad­versar­ies with talk and cast them down. When she learned that Uncle Sivert had sent for Eleseus, she grasped at that too, and made her own ad­vant­age of it: “There you are, and see if I was talk­ing non­sense. Here’s old Sivert call­ing up his kinsfolk and long­ing for a sight of his own flesh and blood; ay, he’s near­ing his end! You can’t re­fuse him, Eleseus; off with you at once this minute and see your uncle while there’s life in him. I’m go­ing that way too, we’ll go to­geth­er.”

			Oline did not leave Sel­lan­raa without tak­ing In­ger aside for more whis­per­ings of Bar­bro. “Not a word I’ve said—but I could see the signs of it! And now I sup­pose she’ll be wife and all on the farm there. Ay, there’s some folk are born to great things, for all they may be small as the sands of the sea in their be­gin­nings. And who’d have ever thought it of that girl Bar­bro! Axel, yes, nev­er doubt but he’s a toil­ing sort and get­ting on, and great fine lands and means and all like you’ve got here—’tis more than we know of over on our side the hills, as you know’s a true word, In­ger, be­ing born and come of the place your­self. Bar­bro, she’d a trifle of wool in a chest; ’twas naught but winter wool, and I wasn’t ask­ing and she nev­er offered me. We said but God­dag and Farvel, for all that I’d known her from she was a tod­dling child all that time I was here at Sel­lan­raa by reas­on of you be­ing away and learn­ing know­ledge at the In­sti­tute. …”

			“There’s Re­becca cry­ing,” said In­ger, break­ing in on Oline. But she gave her a hand­ful of wool.

			Then a great thanks­giv­ing speech from Oline: ay, wasn’t it just as she had said to Bar­bro her­self of In­ger, and how there was not her like to be found for giv­ing to folk; ay, she’d give till she was bare, and give her fin­gers to the bone, and nev­er com­plain. Ay, go in and see to the sweet an­gel, and nev­er was there a child in the world so like her moth­er as Re­becca—no. Did In­ger re­mem­ber how she’d said one day as she’d nev­er have chil­dren again? Ah, now she could see! No, bet­ter give ear to them as were grown old and had borne chil­dren of their own, for who should fathom the Lord His ways, said Oline.

			And with that she pad­ded off after Eleseus up through the forest, shrunken with age, grey and ab­ject, and forever nos­ing after things, im­per­ish­able. Go­ing to old Sivert now, to let him know how she, Oline, had man­aged to per­suade Eleseus to come.

			But Eleseus had needed no per­suad­ing, there was no dif­fi­culty there. For, look you, Eleseus had turned out bet­ter, after all, than he’d be­gun; a de­cent lad in his way, kindly and easy­going from a child, only noth­ing great in the way of bod­ily strength. It was not without reas­on he had been un­will­ing to come home this time; he knew well enough that his moth­er had been in pris­on for child-murder; he had nev­er heard a word about it there in the town, but at home in the vil­lage every­one would re­mem­ber. And it was not for noth­ing he had been liv­ing with com­pan­ions of an­oth­er sort. He had grown to be more sens­it­ive and finer feel­ing than ever be­fore. He knew that a fork was really just as ne­ces­sary as a knife. As a man of busi­ness, he used the terms of the new coin­age, where­as, out in the wilds, men still coun­ted money by the an­cient Daler. Ay, he was not un­will­ing to walk across the hills to oth­er parts; here, at home, he was con­stantly forced to keep down his own su­peri­or­ity. He tried his best to ad­apt him­self to the oth­ers, and he man­aged well; but it was al­ways hav­ing to be on his guard. As, for in­stance, when he had first come back to Sel­lan­raa a couple of weeks ago, he had brought with him his light spring over­coat, though it was mid­sum­mer; and when he hung it up on a nail, he might just as well have turned it so as to show the sil­ver plate in­side with his ini­tials, but he didn’t. And the same with his stick—his walk­ing-stick. True, it was only an um­brella stick really, that he had dis­mantled and taken the frame­work off; but here he had not used it as he did in town, swinging it about—only car­ried it hid­den against his thigh.

			No, it was not sur­pris­ing that Eleseus went across the hills. He was no good at build­ing houses; he was good at writ­ing with let­ters, a thing not every­one could do, but here at home there was no one in all the place that set any store by the art of it save per­haps his moth­er. He set off gaily through the woods, far ahead of Oline; he could wait for her farther up. He ran like a calf; he hur­ried. Eleseus had in a way stolen off from the farm; he was afraid of be­ing seen. For, to tell the truth, he had taken with him both spring coat and walk­ing-stick for the jour­ney. Over on the oth­er side there might be a chance of see­ing people, and be­ing seen him­self; he might even be able to go to church. And so he sweated hap­pily un­der the weight of an un­ne­ces­sary spring coat in the heat of the sun.

			They did not miss him at the build­ing, far from it. Isak had Sivert back again, and Sivert was worth a host of his broth­er at that work; he could keep at it from morn­ing to night. It did not take them long to get the frame­work up; it was only three walls, as they were build­ing out from the oth­er. And they had less trouble with the tim­ber; they could cut their planks at the saw­mill, which gave them the out­side pieces for roof­ing at the same time. And one fine day there was the house all fin­ished, be­fore their eyes, roofed, floored, and with the win­dows in. They had no time for more than this between the sea­sons; the board­ing and paint­ing would have to wait.

			

			And now came Geissler with a great fol­low­ing across the hills from Sweden. And the men with him rode on horse­back with glossy-coated horses and yel­low saddles; rich trav­el­lers they must be no doubt; stout, heavy men; the horses bowed un­der their weight. And among all these great per­son­ages came Geissler on foot. Four gen­tle­men and Geissler made up the party, and then there were a couple of ser­vants each lead­ing a pack­horse.

			The riders dis­moun­ted out­side the farm, and Geissler said: “Here’s Isak—here’s the Mar­grave of the place him­self. God­dag, Isak! I’ve come back again, you see, as I said I would.”

			Geissler was the same as ever. For all that he came on foot, his man­ner showed no con­scious­ness of in­feri­or­ity to the rest; ay, his thread­bare coat hung long and wretched-look­ing down over his shrunken back, but he put on a grand enough air for all that. He even said: “We’re go­ing up in­to the hills a bit, these gen­tle­men and my­self—it’ll do them good to get their weight down a bit.”

			The gen­tle­men them­selves were nice and pleas­ant enough; they smiled at Geissler’s words, and hoped Isak would ex­cuse their com­ing ri­ot­ing over his land like this. They had brought their own pro­vi­sions, and did not pro­pose to eat him out of house and home, but they would be glad of a roof over their heads for the night. Per­haps he could put them up in the new build­ing there?

			When they had res­ted a while, and Geissler had been in­side with In­ger and the chil­dren, the whole party went up in­to the hills and stayed out till even­ing. Now and again in the course of the af­ter­noon, the folks at Sel­lan­raa could hear an un­usu­ally heavy re­port from the dis­tance, and the train of them came down with new bags of samples. “Blue cop­per,” they said, nod­ding at the ore. They talked long and learn­edly, and con­sult­ing a sort of map they had drawn; there was an en­gin­eer among them, and a min­ing ex­pert; one ap­peared to be a big landown­er or man­ager of works. They talked of aer­i­al rail­ways and cable trac­tion. Geissler threw in a word here and there, and each time as if ad­vising them; they paid great at­ten­tion to what he said.

			“Who owns the land south of the lake?” one of them asked Isak.

			“The State,” answered Geissler quickly. He was wide awake and sharp, and held in his hand the doc­u­ment Isak had once signed with his mark. “I told you be­fore—the State,” he said. “No need to ask again. If you don’t be­lieve me, you can find out for your­self if you please.”

			Later in the even­ing, Geissler took Isak aside and said: “Look here, shall we sell that cop­per mine?”

			Said Isak: “Why, as to that, ’twas so that Lens­mand bought it of me once, and paid for it.”

			“True,” said Geissler. “I bought the ground. But then there was a pro­vi­sion that you were to have a per­cent­age of re­ceipts from work­ing or sale; are you will­ing to dis­pose of your share?”

			This was more than Isak could un­der­stand, and Geissler had to ex­plain. Isak could not work a mine, be­ing a farm­er and a clear­er of forest land; Geissler him­self couldn’t run a mine either. Money, cap­it­al? Ho, as much as he wanted, nev­er fear! But he hadn’t the time, too many things to do, al­ways run­ning about the coun­try, at­tend­ing to his prop­erty in the south, his prop­erty in the north. And now Geissler was think­ing of selling out to these Swedish gen­tle­men here; they were re­l­at­ives of his wife, all of them, and rich men. “Do you see what I mean?”

			“I’ll do it what way you please,” said Isak.

			A strange thing—this com­plete con­fid­ence seemed to com­fort Geissler won­der­fully in his thread­bare­ness. “Well, I’m not sure it’s the best thing you could do,” he said thought­fully. Then sud­denly he was cer­tain, and went on: “But if you’ll give me a free hand to act on my dis­cre­tion, I can do bet­ter for you at any rate than you could by your­self.”

			“H’m,” began Isak. “You’ve al­ways been a good man to us all here. …”

			But Geissler frowned at that, and cut him short: “All right, then.”

			Next morn­ing the gen­tle­men sat down to write. It was a ser­i­ous busi­ness; there was first of all a con­tract for forty thou­sand Kron­er for the sale of the mine, then a doc­u­ment whereby Geissler made over the whole of the money to his wife and chil­dren. Isak and Sivert were called in to wit­ness the sig­na­tures to these. When it was done, the gen­tle­men wanted to buy over Isak’s per­cent­age for a ri­dicu­lous sum—five hun­dred Kron­er. Geissler put a stop to that, how­ever. “Jest­ing apart,” he said.

			Isak him­self un­der­stood but little of the whole af­fair; he had sold the place once, and got his money. But in any case, he did not care much about Kron­er—it was not real money like Daler. Sivert, on the oth­er hand, fol­lowed the busi­ness with more un­der­stand­ing. There was some­thing pe­cu­li­ar, he thought, about the tone of these ne­go­ti­ations; it looked very much like a fam­ily af­fair between the parties. One of the strangers would say: “My dear Geissler, you ought not to have such red eyes, you know.” Whereto Geissler answered sharply, if evas­ively: “No, I ought not, I know. But we don’t all get what we ought to in this world!”

			It looked very much as if Fru Geissler’s broth­ers and kins­men were try­ing to buy off her hus­band, se­cure them­selves against his vis­its for the fu­ture, and get quit of a trouble­some re­la­tion. As to the mine, it was worth some­thing in it­self, no doubt, no one denied it; but it lay far out of the way, and the buy­ers them­selves said they were only tak­ing it over in or­der to sell it again to someone bet­ter in a po­s­i­tion to work it. There was noth­ing un­reas­on­able in that. They de­clared too, quite frankly, that they had no idea what they would be able to get for it as it stood; if it were taken up and worked, then the forty thou­sand might turn out to be only a frac­tion of what it was worth; if it were al­lowed to lie there as it was, the money was simply thrown away. But in any case, they wanted to have a clear title, without en­cum­brance, and there­fore they offered Isak five hun­dred Kron­er for his share.

			“I’m act­ing on his be­half,” said Geissler, “and I’m not go­ing to sell out his share for less than ten per­cent of the pur­chase-money.”

			“Four thou­sand!” said the oth­ers.

			“Four thou­sand,” said Geissler. “The land was his, and his share comes to four thou­sand. It wasn’t mine, and I get forty thou­sand. Kindly turn that over in your minds, if you please.”

			“Yes, but—four thou­sand Kron­er!”

			Geissler rose from his place, and said: “That, or no sale.”

			They thought it over, whispered about it, went out in­to the yard, talk­ing as long as they could. “Get the horses ready,” they called to the ser­vants. One of the gen­tle­men went in to In­ger and paid roy­ally for cof­fee, a few eggs, and their lodging. Geissler walked about with a care­less air, but he was wide awake all the same.

			“How did that ir­rig­a­tion work turn out last year?” he asked Sivert.

			“It saved the whole crop.”

			“You’ve cut away that mound there since I was here last, what?”

			“Ay.”

			“You must have an­oth­er horse on the farm,” said Geissler. He no­ticed everything.

			One of the strangers came up. “Now then, let’s get this mat­ter settled and have done with it,” he said.

			They all went in­to the new build­ing again, and Isak’s four thou­sand Kron­er were coun­ted out. Geissler was giv­en a pa­per, which he thrust in­to his pock­et as if it were of no value at all. “Keep that care­fully,” they told him, “and in a few days your wife shall have the bank­book sent.”

			Geissler puckered his fore­head and said shortly: “Very good.”

			But they were not fin­ished with Geissler yet. Not that he opened his mouth to ask for any­thing; he simply stood there, and they saw how he stood there: maybe he had stip­u­lated be­fore­hand for a trifle on his own ac­count. The lead­er gave him a bundle of notes, and Geissler simply nod­ded again, and said: “Very good.”

			“And now I think we ought to drink a glass with Geissler,” said the oth­er.

			They drank, and that was done. And then they took leave of Geissler.

			Just at that mo­ment came Brede Olsen walk­ing up. Now what did he want? Brede had doubt­less heard the re­ports of the blast­ing charges the day be­fore, and un­der­stood that there was some­thing on foot in the way of mines. And now he came up ready to sell some­thing too. He walked straight past Geissler, and ad­dressed him­self to the gen­tle­men; he had found some re­mark­able spe­ci­mens of rock here­abouts, quite ex­traordin­ary, some blood-like, oth­ers like sil­ver; he knew every cranny and corner in the hills around and could go straight to every spot; he knew of long veins of some heavy met­al—whatever it might be.

			“Have you any samples?” asked the min­ing ex­pert.

			Yes, Brede had samples. But couldn’t they just as well go up and look at the places at once? It wasn’t far. Samples—oh, sacks of them, whole pack­ing-cases full. No, he had not brought them with him, they were at home—he could run down and fetch them. But it would be quick­er just to run up in­to the hills and fetch some more, if they would only wait.

			The men shook their heads and went on their way.

			Brede looked after them with an in­jured air. If he had felt a glim­mer of hope for the mo­ment, it was gone now; fate was against him, noth­ing ever went right. Well for Brede that he was not eas­ily cast down; he looked after the men as they rode away, and said at last: “Wish you a pleas­ant jour­ney!” And that was all.

			But now he was humble again in his man­ner to­wards Geissler, his former chief, and no longer treated him as an equal, but used forms of re­spect. Geissler had taken out his pock­et­book on some pre­text or oth­er, and any­one could see that it was stuffed full of notes.

			“If only Lens­mand could help me a bit,” said Brede.

			“Go back home and work your land prop­erly,” said Geissler, and helped him not a bit.

			“I might eas­ily have brought up a whole bar­row-load of samples, but wouldn’t it have been easi­er to go up and look at the place it­self while they were here?”

			Geissler took no no­tice of him, and turned to Isak: “Did you see what I did with that doc­u­ment? It was a most im­port­ant thing—a mat­ter of sev­er­al thou­sand Kron­er. Oh, here it is, in among a bundle of notes.”

			“Who were those people?” asked Brede. “Just out for a ride, or what?”

			Geissler had been hav­ing an anxious time, no doubt, and now he cooled down. But he had still some­thing of life and eager­ness in him, enough to do a little more; he went up in­to the hills with Sivert, and took a big sheet of pa­per with him, and drew a map of the ground south of the lake—Heav­en knows what he had in mind. When he came down to the farm some hours later, Brede was still there, but Geissler took no no­tice of his ques­tions; Geissler was tired, and waved him aside.

			He slept like a stone till next morn­ing early, then he rose with the sun, and was him­self again. “Sel­lan­raa,” said he, stand­ing out­side and look­ing all round.

			“All that money,” said Isak; “does it mean I’m to have it all?”

			“All?” said Geissler. “Heav­ens, man, can’t you see it ought to have been ever so much more? And it was my busi­ness really to pay you, ac­cord­ing to our con­tract; but you saw how things were—it was the only way to man­age it. What did you get? Only a thou­sand Daler, ac­cord­ing to the old reck­on­ing. I’ve been think­ing, you’ll need an­oth­er horse on the place now.”

			“Ay.”

			“Well, I know of one. That fel­low Heyer­dahl’s as­sist­ant, he’s let­ting his place go to rack and ru­in; takes more in­terest in run­ning about selling folk up. He’s sold a deal of his stock already, and he’ll be will­ing to sell the horse.”

			“I’ll see him about it,” said Isak.

			Geissler waved his hand broadly around, and said: “Mar­grave, landown­er—that’s you! House and stock and cul­tiv­ated land—they can’t starve you out if they try!”

			“No,” said Isak. “We’ve all we could wish for that the Lord ever made.”

			Geissler went fuss­ing about the place, and sud­denly slipped in to In­ger. “Could you man­age a bit of food for me to take along again?” he asked. “Just a few wafers—no but­ter and cheese; there’s good things enough in them already. No, do as I say; I can’t carry more.”

			Out again. Geissler was rest­less, he went in­to the new build­ing and sat down to write. He had thought it all out be­fore­hand, and it did not take long now to get it down. Send­ing in an ap­plic­a­tion to the State, he ex­plained loftily to Isak—“to the Min­istry of the In­teri­or, you un­der­stand. Yes, I’ve no end of things to look after all at once.”

			When he had got his par­cel of food and had taken leave, he seemed to re­mem­ber some­thing all of a sud­den: “Oh, by the way, I’m afraid I owe you some­thing from last time—I took out a note from my pock­et­book on pur­pose, and then stuck it in my waist­coat pock­et—I found it there af­ter­wards. Too many things to think about all at once. …” He put some­thing in­to In­ger’s hand and off he went.

			Ay, off went Geissler, bravely enough to all seem­ing. Noth­ing down­cast nor any­way near­ing his end; he came to Sel­lan­raa again after, and it was long years be­fore he died. Each time he went away the Sel­lan­raa folk missed him as a friend. Isak had been think­ing of ask­ing him about Breidab­lik, get­ting his ad­vice, but noth­ing came of it. And maybe Geissler would have dis­suaded him there; have thought it a risky thing to buy up land for cul­tiv­a­tion and give it to Eleseus; to a clerk.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Uncle Sivert died after all. Eleseus spent three weeks look­ing after him, and then the old man died. Eleseus ar­ranged the fu­ner­al, and man­aged things very well; got hold of a fuch­sia or so from the cot­tages round, and bor­rowed a flag to hoist at half-mast, and bought some black stuff from the store for lowered blinds. Isak and In­ger were sent for, and came to the buri­al. Eleseus ac­ted as host, and served out re­fresh­ments to the guests; ay, and when the body was car­ried out, and they had sung a hymn, Eleseus ac­tu­ally said a few suit­able words over the coffin, and his moth­er was so proud and touched that she had to use her handker­chief. Everything went off splen­didly.

			Then on the way home with his fath­er, Eleseus had to carry that spring coat of his openly, though he man­aged to hide the stick in one of the sleeves. All went well till they had to cross the wa­ter in a boat; then his fath­er sat down un­ex­pec­tedly on the coat, and there was a crack. “What was that?” asked Isak.

			“Oh, noth­ing,” said Eleseus.

			But he did not throw the broken stick away; as soon as they got home, he set about look­ing for a bit of tube or some­thing to mend it with. “We’ll fix it all right,” said Sivert, the in­cor­ri­gible. “Look here, get a good stout splint of wood on either side, and lash all fast with waxed thread. …”

			“I’ll lash you with waxed thread,” said Eleseus.

			“Ha ha ha! Well, per­haps you’d rather tie it up neatly with a red garter?”

			“Ha ha ha,” said Eleseus him­self at that; but he went in to his moth­er, and got her to give him an old thimble, filed off the end, and made quite a fine fer­rule. Oh, Eleseus was not so help­less after all, with his long, white hands.

			The broth­ers teased each oth­er as much as ever. “Am I to have what Uncle Sivert’s left?” asked Eleseus.

			“You have it? How much is it?” asked Sivert.

			“Ha ha ha, you want to know how much it is first, you old miser!”

			“Well, you can have it, any­way,” said Sivert.

			“It’s between five and ten thou­sand.”

			“Daler?” cried Sivert; he couldn’t help it.

			Now Eleseus nev­er reckoned in Daler, but he didn’t like to say no at the time, so he just nod­ded, and left it at that till next day.

			Then he took up the mat­ter again. “Aren’t you sorry you gave me all that yes­ter­day?” he said.

			“Wood­en­head! Of course not,” said Sivert. That was what he said, but—well, five thou­sand Daler was five thou­sand Daler, and no little sum; if his broth­er were any­thing but a lousy In­di­an sav­age, he ought to give back half.

			“Well, to tell the truth,” ex­plained Eleseus, “I don’t reck­on to get fat on that leg­acy, after all.”

			Sivert looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment. “Ho, don’t you?”

			“No, noth­ing spe­cial, that is to say. Not what you might call par ex­cel­lence.”

			Eleseus had some no­tions of ac­counts, of course, and Uncle Sivert’s money-chest, the fam­ous bottle-case, had been opened and ex­amined while he was there; he had had to go through all the ac­counts and make up a bal­ance sheet. Uncle Sivert had not set this neph­ew to work on the fields or mend­ing of her­ring nets; he had ini­ti­ated him in­to a com­plex muddle of fig­ures, the weird­est book­keep­ing ever seen. If a man had paid his taxes some years back in kind, with a goat, say, or a load of dried cod, there was neither flesh nor fish to show for it now; but old Sivert searched his memory and said, “He’s paid!”

			“Right, then we’ll cross him out,” said Sivert.

			Eleseus was the man for this sort of work; he was bright and quick, and en­cour­aged the in­val­id by as­sur­ing him that things were all right; the two had got on well to­geth­er, even to jest­ing at times. Eleseus was a bit of a fool, per­haps, in some things, but so was his uncle; and the two of them sat there draw­ing up elab­or­ate doc­u­ments in fa­vour not only of little Sivert but also to be­ne­fit the vil­lage, the com­mune which the old man had served for thirty years. Oh, they were grand days! “I couldn’t have got a bet­ter man to help with all this than you, Eleseus boy,” said Uncle Sivert. He sent out and bought mut­ton, in the middle of the sum­mer; fish was brought up fresh from the sea, Eleseus be­ing ordered to pay cash from the chest. They lived well enough. They got hold of Oline—they couldn’t have found a bet­ter per­son to in­vite to a feast, nor one more sure to spread abroad the news of Uncle Sivert’s great­ness to the end. And the sat­is­fac­tion was mu­tu­al. “We must do some­thing for Oline, too,” said Uncle Sivert, “she be­ing a wid­ow and not well off. There’ll be enough for little Sivert, any­how.” Eleseus man­aged it with a few strokes of the pen; a mere co­di­cil to the last will and test­a­ment, and lo, Oline was also a sharer in the in­her­it­ance.

			“I’ll look after you,” said Uncle Sivert to her. “If so be I shouldn’t get bet­ter this time and get about again on earth I’ll take care you’re not left out.” Oline de­clared that she was speech­less, but speech­less she was not; she wept and was touched to the heart and grate­ful; there was none to com­pare with Oline for find­ing the im­me­di­ate con­nec­tion between a worldly gift and be­ing “re­paid a thou­sand­fold etern­ally in the world to come.” No, speech­less she was not.

			But Eleseus? At first, per­haps, he may have taken a bright enough view of his uncle’s af­fairs, but after a while he began to think things over and talk as well. He tried at first with a slight hint: “The ac­counts aren’t ex­actly as they should be,” he said.

			“Well, nev­er mind that,” said the old man. “There’ll be enough and to spare when I’m gone.”

			“You’ve money out­stand­ing be­sides, maybe?” said Eleseus. “In a bank, or so?” For so re­port had said.

			“H’m,” said the old man. “That’s as it may be. But, any­how, with the fish­ery, the farm and build­ings and stock, red cows and white cows and all—don’t you worry about that, Eleseus, my boy.”

			Eleseus had no idea what the fish­ery busi­ness might be worth, but he had seen the live­stock; it con­sisted of one cow, partly red and partly white. Uncle Sivert must have been de­li­ri­ous. Some of the ac­counts, too, were dif­fi­cult to make out at all; they were a muddle, a bare jumble of fig­ures, es­pe­cially from the date when the coin­age was changed; the dis­trict treas­urer had fre­quently reckoned the small Kron­er as if they were full Daler. No won­der he fan­cied him­self rich! But when everything was re­duced to some­thing like or­der, Eleseus feared there would not be much left over. Per­haps not enough to settle at all.

			Ay, Sivert might eas­ily prom­ise him all that came to him from his uncle!

			The two broth­ers jes­ted about it. Sivert was not up­set over the mat­ter, not at all; per­haps, in­deed, it might have irked him some­thing more if he really had thrown away five thou­sand Daler. He knew well enough that it had been a mere spec­u­la­tion, nam­ing him after his uncle; he had no claim to any­thing there. And now he pressed Eleseus to take what there was. “It’s to be yours, of course,” said he. “Come along, let’s get it set down in writ­ing. I’d like to see you a rich man. Don’t be too proud to take it!”

			Ay, they had many a laugh to­geth­er. Sivert, in­deed, was the one that helped most to keep Eleseus at home; it would have been much harder but for him.

			As a mat­ter of fact, Eleseus was get­ting rather spoiled again; the three weeks’ id­ling on the oth­er side of the hills had not done him any good. He had also been to church there, and made a show; ay, he had even met some girls there. Here at Sel­lan­raa there was noth­ing of that sort; Jensine, the ser­vant-maid, was a mere noth­ing, a work­er and no more, rather suited to Sivert.

			“I’ve a fancy to see how that girl Bar­bro from Breidab­lik turned out now she’s grown up,” said Eleseus one day.

			“Well, go down to Axel Ström’s place and see,” said Sivert.

			Eleseus went down one Sunday. Ay, he had been away, gained con­fid­ence and high spir­its once more; he had tasted ex­cite­ment of a sort, and he made things live­li­er at Axel’s little place. Bar­bro her­self was by no means to be des­pised; at any rate she was the only one any­where near. She played the gui­tar and talked read­ily; moreover, she did not smell of tansy, but of real scent, the sort you buy in shops. Eleseus, on his part, let it be un­der­stood that he was only home for a hol­i­day, and would soon be called back to the of­fice again. But it was not so bad be­ing at home after all, in the old place, and, of course, he had the little bed­room to live in. But it was not like be­ing in town!

			“Nay, that’s a true word,” said Bar­bro, “Town’s very dif­fer­ent from this.”

			Axel him­self was al­to­geth­er out of it with these two town-folk; he found it dull with them, and pre­ferred to go out and look over his land. The pair of them were left to do as they liked, and Eleseus man­aged things grandly. He told how he had been over to the neigh­bour­ing vil­lage to bury his uncle, and did not for­get to men­tion the speech he had made over the coffin.

			When he took his leave, he asked Bar­bro to go part of the way home with him. But Bar­bro, thank you, was not in­clined that way.

			“Is that the way they do things where you’ve been,” she asked—“for the ladies to es­cort the gen­tle­men home?”

			That was a nasty hit for Eleseus; he turned red, and un­der­stood he had of­fen­ded her.

			Nev­er­the­less, he went down to Maane­land again next Sunday, and this time he took his stick. They talked as be­fore, and Axel was out of it al­to­geth­er, as be­fore. “ ’Tis a big place your fath­er’s got,” said he. “And build­ing again, now, it seems.”

			“Ay, it’s all very well for him,” said Eleseus, anxious to show off a little. “He can af­ford it. It’s an­oth­er mat­ter with poor folk like ourselves.”

			“How d’you mean?”

			“Oh, haven’t you heard? There’s been some Swedish mil­lion­aires came down the oth­er day and bought a mine of him, a cop­per mine.”

			“Why, you don’t say? And he’ll have got a heap of money for it, then?”

			“Enorm­ous. Well, I don’t want to boast, but it was at any rate ever so many thou­sands. What was I go­ing to say? Build? You’ve a deal of tim­ber ly­ing about here your­self. When are you go­ing to start?”

			Bar­bro put in her word here: “Nev­er!”

			Now that was pure ex­ag­ger­a­tion and im­per­tin­ence. Axel had got his stones the au­tumn be­fore, and car­ted them home that winter; now, between sea­sons, he had got the found­a­tion walls done, and cel­lar and all else—all that re­mained was to build the timbered part above. He was hop­ing to get part of it roofed in this au­tumn, and had thought of ask­ing Sivert to lend him a hand for a few days—what did Eleseus think of that?

			Eleseus thought like as not. “But why not ask me?” he said, smil­ing.

			“You?” said Axel, and he spoke with sud­den re­spect at the idea. “You’ve tal­ents for oth­er things than that, I take it.”

			Oh, but it was pleas­ant to find one­self ap­pre­ci­ated here in the wilds! “Why, I’m afraid my hands aren’t much good at that sort of work,” said Eleseus del­ic­ately.

			“Let me look,” said Bar­bro, and took his hand.

			Axel dropped out of the con­ver­sa­tion again, and went out, leav­ing the two of them alone. They were of an age, had been to school to­geth­er, and played and kissed each oth­er and raced about; and now, with a fine dis­dain­ful care­less­ness, they talked of old times—ex­chan­ging re­min­is­cences—and Bar­bro, per­haps, was in­clined to show off a little be­fore her com­pan­ion. True, this Eleseus was not like the really fine young men in of­fices, that wore glasses and gold watches and so on, but he could pass for a gen­tle­man here in the wilds, there was no deny­ing that. And she took out her pho­to­graph now and showed him—that’s what she looked like then—“all dif­fer­ent now, of course.” And Bar­bro sighed.

			“Why, what’s the mat­ter with you now?” he asked.

			“Don’t you think I’ve changed for the worse since then?”

			“Changed for the worse, in­deed! Well, I don’t mind telling you you’re ever so much pret­ti­er now,” said he, “filled out all round. For the worse? Ho! That’s a fine idea!”

			“But it’s a nice dress, don’t you think? Cut open just a bit front and back. And then I had that sil­ver chain you see there, and it cost a heap of money, too; it was a present from one of the young clerks I was with then. But I lost it. Not ex­actly lost it, you know, but I wanted money to come home.”

			Eleseus asked: “Can I have the photo to keep?”

			“To keep? H’m. What’ll you give me for it?”

			Oh, Eleseus knew well enough what he wanted to say, but he dared not. “I’ll have mine taken when I go back to town,” he said in­stead, “and send it you.”

			Bar­bro put away the pho­to­graph. “No, it’s the only one I’ve left.”

			That was a stroke of dark­ness to his young heart, and he stretched out his hand to­wards the pic­ture.

			“Well, give me some­thing for it, now,” she said, laugh­ing. And at that he up and kissed her prop­erly.

			After that it was easi­er all round; Eleseus brightened up, and got on finely. They flir­ted and joked and laughed, and were ex­cel­lent friends. “When you took my hand just now it was like a bit of swan’s down—yours, I mean.”

			“Oh, you’ll be go­ing back to town again, and nev­er come back here, I’ll be bound,” said Bar­bro.

			“Do you think I’m that sort?” said Eleseus.

			“Ah, I dare say there’s a some­body there you’re fond of.”

			“No, there isn’t. Between you and me, I’m not en­gaged at all,” said he.

			“Oh yes, you are; I know.”

			“No, sol­emn fact, I’m not.”

			They car­ried on like this quite a while; Eleseus was plainly in love. “I’ll write to you,” said he. “May I?”

			“Yes,” said she.

			“For I wouldn’t be mean enough if you didn’t care about it, you know.” And sud­denly he was jeal­ous, and asked: “I’ve heard say you’re prom­ised to Axel here; is it true?”

			“Axel?” she said scorn­fully, and he brightened up again. “I’ll see him farther!” But then she turned pen­it­ent, and ad­ded: “Alex, he’s good enough for me, though. … And he takes in a pa­per all for me to read, and gives me things now and again—lots of things. I will say that.”

			“Oh, of course,” Eleseus agreed. “He may be an ex­cel­lent fel­low in his way, but that’s not everything. …”

			But the thought of Axel seemed to have made Bar­bro anxious; she got up, and said to Eleseus: “You’ll have to go now; I must see to the an­im­als.”

			Next Sunday Eleseus went down a good deal later than usu­al, and car­ried the let­ter him­self. It was a let­ter! A whole week of ex­cite­ment, all the trouble it had cost him to write, but here it was at last; he had man­aged to pro­duce a let­ter: “To Fröken Bar­bro Bredesen. It is two or three times now I have had the in­ex­press­ible de­light of see­ing you again. …”

			Com­ing so late as he did now, Bar­bro must at any rate have fin­ished see­ing to the an­im­als, and might per­haps have gone to bed already. That wouldn’t mat­ter—quite the re­verse, in­deed.

			But Bar­bro was up, sit­ting in the hut. She looked now as if she had sud­denly lost all idea of be­ing nice to him and mak­ing love—Eleseus fan­cied Axel had per­haps got hold of her and warned her.

			“Here’s the let­ter I prom­ised you,” he said.

			“Thank you,” said she, and opened it, and read it through without seem­ing much moved. “I wish I could write as nice a hand as that,” she said.

			Eleseus was dis­ap­poin­ted. What had he done—what was the mat­ter with her? And where was Axel? He was not there. Be­gin­ning to get tired of these fool­ish Sunday vis­its, per­haps, and pre­ferred to stay away; or he might have had some busi­ness to keep him over, when he went down to the vil­lage the day be­fore. Any­how, he was not there.

			“What d’you want to sit here in this stuffy old place for on a lovely even­ing?” asked Eleseus. “Come out for a walk.”

			“I’m wait­ing for Axel,” she answered.

			“Axel? Can’t you live without Axel, then?”

			“Yes. But he’ll want some­thing to eat when he comes back.”

			Time went, time dribbled away, they came no near­er each oth­er; Bar­bro was as cross and con­trary as ever. He tried telling her again of his vis­it across the hills, and did not for­get about the speech he had made: “ ’Twasn’t much I had to say, but all the same it brought out the tears from some of them.”

			“Did it?” said she.

			“And then one Sunday I went to church.”

			“What news there?”

			“News? Oh, noth­ing. Only to have a look round. Not much of a priest, as far as I know any­thing about it; no sort of man­ner, he had.”

			Time went.

			“What d’you think Axel’d say if he found you here this even­ing again?” said Bar­bro sud­denly.

			There was a thing to say! It was as if she had struck him. Had she for­got­ten all about last time? Hadn’t they agreed that he was to come this even­ing? Eleseus was deeply hurt, and mur­mured: “I can go, if you like. What have I done?” he asked then, his lips trem­bling. He was in dis­tress, in trouble, that was plain to see.

			“Done? Oh, you haven’t done any­thing.”

			“Well, what’s the mat­ter with you, any­way, this even­ing?”

			“With me? Ha ha ha!—But come to think of it, ’tis no won­der Axel should be angry.”

			“I’ll go, then,” said Eleseus again. But she was still in­dif­fer­ent, not in the least afraid, caring noth­ing that he sat there strug­gling with his feel­ings. Fool of a wo­man!

			And now he began to grow angry; he hin­ted his dis­pleas­ure at first del­ic­ately: to the ef­fect that she was a nice sort in­deed, and a cred­it to her sex, huh! But when that pro­duced no ef­fect—oh, he would have done bet­ter to en­dure it pa­tiently, and say noth­ing. But he grew no bet­ter for that; he said: “If I’d known you were go­ing to be like this, I’d nev­er have come this even­ing at all.”

			“Well, what if you hadn’t?” said she. “You’d have lost a chance of air­ing that cane of yours that you’re so fond of.”

			Oh, Bar­bro, she had lived in Ber­gen, she knew how to jeer at a man; she had seen real walk­ing-sticks, and could ask now what he wanted to go swinging a patched-up um­brella handle like that for. But he let her go on.

			“I sup­pose now you’ll be want­ing that pho­to­graph back you gave me,” he said. And if that didn’t move her, surely noth­ing would, for among folks in the wilds, there was noth­ing coun­ted so mean as to take back a gift.

			“That’s as it may be,” she answered evas­ively.

			“Oh, you shall have it all right,” he answered bravely. “I’ll send it back at once, nev­er fear. And now per­haps you’ll give me back my let­ter.” Eleseus rose to his feet.

			Very well; she gave him back the let­ter. But now the tears came in­to her eyes as she did so; this ser­vant girl was touched; her friend was for­sak­ing her—good­bye forever!

			“You’ve no need to go,” she said. “I don’t care for what Axel says.”

			But Eleseus had the up­per hand now, and must use it; he thanked her and said good­bye. “When a lady car­ries on that way,” he said, “there’s noth­ing else to be done.”

			He left the house, quietly, and walked up home­ward, whist­ling, swinging his stick, and play­ing the man. Huh! A little while after came Bar­bro walk­ing up; she called to him once or twice. Very well; he stopped, so he did, but was a wounded li­on. She sat down in the heath­er look­ing pen­it­ent; she fid­geted with a sprig, and a little after he too softened, and asked for a kiss, the last time, just to say good­bye, he said. No, she would not. “Be nice and be a dear, like you were last time,” he begged, and moved round her on all sides, step­ping quickly, if he could see his chance. But she would not be a dear; she got up. And there she stood. And at that he simply nod­ded and went.

			When he was out of sight, Axel ap­peared sud­denly from be­hind some bushes. Bar­bro star­ted, all taken aback, and asked: “What’s that—where have you been? Up that way?”

			“No; I’ve been down that way,” he answered. “But I saw you two go­ing up here.”

			“Ho, did you? And a lot of good it did you, I dare say,” she cried, sud­denly furi­ous. She was cer­tainly not easi­er to deal with now. “What are you pok­ing and sniff­ing about after, I’d like to know? What’s it to do with you?”

			Axel was not in the best of tem­per him­self. “H’m. So he’s been here again today?”

			“Well, what if he has? What do you want with him?”

			“I want with him? It’s what you want with him, I’d like to ask. You ought to be ashamed.”

			“Ashamed? Huh! The least said about that, if you ask me,” said Bar­bro. “I’m here to sit in the house like a statue, I sup­pose? What have I got to be ashamed of, any­way? If you like to go and get someone else to look after the place, I’m ready to go. You hold your tongue, that’s all I’ve got to say, if it’s not too much to ask. I’m go­ing back now to get your sup­per and make the cof­fee, and after that I can do as I please.”

			They came home with the quar­rel at its height.

			No, they were not al­ways the best of friends, Axel and Bar­bro; there was trouble now and again. She had been with him now for a couple of years, and they had had words be­fore; mostly when Bar­bro talked of find­ing an­oth­er place. He wanted her to stay there forever, to settle down there and share the house and life with him; he knew how hard it would be for him if he were left without help again. And she had prom­ised sev­er­al times—ay, in her more af­fec­tion­ate mo­ments she would not think of go­ing away at all. But the mo­ment they quar­relled about any­thing, she in­vari­ably threatened to go. If for noth­ing else, she must go to have her teeth seen to in town. Go, go away … Axel felt he must find a means to keep her.

			Keep her? A lot Bar­bro cared for his try­ing to keep her if she didn’t want to stay.

			“Ho, so you want to go away again?” said he.

			“Well, and if I do?”

			“Can you, d’you think?”

			“Well, and why not? If you think I’m afraid be­cause the winter’s com­ing on … But I can get a place in Ber­gen any day I like.”

			Then said Axel stead­ily enough: “It’ll be some time be­fore you can do that, any­way. As long as you’re with child.”

			“With child? What are you talk­ing about?”

			Axel stared. Was the girl mad? True, he him­self should have been more pa­tient. Now that he had the means of keep­ing her, he had grown too con­fid­ent, and that was a mis­take; there was no need to be sharp with her and make her wild; he need not have ordered her in so many words to help him with the pota­toes that spring—he might have planted them by him­self. There would be plenty of time for him to as­sert his au­thor­ity after they were mar­ried; un­til then he ought to have had sense enough to give way.

			But—it was too bad, this busi­ness with Eleseus, this clerk, who came swag­ger­ing about with his walk­ing-stick and all his fine talk. For a girl to carry on like that when she was prom­ised to an­oth­er man—and in her con­di­tion! It was bey­ond un­der­stand­ing. Up to then, Axel had had no rival to com­pete with—now, it was dif­fer­ent.

			“Here’s a new pa­per for you,” he said. “And here’s a bit of a thing I got you. Don’t know if you’ll care about it.”

			Bar­bro was cold. They were sit­ting there to­geth­er, drink­ing scald­ing hot cof­fee from the bowl, but for all that she answered icy cold:

			“I sup­pose that’s the gold ring you’ve been prom­ising me this twelve­month and more.”

			This, how­ever, was bey­ond the mark, for it was the ring after all. But a gold ring it was not, and that he had nev­er prom­ised her—’twas an in­ven­tion of her own; sil­ver it was, with gilt hands clasped, real sil­ver, with the mark on and all. But ah, that un­lucky voy­age of hers to Ber­gen! Bar­bro had seen real en­gage­ment rings—no use telling her!

			“That ring! Huh! You can keep it your­self.”

			“What’s wrong with it, then?”

			“Wrong with it? There’s noth­ing wrong with it that I know,” she answered, and got up to clear the table.

			“Why, you’ll needs make do with it for now,” he said. “Maybe I’ll man­age an­oth­er some day.”

			Bar­bro made no an­swer.

			A thank­less creature was Bar­bro this even­ing. A new sil­ver ring—she might at least have thanked him nicely for it. It must be that clerk with the town ways that had turned her head. Axel could not help say­ing: “I’d like to know what that fel­low Eleseus keeps com­ing here for, any­way. What does he want with you?”

			“With me?”

			“Ay. Is he such a green­horn and can’t see how ’tis with you now? Hasn’t he eyes in his head?”

			Bar­bro turned on him straight at that: “Oh, so you think you’ve got a hold on me be­cause of that? You’ll find out you’re wrong, that’s all.”

			“Ho!” said Axel.

			“Ay, and I’ll not stay here, neither.”

			But Axel only smiled a little at this; not broadly and laugh­ing in her face, no; for he did not mean to cross her. And then he spoke sooth­ingly, as to a child: “Be a good girl now, Bar­bro. ’Tis you and me, you know.”

			And of course in the end Bar­bro gave in and was good, and even went to sleep with the sil­ver ring on her fin­ger.

			It would all come right in time, nev­er fear.

			For the two in the hut, yes. But what about Eleseus? ’Twas worse with him; he found it hard to get over the shame­ful way Bar­bro had treated him. He knew noth­ing of hys­ter­ics, and took it as all pure cruelty on her part; that girl Bar­bro from Breidab­lik thought a deal too much of her­self, even though she had been in Ber­gen. …

			He sent her back the pho­to­graph in a way of his own—took it down him­self one night and stuck it through the door to her in the hayloft, where she slept. ’Twas not done in any rough un­man­nerly way, not at all; he had fid­geted with the door a long time so as to wake her, and when she rose up on her el­bow and asked, “What’s the mat­ter; can’t you find your way in this even­ing?” he un­der­stood the ques­tion was meant for someone else, and it went through him like a needle; like a sabre.

			He walked back home—no walk­ing-stick, no whist­ling. He did not care about play­ing the man any longer. A stab at the heart is no light mat­ter.

			And was that the last of it?

			One Sunday he went down just to look; to peep and spy. With a sickly and un­nat­ur­al pa­tience he lay in hid­ing among the bushes, star­ing over at the hut. And when at last there came a sign of life and move­ment it was enough to make an end of him al­to­geth­er: Axel and Bar­bro came out to­geth­er and went across to the cow­shed. They were lov­ing and af­fec­tion­ate now, ay, they had a blessed hour; they walked with their arms round each oth­er, and he was go­ing to help her with the an­im­als. Ho, yes!

			Eleseus watched the pair with a look as if he had lost all; as a ruined man. And his thought, maybe, was like this: There she goes arm in arm with Axel Ström. How she could ever do it I can’t think; there was a time when she put her arms round me! And there they dis­ap­peared in­to the shed.

			Well, let them! Huh! Was he to lie here in the bushes and for­get him­self? A nice thing for him—to lie there flat on his belly and for­get him­self. Who was she, after all? But he was the man he was. Huh! again.

			He sprang to his feet and stood up. Brushed the twigs and dust from his clothes and drew him­self up and stood up­right again. His rage and des­per­a­tion came out in a curi­ous fash­ion now: he threw all care to the winds, and began singing a bal­lad of highly frivol­ous im­port. And there was an earn­est ex­pres­sion on his face as he took care to sing the worst parts loudest of all.

		
	
		
			XIX

			Isak came back from the vil­lage with a horse. Ay, it had come to that; he had bought the horse from the Lens­mand’s as­sist­ant; the an­im­al was for sale, as Geissler had said, but it cost two hun­dred and forty Kron­er—that was sixty Daler. The price of horse­flesh had gone up bey­ond all bounds: when Isak was a boy the best horse could be bought for fifty Daler.

			But why had he nev­er raised a horse him­self? He had thought of it, had ima­gined a nice little foal—that he had been wait­ing for these two years past. That was a busi­ness for folk who could spare the time from their land, could leave waste patches ly­ing waste till they got a horse to carry home the crop. The Lens­mand’s as­sist­ant had said: “I don’t care about pay­ing for a horse’s keep my­self; I’ve no more hay than my wo­men­folk can get it in by them­selves while I’m away on duty.”

			The new horse was an old idea of Isak’s, he had been think­ing of it for years; it was not Geissler who had put him up to it. And he had also made pre­par­a­tions such as he could; a new stall, a new rope for teth­er­ing it in the sum­mer; as for carts, he had some already, he must make some more for the au­tumn. Most im­port­ant of all was the fod­der, and he had not for­got­ten that, of course; or why should he have thought it so im­port­ant to get that last patch broken up last year if it hadn’t been to save get­ting rid of one of the cows, and yet have enough keep for a new horse? It was, sown for green fod­der now; that was for the calv­ing cows.

			Ay, he had thought it all out. Well might In­ger be as­ton­ished again, and clap her hands just as in the old days.

			Isak brought news from the vil­lage; Breidab­lik was to be sold, there was a no­tice out­side the church. The bit of crop, such as it was—hay and pota­toes—to go with the rest. Per­haps the live­stock too; a few beasts only, noth­ing big.

			“Is he go­ing to sell up the home al­to­geth­er and leave noth­ing?” cried In­ger. “And where’s he go­ing to live?”

			“In the vil­lage.”

			It was true enough. Brede was go­ing back to the till­age. But he had first tried to get Axel Ström to let him live there with Bar­bro. He didn’t suc­ceed. Brede would nev­er dream of in­ter­fer­ing with the re­la­tions between his daugh­ter and Axel, so he was care­ful not to make him­self a nuis­ance, though to be sure it was a hard set­back, with all the rest. Axel was go­ing to get his new house built that au­tumn; well, then, when he and Bar­bro moved in there, why couldn’t Brede and his fam­ily have a hut? No! ’Twas so with Brede, he didn’t look at things like a farm­er and a set­tler on new land; he didn’t un­der­stand that Axel had to move out be­cause he wanted the hut for his grow­ing stock; the hut was to be a new cow­shed. And even when this was ex­plained to him, he failed to see the point of view; surely hu­man be­ings should come be­fore an­im­als, he said. No, a set­tler’s way was dif­fer­ent; an­im­als first; a man could al­ways find him­self a shel­ter for the winter. But Bar­bro put in a word her­self now: “Ho, so you put the an­im­als first and us after? ’Tis just as well I know it!” So Axel had made en­emies of a whole fam­ily be­cause he hadn’t room to house them. But he would not give way. He was no good-natured fool, was Axel, but on the con­trary he had grown more and more care­ful; he knew well that a crowd like that mov­ing in would give him so many more mouths to fill. Brede bade his daugh­ter be quiet, and tried to make out that he him­self would rather move down to the vil­lage again; couldn’t en­dure life in the wil­der­ness, he said—’twas only for that reas­on he was selling the place.

			Oh, but to tell the truth it was not so much Brede was selling the place; ’twas the Bank and the store­keep­er were selling up Breidab­lik, though for the sake of ap­pear­ances they let it be done in Brede’s name. That way, he thought he was saved from dis­grace. And Brede was not al­to­geth­er de­jec­ted when Isak met him; he con­soled him­self with the thought that he was still In­spect­or on the tele­graph line; that was a reg­u­lar in­come, any­way, and in time he would be able to work up to his old po­s­i­tion in the place as the Lens­mand’s com­pan­ion and this and that. He was some­thing af­fected at the change, of course; ’twas not so easy to say good­bye to a place where one had lived and toiled and moiled so many years, and come to care for. But Brede, good man, was nev­er long cast down. ’Twas his best point, the charm of him. He had once in his life taken it in­to his head to be a tiller of the soil, ’twas an in­spir­a­tion had come to him. True, he had not made a suc­cess of it, but he had taken up oth­er plans in the same airy way and got on bet­ter; and who could say—per­haps his samples of ore might after all turn out some­thing won­der­ful in time! And then look at Bar­bro, he had got her fixed up there at Maane­land, and she’d not be leav­ing Axel Ström now, that he could swear—’twas plain in­deed for any­one to see.

			No, there was noth­ing to fear as long as he had his health and could work for him­self and those that looked to him, said Brede Olsen. And the chil­dren were just grow­ing up, and big enough now to go out and make their own way in the world, said he. Helge was gone to the her­ring fish­er­ies already, and Kat­rine was go­ing to help at the doc­tor’s. That left only the two young­est—well, well, there was a third on the way, true, but, any­how …

			Isak had more news from the vil­lage: the Lens­mand’s lady had had a baby. In­ger sud­denly in­ter­ested at this: “Boy or girl?”

			“Why, I didn’t hear which,” said Isak.

			But the Lens­mand’s lady had had a child after all—after all the way she’d spoken at the wo­men’s club about the in­creas­ing birthrate among the poor; bet­ter give wo­men the fran­chise and let them have some say in their own af­fairs, she said. And now she was caught. Yes, the par­son’s wife had said, “She’s had some say in lots of things—but her own af­fairs are none the bet­ter for it, ha ha ha!” And that was a clev­er say­ing that went the round of the vil­lage, and there were many that un­der­stood what was meant—In­ger no doubt as well; it was only Isak who did not un­der­stand.

			Isak un­der­stood his work, his call­ing. He was a rich man now, with a big farm, but the heavy cash pay­ments that had come to him by a lucky chance he used but poorly; he put the money aside. The land saved him. If he had lived down in the vil­lage, maybe the great world would have af­fected even him; so much gaiety, so many el­eg­ant man­ners and ways; he would have been buy­ing use­less trifles, and wear­ing a red Sunday shirt on week­days. Here in the wilds he was sheltered from all im­mod­er­a­tion; he lived in clear air, washed him­self on Sunday morn­ings, and took a bath when he went up to the lake. Those thou­sand Daler—well, ’twas a gift from Heav­en, to be kept in­tact. What else should he do? His or­din­ary out­go­ings were more than covered by the pro­duce of his fields and stock.

			Eleseus, of course, knew bet­ter; he had ad­vised his fath­er to put the money in the Bank. Well, per­haps that was the best, but Isak had put off do­ing it for the present—per­haps it would nev­er be done at all. Not that Isak was above tak­ing ad­vice from his son; Eleseus was no fool, as he showed later on. Now, in the hay­mak­ing sea­son, he had tried his hand with the scythe—but he was no mas­ter hand at that, no. He kept close to Sivert, and had to get him to use the whet­stone every time. But Eleseus had long arms and could pick up hay in first-rate fash­ion. And he and Sivert and Leo­poldine, and Jensine the ser­vant-maid, they were all busy now in the fields with the first lot of hay that year. Eleseus did not spare him­self either, but raked away till his hands were blistered and had to be wrapped in rags. He had lost his ap­pet­ite for a week or so, but worked none the worse for it now. Some­thing had come over the boy; it looked per­haps as if a cer­tain un­happy love af­fair or some­thing of the sort, a touch of nev­er-to-be-for­got­ten sor­row and dis­tress, had done him a world of good. And, look you, he had by now smoked the last of the to­bacco he had brought with him from town; or­din­ar­ily, that would have been enough to make a clerk go about banging doors and ex­press­ing him­self em­phat­ic­ally upon many points; but no, Eleseus only grew the stead­i­er for it firmer and more up­right; a man in­deed. Even Sivert, the jester, could not put him out of coun­ten­ance. Today the pair of them were ly­ing out on boulders in the river to drink, and Sivert im­prudently offered to get some ex­tra fine moss and dry it for to­bacco—“un­less you’d rather smoke it raw?” he said.

			“I’ll give you to­bacco,” said Eleseus, and reach­ing out, ducked Sivert head and shoulders in the wa­ter. Ho, one for him! Sivert came back with his hair still drip­ping.

			“Looks like Eleseus he’s turn­ing out for the good,” thought Isak to him­self, watch­ing his son at work. And to In­ger he said: “H’m—won­der if Eleseus he’ll be stay­ing home now for good?”

			And she just as queerly cau­tious again: “ ’Tis more than I can say. No, I doubt if he will.”

			“Ho! Have you said a word of it to him­self?”

			“No—well, yes, I’ve talked a bit with him, maybe. But that’s the way I think.”

			“Like to know, now—sup­pose he’d a bit of land of his own. …”

			“How do you mean?”

			“If he’d work on a place of his own?”

			“No.”

			“Well, have you said any­thing?”

			“Said any­thing? Can’t you see for your­self? No, I don’t see any­thing in him Eleseus, that way.”

			“Don’t sit there talk­ing ill of him,” said Isak im­par­tially. “All I can see is, he’s do­ing a good day’s work down there.”

			“Ay, maybe,” said In­ger sub­missively.

			“And I can’t see what you’ve got to find fault with the lad,” cried Isak, evid­ently dis­pleased. “He does his work bet­ter and bet­ter every day, and what can you ask more?”

			In­ger mur­mured: “Ay, but he’s not like he used to be. You try talk­ing to him about waist­coats.”

			“About waist­coats? What d’you mean?”

			“How he used to wear white waist­coats in sum­mer when he was in town, so he says.”

			Isak pondered this a while; it was bey­ond him. “Well, can’t he have a white waist­coat?” he said. Isak was out of his depth here; of course it was only wo­men’s non­sense; to his mind, the boy had a per­fect right to a white waist­coat, if it pleased him; any­how, he couldn’t see what there was to make a fuss about, and was in­clined to put the mat­ter aside and go on.

			“Well, what do you think, if he had Brede’s bit of land to work on?”

			“Who?” said In­ger.

			“Him Eleseus.”

			“Breidab­lik? Nay, ’tis more than’s worth your while.”

			The fact was, she had already been talk­ing over that very plan with Eleseus, she had heard it from Sivert, who could not keep the secret. And in­deed, why should Sivert keep the mat­ter secret when his fath­er had surely told him of it on pur­pose to feel his way? It was not the first time he had used Sivert as a go-between. Well, but what had Eleseus answered? Just as be­fore, as in his let­ters from town, that no, he would not throw away all he had learned, and be an in­sig­ni­fic­ant noth­ing again. That was what he had said. Well, and then his moth­er had brought out all her good reas­ons, but Eleseus had said no to them all; he had oth­er plans for his life. Young hearts have their un­fathom­able depths, and after what had happened, likely enough he did not care about stay­ing on with Bar­bro as a neigh­bour. Who could say? He had put it loftily enough in talk­ing to his moth­er; he could get a bet­ter po­s­i­tion in town than the one he had; could go as clerk to one of the high­er of­fi­cials. He must get on, he must rise in the world. In a few years, per­haps, he might be a Lens­mand, or per­haps a light­house keep­er, or get in­to the Cus­toms. There were so many roads open to a man with learn­ing.

			How­ever it might be, his moth­er came round, was drawn over to his point of view. Oh, she was so little sure of her­self yet; the world had not quite lost its hold on her. Last winter she had gone so far as to read oc­ca­sion­ally a cer­tain ex­cel­lent de­vo­tion­al work which she had brought from Trond­hjem, from the In­sti­tute; but now, Eleseus might be a Lens­mand one day!

			“And why not?” said Eleseus. “What’s Heyer­dahl him­self but a former clerk in the same de­part­ment?”

			Splen­did pro­spects. His moth­er her­self ad­vised him not to give up his ca­reer and throw him­self away. What was a man like that to do in the wilds?

			But why should Eleseus then trouble to work hard and stead­ily as he was do­ing now on his fath­er’s land? Heav­en knows, he had some reas­on, maybe. Some­thing of in­born pride in him still, per­haps; he would not be out­done by oth­ers; and be­sides, it would do him no harm to be in his fath­er’s good books the day he went away. To tell the truth, he had a num­ber of little debts in town, and it would be a good thing to be able to settle them at once—im­prove his cred­it a lot. And it was not a ques­tion now of a mere hun­dred Kron­er, but some­thing worth con­sid­er­ing.

			Eleseus was far from stu­pid, but on the con­trary, a sly fel­low in his way. He had seen his fath­er come home, and knew well enough he was sit­ting there in the win­dow at that mo­ment, look­ing out. No harm in put­ting his back in­to it then for a bit, work­ing a little harder for the mo­ment—it would hurt no one, and might do him­self good.

			Eleseus was some­how changed; whatever it might be, some­thing in him had been warped, and quietly spoiled; he was not bad, but some­thing blem­ished. Had he lacked a guid­ing hand those last few years? What could his moth­er do to help him now? Only stand by him and agree. She could let her­self be dazzled by her son’s bright pro­spects for the fu­ture, and stand between him and his fath­er, to take his part—she could do that.

			But Isak grew im­pa­tient at last over her op­pos­i­tion; to his mind, the idea about Breidab­lik was by no means a bad one. Only that very day, com­ing up, he had stopped the horse al­most without think­ing, to look out with a crit­ic­al eye over the ill-ten­ded land; ay, it could be made a fine place in prop­er hands.

			“Why not worth while?” he asked In­ger now. “I’ve that much feel­ing for Eleseus, any­way, that I’d help him to it.”

			“If you’ve any feel­ing for him, then say nev­er a word of Breidab­lik again,” she answered.

			“Ho!”

			“Ay, for he’s great­er thoughts in his head than the like of us.”

			Isak, too, is hardly sure of him­self here, and it weak­ens him; but he is by no means pleased at hav­ing shown his hand, and spoken straight out about his plan. He is un­will­ing to give it up now.

			“He shall do as I say,” de­clares Isak sud­denly. And he raises his voice threat­en­ingly, in case In­ger by any chance should be hard of hear­ing. “Ay, you may look; I’ll say no mere. It’s mid­way up, with a school­house by, and everything; what’s the great­er thoughts he’s got bey­ond that, I’d like to know? With a son like that I might starve to death—is that any bet­ter, d’you think? And can you tell me why my own flesh and blood should turn and go con­trary to—to my own flesh and blood?”

			Isak stopped; he real­ized that the more he talked the worse it would be. He was on the point of chan­ging his clothes, get­ting out of his best things he had put on to go down to the vil­lage in; but no, he altered his mind, he would stay as he was—whatever he meant by that. “You’d bet­ter say a word of it to Eleseus,” he says then.

			And In­ger an­swers: “Best if you’d say it your­self. He won’t do as I say.”

			Very well, then, Isak is head of the house, so he should think; now see if Eleseus dares to mur­mur! But, wheth­er it were be­cause he feared de­feat, Isak draws back now, and says: “Ay, ’tis true, I might say a word of it my­self. But by reas­on of hav­ing so many things to do, and busy with this and that, I’ve some­thing else to think of.”

			“Well … ?” said In­ger in sur­prise.

			And Isak goes off again—not very far, only to the farther fields, but still, he goes off. He is full of mys­ter­ies, and must hide him­self out of the way. The fact is this: he had brought back a third piece of news from the vil­lage today, and that was some­thing more than the rest, some­thing enorm­ous; and he had hid­den it at the edge of the wood. There it stands, wrapped up in sack­ing and pa­per; he un­cov­ers it, and lo, a huge ma­chine. Look! red and blue, won­der­ful to see, with a heap of teeth and a heap of knives, with joints and arms and screws and wheels—a mow­ing-ma­chine. No, Isak would not have gone down today for the new horse if it hadn’t been for that ma­chine.

			He stands with a mar­vel­lously keen ex­pres­sion, go­ing over in his mind from be­gin­ning to end the in­struc­tions for use that the store­keep­er had read out; he sets a spring here, and shifts a bolt there, then he oils every hole and every crevice, then he looks over the whole thing once more. Isak had nev­er known such an hour in his life. To pick up a pen and write one’s mark on a pa­per, a doc­u­ment—ay, ’twas a per­il­ous great thing that, no doubt. Like­wise in the mat­ter of a new har­row he had once brought up—there were many curi­ously twis­ted parts in that to be con­sidered. Not to speak of the great cir­cu­lar saw that had to be set in its course to the nicety of a pen­cil line, nev­er sway­ing east nor west, lest it should fly asun­der. But this—this mow­ing-ma­chine of his—’twas a crawl­ing nest of steel springs and hooks and ap­par­at­us, and hun­dreds of screws—In­ger’s sew­ing-ma­chine was a book­mark­er com­pared with this!

			Isak har­nessed him­self to the shafts and tried the thing. Here was the won­der­ful mo­ment. And that was why he kept out of sight and was his own horse.

			For—what if the ma­chine had been wrongly put to­geth­er and did not do its work, but went to pieces with a crash! No such calam­ity happened, how­ever; the ma­chine could cut grass. And so in­deed it ought, after Isak had stood there, deep in study, for hours. The sun had gone down. Again he har­nesses him­self and tries it; ay, the thing cuts grass. And so in­deed it ought!

			When the dew began to fall close after the heat of the day, and the boys came out, each with his scythe to mow in read­i­ness for next day, Isak came in sight close to the house and said:

			“Put away scythes for to­night. Get out the new horse, you can, and bring him down to the edge of the wood.”

			And on that, in­stead of go­ing in­doors to his sup­per as the oth­ers had done already, he turned where he stood and went back the way he had come.

			“D’you want the cart, then?” Sivert called after him.

			“No,” said his fath­er, and walked on.

			Swell­ing with mys­tery, full of pride; with a little lift and throw from the knee at every step, so em­phat­ic­ally did he walk. So a brave man might walk to death and de­struc­tion, car­ry­ing no weapon in his hand.

			The boys came up with the horse, saw the ma­chine, and stopped dead. It was the first mow­ing-ma­chine in the wilds, the first in the vil­lage—red and blue, a thing of splend­our to man’s eyes. And the fath­er, head of them all, called out, oh, in a care­less tone, as if it were noth­ing un­com­mon: “Har­ness up to this ma­chine here.”

			And they drove it; the fath­er drove. Brrr! said the thing, and felled the grass in swathes. The boys walked be­hind, noth­ing in their hands, do­ing no work, smil­ing. The fath­er stopped and looked back. H’m, not as clear as it might be. He screws up a nut here and there to bring the knives closer to the ground, and tries again. No, not right yet, all un­even; the frame with the cut­ters seems to be hop­ping a little. Fath­er and sons dis­cuss what it can be. Eleseus has found the in­struc­tions and is read­ing them. “Here, it says to sit up on the seat when you drive—then it runs stead­i­er,” he says.

			“Ho!” says his fath­er. “Ay, ’tis so, I know,” he an­swers. “I’ve stud­ied it all through.” He gets up in­to the seat and starts off again; it goes stead­ily now. Sud­denly the ma­chine stops work­ing—the knives are not cut­ting at all. “Ptro! What’s wrong now?” Fath­er down from his seat, no longer swell­ing with pride, but bend­ing an anxious, ques­tion­ing face down over the ma­chine. Fath­er and sons all stare at it; some­thing must be wrong. Eleseus stands hold­ing the in­struc­tions.

			“Here’s a bolt or some­thing,” says Sivert, pick­ing up a thing from the grass.

			“Ho, that’s all right, then,” says his fath­er, as if that was all that was needed to set everything in or­der. “I was just look­ing for that bolt.” But now they could not find the hole for it to fit in—where in the name of won­der could the hole be, now?

			And it was now that Eleseus could be­gin to feel him­self a per­son of im­port­ance; he was the man to make out a prin­ted pa­per of in­struc­tions. What would they do without him? He poin­ted un­ne­ces­sar­ily long to the hole and ex­plained: “Ac­cord­ing to the il­lus­tra­tion, the bolt should fit in there.”

			“Ay, that’s where she goes,” said his fath­er. “ ’Twas there I had it be­fore.” And, by way of re­gain­ing lost prestige, he ordered Sivert to set about look­ing for more bolts in the grass. “There ought to be an­oth­er,” he said, look­ing very im­port­ant, as if he car­ried the whole thing in his head. “Can’t you find an­oth­er? Well, well, it’ll be in its hole then, all right.”

			Fath­er starts off again.

			“Wait a minute—this is wrong,” cried Eleseus. Ho, Eleseus stand­ing there with the draw­ing in his hand, with the Law in his hand; no get­ting away from him! “That spring there goes out­side,” he says to his fath­er.

			“Ay, what then?”

			“Why, you’ve got it in un­der, you’ve set it wrong. It’s a steel spring, and you have to fix it out­side, else the bolt jars out again and stops the knives. You can see in the pic­ture here.”

			“I’ve left my spec­tacles be­hind, and can’t see it quite,” says his fath­er, some­thing meekly. “You can see bet­ter—you set it as it should go. I don’t want to go up to the house for my spec­tacles now.”

			All in or­der now, and Isak gets up. Eleseus calls after him: “You must drive pretty fast, it cuts bet­ter that way—it says so here.”

			Isak drives and drives, and everything goes well, and Brrr! says the ma­chine. There is a broad track of cut grass in his wake, neatly in line, ready to take up. Now they can see him from the house, and all the wo­men­folk come out; In­ger car­ries little Re­becca on her arm, though little Re­becca has learned to walk by her­self long since. But there they come—four wo­men­folk, big and small—hur­ry­ing with strain­ing eyes down to­wards the mir­acle, flock­ing down to see. Oh, but now is Isak’s hour. Now he is truly proud, a mighty man, sit­ting high aloft dressed in hol­i­day clothes, in all his finery; in jack­et and hat, though the sweat is pour­ing off him. He swings round in four big angles, goes over a good bit of ground, swings round, drives, cuts grass, passes along by where the wo­men are stand­ing; they are dumb­foun­ded, it is all bey­ond them, and Brrr! says the ma­chine.

			Then Isak stops and gets down. Long­ing, no doubt, to hear what these folk on earth down there will say; what they will find to say about it all. He hears smothered cries; they fear to dis­turb him, these be­ings on earth, in his lordly work, but they turn to one an­oth­er with awed ques­tion­ings, and he hears what they say. And now, that he may be a kind and fath­erly lord and ruler to them all, to en­cour­age them, he says: “There, I’ll just do this bit, and you can spread it to­mor­row.”

			“Haven’t you time to come in and have a bite of food?” says In­ger, all over­whelmed.

			“Nay, I’ve oth­er things to do,” he an­swers.

			Then he oils the ma­chine again; gives them to un­der­stand that he is oc­cu­pied with sci­entif­ic work. Drives off again, cut­ting more grass. And, at long last, the wo­men­folk go back home.

			Happy Isak—happy folk at Sel­lan­raa!

			Very soon the neigh­bours from be­low will be com­ing up. Axel Ström is in­ter­ested in things, he may be up to­mor­row. But Brede from Breidab­lik, he might be here that very even­ing. Isak would not be loth to show them his ma­chine, ex­plain it to them, tell them how it works, and all about it. He can point out how that no man with a scythe could ever cut so fine and clean. But it costs money, of course—oh, a red-and-blue ma­chine like that is a ter­ribly costly thing!

			Happy Isak!

			But as he stops for oil the third time, there! his spec­tacles fall from his pock­et. And, worst of all, the two boys saw it. Was there a high­er power be­hind that little hap­pen­ing—a warn­ing against over­ween­ing pride? He had put on those spec­tacles time and again that day to study the in­struc­tions, without mak­ing out a word; Eleseus had to help him with that. Eyah, Her­regud, ’twas a good thing, no doubt, to be book-learned. And, by way of hum­bling him­self, Isak de­term­ines to give up his plan of mak­ing Eleseus a tiller of soil in the wilds; he will nev­er say a word of it again.

			Not that the boys made any great busi­ness about that mat­ter of the spec­tacles; far from it. Sivert, the jester, had to say some­thing, of course; it was too much for him. He plucked Eleseus by the sleeve and said: “Here, come along, we’ll go back home and throw those scythes on the fire. Fath­er’s go­ing to do all the mow­ing now with his ma­chine!” And that was a jest in­deed.
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			Sel­lan­raa is no longer a des­ol­ate spot in the waste; hu­man be­ings live here—sev­en of them, count­ing great and small. But in the little time the hay­mak­ing las­ted there came a stranger or so, folk want­ing to see the mow­ing-ma­chine. Brede Olsen was first, of course, but Axel Ström came, too, and oth­er neigh­bours from lower down—ay, from right down in the vil­lage. And from across the hills came Oline, the im­per­ish­able Oline.

			This time, too, she brought news with her from her own vil­lage; ’twas not Oline’s way to come empty of gos­sip. Old Sivert’s af­fairs had been gone in­to, his ac­counts reckoned up, and the for­tune re­main­ing after him come to noth­ing. Noth­ing!

			Here Oline pressed her lips to­geth­er and looked from one to an­oth­er. Well, was there not a sigh—would not the roof fall down? Eleseus was the first to smile.

			“Let’s see—you’re called after your Uncle Sivert, aren’t you?” he asked softly.

			And little Sivert answered as softly again:

			“That’s so. But I made you a present of all that might come to me after him.”

			“And how much was it?”

			“Between five and ten thou­sand.”

			“Daler?” cried Eleseus sud­denly, mim­ick­ing his broth­er.

			Oline, no doubt, thought this ill-timed jest­ing. Oh, she had her­self been cheated of her due; for all that she had man­aged to squeeze out some­thing like real tears over old Sivert’s grave. Eleseus should know best what he him­self had writ­ten—so-and-so much to Oline, to be a com­fort and sup­port in her de­clin­ing years. And where was that sup­port? Oh, a broken reed!

			Poor Oline; they might have left her some­thing—single golden gleam in her life! Oline was not over-blessed with this world’s goods. Prac­tised in evil—ay, well used to edging her way by tricks and little mean­nesses from day to day; strong only as a scan­dal­mon­ger, as one whose tongue was to be feared; ay, so. But noth­ing could have made her worse than be­fore; least of all a pit­tance left her by the dead. She had toiled all her life, had borne chil­dren, and taught them her own few arts; begged for them, maybe stolen for them, but al­ways man­aging for them some­how—a moth­er in her poor way. Her powers were not less than those of oth­er politi­cians; she ac­ted for her­self and those be­long­ing to her, set her speech ac­cord­ing to the mo­ment, and gained her end, earn­ing a cheese or a hand­ful of wool each time; she also could live and die in com­mon­place in­sin­cer­ity and read­i­ness of wit. Oline—maybe old Sivert had for a mo­ment thought of her as young, pretty, and rosy-cheeked, but now she is old, de­formed, a pic­ture of de­cay; she ought to have been dead. Where is she to be bur­ied? She has no fam­ily vault of her own; nay, she will be lowered down in a grave­yard to lie among the bones of strangers and un­known; ay, to that she comes at last—Oline, born and died. She had been young once. A pit­tance left to her now, at the el­ev­enth hour? Ay, a single golden gleam, and this slave-wo­man’s hands would have been fol­ded for a mo­ment. Justice would have over­taken her with its late re­ward; for that she had begged for her chil­dren, maybe stolen for them, but al­ways man­aged for them some way. A mo­ment—and the dark­ness would reign in her as be­fore; her eyes glower, her fin­gers feel out grasp­ingly—how much? she would say. What, no more? she would say. She would be right again. A moth­er many times, real­iz­ing life—it was worthy of a great re­ward.

			But all went oth­er­wise. Old Sivert’s ac­counts had ap­peared more or less in or­der after Eleseus had been through them; but the farm and the cow, the fish­ery and nets were barely enough to cov­er the de­fi­cit. And it was due in some meas­ure to Oline that things had turned out no worse; so earn­est was she in try­ing to se­cure a small re­mainder for her­self that she dragged to light for­got­ten items that she, as gos­sip and news­mon­ger for years, re­membered still, or mat­ters out­stand­ing which oth­ers would have passed over on pur­pose, to avoid caus­ing un­pleas­ant­ness to re­spect­able fel­low-cit­izens. Oh, that Oline! And she did not even say a word against old Sivert now; he had made his will in kind­ness of heart, and there would have been a plenty after him, but that the two men sent by the De­part­ment to ar­range things had cheated her. But one day all would come to the ears of the Almighty, said Oline threat­en­ingly.

			Strange, she found noth­ing ri­dicu­lous in the fact that she was men­tioned in the will; after all, it was an hon­our of a sort; none of her likes were named there with her!

			The Sel­lan­raa folk took the blow with pa­tience; they were not al­to­geth­er un­pre­pared. True, In­ger could not un­der­stand it—Uncle Sivert that had al­ways been so rich. …

			“He might have stood forth an up­right man and a wealthy be­fore the Lamb and be­fore the Throne,” said Oline, “if they hadn’t robbed him.”

			Isak was stand­ing ready to go out to his fields, and Oline said: “Pity you’ve got to go now, Isak; then I shan’t see the new ma­chine, after all. You’ve got a new ma­chine, they say?”

			“Ay.”

			“Ay, there’s talk of it about, and how it cuts quick­er than a hun­dred scythes. And what haven’t you got, Isak, with all your means and riches! Priest, our way, he’s got a new plough with two handles; but what’s he, com­pared with you, and I’d tell him so to his face.”

			“Sivert here’ll show you the ma­chine; he’s bet­ter at work­ing her than his fath­er,” said Isak, and went out.

			Isak went out. There is an auc­tion to be held at Breidab­lik that noon, and he is go­ing; there’s but just time to get there now. Not that Isak any longer thinks of buy­ing the place, but the auc­tion—it is the first auc­tion held there in the wilds, and it would be strange not to go.

			He gets down as far as Maane­land and sees Bar­bro, and would pass by with only a greet­ing, but Bar­bro calls to him and asks if he is go­ing down. “Ay,” said Isak, mak­ing to go on again. It is her home that is be­ing sold, and that is why he an­swers shortly.

			“You go­ing to the sale?” she asks.

			“To the sale? Well, I was only go­ing down a bit. What you’ve done with Axel?”

			“Axel? Nay, I don’t know. He’s gone down to sale. Doubt he’ll be see­ing his chance to pick up some­thing for noth­ing, like the rest.”

			Heavy to look at was Bar­bro now—ay, and sharp and bit­ter-tongued!

			The auc­tion has be­gun; Isak hears the Lens­mand call­ing out, and sees a crowd of people. Com­ing near­er, he does not know them all; there are some from oth­er vil­lages, but Brede is fuss­ing about, in his best finery, and chat­ter­ing in his old way. “God­dag, Isak. So you’re do­ing me the hon­our to come and see my auc­tion sale. Thanks, thanks. Ay, we’ve been neigh­bours and friends these many years now, and nev­er an ill word between us.” Brede grows pathet­ic. “Ay, ’tis strange to think of leav­ing a place where you’ve lived and toiled and grown fond of. But what’s a man to do when it’s fated so to be?”

			“Maybe ’twill be bet­ter for you after,” says Isak com­fort­ingly.

			“Why,” says Brede, grasp­ing at it him­self, “to tell the truth, I think it will. I’m not re­gret­ting it, not a bit. I won’t say I’ve made a for­tune on the place here, but that’s to come, maybe; and the young ones get­ting older and leav­ing the nest—ay, ’tis true the wife’s got an­oth­er on the way; but for all that. …” And sud­denly Brede tells his news straight out: “I’ve giv­en up the tele­graph busi­ness.”

			“What?” asks Isak.

			“I’ve giv­en up that tele­graph.”

			“Giv­en up the tele­graph?”

			“Ay, from new year to be. What was the good of it, any­way? And sup­pos­ing I was out on busi­ness, or driv­ing for the Lens­mand or the doc­tor, then to have to look after the tele­graph first of all—no, there’s no sense nor mean­ing in it that way. Well enough for them that’s time to spare. But run­ning over hill and dale after a tele­graph wire for next to noth­ing wages, ’tis no job that for Brede. And then, be­sides, I’ve had words with the people from the tele­graph of­fice about it—they’ve been mak­ing a fuss again.”

			The Lens­mand keeps re­peat­ing the bids for the farm; they have got up to the few hun­dred Kron­er the place is judged to be worth, and the bid­ding goes slowly, now, with but five or ten Kron­er more each time.

			“Why, surely—’tis Axel there’s bid­ding,” cries Brede sud­denly, and hur­ries eagerly across. “What, you go­ing to take over my place too? Haven’t you enough to look after?”

			“I’m bid­ding for an­oth­er man,” says Axel evas­ively.

			“Well, well, ’tis no harm to me, ’twasn’t that I meant.”

			The Lens­mand raises his ham­mer, a new bid is made, a whole hun­dred Kron­er at once; no one bids high­er, the Lens­mand re­peats the fig­ure again and again, waits for a mo­ment with his ham­mer raised, and then strikes.

			Whose bid?

			Axel Ström—on be­half of an­oth­er.

			The Lens­mand notes it down: Axel Ström as agent.

			“Who’s that you buy­ing for?” asks Brede. “Not that it’s any busi­ness of mine, of course, but. …”

			But now some men at the Lens­mand’s table are put­ting their heads to­geth­er; there is a rep­res­ent­at­ive from the Bank, the store­keep­er has sent his as­sist­ant; there is some­thing the mat­ter; the cred­it­ors are not sat­is­fied. Brede is called up, and Brede, care­less and light­hearted, only nods and is agreed—“but who’d ever have thought it didn’t come up to more?” says he. And sud­denly he raises his voice and de­clares to all present:

			“See­ing as we’ve an auc­tion hold­ing any­how, and I’ve troubled the Lens­mand all this way, I’m will­ing to sell what I’ve got here on the place: the cart, live­stock, a pitch­fork, a grind­stone. I’ve no use for the things now; we’ll sell the lot!”

			Small bid­ding now. Brede’s wife, care­less and light­hearted as him­self, for all the full­ness of her in front, has be­gun selling cof­fee at a table. She finds it amus­ing to play at shop, and smiles; and when Brede him­self comes up for some cof­fee, she tells him jest­ingly that he must pay for it like the rest. And Brede ac­tu­ally takes out his lean purse and pays. “There’s a wife for you,” he says to the oth­ers. “Thrifty, what?”

			The cart is not worth much—it has stood too long un­covered in the open; but Axel bids a full five Kron­er more at last, and gets the cart as well. After that Axel buys no more, but all are as­ton­ished to see that cau­tious man buy­ing so much as he has.

			Then came the an­im­als. They had been kept in their shed today, so as to be there in read­i­ness. What did Brede want with live­stock when he had no farm to keep them on? He had no cows; he had star­ted farm­ing with two goats, and had now four. Be­sides these, there were six sheep. No horse.

			Isak bought a cer­tain sheep with flat ears. When Brede’s chil­dren led it out from the shed, he star­ted bid­ding at once, and people looked at him. Isak from Sel­lan­raa was a rich man, in a good po­s­i­tion, with no need of more sheep than he had. Brede’s wife stops selling cof­fee for a mo­ment, and says: “Ay, you may buy her, Isak; she’s old, ’tis true, but she’s two and three lambs every blessed year, and that’s the truth.”

			“I know it,” said Isak, look­ing straight at her. “I’ve seen that sheep be­fore.”

			He walks up with Axel Ström on the way back, lead­ing his sheep on a string. Axel is ta­cit­urn, seem­ingly anxious about some­thing, whatever it might be. There’s noth­ing he need be troubled about that one can see, thinks Isak; his crops are look­ing well, most of his fod­der is housed already, and he has be­gun tim­ber­ing his house. All as it should be with Axel Ström; a thought slowly, but sure in the end. And now he had got a horse.

			“So you’ve bought Brede’s place?” said Isak. “Go­ing to work it your­self?”

			“No, not for my­self. I bought it for an­oth­er man.”

			“Ho!”

			“What d’you think; was it too much I gave for it?”

			“Why, no. ’Tis good land for a man that’ll work it as it should.”

			“I bought it for a broth­er of mine up in Hel­ge­land.”

			“Ho!”

			“Then I thought per­haps I’d half a mind to change with him, too.”

			“Change with him—would you?”

			“And per­haps how Bar­bro she’d like it bet­ter that way.”

			“Ay, maybe,” said Isak.

			They walk on for a good way in si­lence. Then says Axel:

			“They’ve been after me to take over that tele­graph busi­ness.”

			“The tele­graph? H’m. Ay, I heard that Brede he’s giv­en it up.”

			“H’m,” says Axel, smil­ing. “ ’Tis not so much that way of it, but Brede that’s been turned off.”

			“Ay, so,” says Isak, and try­ing to find some ex­cuse for Brede. “It takes a deal of time to look after, no doubt.”

			“They gave him no­tice to the new year, if he didn’t do bet­ter.”

			“H’m.”

			“You don’t think it’d be worth my while to take it?”

			Isak thought for a long while, and answered: “Ay, there’s the money, true, but still. …”

			“They’ve offered me more.”

			“How much?”

			“Double.”

			“Double? Why, then, I’d say you should think it over.”

			“But they’ve made the line a bit longer now. No, I don’t know what’s best to do—there’s not so much tim­ber to sell here as you’ve got on yours, and I’ve need to buy more things for the work that I’ve got now. And buy­ing things needs money in cash, and I’ve not so much out of the land and stock that there’s much over to sell. Seems to me I’ll have to try a year at the tele­graph to be­gin with. …”

			It did not oc­cur to either of them that Brede might “do bet­ter” and keep the post him­self.

			When they reached Maane­land, Oline was there already, on her way down. Ay, a strange creature, Oline, crawl­ing about fat and round as a mag­got, and over sev­enty years and all, but still get­ting about. She sits drink­ing cof­fee in the hut, but see­ing the men come up, all must give way to that, and she comes out.

			“God­dag, Axel, and wel­come back from the sale. You’ll not mind me look­ing in to see how you and Bar­bro’s get­ting on? And you’re get­ting on finely, to see, and build­ing a new house and get­ting rich­er and rich­er! And you been buy­ing sheep, Isak?”

			“Ay,” said Isak. “You know her, maybe?”

			“If I know her? Nay. …”

			“With these flat ears, you can see.”

			“Flat ears? How d’you mean now? And what then? What I was go­ing to say: Who bought Brede’s place, after all? I was just say­ing to Bar­bro here, who’d be your neigh­bours that way now? said I. And Bar­bro, poor thing, she sits cry­ing, as nat­ur­al enough, to be sure; but the Almighty that’s de­creed her a new home here at Maane­land … Flat ears? I’ve seen a deal of sheep in my day with flat ears and all. And I’ll tell you, Isak, that ma­chine of yours, ’twas al­most more than my old eyes could see nor un­der­stand. And what she’ll have cost you I won’t even ask for I nev­er could count so far. Axel, if you’ve seen it, you know what I mean; ’twas all as it might be Eli­jah and his chari­ot of fire, and Heav­en for­give me that I say it. …”

			

			When the hay was all in, Eleseus began mak­ing pre­par­a­tions for his re­turn to town. He had writ­ten to the en­gin­eer to say he was com­ing, but re­ceived the ex­traordin­ary reply that times were bad, and they would have to eco­nom­ize; the of­fice would have to dis­pense with Eleseus’ ser­vices, and the chief would do the work him­self.

			The deuce and all! But after all, what did a dis­trict sur­vey­or want with an of­fice staff? When he had taken Eleseus on as a young­ster, he had done so, no doubt, only to show him­self as a great man to these folks in the wilds; and if he had giv­en him clothes and board till his con­firm­a­tion, he had got some re­turn for it in the way of writ­ing work, that was true. Now the boy was grown up, and that made all the dif­fer­ence.

			“But,” said the en­gin­eer, “if you do come back I will do all I can to get you a place some­where else, though it may be a dif­fi­cult mat­ter, as there are more young men than are wanted look­ing out for the same thing. With kind re­gards. …”

			Eleseus would go back to town, of course, there could be no ques­tion about that. Was he to throw him­self away? He wanted to get on in the world. And he said noth­ing to those at home as to the altered state of af­fairs; it would be no use, and, to tell the truth, he felt a little out of hu­mour with the whole thing.

			Any­how, he said noth­ing. The life at Sel­lan­raa was hav­ing its ef­fect on him again; it was an in­glori­ous, com­mon­place life, but quiet and dulling to the sense, a dreamy life; there was noth­ing for him to show off about, a look­ing-glass was a thing he had no use for. His town life had wrought a schism in him­self, and made him finer than the oth­ers, made him weak­er; he began in­deed to feel that he must be home­less any­where. He had come to like the smell of tansy again—let that pass. But there was no sense at all in a peas­ant lad’s stand­ing listen­ing in the morn­ing to the girls milk­ing the cows and think­ing thus: they’re milk­ing, listen now; ’tis al­most by way of some­thing won­der­ful to hear, a kind of song in noth­ing but little streams, dif­fer­ent from the brass bands in the town and the Sal­va­tion Army and the steam­er sirens. Mu­sic stream­ing in­to a pail. …

			It was not the way at Sel­lan­raa to show one’s feel­ings over­much, and Eleseus dreaded the mo­ment when he would have to say good­bye. He was well equipped now; again his moth­er had giv­en him a stock of woven stuff for un­der­clothes, and his fath­er had com­mis­sioned someone to hand him money as he went out of the door. Money—could Isak really spare such a thing as money? But it was so, and no oth­er­wise. In­ger hin­ted that it would doubt­less be the last time; for was not Eleseus go­ing to get on and rise in the world by him­self?

			“H’m,” said Isak.

			There was an at­mo­sphere of solem­nity, of still­ness in the home; they had each had a boiled egg at the last meal, and Sivert stood out­side all ready to go down with his broth­er and carry his things. It was for Eleseus to be­gin.

			He began with Leo­poldine. Well and good, she said good­bye in re­turn, and man­aged it very well. Like­wise Jensine the ser­vant-maid, she sat card­ing wool and answered good­bye—but both girls stared at him, con­found them! and all be­cause he might per­haps be the least bit red about the eyes. He shook hands with his moth­er, and she cried of course quite openly, nev­er caring to re­mem­ber how he hated cry­ing. “Goo—ood-bye and bl—bless you!” she sobbed out. It was worst with his fath­er; worst of all with him. Oh, in every way; he was so toil-worn and so ut­terly faith­ful; he had car­ried the chil­dren in his arms, had told them of the seagulls and oth­er birds and beasts, and the won­ders of the field; it was not so long ago, a few years. … Fath­er stands by the glass win­dow, then sud­denly he turns round, grasps his son’s hand, and says quickly and peev­ishly: “Well, good­bye. There’s the new horse get­ting loose,” and he swings out of the door and hur­ries away. Oh, but he had him­self taken care to let the new horse loose a while ago, and Sivert, the ras­cal, knew it too, as he stood out­side watch­ing his fath­er, and smil­ing to him­self. And, any­way, the horse was only in the rowens.

			Eleseus had got it over at last.

			And then his moth­er must needs come out on the door-slab and hic­cup again and say, “God bless you!” and give him some­thing. “Take this—and you’re not to thank him, he says you’re not to. And don’t for­get to write; write of­ten.”

			Two hun­dred Kron­er.

			Eleseus looked down the field: his fath­er was furi­ously at work driv­ing a teth­er­ing-peg in­to the ground; he seemed to find it a dif­fi­cult mat­ter, for all that the ground was soft enough.

			The broth­ers set off down the road; they came to Maane­land, and there stood Bar­bro in the door­way and called to them to come up.

			“You go­ing away again, Eleseus? Nay, then, you must come in and take a cup of cof­fee at least.”

			They go in­to the hut, and Eleseus is no longer a prey to the pangs of love, nor wish­ful to jump out of win­dows and take pois­on; nay, he spreads his light spring over­coat across his knees, tak­ing care to lay it so the sil­ver plate is to be seen; then he wipes his hair with his handker­chief, and ob­serves del­ic­ately: “Beau­ti­ful day, isn’t it—simply clas­sic!”

			Bar­bro too is self-pos­sessed enough; she plays with a sil­ver ring on one hand and a gold ring on the oth­er—ay, true enough, if she hasn’t got a gold ring too—and she wears an ap­ron reach­ing from neck to feet, as if to say she is not spoiled as to her fig­ure, who­ever else may be that way. And when the cof­fee is ready and her guests are drink­ing, she sews a little to be­gin with on a white cloth, and then does a little crochet-work with a col­lar of some sort, and so with all man­ner of maid­enly tasks. Bar­bro is not put out by their vis­it, and all the bet­ter; they can talk nat­ur­ally, and Eleseus can be all on the sur­face again, young and witty as he pleases.

			“What have you done with Axel?” asks Sivert.

			“Oh, he’s about the place some­where,” she an­swers, pulling her­self up. “And so we’ll not be see­ing you this way any more, I doubt?” she asks Eleseus.

			“It’s hardly prob­able,” says he.

			“Ay, ’tis no place for one as is used to the town. I only wish I could go along with you.”

			“You don’t mean that, I know.”

			“Don’t mean it? Oh, I’ve known what it is to live in town, and what it’s like here; and I’ve been in a big­ger town than you, for that mat­ter—and shouldn’t I miss it?”

			“I didn’t mean that way,” says Eleseus hast­ily. “After you be­ing in Ber­gen it­self and all.” Strange, how im­pa­tient she was, after all!

			“I only know that if it wasn’t for hav­ing the pa­pers to read, I’d not stay here an­oth­er day,” says she.

			“But what about Axel, then, and all the rest?—’twas that I was think­ing.”

			“As for Axel, ’tis no busi­ness of mine. And what about your­self—I doubt there’ll be someone wait­ing for you in town?”

			And at that, Eleseus couldn’t help show­ing off a little and clos­ing his eyes and turn­ing over the morsel on his tongue: per­haps true enough there was someone wait­ing for him in town. Oh, but he could have man­aged this ever so dif­fer­ently, snapped at the chance, if it hadn’t been for Sivert sit­ting there! As it was, he could only say: “Don’t talk such non­sense!”

			“Ho,” said she—and in­deed she was shame­fully ill-hu­moured today—“non­sense, in­deed! Well, what can you ex­pect of folk at Maane­land? we’re not so great and fine as you—no.”

			Oh, she could go to the dev­il, what did Eleseus care; her face was vis­ibly dirty, and her con­di­tion plain enough now even to his in­no­cent eyes.

			“Can’t you play a bit on the gui­tar?” he asked.

			“No,” answered Bar­bro shortly. “What I was go­ing to say: Sivert, couldn’t you come and help Axel a bit with the new house a day or so? If you could be­gin to­mor­row, say, when you come back from the vil­lage?”

			Sivert thought for a mo­ment. “Ay, maybe. But I’ve no clothes.”

			“I could run up and fetch your work­ing clothes this even­ing, so they’ll be here when you get back.”

			“Ay,” said Sivert, “if you could.”

			And Bar­bro un­ne­ces­sar­ily eager now: “Oh, if only you would come! Here’s sum­mer nearly gone already, and the house that should be up and roofed be­fore the au­tumn rains. Axel, he’s been go­ing to ask you a many times be­fore, but he couldn’t, some­how. Oh, you’d be help­ing us no end!”

			“I’ll help as well as I can,” said Sivert.

			And that was settled.

			But now it was Eleseus’ turn to be of­fen­ded. He can see well enough that it’s clev­er of Bar­bro and all that, to look out and man­age to her own ad­vant­age and Axel’s too, and get help for the build­ing and save the house, but the whole thing is a little too plain; after all, she is not mis­tress of the place as yet, and it’s not so long since he him­self had kissed her—the creature! Was there nev­er an atom of shame in her at all?

			“Ay,” said Eleseus, then sud­denly: “I’ll come back again in time and be a god­fath­er when you’re ready.”

			She sent him a glance, and answered in great of­fence: “God­fath­er, in­deed! And who’s talk­ing non­sense now, I’d like to know? ’Twill be time enough for you when I send word I’m look­ing out for god­fath­ers.” And what could Eleseus do then but laugh fool­ishly and wish him­self out of the place!

			“Here’s thanks!” says Sivert, and gets up from his seat to go.

			“Here’s thanks!” says Eleseus also; but he did not rise nor bow as a man should do in say­ing thanks for a cup of cof­fee; not he, in­deed—he would see her at the dev­il for a bit­ter-tongued lump of ugli­ness.

			“Let me look,” said Bar­bro. “Oh yes; the young men I stayed with in town, they had sil­ver plates on their over­coats too, much big­ger than this,” said she. “Well, then, you’ll come in on your way back, Sivert, and stay the night? I’ll get your clothes all right.”

			And that was good­bye to Bar­bro.

			The broth­ers went on again. Eleseus was not dis­tressed in any way in the mat­ter of Bar­bro; she could go to the dev­il—and, be­sides, he had two big bank­notes in his pock­et! The broth­ers took care not to touch on any mourn­ful things, such as the strange way fath­er had said good­bye, or how moth­er had cried. They went a long way round to avoid be­ing stopped at Breidab­lik, and made a jest of that little ruse. But when they came down in sight of the vil­lage, and it was time for Sivert to turn home­ward again, they both be­haved in some­what un­manly fash­ion. Sivert, for in­stance, was weak enough to say: “I doubt it’ll be a bit lonely, maybe, when you’re gone.”

			And at that Eleseus must fall to whist­ling, and look­ing to his shoes, and find­ing a splinter in his fin­ger, and search­ing after some­thing in his pock­ets; some pa­pers, he said, couldn’t make out … Oh, ’twould have gone ill with them if Sivert had not saved things at the last. “Touch!” he cried sud­denly, and touched his broth­er on the shoulder and sprang away. It was bet­ter after that; they shouted a word of farewell or so from a dis­tance, and went each on his own way.

			Fate or chance—whatever it might be. Eleseus went back, after all, to the town, to a post that was no longer open for him, but that same oc­ca­sion led to Axel Ström’s get­ting a man to work for him.

			They began work on the house the 21st of Au­gust, and ten days later the place was roofed in. Oh, ’twas no great house to see, and noth­ing much in the way of height; the best that could be said of it was that it was a wooden house and no turf hut. But, at least, it meant that the an­im­als would have a splen­did shel­ter for the winter in what had been a house for hu­man be­ings up to then.

		
	
		
			II

			On the 3rd of Septem­ber Bar­bro was not to be found. ’Twas not that she was al­to­geth­er lost, but she was not up at the house.

			Axel was do­ing car­penter’s work the best he could; he was try­ing hard to get a glass win­dow and a door set in the new house, and it was tak­ing all his time to do it. But be­ing long past noon, and no word said about com­ing in to din­ner, he went in him­self in­to the hut. No one there. He got him­self some food, and looked about while he was eat­ing. All Bar­bro’s clothes were hanging there; she must be out some­where, that was all. He went back to his work on the new build­ing, and kept at it for a while, then he looked in at the hut again—no, nobody there. She must be ly­ing down some­where. He sets out to find her.

			“Bar­bro!” he calls. No. He looks all round the houses, goes across to some bushes on the edge of his land, searches about a long while, maybe an hour, calls out—no. He comes on her a long way off, ly­ing on the ground, hid­den by some bushes; the stream flows by at her feet, she is bare­foot and bare­headed, and wet all up the back as well.

			“You ly­ing here?” says he. “Why didn’t you an­swer?”

			“I couldn’t,” she an­swers, and her voice so hoarse he can scarcely hear.

			“What—you been in the wa­ter?”

			“Yes. Slipped down—oh!”

			“Is it hurt­ing you now?”

			“Ay—it’s over now.”

			“Is it over?” says he.

			“Yes. Help me to get home.”

			“Where’s … ?”

			“What?”

			“Wasn’t it—the child?”

			“No. ’Twas dead.”

			“Was it dead?”

			“Yes.”

			Axel is slow of mind, and slow to act. He stands there still. “Where is it, then?” he asks.

			“You’ve no call to know,” says she. “Help me back home. ’Twas dead. I can walk if you hold my arm a bit.”

			Axel car­ries her back home and sets her in a chair, the wa­ter drip­ping off her. “Was it dead?” he asks.

			“I told you ’twas so,” she an­swers.

			“What have you done with it, then?”

			“D’you want to smell it? D’you get any­thing to eat while I was away?”

			“But what did you want down by the wa­ter?”

			“By the wa­ter? I was look­ing for ju­ni­per twigs.”

			“Ju­ni­per twigs? What for?”

			“For clean­ing the buck­ets.”

			“There’s none that way,” says he.

			“You get on with your work,” says she hoarsely, and all im­pa­tient. “What was I do­ing by the wa­ter? I wanted twigs for a broom. Have you had any­thing to eat, d’you hear?”

			“Eat?” says he. “How d’you feel now?”

			“ ’Tis well enough.”

			“I doubt I’d bet­ter fetch the doc­tor up.”

			“You’d bet­ter try!” says she, get­ting up and look­ing about for dry clothes to put on. “As if you’d no bet­ter to do with your money!”

			Axel goes back to his work, and ’tis but little he gets done, but makes a bit of noise with plan­ing and ham­mer­ing, so she can hear. At last he gets the win­dow wedged in, and stops the frame all round with moss.

			That even­ing Bar­bro seems not to care for her food, but goes about, all the same, busy with this and that—goes to the cow­shed at milk­ing-time, only step­ping a thought more care­fully over the doorsill. She went to bed in the hay­shed as usu­al. Axel went in twice to look at her, and she was sleep­ing soundly. She had a good night.

			Next morn­ing she was al­most as usu­al, only so hoarse she could hardly speak at all, and with a long stock­ing wound round her throat. They could not talk to­geth­er. Days passed, and the mat­ter was no longer new; oth­er things cropped up, and it slipped aside. The new house ought by rights to have been left a while for the tim­ber to work to­geth­er and make it tight and sound, but there was no time for that now; they had to get it in­to use at once, and the new cow­shed ready. When it was done, and they had moved in, they took up the pota­toes, and after that there was the corn to get in. Life was the same as ever.

			But there were signs enough, great or small, that things were dif­fer­ent now at Maane­land. Bar­bro felt her­self no more at home there now than any oth­er serving-maid; no more bound to the place. Axel could see that his hold on her had loosened with the death of the child. He had thought to him­self so con­fid­ently: wait till the child comes! But the child had come and gone. And at last Bar­bro even took off the rings from her fin­gers, and wore neither.

			“What’s that mean?” he asked.

			“What’s it mean?” she said, toss­ing her head.

			But it could hardly mean any­thing else than faith­less­ness and deser­tion on her part.

			And he had found the little body by the stream. Not that he had made any search for it, to speak of; he knew pretty closely where it must be, but he had left the mat­ter idly as it was. Then chance willed it so that he should not for­get it al­to­geth­er; birds began to hov­er above the spot, shriek­ing grouse and crows, and then, later on, a pair of eagles at a giddy height above. To be­gin with, only a single bird had seen some­thing bur­ied there, and, be­ing un­able to keep a secret like a hu­man be­ing, had shouted it abroad. Then Axel roused him­self from his apathy, and waited for an op­por­tun­ity to steal out to the spot. He found the thing un­der a heap of moss and twigs, kept down by flat stones, and wrapped in a cloth, in a piece of rag. With a feel­ing of curi­os­ity and hor­ror he drew the cloth a little aside—eyes closed, dark hair, a boy, and the legs crossed—that was all he saw. The cloth had been wet, but was dry­ing now; the whole thing looked like a half-wrung bundle of wash­ing.

			He could not leave it there in the light of day, and in his heart, per­haps, he feared some ill to him­self or to the place. He ran home for a spade and dug the grave deep­er; but, be­ing so near the stream, the wa­ter came in, and he had to shift it farther up the bank. As he worked, his fear lest Bar­bro should come and find him dis­ap­peared; he grew de­fi­ant and thor­oughly bit­ter. Let her come, and he would make her wrap up the body neatly and de­cently after her, still­born or no! He saw well enough all he had lost by the death of the child; how he was faced now with the pro­spect of be­ing left without help again on the place—and that, moreover, with three times the stock to care for he had had at first. Let her come—he did not care! But Bar­bro—it might be she had some ink­ling of what he was at; any­way, she did not come, and Axel had to wrap up the body him­self as best he could and move it to the new grave. He laid down the turf again on top, just as be­fore, hid­ing it all. When he had done, there was noth­ing to be seen but a little green mound among the bushes.

			He found Bar­bro out­side the house as he came home.

			“Where you been?” she asked.

			The bit­ter­ness must have left him, for he only said: “Nowhere. Where’ve you been?”

			Oh, but the look on his face must have warned her; she said no more, but went in­to the house.

			He fol­lowed her.

			“Look here,” he said, and asked her straight out, “What d’you mean by tak­ing off those rings?”

			Bar­bro, maybe, found it best to give way a little; she laughed, and answered: “Well, you are ser­i­ous today—I can’t help laugh­ing! But if you want me to put on the rings and wear them out week­days, why, I will!” And she got out the rings and put them on.

			But see­ing him look all fool­ish and con­tent at that, she grew bolder. “Is there any­thing else I’ve done, I’d like to know?”

			“I’m not com­plain­ing,” answered he. “And you’ve only to be as you were be­fore, all the time be­fore, when you first came. That’s all I mean.”

			’Tis not so easy to be al­ways to­geth­er and al­ways agree.

			Axel went on: “When I bought that place after your fath­er, ’twas think­ing maybe you’d like bet­ter to be there, and so we could shift. What d’you think?”

			Ho, there he gave him­self away; he was afraid of los­ing her and be­ing left without help, with none to look to the place and the an­im­als again—she knew! “Ay, you’ve said that be­fore,” she answered coldly.

			“Ay, so I have; but I’ve got no an­swer.”

			“An­swer?” said she. “Oh, I’m sick of hear­ing it.”

			Axel might fairly con­sider he had been le­ni­ent; he had let Brede and his fam­ily stay on at Breidab­lik, and for all that he had bought the good crop with the place, he had car­ted home no more than a few loads of hay, and left the pota­toes to them. It was all un­reas­on­able of Bar­bro to be con­trary now; but she paid no heed to that, and asked in­dig­nantly: “So you’d have us move down to Breidab­lik now, and turn out a whole fam­ily to be home­less?”

			Had he heard aright? He sat for a mo­ment star­ing and gap­ing, cleared his throat as if to an­swer thor­oughly, but it came to noth­ing; he only asked: “Aren’t they go­ing to the vil­lage, then?”

			“Don’t ask me,” said Bar­bro. “Or per­haps you’ve got a place for them to be there?”

			Axel was still loth to quar­rel with her, but he could not help let­ting her see he was sur­prised at her, just a little sur­prised. “You’re get­ting more and more cross and hard,” said he, “though you don’t mean any harm, be­like.”

			“I mean every word I say,” she answered. “And why couldn’t you have let my folks come up here?—an­swer me that! Then I’d have had moth­er to help me a bit. But you think, per­haps, I’ve so little to do, I’ve no need of help?”

			There was some sense in this, of course, but also much that was un­reas­on­able al­to­geth­er. If Bredes had come, they would have had to live in the hut, and Axel would have had no place for his beasts—as badly off as be­fore. What was the wo­man get­ting at?—had she neither sense nor wit in her head?

			“Look here,” said he, “you’d bet­ter have a ser­vant-girl to help.”

			“Now—with the winter com­ing on and less to do than ever? No, you should have thought of that when I needed it.”

			Here, again, she was right in a way; when she had been heavy and ail­ing—that was the time to talk of help. But then Bar­bro her­self had done her work all the time as if noth­ing were the mat­ter; she had been quick and clev­er as usu­al, did all that had to be done, and had nev­er spoken a word about get­ting help.

			“Well, I can’t make it out, any­way,” said he hope­lessly.

			Si­lence.

			Bar­bro asked: “What’s this about you tak­ing over the tele­graph after fath­er?”

			“What? Who said a word about that?”

			“Well, they say it’s to be.”

			“Why,” said Axel, “it may come to some­thing; I’ll not say no.”

			“Ho!”

			“But why d’you ask?”

			“Noth­ing,” said Bar­bro; “only that you’ve turned my fath­er out of house and home, and now you’re tak­ing the bread out of his mouth.”

			Si­lence.

			Oh, but that was the end of Axel’s pa­tience. “I’ll tell you this,” he cried, “you’re not worth all I’ve done for you and yours!”

			“Ho!” said Bar­bro.

			“No!” said he, strik­ing his fist on the table. And then he got up.

			“You can’t fright­en me, so don’t think,” whimpered Bar­bro, and moved over near­er the wall.

			“Fright­en you?” he said again, and sniffed scorn­fully. “I’m go­ing to speak out now in earn­est. What about that child? Did you drown it?”

			“Drown it?”

			“Ay. It’s been in the wa­ter.”

			“Ho, so you’ve seen it? You’ve been—” “sniff­ing at it,” she was go­ing to say, but dared not; Axel was not to be played with just then, by his looks. “You’ve been and found it?”

			“I saw it had been in the wa­ter.”

			“Ay,” said she, “and well it might. ’Twas born in the wa­ter; I slipped in and couldn’t get up again.”

			“Slipped, did you?”

			“Yes, and the child came be­fore I could get out.”

			“H’m,” said he. “But you took the bit of wrap­ping with you be­fore you went out—was that in case you should hap­pen to fall in?”

			“Wrap­ping?” said she again.

			“A bit of white rag—one of my shirts you’d cut half across.”

			“Ay,” said Bar­bro, “ ’twas a bit of rag I took with me to carry back ju­ni­per twigs in.”

			“Ju­ni­per twigs?”

			“Yes. Didn’t I tell you that was what I’d been for?”

			“Ay, so you said. Or else it was twigs for a broom.”

			“Well, no mat­ter what it was. …”

			It was an open quar­rel between them this time. But even that died away after a time, and all was well again. That is to say, not well ex­actly—no, but pass­able. Bar­bro was care­ful and more sub­missive; she knew there was danger. But that way, life at Maane­land grew even more forced and in­tol­er­able—no frank­ness, no joy between them, al­ways on guard. It could not last long, but as long as it las­ted at all, Axel was forced to be con­tent. He had got this girl on the place, and had wanted her for him­self and had her, tied his life to her; it was not an easy mat­ter to al­ter all that. Bar­bro knew everything about the place: where pots and ves­sels stood, when cows and goats were to bear, if the winter feed would be short or plenty, how much milk was for cheese and how much for food—a stranger would know noth­ing of it all, and even so, a stranger was per­haps not to be had.

			Oh, but Axel had thought many a time of get­ting rid of Bar­bro and tak­ing an­oth­er girl to help; she was a wicked thing at times, and he was al­most afraid of her. Even when he had the mis­for­tune to get on well with her he drew back at times in fear of her strange cruelty and bru­tal ways; but she was pretty to look at, and could be sweet at times, and bury him deep in her arms. So it had been—but that was over now. No, thank you—Bar­bro was not go­ing to have all that miser­able busi­ness over again. But it was not so easy to change. … “Let’s get mar­ried at once, then,” said Axel, ur­ging her.

			“At once?” said she. “Nay; I must go in­to town first about my teeth, they’re all but gone as it is.”

			So there was noth­ing to do but go on as be­fore. And Bar­bro had no real wages now, but far bey­ond what her wages would have been; and every time she asked for money and he gave it, she thanked him as for a gift. But for all that Axel could not make out where the money went—what could she want money for out in the wilds? Was she hoard­ing for her­self? But what on earth was there to save and save for, all the year round?

			There was much that Axel could not make out. Hadn’t he giv­en her a ring—ay, a real gold ring? And they had got on well to­geth­er, too, after that last gift; but it could not last forever, far from it; and he could not go on buy­ing rings to give her. In a word—did she mean to throw him over? Wo­men were strange creatures! Was there a man with a good farm and a well-stocked place of his own wait­ing for her some­where else? Axel could at times go so far as to strike his fist on the table in his im­pa­tience with wo­men and their fool­ish hu­mours.

			A strange thing, Bar­bro seemed to have noth­ing really in her head but the thought of Ber­gen and town life. Well and good. But if so, why had she come back at all, con­found her! A tele­gram from her fath­er would nev­er have moved her a step in it­self; she must have had some oth­er reas­on. And now here she was, etern­ally dis­con­ten­ted from morn­ing to night, year after year. All these wooden buck­ets, in­stead of prop­er iron pails; cook­ing-pots in­stead of sauce­pans; the ever­last­ing milk­ing in­stead of a little walk round to the dairy; heavy boots, yel­low soap, a pil­low stuffed with hay; no mil­it­ary bands, no people. Liv­ing like this. …

			They had many little bouts after the one big quar­rel. Ho, time and again they were at it! “You say no more about it, if you’re wise,” said Bar­bro. “And not to speak of what you’ve done about fath­er and all.”

			Said Axel: “Well, what have I done?”

			“Oh, you know well enough,” said she. “But for all that you’ll not be In­spect­or, any­way.”

			“Ho!”

			“No, that you won’t. I’ll be­lieve it when I see it.”

			“Mean­ing I’m not good enough, per­haps?”

			“Oh, good enough and good enough. … Any­way, you can’t read nor write, and nev­er so much as take a news­pa­per to look at.”

			“As to that,” said he, “I can read and write all I’ve any need for. But as for you, with all your gabble and talk … I’m sick of it.”

			“Well, then, here’s that to be­gin with,” said she, and threw down the sil­ver ring on the table.

			“Ho!” said he, after a while. “And what about the oth­er?”

			“Oh, if you want your rings back that you gave me, you can have them,” said she, try­ing to pull off the gold one.

			“You can be as nasty as you please,” said he. “If you think I care. …” And he went out.

			And nat­ur­ally enough, soon after, Bar­bro was wear­ing both her rings again.

			In time, too, she ceased to care at all for what he said about the death of the child. She simply sniffed and tossed her head. Not that she ever con­fessed any­thing, but only said: “Well, and sup­pose I had drowned it? You live here in the wilds and what do you know of things else­where?” Once when they were talk­ing of this, she seemed to be try­ing to get him to see he was tak­ing it all too ser­i­ously; she her­self thought no more of get­ting rid of a child than the mat­ter was worth. She knew two girls in Ber­gen who had done it; but one of them had got two months’ im­pris­on­ment be­cause she had been a fool and hadn’t killed it, but only left it out to freeze to death; and the oth­er had been ac­quit­ted. “No,” said Bar­bro, “the law’s not so cruel hard now as it used to be. And be­sides, it’s not al­ways it gets found out.” There was a girl in Ber­gen at the hotel who had killed two chil­dren; she was from Chris­ti­ania, and wore a hat—a hat with feath­ers in. They had giv­en her three months for the second one, but the first was nev­er dis­covered, said Bar­bro.

			Axel listened to all this and grew more than ever afraid of her. He tried to un­der­stand, to make out things a little in the dark­ness, but she was right after all; he took these things too ser­i­ously in his way. With all her vul­gar de­prav­ity, Bar­bro was not worth a single earn­est thought. In­fant­i­cide meant noth­ing to her, there was noth­ing ex­traordin­ary in the killing of a child; she thought of it only with the loose­ness and mor­al nas­ti­ness that was to be ex­pec­ted of a ser­vant-girl. It was plain, too, in the days that fol­lowed; nev­er an hour did she give her­self up to thought; she was easy and nat­ur­al as ever, un­al­ter­ably shal­low and fool­ish, un­al­ter­ably a ser­vant-girl. “I must go and have my teeth seen to,” she said. “And I want one of those new cloaks.” There was a new kind of half-length coat that had been fash­ion­able for some years past, and Bar­bro must have one.

			And when she took it all so nat­ur­ally, what could Axel do but give way? And it was not al­ways that he had any real sus­pi­cion of her; she her­self had nev­er con­fessed, had in­deed denied time and again, but without in­dig­na­tion, without in­sist­ence, as a trifle, as a ser­vant-girl would have denied hav­ing broken a dish, wheth­er she had done so or not. But after a couple of weeks, Axel could stand it no longer; he stopped dead one day in the middle of the room and saw it all as by a rev­el­a­tion. Great Heav­en! every­one must have seen how it was with her, heavy with child and plain to see—and now with her fig­ure as be­fore—but where was the child? Sup­pose oth­ers came to look for it? They would be ask­ing about it soon­er or later. And if there had been noth­ing wrong, it would have been far bet­ter to have had the child bur­ied de­cently in the church­yard. Not there in the bushes, there on his land. …

			“No. ’Twould only have made a fuss,” said Bar­bro. “They’d have cut it open and had an in­quest, and all that. I didn’t want to be bothered.”

			“If only it mayn’t come to worse later on,” said he.

			Bar­bro asked eas­ily: “What’s there to worry about? Let it lie where it is.” Ay, she smiled, and asked: “Are you afraid it’ll come after you? Leave all that non­sense, and say no more about it.”

			“Ay, well. …”

			“Did I drown the child? I’ve told you it drowned it­self in the wa­ter when I slipped in. I nev­er heard such things as you get in your head. And, any­way, it would nev­er be found out,” said she.

			“ ’Twas found out all the same with In­ger at Sel­lan­raa,” said Axel.

			Bar­bro thought for a mo­ment. “Well, I don’t care,” said she. “The law’s all dif­fer­ent now, and if you read the pa­pers you’d know. There’s heaps that have done it, and don’t get any­thing to speak of.” Bar­bro sets out to ex­plain it, to teach him, as it were—get­ting him to take a broad view of things. It was not for noth­ing she her­self had been out in the world and seen and heard and learned so much; now she could sit here and be more than a match for him. She had three main ar­gu­ments which she was con­tinu­ally ad­van­cing: In the first place, she had not done it. In the second, it was not such a ter­rible thing, after all, if she had done it. But in the third place, it would nev­er be found out.

			“Everything gets found out, seems to me,” he ob­jec­ted.

			“Not by a long way,” she answered. And wheth­er to as­ton­ish him or to en­cour­age him, or per­haps from sheer van­ity and as some­thing to boast of, all of a sud­den she threw a bomb­shell. Thus: “I’ve done some­thing my­self that nev­er got found out.”

			“You?” said he, all un­be­liev­ing. “What have you done?”

			“What have I done? Killed some­thing.”

			She had not meant, per­haps, to go so far, but she had to go on now; there he was, star­ing at her. Oh, and it was not grand, in­dom­it­able bold­ness even; it was mere bravado, vul­gar show­ing off; she wanted to look big her­self, and si­lence him. “You don’t be­lieve me?” she cried. “D’you re­mem­ber that in the pa­per about the body of a child found in the har­bour? ’Twas me that did it.”

			“What?” said he.

			“Body of a child. You nev­er re­mem­ber any­thing. We read about it in the pa­per you brought up.”

			After a mo­ment he burst out: “You must be out of your senses!”

			But his con­fu­sion seemed to in­cite her more, to give her a sort of ar­ti­fi­cial strength; she could even give the de­tails. “I had it in my box—it was dead then, of course—I did that as soon as it was born. And when we got out in­to the har­bour, I threw it over­board.”

			Axel sat dark and si­lent, but she went on. It was a long time back now, many years, the time she had first come to Maane­land. So, there, he could see ’twas not everything was found out, not by a long way! What would things be like if everything folk did got out? What about all the mar­ried people in the towns and the things they did? They killed their chil­dren be­fore they were born—there were doc­tors who man­aged that. They didn’t want more than one, or at most two chil­dren, and so they’d get in a doc­tor to get rid of it be­fore it come. Ho, Axel need not think that was such a great af­fair out in the world!

			“Ho!” said Axel. “Then I sup­pose you did get rid of the last one too, that way?”

			“No, I didn’t,” she answered care­lessly as could be, “for I dropped it,” she said. But even then she must go on again about it be­ing noth­ing so ter­rible if she had. She was plainly ac­cus­tomed to think of the thing as nat­ur­al and easy; it did not af­fect her now. The first time, per­haps, it might have been a little un­com­fort­able, some­thing of an awk­ward feel­ing about it, to kill the child; but the second? She could think of it now with a sort of his­tor­ic sense: as a thing that had been done, and could be done.

			Axel went out of the house heavy in mind. He was not so much con­cerned over the fact that Bar­bro had killed her first child—that was noth­ing to do with him­self. That she had had a child at all be­fore she came to him was noth­ing much either; she was no in­no­cent, and had nev­er pre­ten­ded to be so, far from it. She had made no secret of her know­ledge, and had taught him many things in the dark. Well and good. But this last child—he would not will­ingly have lost it; a tiny boy, a little white creature wrapped up in a rag. If she were guilty of that child’s death, then she had in­jured him, Axel—broken a tie that he prized, and that could not be re­placed. But it might be that he wronged her, after all: that she had slipped in the wa­ter by ac­ci­dent. But then the wrap­ping—the bit of shirt she had taken with her. …

			Mean­time, the hours passed; din­ner­time came, and even­ing. And when Axel had gone to bed, and had lain star­ing in­to the dark long enough, he fell asleep at last, and slept till morn­ing. And then came a new day, and after that day oth­er days. …

			Bar­bro was the same as ever. She knew so much of the world, and could take lightly many little trifles that were ter­rible and ser­i­ous things for folk in the wilds. It was well in a way; she was clev­er enough for both of them, care­less enough for both. And she did not go about like a ter­rible creature her­self. Bar­bro a mon­ster? Not in the least. She was a pretty girl, with blue eyes, a slightly turned-up nose, and quick-handed at her work. She was ut­terly sick and tired of the farm and the wooden ves­sels, that took such a lot of clean­ing; sick and tired, per­haps, of Axel and all, of the out-of-the-way life she led. But she nev­er killed any of the cattle, and Axel nev­er found her stand­ing over him with up­lif­ted knife in the middle of the night.

			Only once it happened that they came to talk again of the body in the wood. Axel still in­sisted that it ought to have been bur­ied in the church­yard, in con­sec­rated ground; but she main­tained as be­fore that her way was good enough. And then she said some­thing which showed that she was reasoned after her fash­ion—ho, was sharp enough, could see bey­ond the tip of her nose; could think, with the pi­ti­ful little brain of a sav­age.

			“If it gets found out I’ll go and talk to the Lens­mand; I’ve been in ser­vice with him. And Fru Heyer­dahl, she’ll put in a word for me, I know. It’s not every­one that can get folk to help them like that, and they get off all the same. And then, be­sides, there’s fath­er, that knows all the great folks, and been as­sist­ant him­self, and all the rest.”

			But Axel only shook his head.

			“Well, what’s wrong with that?”

			“D’you think your fath­er’d ever be able to do any­thing?”

			“A lot you know about it!” she cried an­grily. “After you’ve ruined him and all, tak­ing his farm and the bread out of his mouth.”

			She seemed to have a sort of idea her­self that her fath­er’s repu­ta­tion had suffered of late, and that she might lose by it. And what could Axel say to that? Noth­ing. He was a man of peace, a work­er.

		
	
		
			III

			That winter, Axel was left to him­self again at Maane­land. Bar­bro was gone. Ay, that was the end of it.

			Her jour­ney to town would not take long, she said; ’twas not like go­ing to Ber­gen; but she wasn’t go­ing to stay on here los­ing one tooth after an­oth­er, till she’d a mouth like a calf. “What’ll it cost?” said Axel.

			“How do I know?” said she. “But, any­way, it won’t cost you any­thing. I’ll earn the money my­self.”

			She had ex­plained, too, why it was best for her to go just then; there were but two cows to milk, and in the spring there would be two more, be­sides all the goats with kids, and the busy sea­son, and work enough right on till June.

			“Do as you please,” said Axel.

			It was not go­ing to cost him any­thing, not at all. But she must have some money to start with, just a little; there was the jour­ney, and the dent­ist to pay, and be­sides, she must have one of the new cloaks and some oth­er little things. But, of course, if he didn’t care to. …

			“You’ve had money enough up to now,” said he.

			“H’m,” said she. “Any­way, it’s all gone.”

			“Haven’t you put by any­thing?”

			“Put by any­thing? You can look in my box it you like. I nev­er put by any­thing in Ber­gen, and I got more wages then.”

			“I’ve no money to give you,” said he.

			He had but little faith in her ever com­ing back at all, and she had plagued him so much with her hu­mours this way and that; he had grown in­dif­fer­ent at last. And though he gave her money in the end, it was noth­ing to speak of; but he took no no­tice when she packed away an enorm­ous hoard of food to take with her, and he drove her down him­self, with her box, to the vil­lage to meet the steam­er.

			And that was done.

			He could have man­aged alone on the place, he had learned to do so be­fore, but it was awk­ward with the cattle; if ever he had to leave home, there was none to look to them. The store­keep­er in the vil­lage had urged him to get Oline to come for the winter, she had been at Sel­lan­raa for years be­fore; she was old now, of course, but fit and able to work. And Axel did send for Oline, but she had not come, and sent no word.

			Mean­time, he worked in the forest, threshed out his little crop of corn, and ten­ded his cattle. It was a quiet and lonely life. Now and again Sivert from Sel­lan­raa would drive past on his way to and from the vil­lage, tak­ing down loads of wood, or hides, or farm pro­duce, but rarely bring­ing any­thing up home; there was little they needed to buy now at Sel­lan­raa.

			Now and again, too, Brede Olsen would come trudging along, more fre­quently of late—whatever he might be after. It looked as if he were try­ing to make him­self in­dis­pens­able to the tele­graph people in the little time that re­mained, so as to keep his job. He nev­er came in to see Axel now that Bar­bro was gone, but went straight by—a piece of high-and-migh­ti­ness ill fit­ted to his state, see­ing that he was still liv­ing on at Breidab­lik and had not moved. One day, when he was passing without so much as a word of greet­ing, Axel stopped him, and asked when he had thought of get­ting out of the place.

			“What about Bar­bro, and the way she left you?” asked Brede in re­turn. And one word led to an­oth­er: “You sent her off with neither help nor means, ’twas a near thing but she nev­er got to Ber­gen at all.”

			“Ho! So she’s in Ber­gen, is she?”

			“Ay, got there at last, so she writes, but little thanks to you.”

			“I’ll have you out of Breidab­lik, and that sharp,” said Axel.

			“Ay, if you’d be so kind,” said the oth­er, with a sneer. “But we’ll be go­ing of ourselves at the new year,” he said, and went on his way.

			So Bar­bro was gone to Ber­gen—ay, ’twas as Axel had thought. He did not take it to heart. Take it to heart? No, in­deed; he was well rid of her. But for all that, he had hoped a little un­til then that she might come back. ’Twas all un­reas­on­able, but some­how he had come to care over­much for the girl—ay, for that dev­il of a girl. She had her sweet mo­ments, un­for­get­table mo­ments, and it was on pur­pose to hinder her from run­ning off to Ber­gen that he had giv­en her so little money for the jour­ney. And now she had gone there after all. A few of her clothes still hung in the house, and there was a straw hat with birds’ wings on, wrapped up in a pa­per, in the loft, but she did not come to fetch them. Eyah, maybe he took it to heart a little, only a little. And as if to jeer at him, as a mighty jest in his trouble, came the pa­per he had ordered for her every week, and it would not stop now till the new year.

			Well, well, there were oth­er things to think about. He must be a man.

			Next spring he would have to put up a shed against the north wall of the house; the tim­ber would have to be felled that winter, and the planks cut. Axel had no tim­ber to speak of, not grow­ing close, but there were some heavy firs scattered about here and there on the out­skirts of his land, and he marked out those on the side to­ward Sel­lan­raa, to have the shortest way to cart his tim­ber up to the saw­mill.

			And so one morn­ing he gives the beasts an ex­tra feed, to last them till the even­ing, shuts all doors be­hind him, and goes out felling trees. Be­sides his ax and a bas­ket of food, he car­ried a rake to clear the snow away. The weath­er was mild, there had been a heavy snowstorm the day be­fore, but now it had stopped. He fol­lows the tele­graph line all the way to the spot, then pulls off his jack­et and falls to work. As the trees are felled, he strips off the branches, leav­ing the clean trunks, and piles up the small wood in heaps.

			Brede Olsen comes by on his way up—trouble on the line, no doubt, after yes­ter­day’s storm. Or maybe Brede was out on no par­tic­u­lar er­rand, but simply from pure zeal—ho, he was mighty keen on his duty of late, was Brede! The two men did not speak, did not so much as lift a hand in greet­ing.

			The weath­er is chan­ging again, the wind is get­ting up. Axel marks it, but goes on with his work. It is long past noon, and he has not yet eaten. Then, felling a big fir, he man­ages to get in the way of its fall, and is thrown to the ground. He hardly knew how it happened—but there it was. A big fir sway­ing from the root: a man will have it fall one way, the storm says an­oth­er—and the storm it is that wins. He might have got clear after all, but the lie of the ground was hid­den by snow. Axel made a false step, lost his foot­ing, and came down in a cleft of rock, astride of a boulder, pinned down by the weight of a tree.

			Well, and what then? He might still have got clear, but, as it chanced, he had fallen awk­wardly as could be—no bones broken, as far as he could tell, but twis­ted some­how, and un­able to drag him­self out. After a while he gets one hand free, sup­port­ing him­self on the oth­er, but the ax is bey­ond his reach. He looks round, takes thought, as any oth­er beast in a trap would do; looks round and takes thought and tries to work his way out from un­der the tree. Brede must be com­ing by on his way down be­fore long, he thinks to him­self, and gives him­self a breath­ing-space.

			He does not let it trouble him much at first, it was only an­noy­ing to lose time at his work; there is no thought in his mind of be­ing in danger, let alone in per­il of his life. True, he can feel the hand that sup­ports him grow­ing numbed and dead, his foot in the cleft grow­ing cold and help­less too; but no mat­ter, Brede must be here soon.

			Brede did not come.

			The storm in­creased, Axel felt the snow driv­ing full in his face. Ho, ’tis com­ing down in earn­est now, says he to him­self, still nev­er troub­ling much about it all—ay, ’tis as if he blinks at him­self through the snow, to look out, for now things are be­gin­ning in earn­est! After a long while he gives a single shout. The sound would hardly carry far in the gale, but it would be up­ward along the line, to­wards Brede. Axel lies there with all sorts of vain and use­less thoughts in his head: if only he could reach the ax, and per­haps cut his way out! If he could only get his hand up—it was press­ing against some­thing sharp, an edge of stone, and the stone was eat­ing its way quietly and po­litely in­to the back of his hand. Any­how, if only that in­fernal stone it­self had not been there—but no one has ever yet heard tell of such a touch­ing act of kind­ness on the part of a stone.

			Get­ting late now, get­ting later, the snow drift­ing thick; Axel is get­ting snowed up him­self. The snow packs all in­no­cently, all un­know­ing, about his face, melt­ing at first, till the flesh grows cold, and then it melts no longer. Ay, now ’tis be­gin­ning in earn­est!

			He gives two great shouts, and listens.

			His ax is get­ting snowed up now; he can see but a bit of the haft. Over there is his bas­ket of food, hung on a tree—if he could but have reached it, and had a feed—oh, huge big mouth­fuls! And then he goes one step farther in his de­mands, and asks yet more: if he only had his coat on—it is get­ting cold. He gives an­oth­er swinging shout. …

			And there is Brede. Stopped in his tracks, stand­ing still, look­ing to­ward the man as he calls; he stands there but for a mo­ment, glan­cing that way, as if to see what is amiss.

			“Reach me the ax here, will you?” calls Axel, a trifle weakly.

			Brede looks away hur­riedly, fully aware now of what is the mat­ter; he glances up at the tele­graph wires and seems to be whist­ling. What can he mean by that?

			“Here, reach me the ax, can’t you?” cries Axel louder. “I’m pinned here un­der a tree.”

			But Brede is strangely full of zeal in his duty now, he keeps on look­ing at the tele­graph wires, and whist­ling all the time. Note, also, that he seems to be whist­ling gaily, as it were venge­fully.

			“Ho, so you’re go­ing to murder me—won’t even reach me the ax?” cries Axel. And at that it seems as if there is trouble farther down the line, which Brede must see to without delay. He moves off, and is lost to sight in the driv­ing snow.

			Ho—well and good! But after that, well, it would just serve things gen­er­ally right if Axel were to man­age by him­self after all, and get at the ax without help from any­one. He strains all the muscles of his chest to lift the huge weight that bears him down; the tree moves, he can feel it shake, but all he gains by that is a shower of snow. And after a few more tries, he gives up.

			Grow­ing dark now. Brede is gone—but how far can he have got? Axel shouts again, and lets off a few straight­for­ward words in­to the bar­gain. “Leave me here to die, would you, like a mur­der­er?” he cries. “Have ye no soul nor thought of what’s to come? And the worth of a cow, no less, to lend a help­ing hand. But ’tis a dog you are and ever were, Brede, and leav­ing a man to die. Ho, but there’s more shall know of this, nev­er fear, and true as I’m ly­ing here. And won’t even come and reach me that ax. …”

			Si­lence. Axel strains away at the tree once more, lifts it a little, and brings down a new shower of snow. Gives it up again and sighs; he is worn out now, and get­ting sleepy. There’s the cattle at home, they’ll be stand­ing in the hut and bel­low­ing for food, not a bite nor a drop since the morn­ing; no Bar­bro to look to them now—no. Bar­bro’s gone, run off and gone, and taken both her rings, gold and sil­ver, taken them with her. Get­ting dark now, ay, even­ing, night; well, well. … But there’s the cold to reck­on with too; his beard is freez­ing, soon his eyes will freeze too as well; ay, if he had but his jack­et from the tree there … and now his leg—surely, it can’t be that—but all the same one leg feels dead now up to the hip. “All in God’s hands,” he says to him­self—seems like he can talk all godly and pi­ous when he will. Get­ting dark, ay; but a man can die without the light of a lamp. He feels all soft and good now, and of sheer hu­mil­ity he smiles, fool­ishly and kindly, at the snowstorm round; ’tis God’s own snow, an in­no­cent thing! Ay, he might even for­give Brede, and nev­er say a word. …

			He is very quiet now, and grow­ing ever more sleepy, ay, as if some pois­on were numb­ing him all over. And there is too much white­ness to look at every way; woods and lands, great wings, white veils, white sails; white, white … what can it be? Non­sense, man! And he knows well enough it is but snow; he is ly­ing out in the snow; ’tis no fancy that he is ly­ing there, pinned down be­neath a tree.

			He shouts again at haz­ard, throws out a roar; there in the snow a man’s great hairy chest swell­ing to a roar, bel­low­ing so it could be heard right down at the hut, again and again. “Ay, and a swine and a mon­ster,” he cries after Brede again; “nev­er a thought of how you’re leav­ing me to lie and be per­ished. And couldn’t even reach me the ax, that was all I asked; and call your­self a man, or a beast of the field? Ay, well then, go your way, and good luck to you if that’s your will and thought to go. …”

			He must have slept; he is all stiff and life­less now, but his eyes are open; set in ice, but open, he can­not wink nor blink—has he been sleep­ing with open eyes? Dropped off for a second maybe, or for an hour, God knows, but here’s Oline stand­ing be­fore him. He can hear her ask­ing: “In Jesu name, say if there’s life in you!” And ask­ing him if it is him ly­ing there, and if he’s lost his wits or no.

			Al­ways some­thing of a jack­al about Oline; sniff­ing and scent­ing out, al­ways on the spot where there was trouble; ay, she would nose it out. And how could she ever have man­aged through life at all if it hadn’t been that same way? Axel’s word had reached her, and for all her sev­enty years she had crossed the field to come. Snowed up at Sel­lan­raa in the storm of the day be­fore, and then on again to Maane­land; not a soul on the place; fed the cattle, stood in the door­way listen­ing, milked the cows at milk­ing-time, listen­ing again; what could it be? …

			And then a cry comes down, and she nods; Axel, maybe, or maybe the hill-folk, dev­ils—any­way, some­thing to sniff and scent and find—to worm out the mean­ing of it all, the wis­dom of the Almighty with the dark and the forest in the hol­low of His hand—and He would nev­er harm Oline, that was not worthy to un­loose the latchet of His shoes. …

			And there she stands.

			The ax? Oline digs down and down in the snow, and finds no ax. Man­age without, then—and she strains at the tree to lift it where it lies, but with no more strength than a child; she can but shake the branches here and there. Tries for the ax again—it is all dark, but she digs with hands and feet. Axel can­not move a hand to point, only tell where it lay be­fore, but ’tis not there now. “If it hadn’t been so far to Sel­lan­raa,” says Axel.

			Then Oline falls to search­ing her own ways, and Axel calls to her that there’s no ax there. “Ay, well,” says Oline, “I was but look­ing a bit. And what’s this, maybe?” says she.

			“You’ve found it?” says he.

			“Ay, by the grace of the Lord Almighty,” an­swers Oline, with high-sound­ing words.

			But there’s little pride in Axel now, no more than he’ll give in that he was wrong after all, and maybe not all clear in his head. And what’s he to do with the ax now ’tis there? He can­not stir, and Oline has to cut him free her­self. Oh, Oline has wiel­ded an ax be­fore that day; had axed off many a load of fir­ing in her life.

			Axel can­not walk, one leg is dead to the hip, and some­thing wrong with his back; shoot­ing pains that make him groan curi­ously—ay, he feels but a part of him­self, as if some­thing were left be­hind there un­der the tree. “Don’t know,” says he—“don’t know what it can be. …” But Oline knows, and tells him now with sol­emn words; ay, for she has saved a hu­man creature from death, and she knows it; ’tis the Almighty has seen fit to lay on her this charge, where He might have sent le­gions of an­gels. Let Axel con­sider the grace and in­fin­ite wis­dom of the Almighty even in this! And if so be as it had been His pleas­ure to send a worm out of the earth in­stead, all things were pos­sible to Him.

			“Ay, I know,” said Axel. “But I can’t make out how ’tis with me—feels strange. …”

			Feels strange, does it? Oh, but only wait, wait just a little. ’Twas but to move and stretch the least bit at a time, till the life came back. And get his jack­et on and get warm again. But nev­er in all her days would she for­get how the An­gel of the Lord had called her out to the door­way that last time, that she might hear a voice—the voice of one cry­ing in the forest. Ay, ’twas as in the days of Para­dise, when trum­pets blew and com­passed round the walls of Jericho. …

			Ay, strange. But while she talked, Axel was tak­ing his time, learn­ing the use of his limbs again, get­ting to walk.

			They get along slowly to­wards home, Oline still play­ing sa­viour and sup­port­ing him. They man­age some­how. A little farther down they come upon Brede. “What’s here?” says Brede. “Hurt your­self? Let me help a bit.”

			Axel takes no heed. He had giv­en a prom­ise to God not to be venge­ful, not to tell of what Brede had done, but bey­ond that he was free. And what was Brede go­ing up that way again for now? Had he seen that Oline was at Maane­land, and guessed that she would hear?

			“And it’s you here, Oline, is it?” goes on Brede eas­ily. “Where d’you find him? Un­der a tree? Well, now, ’tis a curi­ous thing,” says he. “I was up that way just now on duty, along the line, and seems like I heard someone shout­ing. Turns round and listens quick as a flash—Brede’s the man to lend a hand if there’s need. And so ’twas Axel, was it, ly­ing un­der a tree, d’you say?”

			“Ay,” says Axel. “And well you knew that saw and heard as well. But nev­er help­ing hand. …”

			“Good Lord, de­liv­er us!” cries Oline, aghast. “As I’m a sin­ner. …”

			Brede ex­plains. “Saw? Why, yes, I saw you right enough. But why didn’t you call out? You might have called out if there was any­thing wrong. I saw you right enough, ay, but nev­er thought but you were ly­ing down a bit to rest.”

			“You’d bet­ter say no more,” says Axel warn­ingly. “You know well enough you left me there and hop­ing I’d nev­er rise again.”

			Oline sees her way now; Brede must not be al­lowed to in­ter­fere. She must be in­dis­pens­able, noth­ing can come between her and Axel that could make him less com­pletely in­debted to her­self. She had saved him, she alone. And she waves Brede aside; will not even let him carry the ax or the bas­ket of food. Oh, for the mo­ment she is all on Axel’s side—but next time she comes to Brede and sits talk­ing to him over a cup of cof­fee, she will be on his.

			“Let me carry the ax and things, any­way,” says Brede.

			“Nay,” says Oline, speak­ing for Axel. “He’ll take them him­self.”

			And Brede goes on again: “You might have called to me, any­way; we’re not so deadly en­emies that you couldn’t say a word to a man?—You did call? Well, you might have shouted then, so a man could hear. Blow­ing a gale and all. … Least­ways, you might have waved a hand.”

			“I’d no hand to wave,” an­swers Axel. “You saw how ’twas with me, shut down and locked in all ways.”

			“Nay, that I’ll swear I didn’t. Well, I nev­er heard. Here, let me carry those things.”

			Oline puts in: “Leave him alone. He’s hurt and poorly.”

			But Axel’s mind is get­ting to work again now. He has heard of Oline be­fore, and un­der­stands it will be a costly thing for him, and a plague be­sides, if she can claim to have saved his life all by her­self. Bet­ter to share between them as far as may be. And he lets Brede take the bas­ket and the tools; ay, he lets it be un­der­stood that this is a re­lief, that it eases him to get rid of it. But Oline will not have it, she snatches away the bas­ket, she and no oth­er will carry what’s to be car­ried there. Sly sim­pli­city at war on every side. Axel is left for a mo­ment without sup­port, and Brede has to drop the bas­ket and hold him, though Axel can stand by him­self now, it seems.

			Then they go on a bit that way, Brede hold­ing Axel’s arm, and Oline car­ry­ing the things. Car­ry­ing, car­ry­ing, full of bit­ter­ness and flash­ing fire; a miser­able part in­deed, to carry a bas­ket in­stead of lead­ing a help­less man. What did Brede want com­ing that way at all—dev­il of a man!

			“Brede,” says she, “what’s it they’re say­ing, you’ve sold your place and all?”

			“And who’s it wants to know?” says Brede boldly.

			“Why, as to that, I’d nev­er thought ’twas any secret not to be known.”

			“Why didn’t you come to the sale, then, and bid with the rest?”

			“Me—ay, ’tis like you to make a jest of poor folk.”

			“Well, and I thought ’twas you had grown rich and grand. Wasn’t it you had left you old Sivert’s chest and all his money in? He he he!”

			Oline was not pleased, not softened at be­ing minded of that leg­acy. “Ay, old Sivert, he’d a kindly thought for me, and I’ll not say oth­er­wise. But once he was dead and gone, ’twas little they left after him in worldly goods. And you know your­self how ’tis to be stripped of all, and live un­der oth­er man’s roof; but old Sivert he’s in palaces and man­sions now, and the likes of you and me are left on earth to be spurned un­der­foot.”

			“Ho, you and your talk!” says Brede scorn­fully, and turns to Axel: “Well, I’m glad I came in time—help you back home. Not go­ing too fast, eh?”

			“No.”

			Talk to Oline, stand up and ar­gue with Oline! Was nev­er a man could do it but to his cost. Nev­er in life would she give in, and nev­er her match for turn­ing and twist­ing heav­en and earth to a med­ley of seem­ing kind­ness and malice, pois­on and sense­less words. This to her face now: Brede mak­ing as if ’twas him­self was bring­ing Axel home!

			“What I was go­ing to say,” she be­gins: “They gen­tle­men came up to Sel­lan­raa that time; did you ever get to show them all those sacks of stone you’d got, eh, Brede?”

			“Axel,” says Brede, “let me hoist you on my shoulders, and I’ll carry you down rest of the way.”

			“Nay,” says Axel. “For all it’s good of you to ask.”

			So they go on; not far now to go. Oline must make the best of her time on the way. “Bet­ter if you’d saved him at the point of death,” says she. “And how was it, Brede, you com­ing by and see­ing him in deadly per­il and heard his cry and nev­er stopped to help?”

			“You hold your tongue,” says Brede.

			And it might have been easi­er for her if she had, wad­ing deep in snow and out of breath, and a heavy bur­den and all, but ’twas not Oline’s way to hold her tongue. She’d a bit in re­serve, a dainty morsel. Ho, ’twas a dan­ger­ous thing to talk of, but she dared it.

			“There’s Bar­bro now,” says she. “And how’s it with her? Not run off and away, per­haps?”

			“Ay, she has,” an­swers Brede care­lessly. “And left a place for you for the winter by the same.”

			But here was a first-rate open­ing for Oline again; she could let it be seen now what a per­son­age she was; how none could man­age long without Oline—Oline, that had to be sent for near or far. She might have been two places, ay, three, for that mat­ter. There was the par­son­age—they’d have been glad to have her there, too. And here was an­oth­er thing—ay, let Axel hear it too, ’twould do no harm—they’d offered her so-and-so much for the winter, not to speak of a new pair of shoes and a sheep­skin in­to the bar­gain. But she knew what she was do­ing, com­ing to Maane­land, com­ing to a man that was lordly to give and would pay her over and above what oth­er folk did—and so she’d come. No, ’twas no need for Brede to trouble him­self that gait—when her Heav­enly Fath­er had watched over her all those years, and opened this door and that be­fore her feet, and bid­den her in. Ay, and it seemed like God Him­self had known what He was do­ing, send­ing her up to Maane­land that day, to save the life of one of His creatures on earth. …

			Axel was get­ting wear­ied again by now; his legs could hardly bear him, and seemed like giv­ing up. Strange, he had been get­ting bet­ter by de­grees, able to walk, as the life and warmth came back in­to his body. But now—he must lean on Brede for sup­port! It seemed to be­gin when Oline star­ted talk­ing about her wages; and then, when she was sav­ing his life again, it was worse than ever. Was he try­ing to lessen her tri­umph once more? Heav­en knows—but his mind seemed to be work­ing again. As they neared the house, he stopped, and said: “Looks like I’ll nev­er get there, after all.”

			Brede hoists him up without a word, and car­ries him. So they go on like that, Oline all venom, Axel up full length on Brede’s back.

			“What I was go­ing to say,” gets out Oline—“about Bar­bro—wasn’t she far gone with child?”

			“Child?” groans Brede, un­der the weight. Oh, ’tis a strange pro­ces­sion; but Axel lets him­self be car­ried all the way till he’s set down at his own door.

			Brede puffs and blows, migh­tily out of breath.

			“Ay, or how—was it ever born, after all?” asks Oline.

			Axel cuts in quickly with a word to Brede: “I don’t know how I’d ever have got home this night but for you.” And he does not for­get Oline: “And you, Oline, that was the first to find me. I’ve to thank you both for it all.”

			That was how Axel was saved. …

			

			The next few days Oline would talk of noth­ing but the great event; Axel was hard put to it to keep her with­in bounds. Oline can point out the very spot where she was stand­ing in the room when an an­gel of the Lord called her out to the door to hear a cry for help—Axel goes back to his work in the woods, and when he has felled enough, be­gins cart­ing it up to the saw­mill at Sel­lan­raa.

			Good, reg­u­lar winter work, as long as it lasts; cart­ing up rough tim­ber and bring­ing back sawn planks. The great thing is to hurry and get through with it be­fore the new year, when the frost sets in in earn­est, and the saw can­not work. Things are go­ing on nicely, everything as well as could be wished. If Sivert hap­pens to come up from the vil­lage with an empty sledge, he stops and takes a stick of tim­ber on the way, to help his neigh­bour. And the pair of them talk over things to­geth­er, and each is glad of a talk with the oth­er.

			“What’s the news down vil­lage?” asks Axel.

			“Why, noth­ing much,” says Sivert. “There’s a new man com­ing to take up land, so they say.”

			A new man—noth­ing in that; ’twas only Sivert’s way of put­ting it. New men came now every year or so, to take up land; there were five new hold­ings now be­low Breidab­lik. High­er up, things went more slowly, for all that the soil was rich­er that way. The one who had ven­tured farthest was Isak, when he settled down at Sel­lan­raa; he was the bold­est and the wisest of them all. Later, Axel Ström had come—and now there was a new man be­sides. The new man was to have a big patch of ar­able land and forest down be­low Maane­land—there was land enough.

			“Heard what sort of a man it is?” asked Axel.

			“Nay,” said Sivert. “But he’s bring­ing up houses all ready made, to fix up in no time.”

			“Ho! A rich man, then?”

			“Ay, seems like. And a wife and three chil­dren with him; and horse and cattle.”

			“Why, then, ’twill be a rich man enough. Any more about him?”

			“No. He’s three-and-thirty.”

			“And what’s his name?”

			“Aron, they say. Calls his place Stor­borg.”

			“Stor­borg? H’m. ’Tis no little place, then.”4

			“He’s come up from the coast. Had a fish­ery there, so they say.”

			“H’m—fish­ery. Won­der if he knows much about farm­ing?” says Axel. “That all you heard? Noth­ing more?”

			“No. He paid all down in cash for the title-deeds. That’s all I heard. Must have made a heap of money with his fish­ery, they say. And now he’s go­ing to start here with a store.”

			“Ho! A store?”

			“Ay, so they say.”

			“H’m. So he’s go­ing to start a store?”

			This was the one really im­port­ant piece of news, and the two neigh­bours talked it over every way as they drove up. It was a big piece of news—the greatest event, per­haps, in all the his­tory of the place; ay, there was much to say of that. Who was he go­ing to trade with, this new man? The eight of them that had settled on the com­mon lands? Or did he reck­on on get­ting cus­tom from the vil­lage as well? Any­way, the store would mean a lot to them; like as not, it would bring up more set­tlers again. The hold­ings might rise in value—who could say?

			They talked it over as if they would nev­er tire. Ay, here were two men with their own in­terests and aims, as great to them as oth­er men’s. The set­tle­ment was their world; work, sea­sons, crops were the ad­ven­tures of their life. Was not that in­terest and ex­cite­ment enough? Ho, enough in­deed! Many a time they had need to sleep but lightly, to work on long past meal­times; but they stood it, they en­dured it and were none the worse; a mat­ter of sev­en hours ly­ing pinned down be­neath a tree was not a thing to spoil them for life as long as their limbs were whole. A nar­row world, a life with no great pro­spects? Ho, in­deed! What of this new Stor­borg, a shop and a store here in the wilds—was not that pro­spect enough?

			They talked it over un­til Christ­mas came. …

			Axel had got a let­ter, a big en­vel­ope with a li­on on it; it was from the State. He was to fetch sup­plies of wire, a tele­graph ap­par­at­us, tools and im­ple­ments, from Brede Olsen, and take over in­spec­tion of the line from New Year’s Day.

		
	
		
			IV

			Teams of horses driv­ing up over the moors, cart­ing up houses for the new man come to settle in the wilds; load after load, for days on end. Dump the things down on a spot that is to be called Stor­borg; ’twill an­swer to its name, no doubt, in time. There are four men already at work up in the hills, get­ting out stone for a wall and two cel­lars.

			Cart­ing loads, cart­ing new loads. The sides of the house are built and ready be­fore­hand, ’tis only to fix them up when the spring comes; all reckoned out neatly and ac­cur­ately in ad­vance, each piece with its num­ber marked, not a door, not a win­dow lack­ing, even to the col­oured glass for the ver­andah. And one day a cart comes up with a whole load of small stakes. What’s them for? One of the set­tlers from lower down can tell them; he’s from the south, and has seen the life be­fore. “ ’Tis for a garden fence,” says he. So the new man is go­ing to have a garden laid out in the wilds—a big garden.

			All looked well; nev­er be­fore had there been such cart­ing and traffic up over the moors, and there were many that earned good money let­ting out their horses for the work. This, again, was mat­ter for dis­cus­sion. There was the pro­spect of mak­ing money in the fu­ture; the trader would be get­ting his goods from dif­fer­ent parts; in­land or over­seas, they would have to be car­ted up from the sea with teams of horses.

			Ay, it looked as if things were go­ing to be on a grander scale all round. Here was a young fore­man or man­ager in charge of the cart­ing work; a lordly young spark he was, and grumbled at not get­ting horses enough, for all that there were not so many loads to come.

			“But there can’t be so much more to come now, with the houses all up,” they said.

			“Ho, and what about the goods?” he answered.

			Sivert from Sel­lan­raa came clat­ter­ing up home­ward, empty as usu­al, and the fore­man called to him: “Hi, what are you com­ing up empty for? Why didn’t you bring up a load for us here?”

			“Why, I might have,” said Sivert. “But I’d no know­ledge of it.”

			“He’s from Sel­lan­raa; they’ve two horses there,” someone whispered.

			“What’s that? You’ve got two horses?” says the fore­man. “Bring them down, then, the pair of them, to help with the cart­age here. We’ll pay you well.”

			“Why,” says Sivert, “that’s none so bad, dare say. But we’re pressed just now, and can’t spare the time.”

			“What? Can’t spare the time to make money!” says the fore­man.

			But they had not al­ways time at Sel­lan­raa, there was much to do on the place. They had hired men to help—the first time such a thing had ever been done at Sel­lan­raa—two stone­work­ers from the Swedish side, to get out stone for a new cow­shed.

			This had been Isak’s great idea for years past, to build a prop­er cow­shed. The turf hut where the cattle were housed at present was too small, and out of re­pair; he would have a stone-built shed with double walls and a prop­er dung-pit un­der. It was to be done now. But there were many oth­er things to be done as well, one thing al­ways lead­ing to an­oth­er; the build­ing work, at any rate, seemed nev­er to be fin­ished. He had a saw­mill and a corn­mill and a sum­mer shed for the cattle; it was but reas­on­able he should have a smithy. Only a little place, for odd jobs as need arose; it was a long way to send down to the vil­lage when the sledge­ham­mer curled at the edges or a horse­shoe or so wanted look­ing to. Just enough to man­age with, that was all—and why shouldn’t he? Al­to­geth­er, there were many out­build­ings, little and big, at Sel­lan­raa.

			The place is grow­ing, get­ting big­ger and big­ger, a mighty big place at last. Im­possible now to man­age without a girl to help, and Jensine has to stay on. Her fath­er, the black­smith, asks after her now and again, if she isn’t com­ing home soon; but he does not make a point of it, be­ing an easy­going man, and maybe with his own reas­ons for let­ting her stay. And there is Sel­lan­raa, farthest out of all the set­tle­ments, grow­ing big­ger and big­ger all the time; the place, that is, the houses and the ground, only the folk are the same. The day is gone when wan­der­ing Lapps could come to the house and get all they wanted for the ask­ing; they come but rarely now, seem rather to go a long way round and keep out of sight; none are even seen in­side the house, but wait without if they come at all. Lapps al­ways keep to the outly­ing spots, in dark places; light and air dis­tress them, they can­not thrive; ’tis with them as with mag­gots and ver­min. Now and again a calf or a lamb dis­ap­pears without a trace from the out­skirts of Sel­lan­raa, from the farthest edge of the land—there is no help­ing that. And Sel­lan­raa can bear the loss. And even if Sivert could shoot, he has no gun, but any­way, he can­not shoot; a good-tempered fel­low, noth­ing war­like; a born jester: “And, any­way, I doubt but there’s a law against shoot­ing Lapps,” says he.

			Ay, Sel­lan­raa can bear the loss of a head or so of cattle here and there; it stands there, great and strong. But not without its troubles for all that. In­ger is not al­to­geth­er pleased with her­self and with life all the year round, no; once she made a jour­ney to a place a long way off, and it seems to have left an ugly dis­con­tent be­hind. It may dis­ap­pear for a time, but al­ways it re­turns. She is clev­er and hard­work­ing as in her best days, and a hand­some, healthy wife for a man, for a barge of a man—but has she no memor­ies of Trond­hjem; does she nev­er dream? Ay, and in winter most of all. Full of life and spir­its at times, and want­ing no end of things—but a wo­man can­not dance by her­self, and so there was no dan­cing at Sel­lan­raa. Heavy thoughts and books of de­vo­tion? Ay, well. … But there’s some­thing, Heav­en knows, in the oth­er sort of life, some­thing splen­did and un­equalled. She has learned to make do with little; the Swedish stone­work­ers are some­thing, at any rate; strange faces and new voices about the place, but they are quiet, eld­erly men, giv­en to work rather than play. Still, bet­ter than noth­ing—and one of them sings beau­ti­fully at his work; In­ger stops now and again to listen. Hjalmar is his name.

			And that is not all the trouble at Sel­lan­raa. There is Eleseus, for in­stance—a dis­ap­point­ment there. He had writ­ten to say that his place in the en­gin­eer’s of­fice was no longer open, but he was go­ing to get an­oth­er all right—only wait. Then came an­oth­er let­ter; he was ex­pect­ing some­thing to turn up very shortly, a first-rate post; but mean­time, he could not live on noth­ing at all, and when they sent him a hun­dred-Krone note from home, he wrote back to say it was just enough to pay off some small debts he had. … “H’m,” said Isak. “But we’ve these stone­work­er folk to pay, and a deal of things … write and ask if he wouldn’t rather come back here and lend a hand.”

			And In­ger wrote, but Eleseus did not care about com­ing home again; no, no sense in mak­ing an­oth­er jour­ney all to no pur­pose; he would rather starve.

			Well, per­haps there was no first-rate post va­cant just then in the city, and Eleseus, per­haps, was not as sharp as a razor in push­ing his way. Heav­en knows—per­haps he wasn’t over clev­er at his work either. Write? ay, he could write well enough, and quick and hard­work­ing maybe, but there might be some­thing lack­ing for all that. And if so, what was to be­come of him?

			When he ar­rived from home with his two hun­dred Kron­er, the city was wait­ing for him with old ac­counts out­stand­ing, and when those were paid, well, he had to get a prop­er walk­ing-stick, and not the re­mains of an um­brella. There were oth­er little things as well that were but reas­on­able—a fur cap for the winter, like all his com­pan­ions wore, a pair of skates to go on the ice with as oth­ers did, a sil­ver tooth­pick, which was a thing to clean one’s teeth, and play with dain­tily when chat­ting with friends over a glass of this or that. And as long as he had money, he stood treat as far as he was able; at a fest­ive even­ing held to cel­eb­rate his re­turn to town, he ordered half a dozen bottles of beer, and had them opened spar­ingly, one after an­oth­er. “What—twenty Ore for the wait­ress?” said his friends; “ten’s quite enough.”

			“Doesn’t do to be stingy,” said Eleseus.

			Noth­ing stingy nor mean about Eleseus, no; he come from a good home, from a big place, where his fath­er the Mar­grave owned end­less tracts of tim­ber, and four horses and thirty cows and three mow­ing-ma­chines. Eleseus was no li­ar, and it was not he who had spread abroad all the fant­ast­ic stor­ies about the Sel­lan­raa es­tate; ’twas the dis­trict sur­vey­or who had amused him­self talk­ing grandly about it a long while back. But Eleseus was not dis­pleased to find the stor­ies taken more or less for truth. Be­ing noth­ing in him­self, it was just as well to be the son of some­body that coun­ted for some­thing; it gave him cred­it, and was use­ful that way. But it could not last forever; the day came when he could no longer put off pay­ing, and what was he to do then? One of his friends came to his help, got him in­to his fath­er’s busi­ness, a gen­er­al store where the peas­ants bought their wares—bet­ter than noth­ing. It was a poor thing for a grown lad to start at a be­gin­ner’s wage in a little shop; no short­cut to the po­s­i­tion of a Lens­mand; still, it gave him enough to live on, helped him over the worst for the present—oh, ’twas not so bad, after all. Eleseus was will­ing and good-tempered here too, and people liked him; he wrote home to say he had gone in­to trade.

			This was his moth­er’s greatest dis­ap­point­ment. Eleseus serving in a shop—’twas not a whit bet­ter than be­ing as­sist­ant at the store down in the vil­lage. Be­fore, he had been some­thing apart, some­thing dif­fer­ent from the rest; none of their neigh­bours had gone off to live in a town and work in an of­fice. Had he lost sight of his great aim and end? In­ger was no fool; she knew well enough that there was a dif­fer­ence between the or­din­ary and the un­com­mon, though per­haps she did not al­ways think to reck­on with it. Isak was sim­pler and slower of thought; he reckoned less and less with Eleseus now, when he reckoned at all; his eld­est son was gradu­ally slip­ping out of range. Isak no longer thought of Sel­lan­raa di­vided between his two sons when he him­self should be gone.

			

			Some way on in spring came en­gin­eers and work­men from Sweden; go­ing to build roads, put up hut­ments, work in vari­ous ways, blast­ing, lev­el­ling, get­ting up sup­plies of food, hir­ing teams of horses, mak­ing ar­range­ments with own­ers of land by the wa­ter­side; what—what was it all about? This is in the wilds, where folk nev­er came but those who lived there? Well, they were go­ing to start that cop­per mine, that was all.

			So it had come to some­thing after all; Geissler had not been merely boast­ing.

			It was not the same big men that had come with him that time—no, the two of them had stayed be­hind, hav­ing busi­ness else­where, no doubt. But the same en­gin­eer was there, and the min­ing ex­pert that had come at first. They bought up all the sawn planks Isak could spare, bought food and drink and paid for it well, chat­ted in kindly fash­ion and were pleased with Sel­lan­raa. “Aer­i­al rail­way,” they said. “Cable haulage from the top of the fjeld down to the wa­ter­side,” they said.

			“What, down over all this moor­land here?” said Isak, be­ing slow to think. But they laughed at that.

			“No, on the oth­er side, man; not this way, ’twould be miles to go. No, on the oth­er side of the fjeld, straight down to the sea; a good fall, and no dis­tance to speak of. Run the ore down through the air in iron tanks; oh, it’ll work all right, you wait and see. But we’ll have to cart it down at first; make a road, and have it hauled down in carts. We shall want fifty horses—you see, we’ll get on finely. And we’ve more men on the works than these few here—that’s noth­ing. There’s more com­ing up from the oth­er side, gangs of men, with huts all ready to put up, and stores of pro­vi­sions and ma­ter­i­al and tools and things—then we meet and make con­nec­tion with them halfway, on the top, you see? We’ll make the thing go, nev­er fear—and ship the ore to South Amer­ica. There’s mil­lions to be made out of it.”

			“What about the oth­er gen­tle­men,” asked Isak, “that came up here be­fore?”

			“What? Oh, they’ve sold out. So you re­mem­ber them? No, they’ve sold. And the people that bought them out have sold again. It’s a big com­pany now that owns the mine—any amount of money be­hind it.”

			“And Geissler, where’ll he be now?” asks Isak.

			“Geissler? Nev­er heard of him. Who’s he?”

			“Lens­mand Geissler, that sold you the place first of all.”

			“Oh, him! Geissler was his name? Heav­en knows where he is now. So you re­mem­ber him too?”

			

			Blast­ing and work­ing up in the hills, gangs of men at work all through the sum­mer—there was plenty do­ing about the place. In­ger did a busy trade in milk and farm pro­duce, and it amused her—go­ing in­to busi­ness, as it were, and see­ing all the many folk com­ing and go­ing. Isak tramped about with his lum­ber­ing tread, and worked on his land; noth­ing dis­turbed him. Sivert and the two stone­work­ers got the new cow­shed up. It was a fine build­ing, but took a deal of time be­fore it was fin­ished, with only three men to the work, and Sivert, moreover, of­ten called away to help in the fields. The mow­ing-ma­chine was use­ful now; and a good thing, too, to have three act­ive wo­men that could take a turn at the hay­mak­ing.

			All go­ing well; there was life in the wilds now, and money grow­ing, blos­som­ing every­where.

			And look at Stor­borg, the new trader’s place—there was a busi­ness on a prop­er scale! This Aron must be a wiz­ard, a dev­il of a fel­low; he had learned some­how be­fore­hand of the min­ing op­er­a­tions to come, and was on the spot all ready, with his shop and store, to make the most of it. Busi­ness? He did busi­ness enough for a whole State—ay, enough for a king! To be­gin with, he sold all kinds of house­hold utensils and work­men’s clothes; but miners earn­ing good money are not afraid to spend it; not con­tent with buy­ing ne­ces­sar­ies only; they would buy any­thing and everything. And most of all on Sat­urday even­ings, the trad­ing sta­tion at Stor­borg was crowded with folk, and Aron rak­ing money in; his clerk and his wife were both called in to help be­hind the counter, and Aron him­self serving and selling as hard as he could go at it—and even then the place would not be empty till late at night. And the own­ers of horse­flesh in the vil­lage, they were right; ’twas a mighty cart­ing and haul­ing of wares up to Stor­borg; more than once they had to cut off corners of the old road and make new short­cuts—a fine new road it was at last, very dif­fer­ent from Isak’s first nar­row path up through the wilds. Aron was a bless­ing and a be­ne­fact­or, noth­ing less, with his store and his new road. His name was not Aron really, that be­ing only his Chris­ti­an name; prop­erly, he was Aron­sen, and so he called him­self, and his wife called him the same. They were a fam­ily not to be looked down upon, and kept two ser­vant-girls and a lad.

			As for the land at Stor­borg, it re­mained un­touched for the present. Aron­sen had no time for work­ing on the soil—where was the sense of dig­ging up a bar­ren moor? But Aron­sen had a garden, with a fence all round, and cur­rant bushes and as­ters and row­ans and planted trees—ay, a real garden. There was a broad path down it, where Aron­sen could walk o’ Sundays and smoke his pipe, and in the back­ground was the ver­andah of the house, with panes of col­oured glass, or­ange and red and blue. Stor­borg … And there were chil­dren—three pretty little things about the place. The girl was to learn to play her part as daugh­ter of a wealthy trader, and the boys were to learn the busi­ness them­selves—ay, three chil­dren with a fu­ture be­fore them!

			Aron­sen was a man to take thought for the fu­ture, or he would not have come there at all. He might have stuck to his fish­ery, and like enough been lucky at that and made good money, but ’twas not like go­ing in­to busi­ness; noth­ing so fine, a thing for com­mon folk at best. People didn’t take off their hats to a fish­er­man. Aron­sen had rowed his boat be­fore, pulling at the oars; now he was go­ing to sail in­stead. There was a word he was al­ways us­ing: “Cash down.” He used it all sorts of ways. When things went well, they were go­ing “cash down.” His chil­dren were to get on in the world, and live more “cash down” even than him­self. That was how he put it, mean­ing that they should have an easi­er life of it than he had had.

			And look you, things did go well; neigh­bours took no­tice of him, and of his wife—ay, even of the chil­dren. It was not the least re­mark­able thing, that folk took no­tice of the chil­dren. The miners came down from their work in the hills, and had not seen a child’s face for many days; when they caught sight of Aron­sen’s little ones play­ing in the yard, they would talk kindly to them at once, as if they had met three pup­pies at play. They would have giv­en them money, but see­ing they were the trader’s chil­dren, it would hardly do. So they played mu­sic for them on their mouth-or­gans in­stead. Young Gust­af came down, the wild­est of them all, with his hat over one ear, and his lips ever ready with a merry word; ay, Gust­af it was that came and played with them for long at a time. The chil­dren knew him every time, and ran to meet them; he would pick them up and carry them on his back, all three of them, and dance with them. “Ho!” said Gust­af, and danced with them. And then he would take out his mouth-or­gan and play tunes and mu­sic for them, till the two ser­vant-girls would come out and look at him, and listen, with tears in their eyes. Ay, a mad­cap was Gust­af, but he knew what he was do­ing!

			Then after a bit he would go in­to the shop and throw his money about, buy­ing up a whole knap­sack full of things. And when he went back up the road again, it was with a whole little stock-in-trade of his own—and he would stop at Sel­lan­raa on the way and open his pack and show them. Note­pa­per with a flower in the corner, and a new pipe and a new shirt, and a fringed necker­chief—sweets for the wo­men­folk, and shiny things, a watch-chain with a com­pass, a pock­etknife—oh, a host of things. Ay, there were rock­ets he had bought to let off on Sunday, for every­one to see. In­ger gave him milk, and he joked with Leo­poldine, and picked up little Re­becca and swung her up in the air—“Hoy huit!”

			“And how’s the build­ing get­ting on?” he asked the Swedes—Gust­af was a Swede him­self, and made friends with them too. The build­ing was get­ting on as best it could, with but them­selves to the work. Why, then, he’d come and give them a hand him­self, would Gust­af, though that was only said in jest.

			“Ay, if you only would,” said In­ger. For the cow­shed ought to be ready by the au­tumn, when the cattle were brought in.

			Gust­af let off a rock­et, and hav­ing let off one, there was no sense in keep­ing the rest. As well let them off too—and so he did, half a dozen of them, and the wo­men and chil­dren stood round breath­less at the ma­gic of the ma­gi­cian; and In­ger had nev­er seen a rock­et be­fore, but the wild fire of them some­how re­minded her of the great world she had once seen. What was a sew­ing-ma­chine to this? And when Gust­af fin­ished up by play­ing his mouth-or­gan, In­ger would have gone off along the road with him for sheer emo­tion. …

			

			The mine is work­ing now, and the ore is car­ted down by teams of horses to the sea; a steam­er had loaded up one cargo and sailed away with it to South Amer­ica, and an­oth­er steam­er waits already for the next load. Ay, ’tis a big con­cern. All the set­tlers have been up to look at the won­der­ful place, as many as can walk. Brede Olsen has been up, with his samples of stone, and got noth­ing for his pains, see­ing that the min­ing ex­pert was gone back to Sweden again. On Sundays, there was a crowd of people com­ing up all the way from the vil­lage; ay, even Axel Ström, who had no time to throw away, turned off from his prop­er road along the tele­graph line to look at the place. Hardly a soul now but has seen the mine and its won­ders. And at last In­ger her­self, In­ger from Sel­lan­raa, puts on her best, gold ring and all, and goes up to the hills. What does she want there?

			Noth­ing, does not even care to see how the work is done. In­ger has come to show her­self, that is all. When she saw the oth­er wo­men go­ing up, she felt she must go too. A dis­fig­ur­ing scar on her up­per lip, and grown chil­dren of her own, has In­ger, but she must go as the oth­ers did. It irks her to think of the oth­ers, young wo­men, ay … but she will try if she can’t com­pete with them all the same. She has not be­gun to grow stout as yet, but has still a good fig­ure enough, tall and natty enough; she can still look well. True, her col­our­ing is not what it used to be, and her skin is not com­par­able to a golden peach—but they should see for all that; ay, they should say, after all, she was good enough!

			They greet her kindly as she could wish; the work­men know her, she has giv­en them many a drink of milk, and they show her over the mine, the huts, the stables and kit­chens, the cel­lars and store­sheds; the bolder men edge in close to her and take her lightly by the arm, but In­ger does not feel hurt at all, it does her good. And where there are steps to go up or down, she lifts her skirts high, show­ing her legs a trifle; but she man­ages it quietly, as if without a thought. Ay, she’s good enough, think the men to them­selves.

			Oh, but there is some­thing touch­ing about her, this wo­man get­ting on in years; plain to see that a glance from one of these warm-blooded men­folk came all un­ex­pec­tedly to her; she was grate­ful for it, and re­turned it; she was a wo­man like oth­er wo­men, and it thrilled her to feel so. An hon­est wo­man she had been, but like enough ’twas for lack of op­por­tun­ity.

			Get­ting on in years. …

			Gust­af came up. Left two girls from the vil­lage, and a com­rade, just to come. Gust­af knew what he was at, no doubt; he took In­ger’s hand with more warmth, more pres­sure than was needed, and thanked her for the last pleas­ant even­ing at Sel­lan­raa, but he was care­ful not to plague her with at­ten­tion.

			“Well, Gust­af, and when are you com­ing to help us with the build­ing?” says In­ger, go­ing red. And Gust­af says he will come sure enough be­fore long. His com­rades hear it, and put in a word that they’ll all be com­ing down be­fore long.

			“Ho!” says In­ger. “Aren’t you go­ing to stay on the mine, then, come winter?”

			The men an­swer cau­tiously, that it doesn’t look like it, but can’t be sure. But Gust­af is bolder, and laughs and says, looks like they’ve scraped out the bit of cop­per there was.

			“You’ll not say that in earn­est surely?” says In­ger. And the oth­er men put in that Gust­af had bet­ter be care­ful not to say any such thing.

			But Gust­af was not go­ing to be care­ful; he said a great deal more, and as for In­ger, ’twas strange how he man­aged to win her for him­self, for all that he nev­er seemed to put him­self for­ward that way. One of the oth­er lads played a con­cer­tina, but ’twas not like Gust­af’s mouth-or­gan; an­oth­er lad again, and a smart fel­low he was too, tried to draw at­ten­tion to him­self by singing a song off by heart to the mu­sic, but that was noth­ing either, for all that he had a fine rolling voice. And a little while after, there was Gust­af, and if he hadn’t got In­ger’s gold ring on his little fin­ger! And how had it come about, when he nev­er plagued nor pushed him­self for­ward? Oh, he was for­ward enough in his way, but quiet with it all, as In­ger her­self; they did not talk of things, and she let him play with her hand as if without no­ti­cing. Later on, when she sat in one of the huts drink­ing cof­fee, there was a noise out­side, high words between the men, and she knew it was about her­self, and it warmed her. A pleas­ant thing to hear, for one no longer young, for a wo­man get­ting on in years.

			And how did she come home from the hills that Sunday even­ing? Ho, well enough, vir­tu­ous as she had come, no more and no less. There was a crowd of men to see her home, the crowd of them that would not turn back as long as Gust­af was there; would not leave her alone with him, not if they knew it! In­ger had nev­er had such a gay time, not even in the days when she had been out in the world.

			“Hadn’t In­ger lost some­thing?” they asked at last.

			“Lost some­thing? No.”

			“A gold ring, for in­stance?”

			And at that Gust­af had to bring it out; he was one against all, a whole army.

			“Oh, ’twas a good thing you found it,” said In­ger, and made haste to say good­bye to her es­cort. She drew near­er Sel­lan­raa, saw the many roofs of the build­ings; it was her home that lay there. And she awoke once more, came back to her­self, like the clev­er wife she was, and took a short­cut through to the sum­mer shed to look to the cattle. On the way she passes by a place she knows; a little child had once lain bur­ied there; she had pat­ted down the earth with her hands, set up a tiny cross—oh, but it was long ago. Now, she was won­der­ing if those girls had fin­ished their milk­ing in good time. …

			

			The work at the mine goes on, but there are whis­per­ings of some­thing wrong, the yield is not as good as it had prom­ised. The min­ing ex­pert, who had gone back home, came out again with an­oth­er ex­pert to help him; they went about blast­ing and bor­ing and ex­amin­ing all the ground. What was wrong? The cop­per is fine enough, noth­ing wrong with that, but thin, and no real depth in it; get­ting thick­er to the south­ward, ly­ing deep and fine just where the com­pany’s hold­ing reached its lim­it—and bey­ond that was Al­men­ning, the prop­erty of the State. Well, the first pur­chasers had per­haps not thought so much of the thing, any­way. It was a fam­ily af­fair, some re­l­at­ives who had bought the place as a spec­u­la­tion; they had not troubled to se­cure the whole range, all the miles to the next val­ley, no; they had but taken over a patch of ground from Isak Sel­lan­raa and Geissler, and then sold it again.

			And what was to be done now? The lead­ing men, with the ex­perts and the fore­men, know well enough; they must start ne­go­ti­ations with the State at once. So they send a mes­sen­ger off at full speed to Sweden, with let­ters and plans and charts, and ride away them­selves down to the Lens­mand be­low, to get the rights of the fjeld south of the wa­ter. And here their dif­fi­culties be­gin; the law stands in their way; they are for­eign­ers, and can­not be pur­chasers in their own right. They knew all about that, and had made ar­range­ments. But the south­ern side of the fjeld was sold already—and that they did not know. “Sold?”

			“Ay, long ago, years back.”

			“Who bought it then?”

			“Geissler.”

			“What Geissler?—oh, that fel­low—h’m.”

			“And the title-deeds ap­proved and re­gistered,” says the Lens­mand. “ ’Twas bare rock, no more, and he got it for next to noth­ing.”

			“Who is this fel­low Geissler that keeps crop­ping up? Where is he?”

			“Heav­en knows where he is now!”

			And a new mes­sen­ger is sent off to Sweden. They must find out all about this Geissler. Mean­while, they could not keep on all the men; they must wait and see.

			So Gust­af came down to Sel­lan­raa, with all his worldly goods on his back, and here he was, he said. Ay, Gust­af had giv­en up his work at the mine—that is to say, he had been a trifle too out­spoken the Sunday be­fore, about the mine and the cop­per in the mine; the fore­man had heard of it, and the en­gin­eer, and Gust­af was giv­en his dis­charge. Well, good­bye then, and maybe ’twas the very thing he wanted; there could be noth­ing sus­pi­cious now about his com­ing to Sel­lan­raa. They set him to work at once on the cow­shed.

			They worked and worked at the stone walls, and when a few days later an­oth­er man came down from the mine, he was taken on too; now there were two spells, and the work went apace. Ay, they would have it ready by the au­tumn, nev­er fear.

			But now one after an­oth­er of the miners came down, dis­missed, and took the road to Sweden; the tri­al work­ing was stopped for the present. There was some­thing like a sigh from the folk in the vil­lage at the news; fool­ish folk, they did not un­der­stand what a tri­al work­ing was, that it was only work­ing on tri­al, but so it was. There were dark fore­bod­ings and dis­cour­age­ment among the vil­lage folk; money was scarcer, wages were re­duced, things were very quiet at the trad­ing sta­tion at Stor­borg. What did it all mean? Just when everything was go­ing on finely, and Aron­sen had got a flag­staff and a flag, and had bought a fine white bearskin for a rug to have in the sledge for the winter, and fine clothes for all the fam­ily … Little mat­ters these, but there were great­er things hap­pen­ing as well. Here were two new men had bought up land for clear­ing in the wilds; high up between Maane­land and Sel­lan­raa, and that was no small event for the whole of that little outly­ing com­munity. The two new set­tlers had built their turf huts and star­ted clear­ing ground and dig­ging. They were hard­work­ing folk, and had done much in a little time. All that sum­mer they had bought their pro­vi­sions at Stor­borg, but when they came down now, last time, there was hardly any­thing to be had. Noth­ing in stock—and what did Aron want with heavy stocks of this and that now the work at the mine had stopped? He had hardly any­thing of any sort on the place now—only money. Of all the folk in the neigh­bour­hood, Aron­sen was per­haps the most de­jec­ted; his reck­on­ing was all up­set. When someone urged him to cul­tiv­ate his land and live on that till bet­ter times, he answered: “Cul­tiv­ate the land? ’Twas not that I came and set up house here for.”

			At last Aron­sen could stand it no longer; he must go up to the mine and see for him­self how things were. It was a Sunday. When he got to Sel­lan­raa, he wanted Isak to go with him, but Isak had nev­er yet set foot on the mine since they had star­ted; he was more at home on the hill­side be­low. In­ger had to put in a word. “You might as well go with Aron­sen, when he asks you,” she said. And maybe In­ger was not sorry to have him go; ’twas Sunday, and like as not she wanted to be rid of him for an hour or so. And so Isak went along.

			There were strange things to be seen up there in the hills; Isak did not re­cog­nize the place at all now, with its huts and sheds, a whole town of them, and carts and wag­ons and great gap­ing holes in the ground. The en­gin­eer him­self showed them round. Maybe he was not in the best of hu­mour just now, that same en­gin­eer, but he had tried all along to keep away the feel­ing of gloom that had fallen upon the vil­lage folk and the set­tlers round—and here was his chance, with no less per­sons than the Mar­grave of Sel­lan­raa and the great trader from Stor­borg on the spot.

			He ex­plained the nature of the ore and the rocks in which it was found. Cop­per, iron, and sul­phur, all were there to­geth­er. Ay, they knew ex­actly what there was in the rocks up there—even gold and sil­ver was there, though not so much of it. A min­ing en­gin­eer, he knows a deal of things.

			“And it’s all go­ing to shut down now?” asked Aron­sen.

			“Shut down?” re­peated the en­gin­eer in as­ton­ish­ment. “A nice thing that’d be for South Amer­ica if we did!” No, they were dis­con­tinu­ing their pre­lim­in­ary op­er­a­tions for a while, only for a short time; they had seen what the place was like, what it could pro­duce; then they could build their aer­i­al rail­way and get to work on the south­ern side of the fjeld. He turned to Isak: “You don’t hap­pen to know where this Geissler’s got to?”

			“No.”

			Well, no mat­ter—they’d get hold of him all right. And then they’d start to work again. Shut down? The idea!

			Isak is sud­denly lost in won­der and de­light over a little ma­chine that works with a treadle—simply move your foot and it works. He un­der­stands it at once—’tis a little smithy to carry about on a cart and take down and set up any­where you please.

			“What’s a thing like that cost, now?” he asks.

			“That? Port­able forge? Oh, noth­ing much.” They had sev­er­al of the same sort, it ap­peared, but noth­ing to what they had down at the sea; all sorts of ma­chines and ap­par­at­us, huge big things. Isak was giv­en to un­der­stand that min­ing, the mak­ing of val­leys and enorm­ous chasms in the rock, was not a busi­ness that could be done with your fin­ger­nails—ha ha!

			They stroll about the place, and the en­gin­eer men­tions that he him­self will be go­ing across to Sweden in a few days’ time.

			“But you’ll be com­ing back again?” says Aron­sen.

			Why, of course. Knew of no reas­on why the Gov­ern­ment or the po­lice should try to keep him.

			Isak man­aged to lead round to the port­able forge once more and stopped, look­ing at it again. “And what might a bit of a ma­chine like that cost?” he asked.

			Cost? Couldn’t say off­hand—a deal of money, no doubt, but noth­ing to speak of in min­ing op­er­a­tions. Oh, a grand fel­low was the en­gin­eer; not in the best of hu­mour him­self just then, per­haps, but he kept up ap­pear­ances and played up rich and fine to the last. Did Isak want a forge? Well, he might take that one—the com­pany would nev­er trouble about a little thing like that—the com­pany would make him a present of a port­able forge!

			An hour after, Aron­sen and Isak were on their way down again. Aron­sen some­thing calmer in mind—there was hope after all. Isak trundles down the hill­side with his pre­cious forge on his back. Ay, a barge of a man, he could bear a load! The en­gin­eer had offered to send a couple of men down with it to Sel­lan­raa next morn­ing, but Isak thanked him—’twas more than worth his while. He was think­ing of his own folk; ’twould be a fine sur­prise for them to see him come walk­ing down with a smithy on his back.

			But ’twas Isak was sur­prised after all.

			A horse and cart turned in­to the court­yard just as he reached home. And a highly re­mark­able load it brought. The driver was a man from the vil­lage, but be­side him walked a gen­tle­man at whom Isak stared in as­ton­ish­ment—it was Geissler.

		
	
		
			V

			There were oth­er things that might have giv­en Isak mat­ter for sur­prise, but he was no great hand at think­ing of more than one thing at a time. “Where’s In­ger?” was all he said as he passed by the kit­chen door. He was only anxious to see that Geissler was well re­ceived.

			In­ger? In­ger was out pluck­ing ber­ries; had been out pluck­ing ber­ries ever since Isak star­ted—she and Gust­af the Swede. Ay, get­ting on in years, and all in love again and wild with it; au­tumn and winter near, but she felt the warmth in her­self again, flowers and blos­som­ing again. “Come and show where there’s cloud­ber­ries,” said Gust­af; “cran­ber­ries,” said he. And how could a wo­man say no? In­ger ran in­to her little room and was both earn­est and re­li­gious for sev­er­al minutes; but there was Gust­af stand­ing wait­ing out­side, the world was at her heels, and all she did was to tidy her hair, look at her­self care­fully in the glass, and out again. And what if she did? Who would not have done the same? Oh, a wo­man can­not tell one man from an­oth­er; not al­ways—not of­ten.

			And they two go out pluck­ing ber­ries, pluck­ing cloud­ber­ries on the moor­land, step­ping from tuft to tuft, and she lifts her skirts high, and has her neat legs to show. All quiet every­where; the white grouse have their young ones grown already and do not fly up hiss­ing any more; they are sheltered spots where bushes grow on the moors. Less than an hour since they star­ted, and already they are sit­ting down to rest. Says In­ger: “Oh, I didn’t think you were like that?” Oh, she is all weak­ness to­wards him, and smiles piteously, be­ing so deep in love—ay, a sweet and cruel thing to be in love, ’tis both! Right and prop­er to be on her guard—ay, but only to give in at last. In­ger is so deep in love—des­per­ately, mer­ci­lessly; her heart is full of kind­li­ness to­wards him, she only cares to be close and pre­cious to him.

			Ay, a wo­man get­ting on in years. …

			“When the work’s fin­ished, you’ll be go­ing off again,” says she.

			No, he wasn’t go­ing. Well, of course, some time, but not yet, not for a week or so.

			“Hadn’t we bet­ter be get­ting home?” says she.

			“No.”

			They pluck more ber­ries, and in a little while they find a sheltered place among the bushes, and In­ger says: “Gust­af, you’re mad to do it.” And hours pass—they’ll be sleep­ing now, be­like, among the bushes. Sleep­ing? Won­der­ful—far out in the wil­der­ness, in the Garden of Eden. Then sud­denly In­ger sits up­right and listens: “Seems like I heard someone down on the road away off?”

			The sun is set­ting, the tufts of heath­er dark­en­ing in shad­ow as they walk home. They pass by many sheltered spots, and Gust­af sees them, and In­ger, she sees them too no doubt, but all the time she feels as if someone were driv­ing ahead of them. Oh, but who could walk all the way home with a wild hand­some lad, and be on her guard all the time? In­ger is too weak, she can only smile and say: “I nev­er knew such a one.”

			She comes home alone. And well that she came just then, a for­tu­nate thing. A minute later had not been well at all. Isak had just come in­to the court­yard with his forge, and Aron­sen—and there is a horse and cart just pulled up.

			“God­dag,” says Geissler, greet­ing In­ger as well. And there they stand, all look­ing one at an­oth­er—couldn’t be bet­ter. …

			Geissler back again. Years now since he was there, but he is back again, aged a little, grey­er a little, but bright and cheer­ful as ever. And finely dressed this time, with a white waist­coat and gold chain across. A man bey­ond un­der­stand­ing!

			Had he an ink­ling, maybe, that some­thing was go­ing on up at the mine, and wanted to see for him­self? Well, here he was. Very wide awake to look at, glan­cing round at the place, at the land, turn­ing his head and us­ing his eyes every way. There are great changes to note; the Mar­grave had ex­ten­ded his do­mains. And Geissler nods.

			“What’s that you’re car­ry­ing?” he asks Isak. “ ’Tis a load for one horse in it­self,” says he.

			“ ’Tis for a forge,” ex­plains Isak. “And a mighty use­ful thing to have on a bit of a farm,” says he—ay, call­ing Sel­lan­raa a bit of a farm, no more!

			“Where did you get hold of it?”

			“Up at the mine. En­gin­eer, he gave me the thing for a present, he said.”

			“The com­pany’s en­gin­eer?” says Geissler, as if he had not un­der­stood.

			And Geissler, was he to be out­done by an en­gin­eer on a cop­per mine? “I’ve heard you’d got a mow­ing-ma­chine,” says he, “and I’ve brought along a pat­ent raker thing that’s handy to have.” And he points to the load on the cart. There it stood, red and blue, a huge comb, a hayrake to be driv­en with horses. They lif­ted it out of the cart and looked at it; Isak har­nessed him­self to the thing and tried it over the ground. No won­der his mouth opened wide! Mar­vel on mar­vel com­ing to Sel­lan­raa!

			They spoke of the mine, of the work up in the hills. “They were ask­ing about you, quite a lot,” said Isak.

			“Who?”

			“The en­gin­eer, and all the oth­er gen­tle­men. ‘Have to get hold of you some­how,’ they said.”

			Oh, but here Isak was say­ing over­much, it seemed. Geissler was of­fen­ded, no doubt; he turned sharp and curt, and said: “Well, I’m here, if they want me.”

			Next day came the two mes­sen­gers back from Sweden, and with them a couple of the mine-own­ers; on horse­back they were, fine gen­tle­men and portly; mighty rich folk, by the look of them. They hardly stopped at Sel­lan­raa at all, simply asked a ques­tion or so about the road, without dis­mount­ing, and rode on up the hill. Geissler they pre­ten­ded not to see, though he stood quite close. The mes­sen­gers with their loaded pack­horses res­ted for an hour, talked to the men at work on the build­ing, learned that the old gen­tle­man in the white waist­coat and gold chain was Geissler, and then they too went on again. But that same even­ing one of them came rid­ing down to the place with a mes­sage by word of mouth for Geissler to come up to the gen­tle­men at the mines. “I’m here if they want me,” was the an­swer Geissler sent back.

			Geissler was grown an im­port­ant per­son­age, it seemed; thought him­self a man of power, of all the power in the world; con­sidered it, per­haps, be­neath his dig­nity to be sent for by word of mouth. But how was it he had come to Sel­lan­raa at all just then—just when he was most wanted? A great one he must be for know­ing things, all man­ner of things. Any­way, when the gen­tle­men up at the mine had Geissler’s an­swer, there was noth­ing for it but they must be­stir them­selves and come all the way down to Sel­lan­raa again. The en­gin­eer and the two min­ing ex­perts came with them.

			So many crooked ways and turn­ings were there be­fore that meet­ing was brought about. It looked ill to start with; ay, Geissler was over-lordly by far.

			The gen­tle­men were po­lite enough this time; begged him to ex­cuse their hav­ing sent a verbal mes­sage the day be­fore, be­ing tired out after their jour­ney. Geissler was po­lite in re­turn, and said he too was tired out after his jour­ney, or he would have come. Well, and then, to get to busi­ness: Would Geissler sell the land south of the wa­ter?

			“Do you wish to pur­chase on your own ac­count, may I ask,” said Geissler, “or are you act­ing as agents?”

			Now this could be noth­ing but sheer con­trar­i­ness on Geissler’s part; he could surely see for him­self that rich and portly gen­tle­men of their stamp would not be act­ing as agents. They went on to dis­cuss terms. “What about the price?” said they.

			“The price?—yes,” said Geissler, and sat think­ing it over. “A couple of mil­lion,” said he.

			“In­deed?” said the gen­tle­men, and smiled. But Geissler did not smile.

			The en­gin­eer and the two ex­perts had made a rough in­vest­ig­a­tion of the ground, made a few bor­ings and blast­ings, and here was their re­port: the oc­cur­rence of ore was due to erup­tion; it was ir­reg­u­lar, and from their pre­lim­in­ary ex­am­in­a­tion ap­peared to be deep­est in the neigh­bour­hood of the bound­ary between the com­pany’s land and Geissler’s de­creas­ing from there on­wards. For the last mile or so there was no ore to be found worth work­ing.

			Geissler listened to all this with the greatest non­chal­ance. He took some pa­pers from his pock­et, and looked at them care­fully; but the pa­pers were not charts nor maps—like as not they were things no way con­nec­ted with the mine at all.

			“You haven’t gone deep enough,” said he, as if it were some­thing he had read in his pa­pers. The gen­tle­men ad­mit­ted that at once, but the en­gin­eer asked: How did he know that—“You haven’t made bor­ings your­self, I sup­pose?”

			And Geissler smiled, as if he had bored hun­dreds of miles down through the globe, and covered up the holes again after.

			They kept at it till noon, talk­ing it over this way and that, and at last began to look at their watches. They had brought Geissler down to half a mil­lion now, but not a hair’s breadth farther. No; they must have put him out sorely some way or oth­er. They seemed to think he was anxious to sell, ob­liged to sell, but he was not—ho, not a bit; there he sat, as easy and care­less as them­selves, and no mis­tak­ing it.

			“Fif­teen, say twenty thou­sand would be a de­cent price any­way,” said they.

			Geissler agreed that might be a de­cent price enough for any­one sorely in need of the money, but five-and-twenty thou­sand would be bet­ter. And then one of the gen­tle­men put in—say­ing it per­haps by way of keep­ing Geissler from soar­ing too far: “By the way, I’ve seen your wife’s people in Sweden—they sent their kind re­gards.”

			“Thank you,” said Geissler.

			“Well,” said the oth­er gen­tle­man, see­ing Geissler was not to be won over that way, “a quarter of a mil­lion … it’s not gold we’re buy­ing, but cop­per ore.”

			“Ex­actly,” said Geissler. “It’s cop­per ore.”

			And at that they lost pa­tience, all of them, and five watch-cases were opened and snapped to again; no more time to fool away now; it was time for din­ner. They did not ask for food at Sel­lan­raa, but rode back to the mine to get their own.

			And that was the end of the meet­ing.

			Geissler was left alone.

			What would be in his mind all this time—what was he pon­der­ing and spec­u­lat­ing about? Noth­ing at all, maybe, but only idle and care­less? No, in­deed, he was think­ing of some­thing, but calm enough for all that. After din­ner, he turned to Isak, and said: “I’m go­ing for a long walk over my land up there; and I’d have liked to have Sivert with me, same as last time.”

			“Ay, so you shall,” said Isak at once.

			“No; he’s oth­er things to do, just now.”

			“He shall go with you at once,” said Isak, and called to Sivert to leave his work. But Geissler held up his hand, and said shortly: “No.”

			He walked round the yard sev­er­al times, came back and talked to the men at their work, chat­ting eas­ily with them and go­ing off and com­ing back again. And all the time with this weighty mat­ter on his mind, yet talk­ing as if it were noth­ing at all. Geissler had long been so long ac­cus­tomed to changes of for­tune, maybe he was past feel­ing there was any­thing at stake now, whatever might be in the air.

			Here he was, the man he was, by the merest chance. He had sold the first little patch of land to his wife’s re­la­tions, and what then? Gone off and bought up the whole tract south of the wa­ter—what for? Was it to an­noy them by mak­ing him­self their neigh­bour? At first, no doubt, he had only thought of tak­ing over a little strip of the land there, just where the new vil­lage would have to be built if the work­ings came to any­thing, but in the end he had come to be own­er of the whole fjeld. The land was to be had for next to noth­ing, and he did not want a lot of trouble with bound­ar­ies. So, from sheer idle­ness he had be­come a min­ing king, a lord of the moun­tains; he had thought of a site for huts and ma­chine sheds, and it had be­come a king­dom, stretch­ing right down to the sea.

			In Sweden, the first little patch of land had passed from hand to hand, and Geissler had taken care to keep him­self in­formed as to its fate. The first pur­chasers, of course, had bought fool­ishly, bought without sense or fore­thought; the fam­ily coun­cil were not min­ing ex­perts, they had not se­cured enough land at first, think­ing only of buy­ing out a cer­tain Geissler, and get­ting rid of him. But the new own­ers were no less to be laughed at; mighty men, no doubt, who could af­ford to in­dulge in a jest, and take up land for amuse­ment’s sake, for a drunk­en wager, or Heav­en knows what. But when it came to tri­al work­ings, and ex­ploit­ing the land in earn­est, then sud­denly they found them­selves but­ting up against a wall—Geissler.

			Chil­dren! thought Geissler, maybe, in his lofty mind; he felt his power now, felt strong enough to be short and ab­rupt with folk. The oth­ers had cer­tainly done their best to take him down a peg; they ima­gined they were deal­ing with a man in need of money, and threw out hints of some fif­teen or twenty thou­sand—ay, chil­dren. They did not know Geissler. And now here he stood.

			They came down no more that day from the fjeld, think­ing best, no doubt, not to show them­selves over­anxious. Next morn­ing they came down, pack­horses and all, on their way home. And lo—Geissler was not there.

			Not there?

			That put an end to any ideas they might have had of set­tling the man­ner in lordly wise, from the saddle; they had to dis­mount and wait. And where was Geissler, if you please? Nobody could tell them; he went about every­where, did Geissler, took an in­terest in Sel­lan­raa and all about it; the last they had seen of him was up at the saw­mill. The mes­sen­gers were sent out to look for him, but Geissler must have gone some dis­tance, it seemed, for he gave no an­swer when they shouted. The gen­tle­men looked at their watches, and were plainly an­noyed at first, and said: “We’re not go­ing to fool about here wait­ing like this. If Geissler wants to sell, he must be on the spot.” Oh, but they changed their tone in a little while; showed no an­noy­ance after a while, but even began to find some­thing amus­ing in it all, to jest about it. Here were they in a des­per­ate case; they would have to lie out there in the des­ol­ate hills all night. And get lost and starve to death in the wilds, and leave their bones to bleach un­dis­covered by their mourn­ing kin—ay, they made a great jest of it all.

			At last Geissler came. Had been look­ing round a bit—just come from the cattle en­clos­ure. “Looks as if that’ll be too small for you soon,” said he to Isak. “How many head have you got up there now al­to­geth­er?” Ay, he could talk like that, with those fine gen­tle­men stand­ing there watch in hand. Curi­ously red in the face was Geissler, as if he had been drink­ing. “Puh!” said he. “I’m all hot, walk­ing.”

			“We half ex­pec­ted you would be here when we came,” said one of the gen­tle­men.

			“I had no word of your want­ing to see me at all,” answered Geissler, “oth­er­wise I might have been here on the spot.”

			Well, and what about the busi­ness now? Was Geissler pre­pared to ac­cept a reas­on­able of­fer today? It wasn’t every day he had a chance of fif­teen or twenty thou­sand—what? Un­less, of course. … If the money were noth­ing to him, why, then. …

			This last sug­ges­tion was not to Geissler’s taste at all; he was of­fen­ded. A nice way to talk! Well, they would not have said it, per­haps, if they had not been an­noyed at first; and Geissler, no doubt, would hardly have turned sud­denly pale at their words if he had not been out some­where by him­self and got red. As it was, he paled, and answered coldly:

			“I don’t wish to make any sug­ges­tion as to what you, gen­tle­men, may be in a po­s­i­tion to pay—but I know what I am will­ing to ac­cept and what­not. I’ve no use for more child’s prattle about the mine. My price is the same as yes­ter­day.”

			“A quarter of a mil­lion Kron­er?”

			“Yes.”

			The gen­tle­men moun­ted their horses. “Look here,” said one, “we’ll go this far, and say twenty-five thou­sand.”

			“You’re still in­clined to joke, I see,” said Geissler. “But I’ll make you an of­fer in sober earn­est: would you care to sell your bit of a mine up there?”

			“Why,” said they, some­what taken aback—“why, we might do that, per­haps.”

			“I’m ready to buy it,” said Geissler.

			Oh, that Geissler! With the court­yard full of people now, listen­ing to every word; all the Sel­lan­raa folk, and the stone­work­ers and the mes­sen­gers. Like as not, he could nev­er have raised the money, nor any­thing near it, for such a deal; but, again, who could say? A man bey­ond un­der­stand­ing was Geissler. Any­how, his last words rather dis­con­cer­ted those gen­tle­men on horse­back. Was it a trick? Did he reck­on to make his own land seem worth more by this man­oeuvre?

			The gen­tle­men thought it over; ay, they even began to talk softly to­geth­er about it; they got down from their horses again. Then the en­gin­eer put in a word; he thought, no doubt, it was get­ting bey­ond all bear­ing. And he seemed to have some power, some kind of au­thor­ity here. And the yard was full of folk all listen­ing to what was go­ing on. “We’ll not sell,” said he.

			“Not?” asked his com­pan­ions.

			“No.”

			They whispered to­geth­er again, and they moun­ted their horses once more—in earn­est this time. “Twenty-five thou­sand!” called out one of them. Geissler did not an­swer, but turned away, and went over to talk to the stone­work­ers again.

			And that was the end of their last meet­ing.

			Geissler ap­peared to care noth­ing for what might come of it. He walked about talk­ing of this, that, and the oth­er; for the mo­ment he seemed chiefly in­ter­ested in the lay­ing of some heavy beams across the shell of the new cow­house. They were to get the work fin­ished that week, with a tem­por­ary roof—a new fod­der loft was to be built up over later on.

			Isak kept Sivert away from the build­ing work now, and left him idle—and this he did with a pur­pose, that Geissler might find the lad ready at any time if he wanted to go ex­plor­ing with him in the hills. But Isak might have saved him­self the trouble; Geissler had giv­en up the idea, or per­haps for­got­ten all about it. What he did was to get In­ger to pack him up some food, and set off down the road. He stayed away till even­ing.

			He passed the two new clear­ings that had been star­ted be­low Sel­lan­raa, and talked to the men there; went right down to Maane­land to see what Axel Ström had got done that year. Noth­ing very great, it seemed; not as much as he might have wished, but he had put in some good work on the land. Geissler took an in­terest in this place, too, and asked him: “Got a horse?”

			“Ay.”

			“Well, I’ve a mow­ing-ma­chine and a har­row down south, both new; I’ll send them up, if you like.”

			“How?” asked Axel, un­able to con­ceive such mag­ni­fi­cence, and think­ing vaguely of pay­ment by in­stal­ments.

			“I mean I’ll make you a present of them,” said Geissler.

			“ ’Tis hard to be­lieve,” said Axel.

			“But you’ll have to help those two neigh­bours of yours up above, break­ing new land.”

			“Ay, nev­er fear for that,” said Axel; he could still hardly make out what Geissler meant by it all. “So you’ve ma­chines and things down south?”

			“I’ve a deal of things to look after,” said Geissler. Now, as a mat­ter of fact, Geissler had no great deal of things to look after, but he liked to make it ap­pear so. As for a mow­ing-ma­chine and a har­row, he could buy them in any of the towns, and send up from there.

			He stayed talk­ing a long while with Axel Ström about the oth­er set­tlers near; of Stor­borg, the trad­ing sta­tion; of Axel’s broth­er, newly mar­ried, who had come to Breidab­lik, and had star­ted drain­ing the moors and get­ting the wa­ter out. Axel com­plained that it was im­possible to get a wo­man any­where to help; he had none but an old creature, by name Oline; not much good at the best of times, but he might be thank­ful to have her as long as she stayed. Axel had been work­ing day and night part of that sum­mer. He might, per­haps, have got a wo­man from his own parts, from Hel­ge­land, but that would have meant pay­ing for her jour­ney, be­sides wages. A costly busi­ness all round. Axel fur­ther told how he had taken over the in­spec­tion of the tele­graph line, but rather wished he had left it alone.

			“That sort of thing’s only fit for Brede and his like,” said Geissler.

			“Ay, that’s a true word,” Axel ad­mit­ted. “But there was the money to think of.”

			“How many cows have you got?”

			“Four. And a young bull. ’Twas too far to go up to Sel­lan­raa to theirs.”

			But there was a far weight­i­er mat­ter Axel badly wanted to talk over with Geissler; Bar­bro’s af­fair had come to light, some­how, and an in­vest­ig­a­tion was in pro­gress. Come to light? Of course it had. Bar­bro had been go­ing about, evid­ently with child and plain to see, and she had left the place by her­self all un­en­cumbered and no child at all. How had it come about?

			When Geissler un­der­stood what the mat­ter was, he said quite shortly: “Come along with me.” And he led Axel with him away from the house. Geissler put on an im­port­ant air, as one in au­thor­ity. They sat down at the edge of the wood, and Geissler said: “Now, then, tell me all about it.”

			Come to light? Of course it had; how could it be helped? The place was no longer a desert, with nev­er a soul for miles; and, moreover, Oline was there. What had Oline to do with it? Ho! and, to make things worse, Brede Olsen had made an en­emy of her him­self. No means of get­ting round Oline now; here she was on the spot, and could worm things out of Axel a bit at a time. ’Twas just such un­der­hand work she lived for; ay, lived by, in some de­gree. And here was the very thing for her—trust Oline for scent­ing it out! Truth to tell, Oline was grown too old now to keep house and tend cattle at Maane­land; she ought to have giv­en it up. But how could she? How could she leave a place where a fine, deep mys­tery lay simply wait­ing to be brought to light? She man­aged the winter’s work; ay, she got through the sum­mer, too, and it was a mar­vel of strength she gained from the mere thought of be­ing able one day to show up a daugh­ter of Brede him­self. The snow was not gone from the fields that spring be­fore Oline began pok­ing about. She found the little green mound by the stream, and saw at once that the turf had been laid down in squares. She had even had the luck to come upon Axel one day stand­ing by the little grave, and tread­ing it down. So Axel knew all about it! And Oline nod­ded her grey head—ay, it was her turn now!

			Not but Axel was a kindly man enough to live with, but miserly; coun­ted his cheeses, and kept good note of every tuft of wool; Oline could not do as she liked with things, not by a long way. And then that mat­ter of the ac­ci­dent last year, when she had saved him—if Axel had been the right sort, he would have giv­en her the cred­it for it all, and ac­know­ledged his debt to her alone. But not a bit of it—Axel still held to the di­vi­sion he had made on the spot. Ay, he would say, if Oline hadn’t happened to come along, he would have had to lie out there in the cold all night; but Brede, he’d been a good help too, on the way home. And that was all the thanks she got! Oline was full of in­dig­na­tion—surely the Lord Almighty must turn away His face from His creatures! How easy it would have been for Axel to lead out a cow from its stall, and bring it to her and say: “Here’s a cow for you, Oline.” But no. Not a word of it.

			Well, let him wait—wait and see if it might not come to cost him more than the worth of a cow in the end!

			All through that sum­mer, Oline kept a lookout for every passerby, and whispered to them and nod­ded and con­fided things to them in secret. “But nev­er a word I’ve said,” so she charged them every time. Oline went down to the vil­lage, too, more than once. And now there were ru­mours and talk of things about the place, ay, drift­ing like a fog, set­tling on faces and get­ting in­to ears; even the chil­dren go­ing to school at Breidab­lik began nod­ding secrets among them­selves. And at last the Lens­mand had to take it up; had to be­stir him­self and re­port it, and ask for in­struc­tions. Then he came up with a book to write in and an as­sist­ant to help him; came up to Maane­land one day and in­vest­ig­ated things and wrote things down, and went back again. But three weeks after, he came up once more, in­vest­ig­at­ing and writ­ing down again, and this time, he opened a little green mound by the stream, and took out the body of a child. Oline was an in­valu­able help to him; and in re­turn he had to an­swer a host of ques­tions she put. Among oth­er things, he said yes, it might per­haps come to hav­ing Axel ar­res­ted too. At that, Oline clasped her hands in dis­may at all the wicked­ness she had got mixed up with here, and only wished she were out of the place, far away from it all. “But the girl,” she whispered, “what about Bar­bro her­self?”

			“The girl Bar­bro,” said the Lens­mand, “she’s un­der ar­rest now in Ber­gen. The law must take its course,” said he. And he took the little body and went back again to the vil­lage. …

			Little won­der, then, that Axel Ström was anxious. He had spoken out to the Lens­mand and denied noth­ing; he was in part re­spons­ible for the com­ing of the child at all, and in ad­di­tion, he had dug a grave for it. And now he was ask­ing Geissler what he had bet­ter do next. Would he have to go in to the town, to a new and worse ex­am­in­a­tion, and be tor­tured there?

			Geissler was not the man he had been—no; and the long story had wear­ied him, he seemed duller now, whatever might be the cause. He was not the bright and con­fid­ent soul he had been that morn­ing. He looked at his watch, got up, and said:

			“This’ll want think­ing over. I’ll go in­to it thor­oughly and let you know be­fore I leave.”

			And Geissler went off.

			He came back to Sel­lan­raa that even­ing, had a little sup­per, and went to bed. Slept till late next morn­ing, slept, res­ted thor­oughly; he was tired, no doubt, after his meet­ing with the Swedish mine-own­ers. Not till two days after did he make ready to leave. He was his lordly self again by then, paid lib­er­ally for his keep, and gave little Re­becca a shin­ing Krone.

			He made a speech to Isak, and said: “It doesn’t mat­ter in the least if noth­ing came of the deal this time, it’ll come all right later on. For the present, I’m go­ing to stop the work­ing up there and leave it a bit. As for those fel­lows—chil­dren! Thought they would teach me, did they? Did you hear what they offered me? Twenty-five thou­sand!”

			“Ay,” said Isak.

			“Well,” said Geissler, and waved his hand as if dis­miss­ing all im­per­tin­ent of­fers of in­sig­ni­fic­ant sums from his mind, “well, it won’t do any harm to the dis­trict if I do stop the work­ing there a bit—on the con­trary, it’ll teach folk to stick to their land. But they’ll feel it in the vil­lage. They made a pile of money there last sum­mer; fine clothes and fine liv­ing for all—but there’s an end of that now. Ay, it might have been worth their while, the good folks down there, to have kept in with me; things might have been dif­fer­ent then. Now, it’ll be as I please.”

			But for all that, he did not look much of a man to con­trol the fate of vil­lages, as he went away. He car­ried a par­cel of food in his hand, and his white waist­coat was no longer al­to­geth­er clean. His good wife might have equipped him for the jour­ney up this time out of the rest of the forty thou­sand she had once got—who could say, per­haps she had. Any­how, he was go­ing back poor enough.

			He did not for­get to look in at Axel Ström on the way down, and give the res­ults of his think­ing over. “I’ve been look­ing at it every way,” said he. “The mat­ter’s in abey­ance for the present, so there’s noth­ing to be done just yet. You’ll be called up for a fur­ther ex­am­in­a­tion, and you’ll have to say how things are. …”

			Words, noth­ing more. Geissler had prob­ably nev­er giv­en the mat­ter a thought at all. And Axel agreed de­jec­tedly to all he said. But at last Geissler flickered up in­to a mighty man again, puckered his brows, and said thought­fully: “Un­less, per­haps, I could man­age to come to town my­self and watch the pro­ceed­ings.”

			“Ay, if you’d be so good,” said Axel.

			Geissler de­cided in a mo­ment. “I’ll see if I can man­age it, if I can get the time. But I’ve a heap of things to look after down south. I’ll come if I can. Good­bye for now. I’ll send you those ma­chines all right.”

			And Geissler went.

			Would he ever come again?

		
	
		
			VI

			The rest of the work­men came down from the mine. Work is stopped. The fjeld lies dead again.

			The build­ing at Sel­lan­raa, too, is fin­ished now. There is a make­shift roof of turf put on for the winter; the great space be­neath is di­vided in­to rooms, bright apart­ments, a great salon in the middle and large rooms at either end, as if it were for hu­man be­ings. Here Isak once lived in a turf hut to­geth­er with a few goats—there is no turf hut to be seen now at Sel­lan­raa.

			Loose boxes, mangers, and bins are fit­ted up. The two stone­work­ers are still busy, kept on to get the whole thing fin­ished as soon as pos­sible, but Gust­af is no hand at wood­work, so he says, and he is leav­ing. Gust­af has been a splen­did lad at the stone­work, heav­ing and lift­ing like a bear; and in the even­ings, a joy and de­light to all, play­ing his mouth-or­gan, not to speak of help­ing the wo­men­folk, car­ry­ing heavy pails to and from the river. But he is go­ing now. No, Gust­af is no hand at wood­work, so he says. It looks al­most as if he were in a hurry to get away.

			“Can’t it wait till to­mor­row?” says In­ger.

			No, it can’t wait, he’s no more work to do here, and be­sides, go­ing now, he will have com­pany across the hills, go­ing over with the last; gang from the mines.

			“And who’s to help me with my buck­ets now?” says In­ger, smil­ing sadly.

			But Gust­af is nev­er at a loss, he has his an­swer ready, and says “Hjalmar.” Now Hjalmar was the young­er of the two stone­work­ers, but neither of them was young as Gust­af him­self, none like him in any way.

			“Hjalmar—huh!” says In­ger con­temp­tu­ously. Then sud­denly she changes her tone, and turns to Gust­af, think­ing to make him jeal­ous. “Though, after all, he’s nice to have on the place, is Hjalmar,” says she, “and so pret­tily he sings and all.”

			“Don’t think much of him, any­way,” says Gust­af. He does not seem jeal­ous in the least.

			“But you might stay one more night at least?”

			No, Gust­af couldn’t stay one more night—he was go­ing across with the oth­ers.

			Ay, maybe Gust­af was get­ting tired of the game by now. ’Twas a fine thing to snap her up in front of all the rest, and have her for his own the few weeks he was there—but he was go­ing else­where now, like as not to a sweet­heart at home—he had oth­er things in view. Was he to stay on loaf­ing about here for the sake of her? He had reas­on enough for bring­ing the thing to an end, as she her­self must know; but she was grown so bold, so thought­less of any con­sequence, she seemed to care for noth­ing. No, things had not held for so very long between them—but long enough to last out the spell of his work there.

			In­ger is sad and down­hearted enough; ay, so erringly faith­ful that she mourns for him. ’Tis hard for her; she is hon­estly in love, without any thought of van­ity or con­quest. And not ashamed, no; she is a strong wo­man full of weak­ness; she is but fol­low­ing the law of nature all about her; it is the glow of au­tumn in her as in all things else. Her breast heaves with feel­ing as she packs up food for Gust­af to take with him. No thought of wheth­er she has the right, of wheth­er she dare risk this or that; she gives her­self up to it en­tirely, hungry to taste, to en­joy. Isak might lift her up to the roof and thrust her to the floor again—ay, what of that! It would not make her feel the less.

			She goes out with the par­cel to Gust­af.

			Now she had set the buck­et by the steps on pur­pose, in case he should care to go with her to the river just once more. Maybe she would like to say some­thing, to give him some little thing—her gold ring; Heav­en knows, she was in a state to do any­thing. But there must be an end of it some time; Gust­af thanks her, says good­bye, and goes.

			And there she stands.

			“Hjalmar!” she calls out aloud—oh, so much louder than she need. As if she were de­term­ined to be gay in spite of all—or cry­ing out in dis­tress.

			Gust­af goes on his way. …

			

			All through that au­tumn there was the usu­al work in the fields all round, right away down to the vil­lage: pota­toes to be taken up, corn to be got in, the horned cattle let loose over the ground. Eight farms there are now and all are busy; but at the trad­ing sta­tion, at Stor­borg, there are no cattle, and no green lands, only a garden. And there is no trade there now, and noth­ing for any to be busy about there.

			They have a new root crop at Sel­lan­raa called turnips, send­ing up a co­lossal growth of green wav­ing leaves out of the earth, and noth­ing can keep the cows away from them—the beasts break down all hedge­work, and storm in, bel­low­ing. Noth­ing for it but to set Leo­poldine and little Re­becca to keep guard over the turnip fields, and little Re­becca walks about with a big stick in her hand and is a won­der at driv­ing cows away. Her fath­er is at work close by; now and again he comes up to feel her hands and feet, and ask if she is cold. Leo­poldine is big and grown up now; she can knit stock­ings and mit­tens for the winter while she is watch­ing the herds. Born in Trond­hjem, was Leo­poldine, and came to Sel­lan­raa five years old. But the memory of a great town with many people and of a long voy­age on a steam­er is slip­ping away from her now, grow­ing more and more dis­tant; she is a child of the wilds and knows noth­ing now of the great world bey­ond the vil­lage down be­low where she has been to church once or twice, and where she was con­firmed the year be­fore. …

			And the little cas­u­al work of every day goes on, with this thing and that to be done be­side; as, for in­stance, the road down be­low, that is get­ting bad one or two places. The ground is still work­able, and Isak goes down one day with Sivert, ditch­ing and drain­ing the road. There are two patches of bog to be drained.

			Axel Ström has prom­ised to take part in the work, see­ing that he has a horse and uses the road him­self—but Axel had press­ing busi­ness in the town just then. Heav­en knows what it could be, but very press­ing, he said it was. But he had asked his broth­er from Breidab­lik to work with them in his stead.

			Fre­drik was this broth­er’s name. A young man, newly mar­ried, a light­hearted fel­low who could make a jest, but none the worse for that; Sivert and he are some­thing alike. Now Fre­drik had looked in at Stor­borg on his way up that morn­ing, Aron­sen of Stor­borg be­ing his nearest neigh­bour, and he is full of all the trader has been telling him. It began this way; Fre­drik wanted a roll of to­bacco. “I’ll give you a roll of to­bacco when I have one,” said Aron­sen.

			“What, you’ve no to­bacco in the place?”

			“No, nor won’t or­der any. There’s nobody to buy it. What d’you think I make out of one roll of to­bacco?”

			Ay, Aron­sen had been in a nasty hu­mour that morn­ing, sure enough; felt he had been cheated some­how by that Swedish min­ing con­cern. Here had he set up a store out in the wilds, and then they go and shut down the work al­to­geth­er!

			Fre­drik smiles slyly at Aron­sen, and makes fun of him now. “He’s not so much as touched that land of his,” says he, “and hasn’t even feed for his beasts, but must go and buy it. Asked me if I’d any hay to sell. No, I’d no hay to sell. ‘Ho, d’you mean you don’t want to make money?’ said Aron­sen. Thinks money’s everything in the world, seems like. Puts down a hun­dred-Krone note on the counter, and says ‘Money!’ ‘Ay, money’s well enough,’ says I. ‘Cash down,’ says he. Ay, he’s just a little bit touched that way, so to speak, and his wife she goes about with a watch and chain and all on week­days—Lord He knows what can be she’s so set on re­mem­ber­ing to the minute.”

			Says Sivert: “Did Aron­sen say any­thing about a man named Geissler?”

			“Ay. Said some­thing about he’d be want­ing to sell some land he’d got. And Aron­sen was wild about it, he was—‘fel­low that used to be Lens­mand and got turned out,’ he said, and ‘like as not without so much as a five Krone in his books, and ought to be shot!’ ‘Ay, but wait a bit,’ says I, ‘and maybe he’ll sell after all.’ ‘Nay,’ says Aron­sen, ‘don’t you be­lieve it. I’m a busi­ness­man,’ says he, ‘and I know—when one party puts up a price of two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand, and the oth­er of­fers twenty-five thou­sand, there’s too big a dif­fer­ence; there’ll be no deal ever come out of that. Well, let ’em go their own way, and see what comes of it,’ says he. ‘I only wish I’d nev­er set my foot in this hole, and a poor thing it’s been for me and mine.’ Then I asked him if he didn’t think of selling out him­self. ‘Ay,’ says he, ‘that’s just what I’m think­ing of. This bit of bog­land,’ says he, ‘a hole and a desert—I’m not mak­ing a single Krone the whole day now,’ says he.”

			They laughed at Aron­sen, and had no pity for him at all.

			“Think he’ll sell out?” asks Isak.

			“Well, he did speak of it. And he’s got rid of the lad he had already. Ay, a curi­ous man, a queer sort of man, that Aron­sen, ’tis sure. Sends away his lad could be work­ing on the place get­ting in winter fuel and cart­ing hay with that horse of his, but keeps on his store­man—chief clerk, he calls him. ’Tis true enough, as he says, not selling so much as a Krone all day, for he’s no stock in the place at all. And what does he want with a chief clerk, then? I doubt it’ll be just by way of look­ing grand and mak­ing a show, must have a man there to stand at a desk and write up things in books. Ha ha ha! ay, looks like he’s just a little bit touched that way, is Aron­sen.”

			The three men worked till noon, ate food from their bas­kets, and talked a while. They had mat­ters of their own to talk over, mat­ters of good and ill to folk on the land; no trifles, to them, but things to be dis­cussed war­ily; they are clear-minded folk, their nerves un­worn, and not fly­ing out where they should not. It is the au­tumn sea­son now, a si­lence in the woods all round; the hills are there, the sun is there, and at even­ing the moon and the stars will come; all reg­u­lar and cer­tain, full of kind­li­ness, an em­brace. Men have time to rest here, to lie in the heath­er, with an arm for a pil­low.

			Fre­drik talks of Breidab­lik, how ’tis but little he’s got done there yet awhile.

			“Nay,” says Isak, “ ’tis none so little already, I saw when I was down that way.”

			This was praise from the old­est among them, the gi­ant him­self, and Fre­drik might well be pleased. He asks frankly enough: “Did you think so, now? Well, it’ll be bet­ter be­fore long. I’ve had a deal of things to hinder this year; the house to do up, be­ing leaky and like to fall to pieces; hayloft to take down and put up again, and no sort of room in the turf hut for beasts, see­ing I’d cow and heifer more than Brede he’d ever had in his time,” says Fre­drik proudly.

			“And you’re thriv­ing like, up here?” asks Isak.

			“Ay, I’ll not say no. And wife, she’s thriv­ing too, why shouldn’t we? There’s good room and out­look all about; we can see up and down the road both ways. And a neat little copse by the house all pretty to look at, birch and wil­low—I’ll plant a bit more oth­er side of the house when I’ve time. And it’s fine to see how the bog­land’s dried only since last year’s ditch­ing—’tis all a ques­tion now what’ll grow on her this year. Ay, thrive? When we’ve house and home and land and all—’tis enough for the two of us surely.”

			“Ho,” says Sivert slyly, “and the two of you—is that all there’s ever to be?”

			“Why, as to that,” says Fre­drik bravely, “ ’tis like enough there’ll be more to come. And as to thriv­ing—well, the wife’s not fall­ing off any­way, by the looks of her.”

			They work on un­til even­ing, draw­ing up now and again to straight­en their backs, and ex­change a word or so.

			“And so you didn’t get the to­bacco?” says Sivert.

			“No, that’s true. But ’twas no loss, for I’ve no use for it, any­way,” says Fre­drik.

			“No use for to­bacco?”

			“Nay. ’Twas but for to drop in at Aron­sen’s like, and hear what he’d got to say.” And the two jesters laughed to­geth­er at that.

			On the way home, fath­er and son talk little, as was their way; but Isak must have been think­ing out some­thing for him­self; he says:

			“Sivert?”

			“Ay?” says Sivert again.

			“Nay, ’twas noth­ing.”

			They walk on a good ways, and Isak be­gins again:

			“How’s he get on, then, with his trad­ing, Aron­sen, when he’s noth­ing to trade with?”

			“Nay,” says Sivert. “But there’s not folk enough here now for him to buy for.”

			“Ho, you think so? Why, I sup­pose ’tis so, ay, well. …”

			Sivert wondered a little at this. After a while his fath­er went on again:

			“There’s but eight places now in all, but there might be more be­fore long. More … well, I don’t know. …”

			Sivert won­der­ing more than ever—what can his fath­er be get­ting at? The pair of them walk on a long way in si­lence; they are nearly home now.

			“H’m,” says Isak. “What you think Aron­sen he’d ask for that place of his now?”

			“Ho, that’s it!” says Sivert. “Want to buy it, do you?” he asks jest­ingly. But sud­denly he un­der­stands what it all means: ’tis Eleseus the old man has in mind. Oh, he’s not for­got­ten him after all, but kept him faith­fully in mind, just as his moth­er, only in his own way, near­er earth, and near­er to Sel­lan­raa.

			“ ’Twill be go­ing for a reas­on­able price, I doubt,” says Sivert. And when Sivert says so much, his fath­er knows the lad has read his thought. And as if in fear of hav­ing spoken out too clearly, he falls to talk­ing of their road-mend­ing; a good thing they had got it done at last.

			For a couple of days after that, Sivert and his moth­er were put­ting their heads to­geth­er and hold­ing coun­cils and whis­per­ing—ay, they even wrote a let­ter. And when Sat­urday came round Sivert sud­denly wanted to go down to the vil­lage.

			“What you want to go down vil­lage again for now?” said his fath­er in dis­pleas­ure. “Wear­ing boots to rags. …” Oh, Isak was more bit­ter than need be; he knew well enough that Sivert was go­ing to the post.

			“Go­ing to church,” says Sivert.

			’Twas all he could find by way of ex­cuse, and his fath­er muttered: “Well, what you want to go for … ?”

			But if Sivert was go­ing to church, why, he might har­ness up and take little Re­becca with him. Little Re­becca, ay, surely she might have that bit of a treat for once in her life, after be­ing so clev­er guard­ing turnips and be­ing all ways the pearl and bless­ing of them all, ay, that she was. And they har­nessed up, and Re­becca had the maid Jensine to look after her on the way, and Sivert said nev­er a word against that either.

			While they are away, it so hap­pens that Aron­sen’s man, his chief clerk, from Stor­borg, comes up the road. What does this mean? Why, noth­ing very much, ’tis only An­dresen, the chief clerk from Stor­borg, come up for a bit of a walk this way—his mas­ter hav­ing sent him. Noth­ing more. And no great ex­cite­ment among the folk at Sel­lan­raa over that—’twas not as in the old days, when a stranger was a rare sight on their new land, and In­ger made a great to-do. No, In­ger’s grown quieter now, and keeps to her­self these days.

			A strange thing that book of de­vo­tion, a guide upon the way, an arm round one’s neck, no less. When In­ger had lost hold of her­self a little, lost her way a little out pluck­ing ber­ries, she found her way home again by the thought of her little cham­ber and the holy book; ay, she was humble now and a God­fear­ing soul. She can re­mem­ber long years ago when she would say an evil word if she pricked her fin­ger sew­ing—so she had learned to do from her fel­low-work­ers round the big table in the In­sti­tute. But now she pricks her fin­ger, and it bleeds, and she sucks the blood away in si­lence. ’Tis no little vic­tory gained to change one’s nature so. And In­ger did more than that. When all the work­men were gone, and the stone build­ing was fin­ished, and Sel­lan­raa was all for­saken and still, then came a crit­ic­al time for In­ger; she cried a deal, and suffered much. She blamed none but her­self for it all, and she was deeply humbled. If only she could have spoken out to Isak, and re­lieved her mind, but that was not their way at Sel­lan­raa; there was none of them would talk their feel­ings and con­fess things. All she could do was to be ex­tra care­ful in the way she asked her hus­band to come in to meals, go­ing right up to him to say it nicely, in­stead of shout­ing from the door. And in the even­ings, she looked over his clothes, and sewed but­tons on. Ay, and even more she did. One night she lif­ted up on her el­bow and said:

			“Isak?”

			“What is it?” says Isak.

			“Are you awake?”

			“Ay.”

			“Nay, ’twas noth­ing,” says In­ger. “But I’ve not been all as I ought.”

			“What?” says Isak. Ay, so much he said, and rose up on his el­bow in turn.

			They lay there, and went on talk­ing. In­ger is a match­less wo­man, after all; and with a full heart, “I’ve not been as I ought to­wards you,” she says, “and I’m that sorry about it.”

			The simple words move him; this barge of a man is touched, ay, he wants to com­fort her, know­ing noth­ing of what is the mat­ter, but only that there is none like her. “Naught to cry about, my dear,” says Isak. “There’s none of us can be as we ought.”

			“Nay, ’tis true,” she an­swers grate­fully. Oh, Isak had a strong, sound way of tak­ing things; straightened them out, he did, when they turned crooked. “None of us can be as we ought.” Ay, he was right. The god of the heart—for all that he is a god, he goes a deal of crooked ways, goes out ad­ven­tur­ing, the wild thing that he is, and we can see it in his looks. One day rolling in a bed of roses and lick­ing his lips and re­mem­ber­ing things; next day with a thorn in his foot, des­per­ately try­ing to get it out. Die of it? Nev­er a bit, he’s as well as ever. A nice lookout it would be if he were to die!

			And In­ger’s trouble passed off too; she got over it, but she keeps on with her hours of de­vo­tion, and finds a mer­ci­ful refuge there. Hard­work­ing and pa­tient and good she is now every day, know­ing Isak dif­fer­ent from all oth­er men, and want­ing none but him. No gay young spark of a sing­er, true, in his looks and ways, but good enough, ay, good enough in­deed! And once more it is seen that the fear of the Lord and con­tent­ment there­with are a pre­cious gain.

			

			And now it was that the little chief clerk from Stor­borg, An­dresen, came up to Sel­lan­raa one Sunday, and In­ger was not in the least af­fected, far from it; she did not so much as go in her­self to give him a mug of milk, but sent Leo­poldine in with it, by reas­on that Jensine the maid was out. And Leo­poldine could carry a mug of milk as well as need be, and she gave it him and said, “Here you are,” and blushed, for all she was wear­ing her Sunday clothes and had noth­ing to be ashamed of, any­way.

			“Thanks, ’tis over­kind of you,” says An­dresen. “Is your fath­er at home?” says he.

			“Ay; he’ll be about the place some­where.”

			An­dresen drank and wiped his mouth with a handker­chief and looked at the time. “Is it far up to the mines?” he asked.

			“No, ’tis an hour’s walk, or hardly that.”

			“I’m go­ing up to look over them, d’you see, for him, Aron­sen—I’m his chief clerk.”

			“Ho!”

			“You’ll know me your­self, no doubt; I’m Aron­sen’s chief clerk. You’ve been down buy­ing things at our place be­fore.”

			“Ay.”

			“And I re­mem­ber you well enough,” says An­dresen. “You’ve been down twice buy­ing things.”

			“ ’Tis more than could be thought, you’d re­mem­ber that,” says Leo­poldine, and had no more strength after that, but stood hold­ing by a chair.

			But An­dresen had strength enough, he went on, and said: “Re­mem­ber you? Well, of course I should.” And he said more:

			“You wouldn’t like to walk up to the mine with me?” said he.

			And a little after some­thing went wrong with Leo­poldine’s eyes; everything turned red and strange about her, and the floor was slip­ping away from un­der, and Chief Clerk An­dresen was talk­ing from some­where ever so far off. Say­ing: “Couldn’t you spare the time?”

			“No,” says she.

			And Heav­en knows how she man­aged to get out of the kit­chen again. Her moth­er looked at her and asked what was the mat­ter. “Noth­ing,” said Leo­poldine.

			Noth­ing, no, of course. But now, look you, ’twas Leo­poldine’s turn to be af­fected, to be­gin the same etern­al round. She was well fit­ted for the same, over­grown and pretty and newly con­firmed; an ex­cel­lent sac­ri­fice she would make. A bird is flut­ter­ing in her young breast, her long hands are like her moth­er’s, full of ten­der­ness, full of sex. Could she dance?—ay, in­deed she could. A mar­vel where she had man­aged to learn it, but learn it they did at Sel­lan­raa as well as else­where. Sivert could dance, and Leo­poldine too; a kind of dan­cing pe­cu­li­ar to the spot, growth of the new-cleared soil; a dance with en­ergy and swing: schot­tische, mazurka, waltz and polka in one. And could not Leo­poldine deck her­self out and fall in love and dream by day­light all awake? Ay, as well as any oth­er! The day she stood in church she was al­lowed to bor­row her moth­er’s gold ring to wear; no sin in that, ’twas only neat and nice; and the day after, go­ing to her com­mu­nion, she did not get the ring on till it was over. Ay, she might well show her­self in church with a gold ring on her fin­ger, be­ing the daugh­ter of a great man on the place—the Mar­grave.

			When An­dresen came down from the mine, he found Isak at Sel­lan­raa, and they asked him in, gave him din­ner and a cup of cof­fee. All the folk on the place were in there to­geth­er now, and took part in the con­ver­sa­tion. An­dresen ex­plained that his mas­ter, Aron­sen, had sent him up to see how things were at the mines, if there was any sign of be­gin­ning work there again soon. Heav­en knows, maybe An­dresen sat there ly­ing all the time, about be­ing sent by his mas­ter; he might just as well have hit on it for his own ac­count—and any­way, he couldn’t have been at the mines at all in the little time he’d been away.

			“ ’Tis none so easy to see from out­side if they’re go­ing to start work again,” said Isak.

			No, An­dresen ad­mit­ted that was so; but Aron­sen had sent him, and after all, two pair of eyes could see bet­ter than one.

			But here In­ger seem­ingly could con­tain her­self no longer; she asked: “Is it true what they’re say­ing, Aron­sen is go­ing to sell his place again?”

			An­dresen an­swers: “He’s think­ing of it. And a man like him can surely do as he likes, see­ing all the means and riches he’s got.”

			“Ho, is he so rich, then?”

			“Ay,” says An­dresen, nod­ding his head; “rich enough, and that’s a true word.”

			Again In­ger can­not keep si­lence, but asks right out:

			“I won­der, now, what he’d be ask­ing for the place?”

			Isak puts in a word here; like as not he’s more curi­ous to know than In­ger her­self, but it must not seem that the idea of buy­ing Stor­borg is any thought of his; he makes him­self a stranger to it, and says now:

			“Why, what you want to know for, In­ger?”

			“I was but ask­ing,” says she. And both of them look at An­dresen, wait­ing. And he an­swers:

			An­swers cau­tiously enough that as to the price, he can say noth­ing of that, but he knows what Aron­sen says the place has cost him.

			“And how much is that?” asks In­ger, hav­ing no strength to keep her peace and be si­lent.

			“ ’Tis six­teen hun­dred Kron­er,” says An­dresen.

			Ho, and In­ger claps her hands at once to hear it, for if there is one thing wo­men­folk have no sense nor thought of, ’tis the price of land and prop­er­ties. But, any­way, six­teen hun­dred Kron­er is no small sum for folk in the wilds, and In­ger has but one fear, that Isak may be frightened off the deal. But Isak, he sits there just ex­actly like a fjeld, and says only: “Ay, it’s the big houses he’s put up.”

			“Ay,” says An­dresen again, “ ’tis just that. ’Tis the fine big houses and all.”

			Just when An­dresen is mak­ing ready to go, Leo­poldine slips out by the door. A strange thing, but some­how she can­not bring her­self to think of shak­ing hands with him. So she has found a good place, stand­ing in the new cow­shed, look­ing out of a win­dow. And with a blue silk rib­bon round her neck, that she hadn’t been wear­ing be­fore, and a won­der she ever found time to put it on now. There he goes, a trifle short and stout, spry on his feet, with a light, full beard, eight or ten years older than her­self. Ay, none so bad-look­ing to her mind!

			And then the party came back from church late on Sunday night. All had gone well, little Re­becca had slept the last few hours of the way up, and was lif­ted from the cart and car­ried in­doors without wak­ing. Sivert has heard a deal of news, but when his moth­er asks, “Well, what you’ve got to tell?” he only says: “Nay, noth­ing much. Axel he’s got a mow­ing-ma­chine and a har­row.”

			“What’s that?” says his fath­er, all in­ter­ested. “Did you see them?”

			“Ay, I saw them right enough. Down on the quay.”

			“Ho! So that was what he must go in to town for,” says his fath­er. And Sivert sits there swell­ing with pride at know­ing bet­ter, but says nev­er a word.

			His fath­er might just as well be­lieve that Axel’s press­ing busi­ness in the town had been to buy ma­chines; his moth­er too might think so for all that. Ho, but there was neither of them thought so in their hearts; they had heard whis­pers enough of what was the mat­ter; of a new child-murder case in the wilds.

			“Time for bed,” says his fath­er at last.

			Sivert goes off to bed, swell­ing with know­ledge. Axel had been summoned for ex­am­in­a­tion; ’twas a big af­fair—the Lens­mand had gone with him—so big in­deed that the Lens­mand’s lady, who had just had an­oth­er child, had left the baby and was gone in to town with her hus­band. She had prom­ised to put in a word to the jury her­self.

			Gos­sip and scan­dal all abroad in the vil­lage now, and Sivert saw well enough that a cer­tain earli­er crime of the same sort was be­ing called to mind again. Out­side the church, the groups would stop talk­ing as he came up, and had he not been the man he was, per­haps some would have turned away from him. Good to be Sivert those days, a man from a big place to be­gin with, son of a wealthy landown­er—and then be­side, to be known as a clev­er fel­low, a good work­er; he ranked be­fore oth­ers, and was looked up to for him­self. Sivert had al­ways been well liked among folk. If only Jensine did not learn too much be­fore they got home that day! And Sivert had his own af­fairs to think of—ay, folk in the wilds can blush and pale as well as oth­er. He had seen Jensine as she left the church with little Re­becca; she had seen him too, but went by. He waited a bit, and then drove over to the smith’s to fetch them.

			They were sit­ting at table, all the fam­ily at din­ner. Sivert is asked to join them, but has had his din­ner, thanks. They knew he would be com­ing, they might have waited that bit of a while for him—so they would have done at Sel­lan­raa, but not here, it seemed.

			“Nay, ’tis not what you’re used to, I dare say,” says the smith’s wife. And, “What news from church?” says the smith, for all he had been at church him­self.

			When Jensine and little Re­becca were seated up in the cart again, says the smith’s wife to her daugh­ter: “Well, good­bye, Jensine; we’ll be want­ing you home again soon.” And that could be taken two ways, thought Sivert, but he said noth­ing. If the speech had been more dir­ect, more plain and out­spoken, he might per­haps … He waits, with puckered brows, but no more is said.

			They drive up home­ward, and little Re­becca is the only one with a word to say; she is full of the won­der of go­ing to church, the priest in his dress with a sil­ver cross, and the lights and the or­gan mu­sic. After a long while Jensine says: “ ’Tis a shame­ful thing about Bar­bro and all.”

			“What did your moth­er mean about you com­ing home soon?” asked Sivert.

			“What she meant?”

			“Ay. You think­ing of leav­ing us, then?”

			“Why, they’ll be want­ing me home some time, I doubt,” says she.

			“Ptro!” says Sivert, stop­ping his horse. “Like me to drive back with you now, per­haps?”

			Jensine looks at him; he is pale as death.

			“No,” says she. And a little after she be­gins to cry.

			Re­becca looks in sur­prise from one to the oth­er. Oh, but little Re­becca was a good one to have on a jour­ney like that; she took Jensine’s part and pat­ted her and made her smile again. And when little Re­becca looked threat­en­ingly at her broth­er and said she was go­ing to jump down and find a big stick to beat him, Sivert had to smile too.

			“But what did you mean, now, I’d like to know?” says Jensine.

			Sivert answered straight out at once: “I meant, if you don’t care to stay with us, why, we must man­age without.”

			And a long while after, said Jensine: “Well, there’s Leo­poldine, she’s big now, and fit and all to do my work, seems.”

			Ay, ’twas a sor­row­ful jour­ney.

		
	
		
			VII

			A man walks up the way through the hills. Wind and rain; the au­tumn down­pour has be­gun, but the man cares little for that, he looks glad at heart, and glad he is. ’Tis Axel Ström, com­ing back from the town and the court and all—they have let him go free. Ay, a happy man—first of all, there’s a mow­ing-ma­chine and a har­row for him down at the quay, and more than that, he’s free, and not guilty. Had taken no part in the killing of a child. Ay, so things can turn out!

			But the times he had been through! Stand­ing there as a wit­ness, this toil­er in the fields had known the hard­est days of his life. ’Twas no gain to him to make Bar­bro’s guilt seem great­er, and for that reas­on he was care­ful not to say too much, he did not even say all he knew; every word had to be dragged out of him, and he answered mostly with but “Yes” and “No.” Was it not enough? Was he to make more of it than there was already? Oh, but there were times when it looked ser­i­ous in­deed; there were the men of Law, black-robed and dan­ger­ous, easy enough for them, it seemed, just with a word or so, to turn the whole thing as they pleased, and have him sen­tenced. But they were kindly folk after all, and did not try to bring him to de­struc­tion. Also, as it happened, there were power­ful in­flu­ences at work try­ing to save Bar­bro, and it was all to his ad­vant­age as well.

			Then what on earth was there for him to trouble about?

			Bar­bro her­self would hardly try to make things look worse than need be for her former mas­ter and lov­er; he knew ter­rible things about this and an earli­er af­fair of the same sort; she could not be such a fool. No, Bar­bro was clev­er enough; she said a good word for Axel, and de­clared that he had known noth­ing of her hav­ing borne a child till after it was all over. He was dif­fer­ent in some ways, per­haps, from oth­er men, and they did not al­ways get on well to­geth­er, but a quiet man, and a good man in every way. No, it was true he had dug a new grave and bur­ied the body away there, but that was long after, and by reas­on he had thought the first place was not dry enough, though in­deed it was, and ’twas only Axel’s odd way of think­ing.

			What need, then, for Axel to fear at all when Bar­bro took all the blame on her­self that way? And as for Bar­bro her­self, there were mighty in­flu­ences at work.

			Fru Lens­mand Heyer­dahl had taken up the case. She went about to high and low, nev­er spar­ing her­self, de­man­ded to be called as a wit­ness, and made a speech in court. When her turn came, she stood there be­fore them all and was a great lady in­deed; she took up the ques­tion of in­fant­i­cide in all its as­pects, and gave the court a long har­angue on the sub­ject—it al­most seemed as if she had ob­tained per­mis­sion be­fore­hand to say what she pleased. Ay, folk might say what they would of Fru Lens­mand Heyer­dahl, but make a speech, that she could, and was learned in polit­ics and so­cial ques­tions, no doubt about that. ’Twas a mar­vel where she found all her words. Now and again the presid­ing justice seemed wish­ful to keep her to the point, but maybe he had not the heart to in­ter­rupt, and let her run on. And at the end of it all, she vo­lun­teered one or two use­ful items of in­form­a­tion, and made a start­ling of­fer to the court.

			Leav­ing out all leg­al tech­nic­al­it­ies, what took place was this:

			“We wo­men,” said Fru Heyer­dahl, “we are an un­for­tu­nate and op­pressed moi­ety of hu­man­ity. It is the men who make the laws, and we wo­men have not a word to say in the mat­ter. But can any man put him­self in the po­s­i­tion of a wo­man in child­birth? Has he ever felt the dread of it, ever known the ter­rible pangs, ever cried aloud in the an­guish of that hour?

			“In the present in­stance, it is a ser­vant-girl who has borne the child. A girl, un­mar­ried, and con­sequently try­ing all through the crit­ic­al time to hide her con­di­tion. And why must she seek to hide it? Be­cause of so­ci­ety. So­ci­ety des­pises the un­mar­ried wo­man who bears a child. Not only does so­ci­ety of­fer her no pro­tec­tion, but it per­se­cutes her, pur­sues her with con­tempt and dis­grace. At­ro­cious! No hu­man creature with any heart at all could help feel­ing in­dig­nant at such a state of things. Not only is the girl to bring a child in­to the world, a thing in it­self surely hard enough, but she is to be treated as a crim­in­al for that very fact. I will ven­ture to say that it was well for the un­for­tu­nate girl now ac­cused be­fore the court that her child was born by ac­ci­dent when she fell in­to the wa­ter, and drowned. Well for her­self and for the child. As long as so­ci­ety main­tains its present at­ti­tude, an un­mar­ried moth­er should be coun­ted guilt­less even if she does kill her child.”

			Here a slight mur­mur was heard from the presid­ing justice.

			“Or at any rate, her pun­ish­ment should be merely nom­in­al,” said Fru Heyer­dahl. “We are all agreed, of course,” she went on, “that in­fant life should be pre­served, but is that to mean that no law of simple hu­man­ity is to ap­ply to the un­for­tu­nate moth­er? Think, con­sider what she has been through dur­ing all the peri­od of preg­nancy, what suf­fer­ing she has en­dured in striv­ing to hide her con­di­tion, and all the time nev­er know­ing where to turn for her­self and the child when it comes. No man can ima­gine it,” said she. “The child is at least killed in kind­ness. The moth­er tries to save her­self and the child she loves from the misery of its life. The shame is more than she can bear, and so the plan gradu­ally forms it­self in her mind, to put the child out of the way. The birth takes place in secret, and the moth­er is for four-and-twenty hours in such a de­li­ri­ous state that at the mo­ment of killing the child she is simply not re­spons­ible for her ac­tions. Prac­tic­ally speak­ing, she has not her­self com­mit­ted the act at all, be­ing out of her senses at the time. With every bone in her body aching still after her de­liv­ery, she has to take the little creature’s life and hide away the body—think what an ef­fort of will is de­man­ded here! Nat­ur­ally, we all wish all chil­dren to live; we are dis­tressed at the thought that any should be ex­term­in­ated in such a way. But it is the fault of so­ci­ety that it is so; the fault of a hope­less, mer­ci­less, scan­dal­mon­ger­ing, mis­chiev­ous, and evil-minded so­ci­ety, ever on the watch to crush an un­mar­ried moth­er by every means in its power!

			“But—even after such treat­ment at the hands of so­ci­ety, the per­se­cuted moth­er can rise up again. It of­ten hap­pens that these girls, after one false step of the sort, are led by that very fact to de­vel­op their best and noblest qual­it­ies. Let the court in­quire of the su­per­in­tend­ents at refuge homes, where un­mar­ried moth­ers and their chil­dren are re­ceived, if this is not the case. And ex­per­i­ence has shown that it is just such girls who have—whom so­ci­ety has forced to kill their own chil­dren, that make the best nurses. Surely that was a mat­ter for any and all to think ser­i­ously about?

			“Then there is an­oth­er side of the ques­tion. Why is the man to go free? The moth­er found guilty of in­fant­i­cide is thrust in­to pris­on and tor­tured, but the fath­er, the se­du­cer, he is nev­er touched. Yet be­ing as he is the cause of the child’s ex­ist­ence, he is a party to the crime; his share in it, in­deed, is great­er than the moth­er’s; had it not been for him, there would have been no crime. Then why should he be ac­quit­ted? Be­cause the laws are made by men. There is the an­swer. The enorm­ity of such man-made laws cries of it­self to Heav­en for in­ter­ven­tion. And there can be no help for us wo­men till we are al­lowed a say in the elec­tions, and in the mak­ing of laws, ourselves.

			“But,” said Fru Heyer­dahl, “if this is the ter­rible fate that is meted out to the guilty—or, let us say, the more clearly guilty—un­mar­ried moth­er who has killed her child, what of the in­no­cent one who is merely sus­pec­ted of the crime, and has not com­mit­ted it? What re­par­a­tion does so­ci­ety of­fer to her? None at all! I can testi­fy that I know the girl here ac­cused; have known her since she was a child; she has been in my ser­vice, and her fath­er is my hus­band’s as­sist­ant. We wo­men ven­ture to think and feel dir­ectly in op­pos­i­tion to men’s ac­cus­a­tions and per­se­cu­tion; we dare to have our own opin­ion. The girl there has been ar­res­ted, de­prived of her liberty, on sus­pi­cion of hav­ing in the first place con­cealed the birth of a child, and fur­ther of hav­ing killed the child so born. I have no doubt in my own mind that she is not guilty of either—the court will it­self ar­rive at this self-evid­ent con­clu­sion. Con­ceal­ment of birth—the child was born in the middle of the day. True, the moth­er is alone at the time—but who could have been with her in any case? The place is far away in the wilds, the only liv­ing soul with­in reach is a man—how could she send for a man at such a mo­ment? Any wo­man will tell you it is im­possible—not to be thought of. And then—it is al­leged that she must have killed the child after. But the child was born in the wa­ter—the moth­er falls down in an icy stream, and the child is born. What was she do­ing by the wa­ter? She is a ser­vant-girl, a slave, that is to say, and has her daily work to do; she is go­ing to fetch ju­ni­per twigs for clean­ing. And cross­ing the stream, she slips and falls in. And there she lies; the child is born, and is drowned in the wa­ter.”

			Fru Heyer­dahl stopped. She could see from the look of the court and the spec­tat­ors that she had spoken won­der­fully well; there was a great si­lence in the place, only Bar­bro sat dab­bing her eyes now and again for sheer emo­tion. And Fru Heyer­dahl closed with these words: “We wo­men have some heart, some feel­ing. I have left my own chil­dren in the care of strangers to travel all this way and ap­pear as a wit­ness on be­half of the un­for­tu­nate girl sit­ting there. Men’s laws can­not pre­vent wo­men from think­ing; and I think this, that the girl there has been pun­ished suf­fi­ciently for no crime. Ac­quit her, let her go free, and I will take charge of her my­self. She will make the best nurse I have ever had.”

			And Fru Heyer­dahl stepped down.

			Says the justice then: “But I think you said a mo­ment ago that the best nurses were those who had killed their chil­dren?”

			Oh, but the justice was not of a mind to go against Fru Heyer­dahl, not in the least—he was as hu­mane as could be him­self, a man as gentle as a priest. When the ad­voc­ate for the Crown put a few ques­tions to the wit­ness af­ter­wards, the justice sat for the most part mak­ing notes on some pa­pers.

			The pro­ceed­ings las­ted only till a little over noon; there were few wit­nesses, and the case was clear enough. Axel Ström sat hop­ing for the best, then sud­denly it seemed as if the ad­voc­ate for the Crown and Fru Heyer­dahl were join­ing forces to make things awk­ward for him, be­cause he had bur­ied the body in­stead of no­ti­fy­ing the death. He was cross-ex­amined some­what sharply on this point, and would likely enough have come out badly if he had not all at once caught sight of Geissler sit­ting in the court. Ay, ’twas right enough, Geissler was there. This gave Axel cour­age, he no longer felt him­self alone against the Law that was de­term­ined to beat him down. And Geissler nod­ded to him.

			Ay, Geissler was come to town. He had not asked to be called as a wit­ness, but he was there. He had also spent a couple of days be­fore the case came on in go­ing in­to the mat­ter him­self, and not­ing down what he re­membered of Axel’s own ac­count giv­en him at Maane­land. Most of the doc­u­ments seemed to Geissler some­what un­sat­is­fact­ory; this Lens­mand Heyer­dahl was evid­ently a nar­row-minded per­son, who had through­out en­deav­oured to prove com­pli­city on Axel’s part. Fool, idi­ot of a man—what did he know of life in the wilds, when he could see that the child was just what Axel had coun­ted on to keep the wo­man, his help­meet, on the place!

			Geissler spoke to the ad­voc­ate for the Crown, but it seemed there was little need of in­ter­ven­tion there; he wanted to help Axel back to his farm and his land, but Axel was in no need of help, from the looks of things. For the case was go­ing well as far as Bar­bro her­self was con­cerned, and if she were ac­quit­ted, then there could be no ques­tion of any com­pli­city at all. It would de­pend on the testi­mony of the wit­nesses.

			When the few wit­nesses had been heard—Oline had not been summoned, but only the Lens­mand, Axel him­self, the ex­perts, a couple of girls from the vil­lage—when they had been heard, it was time to ad­journ for the mid­day break, and Geissler went up to the ad­voc­ate for the Crown once more. The ad­voc­ate was of opin­ion that all was go­ing well for the girl Bar­bro, and so much the bet­ter. Fru Lens­mand Heyer­dahl’s words had car­ried great weight. All de­pended now upon the find­ing of the court.

			“Are you at all in­ter­ested in the girl?” asked the ad­voc­ate.

			“Why, to a cer­tain ex­tent,” answered Geissler—“or rather, per­haps, in the man.”

			“Has she been in your ser­vice too?”

			“No, he’s nev­er been in my ser­vice.”

			“I was speak­ing of the girl. It’s she that has the sym­pathy of the court.”

			“No, she’s nev­er been in my ser­vice at all.”

			“The man—h’m, he doesn’t seem to come out of it so well,” said the ad­voc­ate. “Goes off and bur­ies the body all by him­self in the wood—looks bad, very bad.”

			“He wanted to have it bur­ied prop­erly, I sup­pose,” said Geissler. “It hadn’t been really bur­ied at all at first.”

			“Well, of course a wo­man hadn’t the strength of a man to go dig­ging. And in her state—she must have been done up already. Al­to­geth­er,” said the ad­voc­ate, “I think we’ve come to take a more hu­mane view of these in­fant­i­cide cases gen­er­ally, of late. If I were to judge, I should nev­er ven­ture to con­demn the girl at all; and from what has ap­peared in this case, I shall not ven­ture to de­mand a con­vic­tion.”

			“Very pleased to hear it,” said Geissler, with a bow.

			The ad­voc­ate went on: “As a man, as a private per­son, I will even go fur­ther, and say: I would nev­er con­demn a single un­mar­ried moth­er for killing her child.”

			“Most in­ter­est­ing,” said Geissler, “to find the ad­voc­ate for the Crown so en­tirely in agree­ment with what Fru Heyer­dahl said be­fore the court.”

			“Oh, Fru Heyer­dahl! … Still, to my mind, there was a great deal in what she said. After all, what is the good of all these con­vic­tions? Un­mar­ried moth­ers have suffered enough be­fore­hand, and been brought so low in every hu­man re­gard by the bru­tal and cal­lous at­ti­tude of the world—the pun­ish­ment ought to suf­fice.”

			Geissler rose, and said at last: “No doubt. But what about the chil­dren?”

			“True,” said the ad­voc­ate, “it’s a sad busi­ness about the chil­dren. Still, all things con­sidered, per­haps it’s just as well. Il­le­git­im­ate chil­dren have a hard time, and turn out badly as of­ten as not.”

			Geissler felt per­haps some touch of malice at the portly com­pla­cency of the man of law; he said:

			“Erasmus was born out of wed­lock.”

			“Erasmus … ?”

			“Erasmus of Rot­ter­dam.”

			“H’m.”

			“And Le­onardo the same.”

			“Le­onardo da Vinci? Really? Well, of course, there are ex­cep­tions, oth­er­wise there would be no rule. But on the whole. …”

			“We pass pro­tect­ive meas­ures for beast and bird,” said Geissler; “seems rather strange, doesn’t it, not to trouble about our own young?”

			The ad­voc­ate for the Crown reached out slowly and with dig­nity after some pa­pers on the table, as a hint that he had not time to con­tin­ue the dis­cus­sion. “Yes. …” said he ab­sently. “Yes, yes, no doubt. …”

			Geissler ex­pressed his thanks for a most in­struct­ive con­ver­sa­tion, and took his leave.

			He sat down in the court­house again, to be there in good time. He was not ill-pleased, maybe, to feel his power; he had know­ledge of a cer­tain piece of wrap­ping, a man’s shirt cut across, to carry—let us say twigs for a broom; of the body of a child float­ing in the har­bour at Ber­gen—ay, he could make mat­ters awk­ward for the court if he chose; a word from him would be as ef­fect­ive as a thou­sand swords. But Geissler had doubt­less no in­ten­tion of ut­ter­ing that word now un­less it were needed. Things were go­ing splen­didly without; even the ad­voc­ate for the Crown had de­clared him­self on the side of the ac­cused.

			The room fills, and the court is sit­ting again.

			An in­ter­est­ing com­edy to watch in a little town. The warn­ing grav­ity of the ad­voc­ate for the Crown, the emo­tion­al elo­quence of the ad­voc­ate for the de­fence. The court sat listen­ing to what ap­peared to be its duty in re­gard to the case of a girl named Bar­bro, and the death of her child.

			For all that, it was no light mat­ter after all to de­cide. The ad­voc­ate for the Crown was a present­able man to look at, and doubt­less also a man of heart, but some­thing ap­peared to have an­noyed him re­cently or pos­sibly he had sud­denly re­membered that he held a cer­tain of­fice in the State and was bound to act from that point of view. An in­com­pre­hens­ible thing, but he was plainly less dis­posed to be le­ni­ent now than he had been dur­ing the morn­ing; if the crime had been com­mit­ted, he said, it was a ser­i­ous mat­ter, and things would look black in­deed if they could with cer­tainty be de­clared so black as would ap­pear from the testi­mony of the wit­nesses already heard. That was a mat­ter for the court to de­cide. He wished to draw at­ten­tion to three points: firstly, wheth­er they had be­fore them a con­ceal­ment of birth; wheth­er this was clear to the court. He made some per­son­al re­marks on this head. The second point was the wrap­ping, the piece of a shirt—why had the ac­cused taken this with her? Was it in or­der to make use of it for a cer­tain pur­pose pre­con­ceived? He de­veloped this sug­ges­tion fur­ther. His third point was the hur­ried and sus­pi­cious buri­al, without any no­ti­fic­a­tion of the death to either priest or Lens­mand. Here, the man was the per­son chiefly re­spons­ible, and it was of the ut­most im­port­ance that the court should come to the right con­clu­sion in that re­spect. For it was ob­vi­ous that if the man were an ac­com­plice, and had there­fore un­der­taken the buri­al him­self, then his ser­vant-girl must have com­mit­ted a crime be­fore he could be an ac­com­plice in it.

			“H’m,” from someone in court.

			Axel Ström felt him­self again in danger. He looked up without meet­ing a single glance; all eyes were fixed on the ad­voc­ate speak­ing. But far down in the court sat Geissler again, look­ing highly su­per­cili­ous, as if burst­ing with his own su­peri­or­ity, his un­der­lip thrust for­ward, his face turned to­wards the ceil­ing. This enorm­ous in­dif­fer­ence to the solem­nity of the court, and that “H’m,” uttered loudly and without con­ceal­ment, cheered Axel migh­tily; he felt him­self no longer alone against the world.

			And now things took a turn again for the bet­ter. This ad­voc­ate for the Crown seemed at last to think he had done enough, had achieved all that was pos­sible in the way of dir­ect­ing sus­pi­cion and ill-feel­ing to­wards the man; and now he stopped. He did more; he al­most, as it were, faced round, and made no de­mand for a con­vic­tion. He ended by say­ing, in so many words, that after the testi­mony of the wit­nesses in the case, he on his part did not call upon the court to con­vict the ac­cused.

			This was well enough, thought Axel—the busi­ness was prac­tic­ally over.

			Then came the turn of the ad­voc­ate for the de­fence, a young man who had stud­ied the law, and had now been en­trus­ted with this most sat­is­fact­ory case. His tone it­self showed the view he took of it; nev­er had a man been more cer­tain of de­fend­ing an in­no­cent per­son than he. Truth to tell, this Fru Heyer­dahl had taken the wind out of his sails be­fore­hand, and used sev­er­al of his own in­ten­ded ar­gu­ments that morn­ing; he was an­noyed at her hav­ing already ex­ploited the “so­ci­ety” theme—oh, but he could have said some first-rate things about so­ci­ety him­self. He was in­censed at the mis­taken le­ni­ency of the presid­ing justice in not stop­ping her speech; it was a de­fence in it­self, a brief pre­pared be­fore­hand—and what was there left for him?

			He began at the be­gin­ning of the life-story of the girl Bar­bro. Her people were not well off, al­beit in­dus­tri­ous and re­spect­able; she had gone out to ser­vice at an early age, first of all to the Lens­mand’s. The court had heard that morn­ing what her mis­tress, Fru Heyer­dahl, thought of her—no one could wish for a finer re­com­mend­a­tion. Bar­bro had then gone to Ber­gen. Here the ad­voc­ate laid great stress on a most feel­ingly writ­ten testi­mo­ni­al from two young busi­ness­men in whose em­ploy Bar­bro had been while at Ber­gen—evid­ently in a po­s­i­tion of trust. Bar­bro had come back to act as house­keep­er for this un­mar­ried man in an outly­ing dis­trict. And here her trouble began.

			She found her­self with child by this man. The learned coun­sel for the pro­sec­u­tion had already re­ferred—in the most del­ic­ate and con­sid­er­ate man­ner, be it said—to the ques­tion of con­ceal­ment of birth. Had Bar­bro at­temp­ted to con­ceal her con­di­tion; had she denied be­ing with child? The two wit­nesses, girls from her own vil­lage, had been of opin­ion that she was in that con­di­tion; but when they had asked her, she had not denied it at all, she had merely passed the mat­ter off. What would a young girl nat­ur­ally do in such a case but pass it off? No one else had asked her about it at all. Go to her mis­tress and con­fess? She had no mis­tress; she was mis­tress on the place her­self. She had a mas­ter, cer­tainly, but a girl could not be ex­pec­ted to con­fide in a man upon such a mat­ter; she bears her cross her­self; does not sing, does not whis­per, but is si­lent as a Trap­pist. Con­ceal­ment? No, but she kept her­self to her­self.

			The child is born—a sound and healthy boy; had lived and breathed after birth, but had been suf­foc­ated. The court had been made aware of the cir­cum­stances at­tend­ing this birth: it had taken place in the wa­ter; the moth­er falls in­to the stream, and the child is born, but she is in­cap­able of sav­ing the child. She lies there, un­able even to rise her­self till some time after. No marks of vi­ol­ence were to be seen upon the body; there was noth­ing to in­dic­ate that it had been in­ten­tion­ally killed; it had been drowned by mis­ad­ven­ture at birth, that was all. The most nat­ur­al ex­plan­a­tion in the world.

			His learned col­league had made some men­tion of a cloth or wrap­ping, con­sid­er­ing it some­thing of a mys­tery why she should have taken half a shirt with her that day. The mys­tery was clear enough; she had taken the shirt to carry stripped ju­ni­per in. She might have taken—let us say, a pil­low­case; as it was, she had taken this piece of a shirt. Some­thing she must have, in any case; she could not carry the stuff back in her hands. No, there was surely no ground for mak­ing a mys­tery of this.

			One point, how­ever, was not quite so clear: had the ac­cused been treated with the care and con­sid­er­a­tion which her con­di­tion at the time de­man­ded? Had her mas­ter dealt kindly with her? It would be as well for him if it were found so. The girl her­self had, un­der cross-ex­am­in­a­tion, re­ferred to the man in sat­is­fact­ory terms; and this again was evid­ence in it­self of her own no­bil­ity of char­ac­ter. The man, on his part, Axel Ström, had like­wise in his de­pos­itions re­frained from any at­tempt to add to the bur­den of the girl, or to blame her in any way. In this he had ac­ted rightly—not to say wisely, see­ing that his own case de­pended very largely upon how mat­ters went with her. By lay­ing the blame on her he would, if she were con­victed, bring about his own down­fall.

			It was im­possible to con­sider the doc­u­ments and de­pos­itions in the present case without feel­ing the deep­est sym­pathy for this young girl in her for­saken situ­ation. And yet there was no need to ap­peal to mercy on her be­half, only to justice and hu­man un­der­stand­ing. She and her mas­ter were in a way be­trothed, but a cer­tain dis­sim­il­ar­ity of tem­pera­ment and in­terests pre­ven­ted them from mar­ry­ing. The girl could not en­trust her fu­ture to such a man. It was not a pleas­ant sub­ject, but it might be well to re­turn for a mo­ment to the ques­tion of the wrap­ping that had been spoken of be­fore; it should here be noted that the girl had taken, not one of her own un­der­gar­ments, but one of her mas­ter’s shirts. The ques­tion at once arose: had the man him­self offered the ma­ter­i­al for the pur­pose? Here, one was at first in­clined to see a pos­sib­il­ity, at any rate, that the man, Axel, had had some part in the af­fair.

			“H’m,” from someone in court. Loud and hard—so much so, in­deed, that the speak­er paused, and all looked round to see who might be re­spons­ible for the in­ter­rup­tion. The presid­ing justice frowned.

			But, went on the ad­voc­ate for the de­fence, col­lect­ing him­self again, in this re­spect, also, we can set our minds at rest, thanks to the ac­cused her­self. It might seem well to her ad­vant­age to di­vide the blame here, but she had not at­temp­ted to do so. She had en­tirely and without re­serve ab­solved Axel Ström from any com­pli­city whatever in the fact of her hav­ing taken his shirt in­stead of some­thing of her own on her way to the wa­ter—that is, on her way to the woods to gath­er ju­ni­per. There was not the slight­est reas­on for doubt­ing the as­sev­er­a­tion of the ac­cused on this point; her de­pos­itions had through­out been found in ac­cord­ance with the facts, and the same was evid­ently the case in this. Had the shirt been giv­en her by the man, this would have been to pre­sup­pose a killing of the child already planned—the ac­cused, truth­ful as she was, had not at­temp­ted to charge even this man with a crime that had nev­er been com­mit­ted. Her de­mean­our through­out had been com­mend­ably frank and open; she had made no en­deav­our to throw the blame on oth­ers. There were fre­quent in­stances be­fore the court of this del­ic­acy of feel­ing on the part of the ac­cused, as, for in­stance, the fact that she had wrapped up the body of the child as well as she could, and put it away de­cently, as the Lens­mand had found it.

			Here the presid­ing justice in­ter­posed, merely as a mat­ter of form, ob­serving that it was grave No. 2 which the Lens­mand had found—the grave in which Axel had bur­ied the body after its re­mov­al from the first.

			“True, that is true. I stand cor­rec­ted,” said the ad­voc­ate, with all prop­er re­spect for the pres­id­ent of the court. Per­fectly true. But—Axel had him­self stated that he had only car­ried the body from one grave and laid it in the oth­er. And there could be no doubt but that a wo­man was bet­ter able to wrap up a child than was a man—and who best of all? Surely a moth­er’s tender hand?

			The presid­ing justice nods.

			In any case—could not this girl—if she had been of an­oth­er sort—have bur­ied the child na­ked? One might even go so far as to say that she might have thrown it in­to a dust­bin. She might have left it out un­der a tree in the open, to freeze to death—that is to say, of course, if it had not been dead already. She might have put it in the oven when left alone, and burnt it up. She might have taken it up to the river at Sel­lan­raa and thrown it in there. But this moth­er did none of these things; she wrapped the dead child neatly in a cloth and bur­ied it. And if the body had been found wrapped neatly when the grave was opened, it must be a wo­man and not a man who had so wrapped it.

			And now, the ad­voc­ate for the de­fence went on, it lay with the court to de­term­ine what meas­ure of guilt could prop­erly be at­trib­uted to the girl Bar­bro in the mat­ter. There was but little re­main­ing for which she could be blamed at all—in­deed, in his, coun­sel’s, opin­ion, there was noth­ing. Un­less the court found reas­on to con­vict on the charge of hav­ing failed to no­ti­fy the death. But here, again—the child was dead, and noth­ing could al­ter that; the place was far out in the wilds, many miles from either priest or Lens­mand; nat­ur­al enough, surely, to let it sleep the etern­al sleep in a neat grave in the woods. And if it were a crime to have bur­ied it thus, then the ac­cused was not more guilty than the fath­er of the child—as it was, the mis­de­mean­our was surely slight enough to be over­looked. Mod­ern prac­tice was grow­ing more and more dis­posed to lay more stress on re­form­ing the crim­in­al than on pun­ish­ing the crime. It was an an­ti­quated sys­tem which sought to in­flict pun­ish­ment for every mor­tal thing—it was the lex talionis of the Old Test­a­ment, an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth. There was no longer the spir­it of the law in mod­ern times. The law of the present day was more hu­mane, seek­ing to ad­just it­self ac­cord­ing to the de­gree of crim­in­al in­tent and pur­pose dis­played in each case.

			No! The court could nev­er con­vict this girl. It was not the ob­ject of a tri­al to se­cure an ad­di­tion to the num­ber of crim­in­als, but rather to re­store to so­ci­ety a good and use­ful mem­ber. It should be noted that the ac­cused had now the pro­spect of a new po­s­i­tion where she would be un­der the best pos­sible su­per­vi­sion. Fru Lens­mand Heyer­dahl had, from her in­tim­ate know­ledge of the girl, and from her own valu­able ex­per­i­ence as a moth­er, thrown wide the doors of her own home to the girl; the court would bear in mind the weight of re­spons­ib­il­ity at­tach­ing to its de­cision here, and would then con­vict or ac­quit the ac­cused. Fi­nally, he wished to ex­press his thanks to the learned coun­sel for the pro­sec­u­tion, who had gen­er­ously re­frained from de­mand­ing a con­vic­tion—a pleas­ing evid­ence of deep and hu­mane un­der­stand­ing.

			The ad­voc­ate for the de­fence sat down.

			The re­mainder of the pro­ceed­ings did not take long. The sum­ming up was but a re­pe­ti­tion of the same points, as viewed from op­pos­ite sides, a brief syn­op­sis of the ac­tion of the play, dry, dull, and dig­ni­fied. It had all been man­aged very sat­is­fact­or­ily all round; both the ad­voc­ates had poin­ted out what the court should con­sider, and the presid­ing justice found his task easy enough.

			Lights were lit, a couple of lamps hanging from the ceil­ing—a miser­able light it was, the justice could hardly see to read his notes. He men­tioned with some sever­ity the point that the child’s death had not been duly no­ti­fied to the prop­er au­thor­it­ies—but that, un­der the cir­cum­stances, should be con­sidered rather the duty of the fath­er than of the moth­er, ow­ing to her weak­ness at the time. The court had then to de­term­ine wheth­er any case had been proved with re­gard to con­ceal­ment of birth and in­fant­i­cide. Here the evid­ence was again re­capit­u­lated from be­gin­ning to end. Then came the usu­al in­junc­tion as to be­ing duly con­scious of re­spons­ib­il­ity, which the court had heard be­fore, and fi­nally, the not un­com­mon re­mind­er that in cases of doubt, the scale should be al­lowed to turn in fa­vour of the ac­cused.

			And now all was clear and ready.

			The judges left the room and went in­to an­oth­er apart­ment. They were to con­sider a pa­per with cer­tain ques­tions, which one of them had with him. They were away five minutes, and re­turned with a “No” to all the ques­tions.

			No, the girl Bar­bro had not killed her child.

			Then the presid­ing judge said a few more words, and de­clared that the girl Bar­bro was now free.

			The court­house emp­tied, the com­edy was over. …

			Someone takes Axel Ström by the arm: it is Geissler. “H’m,” said he, “so you’re done with that now!”

			“Ay,” said Axel.

			“But they’ve wasted a lot of your time to no pur­pose.”

			“Ay,” said Axel again. But he was com­ing to him­self again gradu­ally, and after a mo­ment he ad­ded: “None the less, I’m glad it was no worse.”

			“No worse?” said Geissler. “I’d have liked to see them try!” He spoke with em­phas­is, and Axel fan­cied Geissler must have had some­thing to do with the case him­self; that he had in­ter­vened. Heav­en knows if, after all, it had not been Geissler him­self that had led the whole pro­ceed­ings and gained the res­ult he wished. It was a mys­tery, any­way.

			So much at least Axel un­der­stood, that Geissler had been on his side all through.

			“I’ve a deal to thank you for,” said he, of­fer­ing his hand.

			“What for?” asked Geissler.

			“Why, for—for all this.”

			Geissler turned it off shortly. “I’ve done noth­ing at all. Didn’t trouble to do, any­thing—’twasn’t worth while.” But for all that, Geissler was not dis­pleased, maybe, at be­ing thanked; it was as if he had been wait­ing for it, and now it had come. “I’ve no time to stand talk­ing now,” he said. “Go­ing back to­mor­row, are you? Good. Good­bye, then, and good luck to you.” And Geissler strolled off across the street.

			

			On the boat go­ing home, Axel en­countered the Lens­mand and his wife, Bar­bro and the two girls called as wit­nesses.

			“Well,” said Fru Heyer­dahl, “aren’t you glad it turned out so well?”

			Axel said, “Yes”; he was glad it had come out all right in the end.

			The Lens­mand him­self put in a word, and said: “This is the second of these cases I’ve had while I’ve been here—first with In­ger from Sel­lan­raa, and now this. No, it’s no good try­ing to coun­ten­ance that sort of thing—justice must take its course.”

			But Fru Heyer­dahl guessed, no doubt, that Axel was not over pleased with her speech of the day be­fore, and tried to smooth it over, to make up for it some­how now. “You un­der­stood, of course, why I had to say all that about you yes­ter­day?”

			“H’m—ye—es,” said Axel.

			“You un­der­stood, of course, I know. You didn’t think I wanted to make things harder for you in any way. I’ve al­ways thought well of you, and I don’t mind say­ing so.”

			“Ay,” said Axel, no more. But he was pleased and touched at her words.

			“Yes, I mean it,” said Fru Heyer­dahl. “But I was ob­liged to try and shift the blame a little your way, oth­er­wise Bar­bro would have been con­victed, and you too. It was all for the best, in­deed it was.”

			“I thank you kindly,” said Axel.

			“And it was I and no oth­er that went about from one to an­oth­er through the place, try­ing to do what I could for you both. And you saw, of course, that we all had to do the same thing—make out that you were partly to blame, so as to get you both off in the end.”

			“Ay,” said Axel.

			“Surely you didn’t ima­gine for a mo­ment that I meant any harm to you? When I’ve al­ways thought so well of you!”

			Ay, this was good to hear after all the dis­grace of it. Axel, at any rate, was so touched that he felt he must do some­thing, give Fru Heyer­dahl some­thing or oth­er, whatever he could find—a piece of meat per­haps, now au­tumn was come. He had a young bull. …

			Fru Lens­mand Heyer­dahl kept her word; she took Bar­bro to live with her. On board the steam­er, too, she looked after the girl, and saw that she was not cold, nor hungry; took care, also, that she did not get up to any non­sense with the mate from Ber­gen. The first time it oc­curred, she said noth­ing, but simply called Bar­bro to her. But a little while after there was Bar­bro with him again, her head on one side, talk­ing Ber­gen dia­lect and smil­ing. Then her mis­tress called her up and said: “Really, Bar­bro, you ought not to be go­ing on like that among the men now. Re­mem­ber what you’ve just been through, and what you’ve come from.”

			“I was only talk­ing to him a minute,” said Bar­bro. “I could hear he was from Ber­gen.”

			Axel did not speak to her. He no­ticed that she was pale and clear-skinned now, and her teeth were bet­ter. She did not wear either of his rings. …

			

			And now here is Axel tramp­ing up to his own place once more. Wind and rain, but he is glad at heart; a mow­ing-ma­chine and a har­row down at the quay; he had seen them. Oh, that Geissler! Nev­er a word had he said in town about what he had sent. Ay, an un­fathom­able man was Geissler.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Axel had no long time to rest at home, as it turned out; the au­tumn gales led to fresh trouble and both­er­some work that he had brought upon him­self: the tele­graph ap­par­at­us on his wall an­nounced that the line was out of or­der.

			Oh, but he had been think­ing over­much of the money, surely, when he took on that post. It had been a nuis­ance from the start. Brede Olsen had fairly threatened him when he went down to fetch the ap­par­at­us and tools; ay, had said to him in as many words: “You don’t seem like re­mem­ber­ing how I saved your life last winter!”

			“ ’Twas Oline saved my life,” answered Axel.

			“Ho, in­deed! And didn’t I carry you down my­self on my own poor shoulders? Any­way, you were clev­er enough to buy up my place in sum­mer­time and leave me home­less in the winter.” Ay, Brede was deeply of­fen­ded; he went on:

			“But you can take the tele­graph for me, ay, all the rubble of it for me. I and mine we’ll go down to the vil­lage and start on some­thing there—you don’t know what it’ll be, but wait and see. What about a hotel place where folk can get cof­fee? You see but we’ll man­age all right. There’s my wife can sell things to eat and drink as well as an­oth­er, and I can go out on busi­ness and make a heap more than you ever did. But I don’t mind telling you, Axel, I could make things awk­ward for you in many odd ways, see­ing all I know about the tele­graph and things; ay, ’twould be easy enough both to pull down poles and cut the line and all. And then you to go run­ning out after it mid­way in the busy time. That’s all I’ll say to you, Axel, and you bear it in mind. …”

			Now Axel should have been down and brought up the ma­chines from the quay—all over gilt and col­our­ing they were, like pic­tures to see. And he might have had them to look at all that day, and learn the man­ner of us­ing them—but now they must wait. ’Twas none so pleas­ant to have to put aside all man­ner of ne­ces­sary work to run and see after a tele­graph line. But ’twas the money. …

			Up on the top of the hill he meets Aron­sen. Ay, Aron­sen the trader stand­ing there look­ing and gaz­ing out in­to the storm, like a vis­ion him­self. What did he want there? No peace in his mind now, it seems, but he must go up the fjeld him­self and look at the mine with his own eyes. And this, look you, Trader Aron­sen had done from sheer earn­est thought of his own and his fam­ily’s fu­ture. Here he is, face to face with bare des­ol­a­tion on the for­saken hills, ma­chines ly­ing there to rust, carts and ma­ter­i­al of all sorts left out in the open—’twas dis­mal to see. Here and there on the walls of the huts were plac­ards, no­tices writ­ten by hand, for­bid­ding any­one to dam­age or re­move the com­pany’s prop­erty—tools, carts, or build­ings.

			Axel stops for a few words with the mad trader, and asks if he has come out shoot­ing.

			“Shoot­ing? Ay, if I could only get with­in reach of him!”

			“Him? Who, then?”

			“Why, him that’s ru­in­ing me and all the rest of us here­about. Him that won’t sell his bit of fjeld and let things get to work again, and trade and money passing same as be­fore.”

			“D’you mean him Geissler, then?”

			“Ay, ’tis him I mean. Ought to be shot!”

			Axel laughs at this, and says: “Geissler he was in town but a few days back; you should have talked to him there. But if I might be so bold as to say, I doubt you’d bet­ter leave him alone, after all.”

			“And why?” asks Aron an­grily.

			“Why? I’ve a mind he’d be over­wise and mys­ter­i­ous for you in the end.”

			They ar­gued over this for a while, and Aron­sen grew more ex­cited than ever. At last Axel asked jest­ingly: “Well, any­way, you’ll not be so hard on us all to run away and leave us to ourselves in the wilds?”

			“Huh! Think I’m go­ing to stay fool­ing about here in your bogs and nev­er so much as mak­ing the price of a pipe?” cried Aron in­dig­nantly. “Find me a buy­er and I’ll sell out.”

			“Sell out?” says Axel. “The land’s good or­din­ary land if she’s handled as should be—and what you’ve got’s enough to keep a man.”

			“Haven’t I just said I’ll not touch it?” cried Aron­sen again in the gale. “I can do bet­ter than that!”

			Axel thought if that was so, ’twould be easy to find a buy­er; but Aron­sen laughed scorn­fully at the idea—there was nobody there in the wilds had money to buy him out.

			“Not here in the wilds, maybe, but else­where.”

			“Here’s naught but filth and poverty,” said Aron bit­terly.

			“Why, that’s as it may be,” said Axel in some of­fence. “But Isak up at Sel­lan­raa he could buy you out any day.”

			“Don’t be­lieve it,” said Aron­sen.

			“ ’Tis all one to me what you be­lieve,” said Axel, and turned to go.

			Aron­sen called after him: “Hi, wait a bit! What’s that you say—Isak might take the place, was that what you said?”

			“Ay,” said Axel, “if ’twas only the money. He’s means enough to buy up five of your Stor­borg and all!”

			Aron­sen had gone round keep­ing wide of Sel­lan­raa on his way up, tak­ing care not to be seen; but, go­ing back, he called in and had a talk with Isak. But Isak only shook his head and said nay, ’twas a mat­ter he’d nev­er thought of, and didn’t care to.

			But when Eleseus came back home that Christ­mas, Isak was easi­er to deal with. True, he main­tained that it was a mad idea to think of buy­ing Stor­borg, ’twas noth­ing had ever been in his mind; still, if Eleseus thought he could do any­thing with the place, why, they might think it over.

			Eleseus him­self was mid­ways between, as it were; not ex­actly eager for it, yet not al­to­geth­er in­dif­fer­ent. If he did settle down here at home, then his ca­reer in one way was at an end. ’Twas not like be­ing in a town. That au­tumn, when a lot of people from his parts had been up for cross-ex­am­in­a­tion in a cer­tain place, he had taken care not to show him­self; he had no de­sire to meet any that knew him from that quarter; they be­longed to an­oth­er world. And was he now to go back to that same world him­self?

			His moth­er was all for buy­ing the place; Sivert, too, said it would be best. They stuck to Eleseus both of them, and one day the three drove down to Stor­borg to see the won­der with their own eyes.

			But once there was a pro­spect of selling, Aron­sen be­came a dif­fer­ent man; he wasn’t pressed to get rid of it, not at all. If he did go away, the place could stand as it was; ’twas a first-rate hold­ing, a “cash down” place, there’d be no dif­fi­culty in selling it any time. “You’d not give my price,” said Aron­sen.

			They went over the house and stores, the ware­house and sheds, in­spec­ted the miser­able re­mains of the stock, con­sist­ing of a few mouth-or­gans, watch-chains, boxes of col­oured pa­pers, lamps with hanging or­na­ments, all ut­terly un­sale­able to sens­ible folks that lived on their land. There were a few cases of nails and some cot­ton print, and that was all.

			Eleseus was con­strained to show off a bit, and looked over things with a know­ing air. “I’ve no use for that sort of truck,” said he.

			“Why, then, you’ve no call to buy it,” said Aron­sen.

			“Any­how, I’ll of­fer you fif­teen hun­dred Kron­er for the place as it stands, with goods, live­stock, and the rest,” said Eleseus. Oh, he was care­less, enough; his of­fer was but a show, for some­thing to say.

			And they drove back home. No, there was no deal; Eleseus had made a ri­dicu­lous of­fer, that Aron­sen re­garded as an in­sult. “I don’t think much of you, young man,” said Aron­sen; ay, call­ing him young man, con­sid­er­ing him but a slip of a lad that had grown con­ceited in the town, and thought to teach him, Aron­sen, the value of goods.

			“I’ll not be called ‘young man’ by you, if you please,” said Eleseus, of­fen­ded in his turn. They must be mor­tal en­emies after that.

			But how could it be that Aron­sen had all along been so in­de­pend­ent and so sure of not be­ing forced to sell? There was a reas­on for it: Aron­sen had a little hope at the back of his mind, after all.

			A meet­ing had been held in the vil­lage to con­sider the po­s­i­tion which had aris­en ow­ing to Geissler’s re­fus­al to sell his part of the min­ing tract. ’Twas not only the outly­ing set­tlers who stood to lose by this, it would be fatal to the whole dis­trict.

			Why could not folk go on liv­ing as well or as poorly now as be­fore there had been any mine at all? Well, they could not, and that was all about it. They had grown ac­cus­tomed to bet­ter food, finer bread, store-bought clothes and high­er wages, gen­er­al ex­tra­vag­ance—ay, folk had learned to reck­on with money more, that was the mat­ter. And now the money was gone again, had slipped away like a shoal of her­ring out to sea—’twas dire dis­tress for them all, and what was to be done?

			There was no doubt about it: ex-Lens­mand Geissler was tak­ing his re­venge upon the vil­lage be­cause they had helped his su­per­i­or to get him dis­missed; equally clear was it that they had un­der­es­tim­ated him at the time. He had not simply dis­ap­peared and left. By the simplest means, merely by de­mand­ing an un­reas­on­able price for a mine, he had suc­ceeded in check­ing the en­tire de­vel­op­ment of the dis­trict. Ay, a strong man! Axel Ström from Maane­land could bear them out in this; he was the one who had last met Geissler. Brede’s girl Bar­bro had had a law­suit in the town, and come home ac­quit­ted; but Geissler, he had been there in court all the time. And if any­one sug­ges­ted that Geissler was de­jec­ted, and a broken man, why, he had only to look at the costly ma­chines that same Geissler had sent up as a present to Axel Ström.

			This man it was then, who held the fate of the dis­trict in his hand; they would have to come to some agree­ment with him. What price would Geissler ul­ti­mately be dis­posed to ac­cept for his mine? They must as­cer­tain in any case. The Swedes had offered him twenty-five thou­sand—Geissler had re­fused. But sup­pose the vil­lage here, the com­mune, were to make up the re­mainder, simply to get things go­ing again? If it were not an al­to­geth­er un­heard-of amount, it might be worth while. Both the trader at the shore sta­tion and Aron­sen up at Stor­borg would be will­ing to con­trib­ute privately and secretly; funds de­voted to such a pur­pose now would be re­paid in the long run.

			The end of it was that two men were deputed to call on Geissler and take up the mat­ter with him. And they were ex­pec­ted back shortly.

			So it was, then, that Aron­sen cher­ished a flick­er of hope, and thought he could af­ford to stand on his dig­nity with any who offered to buy up Stor­borg. But it was not to last.

			A week later the depu­ta­tion re­turned home with a flat re­fus­al. Oh, they had done the worst thing pos­sible at the out­set, in choos­ing Brede Olsen as one of the men they sent—they had taken him as be­ing one who best could spare the time. They had found Geissler, but he had only shaken his head and laughed. “Go back home again,” he had said. But Geissler had paid for their jour­ney back.

			Then the dis­trict was to be left to its fate?

			After Aron­sen had raged for a while, and grown more and more des­per­ate, he went up one day to Sel­lan­raa and closed the deal. Ay, Aron­sen did. Eleseus got it for the price he had offered; land and house and sheds, live­stock and goods, for fif­teen hun­dred Kron­er. True, on go­ing through the in­vent­ory after, it was found that Aron­sen’s wife had con­ver­ted most of the cot­ton print to her own use; but trifles of that sort were noth­ing to a man like Eleseus. It didn’t do to be mean, he said.

			Nev­er­the­less, Eleseus was not ex­actly de­lighted with things as they had turned out—his fu­ture was settled now, he was to bury him­self in the wilds. He must give up his great plans; he was no longer a young gen­tle­man in an of­fice, he would nev­er be a Lens­mand, not even live in a town at all. To his fath­er and those at home he made it ap­pear that he was proud at hav­ing se­cured Stor­borg at the very price he had fixed—it would show them he knew what he was about. But that small tri­umph did not go very far. He had also the sat­is­fac­tion of tak­ing over An­dresen, the chief clerk, who was thus, as it were, in­cluded in the bar­gain. Aron­sen had no longer any use for him, un­til he had a new place go­ing. It was a pleas­ant sen­sa­tion to be Eleseus, when An­dresen came up beg­ging to be al­lowed to stay; here it was Eleseus who was mas­ter and head of the busi­ness—for the first time in his life.

			“You can stay, yes,” he said. “I shall be want­ing an as­sist­ant to look after the place when I’m away on busi­ness—open­ing up con­nec­tions in Ber­gen and Trond­hjem,” said he.

			And An­dresen was no bad man to have, as it soon proved; he was a good work­er, and looked after things well when Eleseus was away. ’Twas only at first he had been some­what in­clined to show and play the fine gen­tle­man, and that was the fault of his mas­ter Aron­sen. It was dif­fer­ent now. In the spring, when the bogs were thawed some depth, Sivert came down from Sel­lan­raa to Stor­borg, to start a bit of ditch­ing for his broth­er, and lo, An­dresen him­self went out on the land dig­ging too. Heav­en knows what pos­sessed him to do it, for ’twas no work of his, but that was the sort of man he was. It was not thawed deep enough yet, and they could not get as far as they wanted by a long way, but it was some­thing done, at any rate. It was Isak’s old idea to drain the bogs at Stor­borg and till the land there prop­erly; the bit of a store was only to be an ex­tra, a con­veni­ence, to save folk go­ing all the way down to the vil­lage for a reel of thread.

			So Sivert and An­dresen stood there dig­ging, and talk­ing now and again when they stopped for a rest. An­dresen had also some­how or oth­er man­aged to get hold of a gold piece, a twenty-Krone piece, and Sivert would gladly have had the bright thing him­self; but An­dresen would not part with it—kept it wrapped up in tis­sue pa­per in his chest. Sivert pro­posed a wrest­ling match for the money—see who could throw the oth­er; but An­dresen would not risk it. Sivert offered to stake twenty Kron­er in notes against the gold piece, and do all the dig­ging him­self in­to the bar­gain if he won; but An­dresen took of­fence at that. “Ho,” said he, “and you’d like to go back home, no doubt, and say I’m no good at work­ing on the land!” At last they agreed to set twenty-five Kron­er in notes against the gold twenty-Krone piece, and Sivert slipped home to Sel­lan­raa that night to ask his fath­er for the money.

			A young man’s trick, the pretty play of youth! A night’s sleep thrown away, to walk miles up and miles down again, and work next day as usu­al—’twas noth­ing to a young man in his strength, and a bright gold piece was worth it all. An­dresen was a little in­clined to make fun of him over the deal, but Sivert was not at a loss; he had only to let fall a word of Leo­poldine. “There! I was nearly for­get­ting. Leo­poldine she asked after you. …” And An­dresen stopped his work of a sud­den and went very red.

			Pleas­ant days for them both, drain­ing and ditch­ing, get­ting up long ar­gu­ments for fun, and work­ing, and ar­guing again. Now and then Eleseus would come out and lend a hand, but he soon tired. Eleseus was not strong either of body or will, but a thor­ough good fel­low for all that. …

			“Here’s that Oline com­ing along,” Sivert the jester would say. “Now you’ll have to go in and sell her a pa­per of cof­fee.” And Eleseus was glad enough to go. Selling Oline some trifle or oth­er meant so many minutes’ rest from throw­ing heavy clods.

			And Oline, poor creature, she might well be need­ing a pinch of cof­fee now and again, wheth­er by chance she man­aged to get the money from Axel to pay for it, or bartered a goats’ milk cheese in ex­change. Oline was not al­to­geth­er what she had been; the work at Maane­land was too hard for her; she was an old wo­man now, and it was leav­ing its mark. Not that she ever con­fessed to any weak­ness or age­ing her­self; ho! she would have found plenty to say if she had been dis­missed. Tough and ir­re­press­ible was Oline; did her work, and found time to wander over to neigh­bours here or there for a real good gos­sip. ’Twas her plain right, and there was little gos­sip­ing at Maane­land. Axel him­self was not giv­en that way.

			As for that Bar­bro case, Oline was dis­pleased, ay, dis­ap­poin­ted was Oline. Both of them ac­quit­ted! That Brede’s girl Bar­bro should be let off when In­ger Sel­lan­raa had got eight years was not to Oline’s taste at all; she felt an un­chris­ti­an an­noy­ance at such fa­vour­it­ism. But the Almighty would look to things, no doubt, in His own good time! And Oline nod­ded, as if proph­esy­ing di­vine re­tri­bu­tion at a later date. Nat­ur­ally, also, Oline made no secret of her dis­sat­is­fac­tion with the find­ing of the court, more es­pe­cially when she happened to fall out with her mas­ter, Axel, over any little trifle. Then she would de­liv­er her­self, in the old soft-spoken way, of much deep and bit­ter sar­casm. “Ay, ’tis strange how the law’s changed these days, for all the wicked­ness of So­d­om and Go­mor­rah; but the word of the Lord’s my guide, as ever was, and a blessed refuge for the meek.”

			Oh, Axel was sick and tired of his house­keep­er now, and wished her any­where. And now with spring com­ing again, and all the sea­son’s work to do alone; hay­mak­ing to come, and what was he to do? ’Twas a poor lookout. His broth­er’s wife, at Breidab­lik had writ­ten home to Hel­ge­land try­ing to find a de­cent wo­man to help him, but noth­ing had come of it as yet. And in any case, it would mean his hav­ing to pay for the jour­ney.

			Nay, ’twas a mean and wicked trick of Bar­bro to make away with the bit of a child and then run off her­self. A sum­mer and two win­ters now he had been forced to make do with Oline, and no say­ing how much longer it might be yet. And Bar­bro, the creature, did she care? He had had a few words with her down in the vil­lage one day that winter, but nev­er a tear had trickled slowly from her eyes to freeze on her cheek.

			“What you’ve done with rings I gave you?” asks he.

			“Rings?”

			“Ay, the rings.”

			“I haven’t got them now.”

			“Ho, so you haven’t got them now?”

			“ ’Twas all over between us,” said she. “And I couldn’t wear them after that. ’Tis not the way to go on wear­ing rings when it’s all over between you.”

			“Well, I’d just like to know what you’ve done with them, that’s all.”

			“Wanted me to give them back, maybe,” said she. “Well, I nev­er thought you’d have had me put you to that shame.”

			Axel thought for a mo­ment, and said: “I could have made it up to you oth­er ways. That you shouldn’t lose by it, I mean.”

			But no, Bar­bro had got rid of the rings, and nev­er so much as gave him the chance of buy­ing back a gold ring and a sil­ver ring at a reas­on­able price.

			For all that, Bar­bro was not so thor­oughly harsh and un­lov­able, that she was not. She had a long ap­ron thing that fastened over the shoulders and with tucks at the edge, and a strip of white stuff up round her neck—ay, she looked well. There were some said she’d found a lad already down in the vil­lage to go sweet­heart­ing with, though maybe ’twas but their talk, after all. Fru Heyer­dahl kept a watch­ful eye on her at any rate, and took care not to let her go to the Christ­mas dances.

			Ay, Fru Heyer­dahl was care­ful enough, that she was; here was Axel stand­ing talk­ing to his former ser­vant-girl about a mat­ter of two rings, and sud­denly Fru Heyer­dahl comes right between them and says: “Bar­bro, I thought you were go­ing to the store?” Off goes Bar­bro. And her mis­tress turns to Axel and says: “Have you come down with some meat, or some­thing?”

			“H’m,” said Axel, just that, and touched his cap.

			Now it was Fru Heyer­dahl that had praised him up so that last au­tumn, say­ing he was a splen­did fel­low and she had al­ways thought well of him; and one good turn was worth an­oth­er, no doubt. Axel knew the way of do­ing things; ’twas an old story, when simple folk had deal­ing with their bet­ters, with au­thor­ity. And he had thought at once of a piece of butcher’s meat, a bull he had, that might be use­ful there. But time went on, and month and month passed by and au­tumn was gone, and the bull was nev­er killed. And what harm could it do, after all, if he kept it for him­self?—give it away, and he would be so much poorer. And ’twas a fine beast, any­way.

			“H’m, God­dag. Nay,” said Axel, shak­ing his head; he’d no meat with him today.

			But Fru Heyer­dahl seemed to be guess­ing his thoughts, for she said: “I’ve heard you’ve an ox, or what?”

			“Ay, so I have,” said Axel.

			“Are you go­ing to keep it?”

			“Ay, I’ll be keep­ing him yet.”

			“I see. You’ve no sheep to be killed?”

			“Not now I haven’t. ’Tis this way, I’ve nev­er had but what’s to be kept on the place.”

			“Oh, I see,” said Fru Heyer­dahl; “well, that was all.” And she went on her way.

			Axel drove up home­ward, but he could not help think­ing some­what of what had passed; he rather feared he had made a false step some­how. The Lens­mand’s lady had been an im­port­ant wit­ness once; for and against him, but im­port­ant any­way. He had been through an un­pleas­ant time on that oc­ca­sion, but, after all, he had got out of it in the end—got out of a very awk­ward busi­ness in con­nec­tion with the body of a child found bur­ied on his land. Per­haps, after all, he had bet­ter kill that sheep.

			And, strangely enough, this thought was some­how con­nec­ted with Bar­bro. If he came down bring­ing sheep for her mis­tress it could hardly fail to make a cer­tain im­pres­sion on Bar­bro her­self.

			But again the days went on, and noth­ing evil happened for their go­ing on. Next time he drove down to the vil­lage he had no sheep on his cart, no, still no sheep. But at the last mo­ment he had taken a lamb. A big lamb, though; not a miser­able little one by any means, and he de­livered it with these words:

			“ ’Tis rare tough meat on a weth­er, and no sort of a gift to bring. But this is none so bad.”

			But Fru Heyer­dahl would not hear of tak­ing it as a gift. “Say what you want for it,” she said. Oh, a fine lady, ’twas not her way to take gifts from folk! And the end of it was that Axel got a good price for his lamb.

			He saw noth­ing of Bar­bro at all. Lens­mand’s lady had seen him com­ing, and got her out of the way. And good luck go with her—Bar­bro that had cheated him out of his help for a year and a half!

		
	
		
			IX

			That spring some­thing un­ex­pec­ted happened—some­thing of im­port­ance in­deed; work at the mine was star­ted again; Geissler had sold his land. In­con­ceiv­able! Oh, but Geissler was an un­fathom­able mind; he could make a bar­gain or re­fuse, shake his head for a “No,” or nod the same for “Yes.” Could make the whole vil­lage smile again.

			Con­science had pricked him, maybe; he had no longer the heart to see the dis­trict where he had been Lens­mand fam­ish­ing on homemade gruel and short of money. Or had he got his quarter of a mil­lion? Pos­sibly, again, Geissler him­self had at last be­gun to feel the need of money, and had been forced to sell for what he could get. Twenty-five or fifty thou­sand was not to be des­pised, after all. As a mat­ter of fact, there were ru­mours that it was his eld­est son who had settled the busi­ness on his fath­er’s ac­count.

			Be that as it might, work was re­com­menced; the same en­gin­eer came again with his gangs of men, and the work went on anew. The same work, ay, but in a dif­fer­ent fash­ion now, go­ing back­wards, as it were.

			All seemed in reg­u­lar or­der: the Swedish mine-own­ers had brought their men, and dy­nam­ite and money—what could be wrong, any­way? Even Aron­sen came back again, Aron­sen the trader, who had set his mind on buy­ing back Stor­borg from Eleseus.

			“No,” said Eleseus. “It’s not for sale.”

			“You’ll sell, I sup­pose, if you’re offered enough?”

			“No.”

			No, Eleseus was not go­ing to sell Stor­borg. The truth was, he had changed his mind some­what as to the po­s­i­tion; it was none so bad, after all, to be own­er of a trad­ing sta­tion in the hills; he had a fine ver­andah with col­oured glass win­dows, and a chief clerk to do all the work, while he him­self went about the coun­try trav­el­ling. Ay, trav­el­ling first class, with fine folks. One day, per­haps, he might be able to go as far as Amer­ica—he of­ten thought of that. Even these little jour­neys on busi­ness to the towns down in the south were some­thing to live on for a long time after. Not that he let him­self go al­to­geth­er, and chartered a steam­er of his own and held wild or­gies on the way—or­gies were not in his line. A strange fel­low, was Eleseus; he no longer cared about girls, had giv­en up such things al­to­geth­er, lost all in­terest in them. No, but after all, he was the Mar­grave’s son, and trav­elled first class and bought up loads of goods. And each time he came back a little finer than be­fore, a great­er man; the last time, he even wore galoshes to keep his feet dry. “What’s that—you taken to wear­ing two pairs of shoes?” they said.

			“I’ve been suf­fer­ing from chil­blains lately,” says Eleseus.

			And every­one sym­path­ized with Eleseus and his chil­blains.

			Glor­i­ous days—a grand life, with no end of leis­ure. No, he was not go­ing to sell Stor­borg. What, go back to a little town and stand be­hind the counter in a little shop, and no chief clerk of his own at all? Moreover, he had made up his mind now to de­vel­op the busi­ness on a grand scale. The Swedes had come back again and would flood the place with money; he would be a fool to sell out now. Aron­sen was forced to go back each time with a flat re­fus­al, more and more dis­gus­ted at his own lack of foresight in ever hav­ing giv­en up the place.

			Oh, but Aron­sen might have saved him­self a deal of self-re­proach, and like­wise Eleseus with his plans and in­ten­tions, that he might have kept in mod­er­a­tion. And more than all, the vil­lage would have done well to be less con­fid­ent, in­stead of go­ing about smil­ing and rub­bing its hands like an­gels sure of be­ing blessed—no call for them to do so if they had but known. For now came dis­ap­point­ment, and no little one at that. Who would ever have thought it; work at the mine com­menced again, true enough—but at the oth­er end of the fjeld, eight miles away, on the south­ern bound­ary of Geissler’s hold­ing, far off in an­oth­er dis­trict al­to­geth­er, a dis­trict with which they were in no way con­cerned. And from there the work was to make its way gradu­ally north­ward to the ori­gin­al mine, Isak’s mine, to be a bless­ing to folk in the wilds and in the vil­lage. At best, it would take years, any num­ber of years, a gen­er­a­tion.

			The news came like a dy­nam­ite charge of the heav­iest sort, with shock and stop­ping of ears. The vil­lage folk were over­come with grief. Some blamed Geissler; ’twas Geissler, that dev­il of a man, who had tricked them once more. Oth­ers huddled to­geth­er at a meet­ing and sent out a new depu­ta­tion of trusty men, this time to the min­ing com­pany, to the en­gin­eer. But noth­ing came of it; the en­gin­eer ex­plained that he was ob­liged to start work from the south be­cause that was nearest the sea, and saved the need of an aer­i­al rail­way, re­duced the trans­port al­most to nil. No, the work must be­gin that way; no more to be said.

			Then it was that Aron­sen at once rose up and set out for the new work­ings, the new prom­ised land. He even tried to get An­dresen to go with him: “What’s the sense of you stay­ing on here in the wilds?” said he. “Much bet­ter come with me.” But An­dresen would not leave; in­com­pre­hens­ible, but so it was, there was some­thing which held him to the spot; he seemed to thrive there, had taken root. It must be An­dresen who had changed, for the place was the same as ever. Folk and things were un­altered; the min­ing work had turned away to oth­er tracts, but folk in the wilds had not lost their heads over that; they had their land to till, their crops, their cattle. No great wealth in money, true, but in all the ne­ces­sar­ies of life, ay, ab­so­lutely all.

			Even Eleseus was not re­duced to misery be­cause the stream of gold was flow­ing else­where; the worst of it was that in his first ex­al­ta­tion he had bought great stocks of goods that were now un­sale­able. Well, they could stay there for the time be­ing; it looked well, at any rate, to have plenty of wares in a store.

			No, a man of the wilds did not lose his head. The air was not less healthy now than be­fore; there were folk enough to ad­mire new clothes; there was no need of dia­monds. Wine was a thing he knew from the feast at Cana. A man of the wild was not put out by the thought of great things he could not get; art, news­pa­pers, lux­ur­ies, polit­ics, and such­like were worth just what folk were will­ing to pay for them, no more. Growth of the soil was some­thing dif­fer­ent, a thing to be pro­cured at any cost; the only source, the ori­gin of all. A dull and des­ol­ate ex­ist­ence? Nay, least of all. A man had everything; his powers above, his dreams, his loves, his wealth of su­per­sti­tion. Sivert, walk­ing one even­ing by the river, stops on a sud­den; there on the wa­ter are a pair of ducks, male and fe­male. They have sighted him; they are aware of man, and afraid; one of them says some­thing, ut­ters a little sound, a melody in three tones, and the oth­er an­swers with the same. Then they rise, whirl off like two little wheels a stone’s-throw up the river, and settle again. Then, as be­fore, one speaks and the oth­er an­swers; the same speech as at first, but mark a new de­light: it is set two octaves high­er! Sivert stands look­ing at the birds, look­ing past them, far in­to a dream.

			A sound had floated through him, a sweet­ness, and left him stand­ing there with a del­ic­ate, thin re­col­lec­tion of some­thing wild and splen­did, some­thing he had known be­fore, and for­got­ten again. He walks home in si­lence, says no word of it, makes no boast of it, ’twas not for worldly speech. And it was but Sivert from Sel­lan­raa, went out one even­ing, young and or­din­ary as he was, and met with this.

			It was not the only thing he met with—there were more ad­ven­tures be­side. An­oth­er thing which happened was that Jensine left Sel­lan­raa. And that made Sivert not a little per­turbed in his mind.

			Ay, it came to that: Jensine would leave, if you please; she wished it so. Oh, Jensine was not one of your com­mon sort, none could say that. Sivert had once offered to drive her back home at once, and on that oc­ca­sion she had cried, which was a pity; but af­ter­wards she re­pen­ted of that, and made it clear that she re­pen­ted, and gave no­tice and would leave. Ay, a prop­er way to do.

			Noth­ing could have suited In­ger at Sel­lan­raa bet­ter than this; In­ger was be­gin­ning to grow dis­sat­is­fied with her maid. Strange; she had noth­ing to say against her, but the sight of the girl an­noyed her, she could hardly en­dure to have her about the place. It all arose, no doubt, from In­ger’s state of mind; she had been heavy and re­li­gious all that winter, and it would not pass off. “Want to leave, do you? Why, then, well and good,” said In­ger. It was a bless­ing, the ful­fil­ment of nightly pray­ers. Two grown wo­men they were already, what did they want with this Jensine, fresh as could be and mar­riage­able and all? In­ger thought with a cer­tain dis­pleas­ure of that same mar­riage­able­ness, think­ing, maybe, how she had once been the same her­self.

			Her deep re­li­gious­ness did not pass off. She was not full of vice; she had tasted, sipped, let us say, but ’twas not her in­tent to per­severe in that way all through her old age, not by any means; In­ger turned aside with hor­ror from the thought. The mine and all its work­men were no longer there—and Heav­en be praised. Vir­tue was not only tol­er­able, but in­ev­it­able, it was a ne­ces­sary thing; ay, a ne­ces­sary good, a spe­cial grace.

			But the world was all awry. Look now, here was Leo­poldine, little Leo­poldine, a seed­ling, a slip of a child, go­ing about burst­ing with sin­ful health; but an arm round her waist and she would fall help­less—oh, fie! There were spots on her face now, too—a sign in it­self of wild blood; ay, her moth­er re­membered well enough, ’twas the wild blood would out. In­ger did not con­demn her child for a mat­ter of spots on her face; but it must stop, she would have an end of it. And what did that fel­low An­dresen want com­ing up to Sel­lan­raa of Sundays, to talk field­work with Isak? Did the two men­folk ima­gine the child was blind? Ay, young folk were young folk as they had ever been, thirty, forty years ago, but worse than ever now.

			“Why, that’s as it may be,” said Isak, when they spoke of the mat­ter. “But here’s the spring come, and Jensine gone, and who’s to man­age the sum­mer work?”

			“Leo­poldine and I can do the hay­mak­ing,” said In­ger. “Ay, I’d rather go rak­ing night and day my­self,” said she bit­terly, and on the point of cry­ing.

			Isak could not un­der­stand what there was to make such a fuss about; but he had his own ideas, no doubt, and off he went to the edge of the wood, with crow­bar and pick, and fell to work­ing at a stone. Nay, in­deed, Isak could not see why Jensine should have left them; a good girl, and a work­er. To tell the truth, Isak was of­ten at a loss in all save the simplest things—his work, his law­ful and nat­ur­al do­ings. A broad-shouldered man, well filled out, noth­ing as­tral about him at all; he ate like a man and throve on it, and ’twas rarely he was thrown off his bal­ance in any way.

			Well, here was this stone. There were stones more in plenty, but here was one to be­gin with. Isak is look­ing ahead, to the time when he will need to build a little house here, a little home for him­self and In­ger, and as well to get to work a bit on the site, and clear it, while Sivert is down at Stor­borg. Oth­er­wise the boy would be ask­ing ques­tions, and that was not to Isak’s mind. The day must come, of course, when Sivert would need all there was of the place for him­self—the old folks would be want­ing a house apart. Ay, there was nev­er an end of build­ing at Sel­lan­raa; that fod­der loft above the cow­shed was not done yet, though the beams and planks for it were there all ready.

			Well, then, here was this stone. Noth­ing so big to look at above ground, but not to be moved at a touch for all that; it must be a heavy fel­low. Isak dug round about it, and tried his crow­bar, but it would not move. He dug again and tried once more, but no. Back to the house for a spade then, and clear the earth away, then dig­ging again, try­ing again—no. A mighty heavy beast to shift, thought Isak pa­tiently enough. He dug away now for a steady while, but the stone seemed reach­ing ever deep­er and deep­er down, there was no get­ting a pur­chase on it. A nuis­ance it would be if he had to blast it, after all. The bor­ing would make such a noise, and call up every­one on the place. He dug. Off again to fetch a lever­ing pole and tried that—no. He dug again. Isak was be­gin­ning to be an­noyed with this stone; he frowned, and looked at the thing, as if he had just come along to make a gen­er­al in­spec­tion of the stones in that neigh­bour­hood, and found this one par­tic­u­larly stu­pid. He cri­ti­cized it; ay, it was a round-faced, idi­ot­ic stone, no get­ting hold of it any way—he was al­most in­clined to say it was de­formed. Blast­ing? The thing wasn’t worth a charge of powder. And was he to give it up, was he to con­sider the pos­sib­il­ity of be­ing beaten by a stone?

			He dug. Hard work, that it was, but as to giv­ing up … At last he got the nose of his lever down and tried it; the stone did not move. Tech­nic­ally speak­ing, there was noth­ing wrong with his meth­od, but it did not work. What was the mat­ter, then? He had got out stones be­fore in his life. Was he get­ting old? Funny thing, he he he! Ri­dicu­lous, in­deed. True, he had no­ticed lately that he was not so strong as he had been—that is to say, he had no­ticed noth­ing of the sort, nev­er heeded it; ’twas only ima­gin­a­tion. And he goes at the stone once more, with the best will in the world.

			Oh, ’twas no little mat­ter when Isak bore down on a lever­ing pole with all his weight. There he is now, hoist­ing and hoist­ing again, a Cyc­lop, enorm­ous, with a torso that seems built in one to the knees. A cer­tain pomp and splend­our about him; his equat­or was astound­ing.

			But the stone did not move.

			No help for it; he must dig again. Try blast­ing? Not a word! No, dig again. He was in­tent on his work now. The stone should come up! It would be wrong to say there was any­thing at all per­verse in this on Isak’s part; it was the in­grown love of a work­er on the soil, but al­to­geth­er without ten­der­ness. It was a fool­ish sight; first gath­er­ing, as it were, about the stone from all sides, then mak­ing a dash at it, then dig­ging all round its sides and fum­bling at it, throw­ing up the earth with his bare hands, ay, so he did. Yet there was noth­ing of a caress in it all. Warmth, yes, but the warmth of zeal alone.

			Try the lever again? He thrust it down where there was best hold—no. An al­to­geth­er re­mark­able in­stance of ob­stin­acy and de­fi­ance on the part of the stone. But it seemed to be giv­ing. Isak tries again, with a touch of hope; the earth-break­er has a feel­ing now that the stone is no longer in­vin­cible. Then the lever slipped, throw­ing him to the ground. “Dev­il!” said he. Ay, he said that. His cap had got thrust down over one ear as he fell, mak­ing him look like a rob­ber, like a Span­iard. He spat.

			Here comes In­ger. “Isak, come in and have your food now,” says she, kindly and pleas­ant as can be.

			“Ay,” says he, but will have her no near­er, and wants no ques­tions.

			Oh, but In­ger, nev­er dream­ing, she comes near­er.

			“What’s in your mind now?” she asks, to soften him with a hint of the way he thinks out some new grand thing al­most every day.

			But Isak is sul­len, ter­ribly sul­len and stern; he says: “Nay, I don’t know.”

			And In­ger again, fool­ish that she is—ugh, keeps on talk­ing and ask­ing and will not go.

			“See­ing as you’ve seen it your­self,” says he at last, “I’m get­ting up this stone here.”

			“Ho, go­ing to get him up?”

			“Ay.”

			“And couldn’t I help a bit at all?” she asks.

			Isak shakes his head. But it was a kindly thought, any­way, that she would have helped him, and he can hardly be harsh in re­turn.

			“If you just wait the least bit of a while,” says he, and runs home for the ham­mers.

			If he could only get the stone rough a bit, knock­ing off a flake or so in the right spot, it would give the lever a bet­ter hold. In­ger holds the set­ting-ham­mer, and Isak strikes. Strikes, strikes. Ay, sure enough, off goes a flake. “ ’Twas a good help,” says Isak, “and thanks. But don’t trouble about food for me this bit of a while, I must get this stone up first.”

			But In­ger does not go. And to tell the truth, Isak is pleased enough to have her there watch­ing him at his work; ’tis a thing has al­ways pleased him, since their young days. And lo, he gets a fine pur­chase now on the lever, and puts his weight in­to it—the stone moves! “He’s mov­ing,” says In­ger.

			“ ’Tis but your non­sense,” says Isak.

			“Non­sense, in­deed! But it is!”

			Got so far, then—and that was some­thing. The stone was, so to speak, con­ver­ted now, was on his side; they were work­ing to­geth­er. Isak hoists and heaves with his lever, and the stone moves, but no more. He keeps at it a while, noth­ing more. All at once he un­der­stands that it is not merely a ques­tion of weight, the dead pull of his body; no, the fact is that he has no longer his old strength, he has lost the tough agil­ity that makes all the dif­fer­ence. Weight? An easy mat­ter enough to hang on with his weight and break an iron-shod pole. No, he was weak­en­ing, that was it. And the pa­tient man is filled with bit­ter­ness at the thought—at least he might have been spared the shame of hav­ing In­ger here to see it!

			Sud­denly he drops the lever and grasps the sledge. A fury takes him, he is minded to go at it vi­ol­ently now. And see, his cap still hangs on one ear, rob­ber-fash­ion, and now he steps migh­tily, threat­en­ingly, round the stone, try­ing, as it were, to set him­self in the prop­er light; ho, he will leave that stone a ru­in and a wreck of what it had been. Why not? When a man is filled with mor­tal hatred of a stone, it is a mere form­al­ity to crush it. And sup­pose the stone res­ists, sup­pose it de­clines to be crushed? Why, let it try—and see which of the two sur­vives!

			But then it is that In­ger speaks up, a little tim­idly, again; see­ing, no doubt, what is troub­ling him: “What if we both hang on the stick there?” And the thing she calls a stick is the lever, noth­ing else.

			“No!” cries Isak furi­ously. But after a mo­ment’s thought he says: “Well, well, since you’re here—though you might as well have gone home. Let’s try.”

			And they get the stone up on edge. Ay, they man­age that. And “Puh!” says Isak.

			But now comes a rev­el­a­tion, a strange thing to see. The un­der­side of the stone is flat, migh­tily broad, finely cut, smooth and even as a floor. The stone is but the half of a stone, the oth­er half is some­where close by, no doubt. Isak knows well enough that two halves of the same stone may lie in dif­fer­ent places; the frost, no doubt, that in course of time had shif­ted them apart. But he is all won­der and de­light at the find; ’tis a use­ful stone of the best, a door-slab. A round sum of money would not have filled this field­work­er’s mind with such con­tent. “A fine door-slab,” says he proudly.

			And In­ger, simple creature: “Why! Now how on earth could you tell that be­fore­hand?”

			“H’m,” says Isak. “Think I’d go here dig­ging about for noth­ing?”

			They walk home to­geth­er, Isak en­joy­ing new ad­mir­a­tion on false pre­tences; ’twas some­thing he had not de­served, but it tasted but little dif­fer­ent from the real thing. He lets it be un­der­stood that he has been look­ing out for a suit­able door-slab for a long time, and had found it at last. After that, of course, there could be noth­ing in the least sus­pi­cious about his work­ing there again; he could root about as much as he pleased on pre­text of look­ing for the oth­er half. And when Sivert came home, he could get him to help.

			But if it had come to this, that he could no longer go out alone and heave up a stone, why, things were sorely changed; ay, ’twas a bad lookout, and the more need to get that site cleared quick as might be. Age was upon him, he was ripen­ing for the chim­ney-corner. The tri­umph he had stolen in the mat­ter of the door-slab faded away in a few days; ’twas a false thing, and not made to last. Isak stooped a little now in his walk.

			Had he not once been so much of a man that he grew wake­ful and at­tent­ive in a mo­ment if one but said a word of stone, a word of dig­ging? And ’twas no long time since, but a few years, no more. Ay, and in those days, folk that were shy of a bit of drain­ing work kept out of his way. Now he was be­gin­ning, little by little, to take such mat­ters more calmly; eyah, Her­regud! All things were changed, the land it­self was dif­fer­ent now, with broad tele­graph roads up through the woods, that had not been there be­fore, and rocks blas­ted and sundered up by the wa­ter, as they had not been be­fore. And folk, too, were changed. They did not greet com­ing and go­ing as in the old days, but nod­ded only, or maybe not even that.

			But then—in the old days there had been no Sel­lan­raa, but only a turf hut, while now. … There had been no Mar­grave in the old days.

			Ay, but Mar­grave, what was he now? A pi­ti­ful thing, noth­ing su­per­hu­man, but old and fad­ing, go­ing the way of all flesh. What though he had good bowels, and could eat well, when it gave him no strength? ’Twas Sivert had the strength now, and a mercy it was so—but think, if Isak had had it too! A sorry thing, to find his works run­ning down. He had toiled like a man, car­ry­ing loads enough for any beast of bur­den; now, he could ex­er­cise his pa­tience in rest­ing.

			Isak is ill-pleased, heavy at heart.

			Here lies an old hat, an old sou’west­er, rot­ting on the ground. Car­ried there by the gale, maybe, or maybe the lads had brought it there to the edge of the wood years ago, when they were little ones. It lies there year after year, rot­ting and rot­ting away; but once it had been a new sou’west­er, all yel­low and new. Isak re­mem­bers the day he came home with it from the store, and In­ger had said it was a fine hat. A year or so after, he had taken it to a paint­er down in the vil­lage, and had it blacked and pol­ished, and the brim done in green. And when he came home, In­ger thought it a finer hat than be­fore. In­ger al­ways thought everything was fine; ay, ’twas a good life those days, cut­ting fag­gots, with In­ger to look on—his best days. And when March and April came, In­ger and he would be wild after each oth­er, just like the birds and beasts in the woods; and when May was come, he would sow his corn and plant pota­toes, liv­ing and thriv­ing from day to dawn. Work and sleep, lov­ing and dream­ing, he was like the first big ox, and that was a won­der to see, big and bright as a king. But there was no such May to the years now. No such thing.

			Isak was sorely des­pond­ent for some days. Dark days they were. He felt neither wish nor strength to start work on the fod­der loft—that could be left for Sivert to do some day. The thing to be done now was the house for him­self—the last house to build. He could not long hide from Sivert what he was do­ing; he was clear­ing the ground, and plain to see what for. And one day he told.

			“There’s a good bit of stone if we’d any use for stone­work,” said he. “And there’s an­oth­er.”

			Sivert showed no sur­prise, and only said: “Ay, first-rate stones.”

			“What you might think,” said his fath­er.

			“We’ve been dig­ging round here now to find that oth­er door-slab piece; might al­most do to build here. I don’t know. …”

			“Ay, ’tis no bad place to build,” said Sivert, look­ing round.

			“Think so? ’Twas none so bad, maybe, to have a bit of a place to house folk if any should come along.”

			“Ay.”

			“A couple of rooms’d be as well. You saw how ’twas when they Swedish gen­tle­men came, and no prop­er place to house them. But what you think: a bit of a kit­chen as well, maybe, if ’twas any cook­ing to be done?”

			“Ay, ’twould be a shame to built with nev­er a bit of kit­chen,” says Sivert.

			“You think so?”

			Isak said no more. But Sivert, he was a fine lad to grasp things, and get in­to his head all at once just what was needed in a place to put up Swedish gen­tle­men that chanced to come along; nev­er so much as asked a single ques­tion, but only said: “Do­ing it my way, now, you’d put up a bit of a shed on the north wall. Folks com­ing along, ’d be use­ful to have a shed place to hang up wet clothes and things.”

			And his fath­er agrees at once: “Ay, the very thing.”

			They work at their stones again in si­lence. Then asks Isak: “Eleseus, he’s not come home, I sup­pose?”

			And Sivert an­swers evas­ively: “He’ll be com­ing home soon.”

			’Twas that way with Eleseus: he was all for stay­ing away, liv­ing away on jour­neys. Couldn’t he have writ­ten for the goods? But he must go round and buy them on the spot. Got them so much cheap­er. Ay, maybe, but what about cost of the jour­ney? He had his own way of think­ing, it seemed. And then, what did he want, any­way, with more cot­ton stuff, and col­oured rib­bons for christen­ing caps, and black and white straw hats, and long to­bacco pipes? No one ever bought such things up in the hills; and the vil­lage folk, they only came up to Stor­borg when they’d no money. Eleseus was clev­er enough in his way—only to see him write on a pa­per, or do sums with a bit of chalk! “Ay, with a head like yours,” said folk, ad­mir­ing him. And that was true enough; but he was spend­ing over­much. They vil­lage folk nev­er paid their ow­ings, and yet even a fel­low like Brede Olsen could come up to Stor­borg that winter and get cot­ton print and cof­fee and molasses and par­affin on cred­it.

			Isak has laid out a deal of money already for Eleseus, and his store and his long jour­ney­ings about; there’s not over­much left now out of the riches from the mine—and what then?

			“How d’you think he’s get­ting on, Eleseus?” asks Isak sud­denly.

			“Get­ting on?” says Sivert, to gain time.

			“Doesn’t seem to be do­ing so well.”

			“H’m. He says it’ll go all right.”

			“You spoken to him about it?”

			“Nay; but An­dresen he says so.”

			Isak thought over this, and shook his head. “Nay, I doubt it’s go­ing ill,” says he. “ ’Tis a pity for the lad.”

			And Isak gloom­i­er than ever now, for all he’d been none too bright be­fore.

			But then Sivert flashes out a bit of news: “There’s more folk com­ing to live now.”

			“How d’you say?”

			“Two new hold­ings. They’ve bought up close by us.”

			Isak stands still with his crow­bar in hand; this was news, and good news, the best that could be. “That makes ten of us here,” says he. And Isak learns ex­actly where the new men have bought, he knows the coun­try all round in his head, and nods. “Ay, they’ve done well there; wood for fir­ing in plenty, and some big tim­ber here and there. Ground slopes down sou’west. Ay. …”

			Set­tlers—noth­ing could beat them, any­way—here were new folk com­ing to live. The mine had come to noth­ing, but so much the bet­ter for the land. A desert, a dy­ing place? Far from it, all about was swarm­ing with life; two new men, four new hands to work, fields and mead­ows and homes. Oh, the little green tracts in a forest, a hut and wa­ter, chil­dren and cattle about. Corn wav­ing on the moor­lands where naught but hor­se­tail grew be­fore, blue­bells nod­ding on the fells, and yel­low sun­light blaz­ing in the ladyslip­per flowers out­side a house. And hu­man be­ings liv­ing there, move and talk and think and are there with heav­en and earth.

			Here stands the first of them all, the first man in the wilds. He came that way, kneedeep in marsh-growth and heath­er, found a sunny slope and settled there. Oth­ers came after him, they trod a path across the waste Al­men­ning; oth­ers again, and the path be­came a road; carts drove there now. Isak may be con­tent, may start with a little thrill of pride; he was the founder of a dis­trict, the pi­on­eer.

			“Look here, we can’t go wast­ing time on this bit of a house place if we’re to get that fod­der loft done this year,” says he.

			With a new bright­ness, new spir­it; as it were, new cour­age and life.

		
	
		
			X

			A wo­man tramp­ing up along the road. A steady sum­mer rain falls, wet­ting her, but she does not heed it; oth­er things are in her mind—anxi­ety. Bar­bro it is, and no oth­er—Brede’s girl, Bar­bro. Anxious, ay; not know­ing how the ven­ture will end; she has gone from ser­vice at the Lens­mand’s, and left the vil­lage. That is the mat­ter.

			She keeps away from all the farms on the road up, un­will­ing to meet with folk; easy to see where she was go­ing, with a bundle of cloth­ing on her back. Ay, go­ing to Maane­land, to take ser­vice there again.

			Ten months she has been at the Lens­mand’s now, and ’tis no little time, reckoned out in days and nights, but an etern­ity reckoned in long­ing and op­pres­sion. It had been bear­able at first, Fru Heyer­dahl look­ing after her kindly, giv­ing her ap­rons and neat things to wear; ’twas a joy to be sent on er­rands to the store with such fine clothes to wear. Bar­bro had been in the vil­lage as a child; she knew all the vil­lage folk from the days when she had played there, gone to school there, kissed the lads there, and joined in many games with stones and shells. Bear­able enough for a month or so. But then Fru Heyer­dahl had be­gun to be even more care­ful about her, and when the Christ­mas fest­iv­it­ies began, she was strict. And what good could ever come of that? It was bound to spoil things. Bar­bro could nev­er have en­dured it but that she had cer­tain hours of the night to her­self; from two to six in the morn­ing she was more or less safe, and had stolen pleas­ures not a few. What about Cook, then, for not re­port­ing her? A nice sort of wo­man she must be! Oh, an or­din­ary wo­man enough, as the world finds them; Cook went out without leave her­self. They took it in turns. And it was quite a long time be­fore they were found out. Bar­bro was by no means so de­praved that it showed in her face, im­possible to ac­cuse her of im­mor­al­ity. Im­mor­al­ity? She made all the res­ist­ance one could ex­pect. When young men asked her to go to a Christ­mas dance, she said “No” once, said “No” twice, but the third time she would say: “I’ll try and come from two to six.” Just as a de­cent wo­man should, not try­ing to make her­self out worse than she is, and mak­ing a dis­play of dar­ing. She was a ser­vant-girl, serving all her time, and knew no oth­er re­cre­ation than fool­ing with men. It was all she asked for. Fru Heyer­dahl came and lec­tured her, lent her books—and a fool for her pains. Bar­bro had lived in Ber­gen and read the pa­pers and been to the theatre! She was no in­no­cent lamb from the coun­tryside …

			But Fru Heyer­dahl must have grown sus­pi­cious at last. One day she comes up at three in the morn­ing to the maids’ room and calls: “Bar­bro!”

			“Yes,” an­swers Cook.

			“It’s Bar­bro I want. Isn’t she there? Open the door.”

			Cook opens the door and ex­plains as agreed upon, that Bar­bro had had to run home for a minute about some­thing. Home for a minute at this time of night? Fru Heyer­dahl has a good deal to say about that. And in the morn­ing there is a scene. Brede is sent for, and Fru Heyer­dahl asks: “Was Bar­bro at home with you last night—at three o’clock?”

			Brede is un­pre­pared, but an­swers: “Three o’clock? Yes, yes, quite right. We sat up late, there was some­thing we had to talk about,” says Brede.

			The Lens­mand’s lady then sol­emnly de­clares that Bar­bro shall go out no more at nights.

			“No, no,” says Brede.

			“Not as long as she’s in this house.”

			“No, no; there, you can see, Bar­bro, I told you so,” says her fath­er.

			“You can go and see your par­ents now and then dur­ing the day,” says her mis­tress.

			But Fru Heyer­dahl was wide awake enough, and her sus­pi­cion was not gone; she waited a week, and tried at four in the morn­ing. “Bar­bro!” she called. Oh, but this time ’twas Cook’s turn out, and Bar­bro was at home; the maids’ room was a nest of in­no­cence. Her mis­tress had to hit on some­thing in a hurry.

			“Did you take in the wash­ing last night?”

			“Yes.”

			“That’s a good thing, it’s blow­ing so hard. … Good night.”

			But it was not so pleas­ant for Fru Heyer­dahl to get her hus­band to wake her in the middle of the night and go pad­ding across her­self to the ser­vants’ room to see if they were at home. They could do as they pleased, she would trouble her­self no more.

			And if it had not been for sheer ill-luck, Bar­bro might have stayed the year out in her place that way. But a few days ago the trouble had come.

			It was in the kit­chen, early one morn­ing. Bar­bro had been hav­ing some words with Cook, and no light words either; they raised their voices, for­get­ting all about their mis­tress. Cook was a mean thing and a cheat, she had sneaked off last night out of her turn be­cause it was Sunday. And what ex­cuse had she to give? Go­ing to say good­bye to her fa­vour­ite sis­ter that was off to Amer­ica? Not a bit of it; Cook had made no ex­cuse at all, but simply said that Sunday night was one had been ow­ing to her for a long time.

			“Oh, you’ve not an atom of truth nor de­cency in your body!” said Bar­bro.

			And there was the mis­tress in the door­way.

			She had come out, per­haps, with no more thought than that the girls were mak­ing too much noise, but now she stood look­ing, very closely at Bar­bro, at Bar­bro’s ap­ron over her breast; ay, lean­ing for­ward and look­ing very closely in­deed. It was a pain­ful mo­ment. And sud­denly Fru Heyer­dahl screams and draws back to the door. What on earth can it be? thinks Bar­bro, and looks down at her­self. Her­regud! a flea, noth­ing more. Bar­bro can­not help smil­ing, and be­ing not un­used to act­ing un­der crit­ic­al cir­cum­stances, she flicks off the flea at once.

			“On the floor!” cried Fru Heyer­dahl. “Are you mad, girl? Pick it up at once!” Bar­bro be­gins look­ing about for it, and once more acts with pres­ence of mind: she makes as if she had caught the creature, and drops it real­ist­ic­ally in­to the fire.

			“Where did you get it?” asks her mis­tress an­grily.

			“Where I got it?”

			“Yes, that’s what I want to know.”

			But here Bar­bro makes a bad mis­take. “At the store,” she ought to have said, of course—that would have been quite enough. As it was—she did not know where she had got the creature, but had an idea it must have been from Cook.

			Cook at the height of pas­sion at once: “From me! You’ll please to keep your fleas to your­self, so there!”

			“Any­way, ’twas you was out last night.”

			An­oth­er mis­take—she should have said noth­ing about it. Cook has no longer any reas­on for keep­ing si­lence, and now she let out the whole thing, and told all about the nights Bar­bro had been out. Fru Heyer­dahl migh­tily in­dig­nant; she cares noth­ing about Cook, ’tis Bar­bro she is after, the girl whose char­ac­ter she has answered for. And even then all might have been well if Bar­bro had bowed her head like a reed, and been cast down with shame, and prom­ised all man­ner of things for the fu­ture—but no. Her mis­tress is forced to re­mind her of all she has done for her, and at that, if you please, Bar­bro falls to an­swer­ing back, ay, so fool­ish was she, say­ing im­per­tin­ent things. Or per­haps she was cleverer than might seem; try­ing on pur­pose, maybe, to bring the mat­ter to a head, and get out of the place al­to­geth­er? Says her mis­tress:

			“After I’ve saved you from the clutches of the Law.”

			“As for that,” an­swers Bar­bro, “I’d have just as pleased if you hadn’t.”

			“And that’s all the thanks I get,” says her mis­tress.

			“Least said the bet­ter, per­haps,” says Bar­bro. “I wouldn’t have got more than a month or two, any­way, and done with it.”

			Fru Heyer­dahl is speech­less for a mo­ment; ay, for a little while she stands say­ing noth­ing, only open­ing and clos­ing her mouth. The first thing she says is to tell the girl to go; she will have no more of her.

			“Just as you please,” says Bar­bro.

			For some days after that Bar­bro had been at home with her par­ents. But she could not go on stay­ing there. True, her moth­er sold cof­fee, and there came a deal of folk to the house, but Bar­bro could not live on that—and maybe she had oth­er reas­ons of her own for want­ing to get in­to a settled po­s­i­tion again. And so today she had taken a sack of clothes on her back, and star­ted up along the road over the moors. Ques­tion now, wheth­er Axel Ström would take her? But she had had the banns put up, any­way, the Sunday be­fore.

			Rain­ing, and dirty un­der­foot, but Bar­bro tramps on. Even­ing is draw­ing on, but not dark yet at that sea­son of the year. Poor Bar­bro—she does not spare her­self, but goes on her er­rand like an­oth­er; she is bound for a place, to com­mence an­oth­er struggle there. She has nev­er spared her­self, to tell the truth, nev­er been of a lazy sort, and that is why she has her neat fig­ure now and pretty shape. Bar­bro is quick to learn things, and of­ten to her own un­do­ing; what else could one ex­pect? She had learned to save her­self at a pinch, to slip from one scrape to an­oth­er, but keep­ing all along some bet­ter qual­it­ies; a child’s death is noth­ing to her, but she can still give sweets to a child alive. Then she has a fine mu­sic­al ear, can strum softly and cor­rectly on a gui­tar, singing hoarsely the while; pleas­ant and slightly mourn­ful to hear. Spared her­self? no; so little, in­deed, that she has thrown her­self away al­to­geth­er, and felt no loss. Now and again she cries, and breaks her heart over this or that in her life—but that is only nat­ur­al, it goes with the songs she sings, ’tis the po­etry and friendly sweet­ness in her; she had fooled her­self and many an­oth­er with the same. Had she been able to bring the gui­tar with her this even­ing she could have strummed a little for Axel when she came.

			She man­ages so as to ar­rive late in the, even­ing; all is quiet at Maane­land when she reaches there. See, Axel has already be­gun hay­mak­ing, the grass is cut near the house, and some of the hay already in. And then she reck­ons out that Oline, be­ing old, will be sleep­ing in the little room, and Axel ly­ing out in the hay­shed, just as she her­self had done. She goes to the door she knows so well, breath­less as a thief, and calls softly: “Axel!”

			“What’s that?” asks Axel all at once.

			“Nay, ’tis only me,” says Bar­bro, and steps in. “You couldn’t house me for the night?” she says.

			Axel looks at her and is slow to think, and sits there in his un­der­clothes, look­ing at her. “So ’tis you,” says he. “And where’ll you be go­ing?”

			“Why, de­pends first of all if you’ve need of help to the sum­mer work,” says she.

			Axel thinks over that, and says: “Aren’t you go­ing to stay where you were, then?”

			“Nay; I’ve fin­ished at the Lens­mand’s.”

			“I might be need­ing help, true enough, for the sum­mer,” said Axel. “But what’s it mean, any­way, you want­ing to come back?”

			“Nay, nev­er mind me,” says Bar­bro, put­ting it off. “I’ll go on again to­mor­row. Go to Sel­lan­raa and cross the hills. I’ve a place there.”

			“You’ve fixed up with someone there?”

			“Ay.”

			“I might be need­ing sum­mer help my­self,” says Axel again.

			Bar­bro is wet through; she has oth­er clothes in her sack, and must change. “Don’t mind about me,” says Axel, and moves a bit to­ward the door, no more.

			Bar­bro takes off her wet clothes, they talk­ing the while, and Axel turn­ing his head pretty of­ten to­wards her. “Now you’d bet­ter go out just a bit,” says she.

			“Out?” says he. And in­deed ’twas no weath­er to go out in. He stands there, see­ing her more and more stripped; ’tis hard to keep his eyes away; and Bar­bro is so thought­less, she might well have put on dry things bit by bit as she took oft the wet, but no. Her shift is thin and clings to her; she un­fastens a but­ton at one shoulder, and turns aside, ’tis noth­ing new for her. Axel dead si­lent then, and he sees how she makes but a touch or two with her hands and washes the last of her clothes from her. ’Twas splen­didly done, to his mind. And there she stands, so ut­terly thought­less of her. …

			

			A while after, they lay talk­ing to­geth­er. Ay, he had need of help for the sum­mer, no doubt about that.

			“They said some­thing that way,” says Bar­bro.

			He had be­gun his mow­ing and hay­mak­ing all alone again; Bar­bro could judge for her­self how awk­ward it was for him now.—Ay, Bar­bro un­der­stood.—On the oth­er hand, it was Bar­bro her­self that had run away and left him be­fore, without a soul to help him, he can’t for­get that. And taken her rings with her in­to the bar­gain. And on top of all that, shame­ful as it was, the pa­per that kept on com­ing, that Ber­gen news­pa­per it seemed he would nev­er get rid of; he had had to go on pay­ing for it a whole year after.

			“ ’Twas shame­ful mean of them,” says Bar­bro, tak­ing his part all the time.

			But see­ing her all sub­missive and gentle, Axel him­self could not be al­to­geth­er heart­less to­wards her; he agreed that Bar­bro might have some reas­on to be angry with him in re­turn for the way he had taken the tele­graph busi­ness from her fath­er. “But as for that,” said he, “your fath­er can have the tele­graph busi­ness again for me; I’ll have no more of it, ’tis but a waste of time.”

			“Ay,” says Bar­bro.

			Axel thought for a while, then asked straight out: “Well, what about it now, would you want to come for the sum­mer and no more?”

			“Nay,” says Bar­bro, “let it be as you please.”

			“You mean that, and truly?”

			“Ay, just as you please, and I’ll be pleased with the same. You’ve no call to doubt about me any more.”

			“H’m.”

			“No, ’tis true. And I’ve ordered about the banns.”

			H’m. This was not so bad. Axel lay think­ing it over a long time. If she meant it in earn­est this time, and not shame­ful de­ceit again, then he’d a wo­man of his own and help for as long as might be.

			“I could get a wo­man to come from our parts,” said he, “and she’s writ­ten say­ing she’d come. But then I’d have to pay her fare from Amer­ica.”

			Says Bar­bro: “Ho, she’s in Amer­ica, then?”

			“Ay. Went over last year she did, but doesn’t care to stay.”

			“Nev­er mind about her,” says Bar­bro. “And what’d be­come of me then?” says she, and be­gins to be soft and mourn­ful.

			“No. That’s why I’ve not fixed up all cer­tain with her.”

			And after that, Bar­bro must have some­thing to show in re­turn; she con­fessed about how she could have taken a lad in Ber­gen, and he was a carter in a big brew­ery, a mighty big con­cern, and a good po­s­i­tion. “And he’ll be sor­row­ing for me now, I doubt,” says Bar­bro, and makes a little sob. “But you know how ’tis, Axel; when there’s two been so much to­geth­er as you and I, ’tis more than I could ever for­get. And you can for­get me as much as you please.”

			“What! me?” says Axel. “Nay, no need to lie there cry­ing for that, my girl, for I’ve nev­er for­got you.”

			“Well. …”

			Bar­bro feels a deal bet­ter after that con­fes­sion, and says: “Any­way, pay­ing her fare all the way from Amer­ica when there’s no need. …” She ad­vises him to have noth­ing to do with that busi­ness; ’twould be over costly, and there was no need. Bar­bro seemed re­solved to build up his hap­pi­ness her­self.

			They came to agree­ment all round in the course of the night. ’Twas not as if they were strangers; they had talked over everything be­fore. Even the ne­ces­sary mar­riage ce­re­mony was to take place be­fore St. Olaf’s Day and har­vest; they had no need to hide things, and Bar­bro was now her­self most eager to get it done at once. Axel was not any put out at her eager­ness, and it did not make him any way sus­pi­cious; far from it, he was flattered and en­cour­aged to find her so. Ay, he was a work­er in the fields, no doubt, a thick-skinned fel­low, not used to look­ing over fine at things, noth­ing del­ic­ate bey­ond meas­ure; there were things he was ob­liged to do, and he looked to what was use­ful first of all. Moreover, here was Bar­bro all new and pretty again, and nice to him, al­most sweeter than be­fore. Like an apple she was, and he bit at it. The banns were already put up.

			As to the dead child and the tri­al, neither said a word of that.

			But they did speak of Oline, of how they were to get rid of her. “Ay, she must go,” said Bar­bro. “We’ve noth­ing to thank her for, any­way. She’s naught but tale­bear­ing and malice.”

			But it proved no easy mat­ter to get Oline to go.

			The very first morn­ing, when Bar­bro ap­peared, Oline was clear, no doubt, as to her fate. She was troubled at once, but tried not to show it, and brought out a chair. They had man­aged up to then at Maane­land. Axel had car­ried wa­ter and wood and done the heav­iest work, and Oline do­ing the rest. And gradu­ally she had come to reck­on on stay­ing the rest of her life on the place. Now came Bar­bro and up­set it all.

			“If we’d only a grain of cof­fee in the house you should have it,” said she to Bar­bro. “Go­ing farther up, maybe?”

			“No,” said Bar­bro.

			“Ho! Not go­ing farther?”

			“No.”

			“Why, ’tis no busi­ness of mine, no,” says Oline. “Go­ing down again, maybe?”

			“No. Nor go­ing down again. I’m stay­ing here for now.”

			“Stay­ing here, are you?”

			“Ay, stay­ing here, I doubt.”

			Oline waits for a mo­ment, us­ing her old head, full of policy. “Ay, well,” says she. “ ’Twill save me, then, no doubt. And glad I’ll be for the same.”

			“Oho,” says Bar­bro in jest, “has Axel here been so hard on you this while?”

			“Hard on me? Axel! Oh, there’s no call to turn an old body’s words, there’s naught but liv­ing on and wait­ing for the blessed end. Axel that’s been as a fath­er and a mes­sen­ger from the Highest to me day and hour to­geth­er, and gos­pel truth the same. But see­ing I’ve none of my own folks here, and liv­ing alone and re­jec­ted un­der a stranger’s roof, with all my kin over across the hills. …”

			But for all that, Oline stayed on. They could not get rid of her till after they were wed, and Oline made a deal of re­luct­ance, but said “Yes” at last, and would stay so long to please them, and look to house and cattle while they went down to the church. It took two days. But when they came back wed­ded and all, Oline stayed on as be­fore. She put off go­ing; one day she was feel­ing poorly, she said; the next it looked like rain. She made up to Bar­bro with smooth words about the food. Oh, there was a mighty dif­fer­ence in the food now at Maane­land; ’twas dif­fer­ent liv­ing now, and a mighty dif­fer­ence in the cof­fee now. Oh, she stopped at noth­ing, that Oline; asked Bar­bro’s ad­vice on things she knew bet­ter her­self. “What you think now, should I milk cows as they stand in their place and or­der, or should I take cow Bor­delin first?”

			“You can do as you please.”

			“Ay, ’tis as I al­ways said,” ex­claims Oline. “You’ve been out in the world and lived among great folks and fine folks, and learned all and everything. ’Tis dif­fer­ent with the likes of me.”

			Ay, Oline stopped at noth­ing, she was in­triguing all day long. Sit­ting there telling Bar­bro how she her­self was friends and on the best of terms with Bar­bro’s fath­er, with Brede Olsen! Ho, many a pleas­ant hour they’d had to­geth­er, and a kindly man and rich and grand to boot was Brede, and nev­er a hard word in his mouth.

			But this could not go on forever; neither Axel nor Bar­bro cared to have Oline there any longer, and Bar­bro had taken over all her work. Oline made no com­plaint, but she flashed dan­ger­ous glances at her young mis­tress and changed her tone ever so little.

			“Ay, great folk, ’tis true. Axel, he was in town a while last har­vest-time—you didn’t meet him there, maybe? Nay, that’s true, you were in Ber­gen that time. But he went in­to town, he did; ’twas all to buy a mow­ing-ma­chine and a har­row-ma­chine. And what’s folk at Sel­lan­raa now be­side you here? Noth­ing to com­pare!”

			She was be­gin­ning to shoot out little pin­pricks, but even that did not help her now; neither of them feared her. Axel told her straight out one day that she must go.

			“Go?” says Oline. “And how? Crawl­ing, be­like?” No, she would not go, say­ing by way of ex­cuse that she was poorly, and could not move her legs. And to make things bad as could be, when once they had taken the work off her hands, and she had noth­ing to do at all, she col­lapsed, and was thor­oughly ill. She kept about for a week in spite of it, Axel look­ing furi­ously at her; but she stayed on from sheer malice, and at last she had to take to her bed.

			And now she lay there, not in the least await­ing her blessed end, but count­ing the hours till she should be up and about again. She asked for a doc­tor, a piece of ex­tra­vag­ance un­heard of in the wilds.

			“Doc­tor?” said Axel. “Are you out of your senses?”

			“How d’you mean, then?” said Oline quite gently, as to some­thing she could not un­der­stand. Ay, so gentle and smooth-tongued was she, so glad to think she need not be a bur­den to oth­ers; she could pay for the doc­tor her­self.

			“Ho, can you?” said Axel.

			“Why, and couldn’t I, then?” says Oline. “And, any­way, you’d not have me lie here and die like a dumb beast in the face of the Lord?”

			Here Bar­bro put in a word, and was un­wise enough to say:

			“Well, what you’ve got to com­plain of, I’d like to know, when I bring you in your meals and all my­self? As for cof­fee, I’ve said you’re bet­ter without it, and mean­ing well.”

			“Is that Bar­bro?” says Oline, turn­ing just her eyes and no more to look for her; ay, she is poorly is Oline, and a pi­ti­ful sight with her eyes screwed round corner­ways. “Ay, maybe ’tis as you say, Bar­bro, if a tiny drop of cof­fee’d do me any harm, a spoon­ful and no more.”

			“If ’twas me in your stead, I’d be think­ing of oth­er things than cof­fee at this hour,” says Bar­bro.

			“Ay, ’tis as I say,” an­swers Oline. “ ’Twas nev­er your way to wish and de­sire a fel­low-creature’s end, but rather they should be con­ver­ted and live. What … ay, I’m ly­ing here and see­ing things. … Is it with child you are now, Bar­bro?”

			“What’s that you say?” cries Bar­bro furi­ously; and goes on again: “Oh, ’twould serve you right if I took and heaved you out on the muck-heap for your wicked tongue.”

			And at that the in­val­id was si­lent for one thought­ful mo­ment, her mouth trem­bling as if try­ing so hard to smile, but dare not.

			“I heard a someone call­ing last night,” says she.

			“She’s out of her senses,” says Axel, whis­per­ing.

			“Nay, out of my senses that I’m not. Like someone call­ing it was. From the woods, or maybe from the stream up yon­der. Strange to hear—as it might be a bit of a child cry­ing out. Was that Bar­bro went out?”

			“Ay,” says Axel. “Sick of your non­sense, and no won­der.”

			“Non­sense, you call it, and out of my senses, and all? Ah, but not so far as you’d like to think,” says Oline. “Nay, ’tis not the Almighty’s will and de­cree I should come be­fore the Throne and be­fore the Lamb as yet, with all I know of go­ings-on here at Maane­land. I’ll be up and about again, nev­er fear; but you’d bet­ter be fetch­ing a doc­tor, Axel, ’tis quick­er that way. What about that cow you were go­ing to give me?”

			“Cow? What cow?”

			“That cow you prom­ised me. Was it Bor­delin, maybe?”

			“You’re talk­ing wild,” says Axel.

			“You know how you prom­ised me a cow the day I saved your life.”

			“Nay, that I nev­er knew.”

			At that Oline lifts up her head and looks at him. Grey and bald she is, a head stand­ing up on a long, scraggy neck—ugly as a witch, as an ogress out of a story. And Axel starts at the sight, and fumbles with a hand be­hind his back for the latch of the door.

			“Ho,” says Oline, “so you’re that sort! Ay, well—say no more of it now. I can live without the cow from this day forth, and nev­er a word I’ll say nor breathe of it again. But well that you’ve shown what sort and man­ner of man you are this day; I know it now. Ay, and I’ll know it an­oth­er time.”

			But Oline, she died that night—some time in the night; any­way, she was cold next morn­ing when they came in.

			Oline—an aged creature. Born and died. …

			

			’Twas no sor­row to Axel nor Bar­bro to bury her, and be quit of her forever; there was less to be on their guard against now, they could be at rest. Bar­bro is hav­ing trouble with her teeth again; save for that, all is well. But that ever­last­ing wool­len muffler over her face, and shift­ing it aside every time there’s a word to say—’twas plaguy and trouble­some enough, and all this toothache is some­thing of a mys­tery to Axel. He has no­ticed, cer­tainly, that she chews her food in a care­ful sort of way, but there’s not a tooth miss­ing in her head.

			“Didn’t you get new teeth?” he asks.

			“Ay, so I did.”

			“And are they aching, too?”

			“Ah, you with your non­sense!” says Bar­bro ir­rit­ably, for all that Axel has asked in­no­cently enough. And in her bit­ter­ness she lets out what is the mat­ter. “You can see how ’tis with me, surely?”

			How ’twas with her? Axel looks closer, and fan­cies she is stouter than need be.

			“Why, you can’t be—’tis surely not an­oth­er child again?” says he.

			“Why, you know it is,” says she.

			Axel stares fool­ishly at her. Slow of thought as he is, he sits there count­ing for a bit: one week, two weeks, get­ting on the third week. …

			“Nay, how I should know. …” says he.

			But Bar­bro is los­ing all pa­tience with this de­bate, and bursts out, cry­ing aloud, cry­ing like a deeply in­jured creature: “Nay, you can take and bury me, too, in the ground, and then you’ll be rid of me.”

			Strange, what odd things a wo­man can find to cry for!

			Axel had nev­er a thought of, bury­ing her in the ground; he is a thick-skinned fel­low, look­ing mainly to what is use­ful; a path­way car­peted with flowers is bey­ond his needs.

			“Then you’ll not be fit to work in the fields this sum­mer?” says he.

			“Not work?” says Bar­bro, all ter­ri­fied again. And then—strange what odd things a wo­man can find to smile for! Axel, tak­ing it that way, sent a flow of hys­ter­ic­al joy through Bar­bro, and she burst out: “I’ll work for two! Oh, you wait and see, Axel; I’ll do all you set me to, and more bey­ond. Wear my­self to the bone, I will, and be thank­ful, if only you’ll put up with me so!”

			More tears and smiles and ten­der­ness after that. Only the two of them in the wilds, none to dis­turb them; open doors and a hum­ming of flies in the sum­mer heat. All so tender and will­ing was Bar­bro; ay, he might do as he pleased with her, and she was will­ing.

			After sun­set he stands har­ness­ing up to the mow­ing-ma­chine; there’s a bit he can still get done ready for to­mor­row. Bar­bro comes hur­ry­ing out, as if she’s some­thing im­port­ant, and says:

			“Axel, how ever could you think of get­ting one home from Amer­ica? She couldn’t get here be­fore winter, and what use of her then?” And that was some­thing had just come in­to her head, and she must come run­ning out with it as if ’twas some­thing need­ful.

			But ’twas no way need­ful; Axel had seen from the first that tak­ing Bar­bro would mean get­ting help for all the year. No sway­ing and swinging with Axel, no think­ing with his head among the stars. Now he’s a wo­man of his own to look after the place, he can keep on the tele­graph busi­ness for a bit. ’Tis a deal of money in the year, and good to reck­on with as long as he’s barely enough for his needs from the land, and little to sell. All sound and work­ing well; all good real­ity. And little to fear from Brede about the tele­graph line, see­ing he’s son-in-law to Brede now.

			Ay, things are look­ing well, look­ing grand with Axel now.

		
	
		
			XI

			And time goes on; winter is passed; spring comes again.

			Isak has to go down to the vil­lage one day—and why not? What for? “Nay, I don’t know,” says he. But he gets the cart cleaned up all fine, puts in the seat, and drives off, and a deal of victu­als and such put in, too—and why not? ’Twas for Eleseus at Stor­borg. Nev­er a horse went out from Sel­lan­raa but there was some­thing taken down to Eleseus.

			When Isak came driv­ing down over the moors, ’twas no little event, for he came but rarely, Sivert go­ing most ways in his stead. At the two farms nearest down, folk stand at the door of the huts and tell one an­oth­er: “ ’Tis Isak him­self; and what’ll he be go­ing down after today?” And, com­ing down as far as to Maane­land, there’s Bar­bro at the glass win­dow with a child in her arms, and sees him, and says: “ ’Tis Isak him­self!”

			He comes to Stor­borg and pulls up. “Ptro! Is Eleseus at home?”

			Eleseus comes out. Ay, he’s at home; not gone yet, but just go­ing—off on his spring tour of the towns down south.

			“Here’s some things your moth­er sent down,” says his fath­er. “Don’t know what it is, but noth­ing much, I doubt.”

			Eleseus takes the things, and thanks him, and asks:

			“There wasn’t a let­ter, I sup­pose, or any­thing that sort?”

			“Ay,” says his fath­er, feel­ing in pock­ets, “there was. ’Tis from little Re­becca I think they said.”

			Eleseus takes the let­ter, ’tis that he has been wait­ing for. Feels it all nice and thick, and says to his fath­er:

			“Well, ’twas lucky you came in time—though ’tis two days be­fore I’m off yet. If you’d like to stay a bit, you might take my trunk down.”

			Isak gets down and ties up his horse, and goes for a stroll over the ground. Little An­dresen is no bad work­er on the land in Eleseus’ ser­vice; true, he has had Sivert from Sel­lan­raa with horses, but he has done a deal of work on his own ac­count, drain­ing bogs, and hir­ing a man him­self to set the ditches with stone. No need of buy­ing fod­der at Stor­borg that year, and next, like as not, Eleseus would be keep­ing a horse of his own. Thanks to An­dresen and the way he worked on the land.

			After a bit of a while, Eleseus calls down that he’s ready with his trunk. Ready to go him­self, too, by the look of it; in a fine blue suit, white col­lar, galoshes, and a walk­ing-stick. True, he will have two days to wait for the boat, but no mat­ter; he may just as well stay down in the vil­lage; ’tis all the same if he’s here or there.

			And fath­er and son drive off. An­dresen watches them from the door of the shop and wishes a pleas­ant jour­ney.

			Isak is all thought for his boy, and would give him the seat to him­self; but Eleseus will have none of that, and sits up by his side. They come to Breidab­lik, and sud­denly Eleseus has for­got­ten some­thing. “Ptro!—What is it?” asks his fath­er.

			Oh, his um­brella! Eleseus has for­got­ten his um­brella; but he can’t ex­plain all about it, and only says: “Nev­er mind, drive on.”

			“Don’t you want to turn back?”

			“No; drive on.”

			But a nuis­ance it was; how on earth had he come to leave it? ’Twas all in a hurry, through his fath­er be­ing there wait­ing. Well, now he had bet­ter buy a new um­brella at Trond­hjem when he got there. ’Twas no im­port­ance either way if he had one um­brella or two. But for all that, Eleseus is out of hu­mour with him­self; so much so that he jumps down and walks be­hind.

			They could hardly talk much on the way down after that, see­ing Isak had to turn round every time and speak over his shoulder. Says Isak: “How long you’re go­ing to be away?”

			And Eleseus an­swers: “Oh, say three weeks, per­haps, or a month at the out­side.”

			His fath­er mar­vels how folk don’t get lost in the big towns, and nev­er find their way back. But Eleseus an­swers, as to that, he’s used to liv­ing in towns, and nev­er got lost, nev­er had done in his life.

			Isak thinks it a shame to be sit­ting up there all alone, and calls out: “Here, you come and drive a bit; I’m get­ting tired.”

			Eleseus won’t hear of his fath­er get­ting down, and gets up be­side him again. But first they must have some­thing to eat—out of Isak’s well-filled pack. Then they drive on again.

			They come to the two hold­ings farthest down; easy to see they are near­ing the vil­lage now; both the houses have white cur­tains in the little win­dow fa­cing to­ward the road, and a flag­pole stuck up on top of the hayloft for Con­sti­tu­tion Day. “ ’Tis Isak him­self,” said folk on the two new farms as the cart went by.

			At last Eleseus gives over think­ing of his own af­fairs and his own pre­cious self enough to ask: “What you driv­ing down for today?”

			“H’m,” says his fath­er. “ ’Twas noth­ing much today.” But then, after all, Eleseus was go­ing away; no harm, per­haps, in telling him. “ ’Tis black­smith’s girl, Jensine, I’m go­ing down for,” says his fath­er; ay, he ad­mits so much.

			“And you’re go­ing down your­self for that? Couldn’t Sivert have gone?” says Eleseus. Ay, Eleseus knew no bet­ter, noth­ing bet­ter than to think Sivert would go down to the smith’s to fetch Jensine, after she had thought so much of her­self as to leave Sel­lan­raa!

			No, ’twas all awry with the hay­mak­ing the year be­fore. In­ger had put in all she could, as she had prom­ised. Leo­poldine did her share too, not to speak of hav­ing a ma­chine for a horse to rake. But the hay was much of it heavy stuff, and the fields were big. Sel­lan­raa was a size­able place now, and the wo­men had oth­er things to look to be­sides mak­ing hay; all the cattle to look to, and meals to be got, and all in prop­er time; but­ter and cheese to make, and clothes to wash, and bak­ing of bread; moth­er and daugh­ter work­ing all they could. Isak was not go­ing to have an­oth­er sum­mer like that; he de­cided without any fuss that Jensine should come back again if she could be got. In­ger, too, had no longer a word against it; she had come to her senses again, and said: “Ay, do as you think best.” Ay, In­ger was grown reas­on­able now; ’tis no little thing to come to one’s senses again after a spell. In­ger was no longer full of heat that must out, no longer full of wild blood to be kept in check, the winter had cooled her; noth­ing bey­ond the need­ful warmth in her now. She was get­ting stouter, grow­ing fine and stately. A won­der­ful wo­man to keep from fad­ing, keep from dy­ing off by de­grees; like enough be­cause she had bloomed so late in life. Who can say how things come about? Noth­ing comes from a single cause, but from many. Was In­ger not in the best re­pute with the smith’s wife? What could any smith’s wife say against her? With her dis­fig­ure­ment, she had been cheated of her spring, and later, had been set in ar­ti­fi­cial air to lose six years of her sum­mer; with life still in her, what won­der her au­tumn gave an er­rant growth? In­ger was bet­ter than black­smiths’ wives—a little dam­aged, a little warped, but good by nature, clev­er by nature … ay. …

			Fath­er and son drive down, they come to Brede Olsen’s lodging-house and set the horse in a shed. It is even­ing now. They go in them­selves.

			Brede Olsen has ren­ted the house; an out­build­ing it had been, be­long­ing to the store­keep­er, but done up now with two sit­ting-rooms and two bed­rooms; none so bad, and in a good situ­ation. The place is well fre­quen­ted by cof­fee-drink­ers and folk from round about the vil­lage go­ing by the boat.

			Brede seems to have been in luck for once, found some­thing suited to him, and he may thank his wife for that. ’Twas Brede’s wife had hit on the idea of a cof­fee-shop and lodging-house, the day she sat selling cof­fee at the auc­tion at Breidab­lik; ’twas a pleas­ant enough thing to be selling some­thing, to feel money in her fin­gers, ready cash. Since they had come down here they had man­aged nicely, selling cof­fee in earn­est now, and hous­ing a deal of folk with nowhere else to lay their heads. A bless­ing to trav­el­lers, is Brede’s wife. She has a good help­er, of course, in Kat­rine, her daugh­ter, a big girl now and clev­er at wait­ing—though that is only for the time, of course; not long be­fore little Kat­rine must have some­thing bet­ter than wait­ing on folk in her par­ents’ house. But for the present, they are mak­ing money fairly well, and that is the main thing. The start had been de­cidedly fa­vour­able, and might have been bet­ter if the store­keep­er had not run short of cakes and sweet bis­cuits to serve with the cof­fee; here were all the feast-day folk call­ing for cakes with their cof­fee, bis­cuits and cakes! ’Twas a les­son to the store­keep­er to lay in a good sup­ply an­oth­er time.

			The fam­ily, and Brede him­self, live as best they can on their tak­ings. A good many meals are noth­ing but cof­fee and stale cakes left over, but it keeps them alive, and gives the chil­dren a del­ic­ate, sort of re­fined ap­pear­ance. ’Tis not every­one has cakes with their cof­fee, say the vil­lage folk. Ay, Bredes are do­ing well, it seems; they even man­age to keep a dog, that goes round beg­ging among the cus­tom­ers and gets bits here and there and grows fat on it. A good fat dog about the place is a mighty fine ad­vert­ise­ment for a lodging-house; it speaks for good feed­ing any­where.

			Brede, then, is hus­band and fath­er in the house, and apart from that po­s­i­tion, has got on vari­ously be­side. He had been once more in­stalled as Lens­mand’s as­sist­ant and deputy, and had a good deal to do that way for a time. Un­for­tu­nately, his daugh­ter Bar­bro had fallen out with the Lens­mand’s wife last au­tumn, about a tri­fling mat­ter, a mere noth­ing—in­deed, to tell the truth, a flea; and Brede him­self is some­what in dis­fa­vour there since. But Brede counts it no great loss, after all; there are oth­er fam­il­ies that find work for him now on pur­pose to an­noy the Lens­mand’s; he is fre­quently called upon, for in­stance, to drive for the doc­tor, and as for the par­son­age, they’d gladly send for Brede every time there’s a pig to be killed, and more—Brede says so him­self.

			But for all that there are hard times now and again in Brede’s house; ’tis not all the fam­ily are as fat and flour­ish­ing as the dog. Still, Heav­en be praised, Brede is not a man to take things much to heart. “Here’s the chil­dren grow­ing up day by day,” says he, though, for that mat­ter, there’s al­ways new little ones com­ing to take their place. The ones that are grown up and out in the world can keep them­selves, and send home a bit now and again. There’s Bar­bro mar­ried at Maane­land, and Helge out at the her­ring fish­ery; they send home some­thing in money or money’s worth as of­ten as they can; ay, even Kat­rine, do­ing wait­ing at home, man­aged, strangely enough, to slip a five-Krone note in­to her fath­er’s hand last winter, when things were look­ing ex­tra bad. “There’s a girl for you,” said Brede, and nev­er asked her where she’d got the money, or what for. Ay, that was the way! Chil­dren with a heart to think of their par­ents and help them in time of need!

			Brede is not al­to­geth­er pleased with his boy Helge in that re­spect; he can be heard at times stand­ing in the store with a little group about him, de­vel­op­ing his the­or­ies as to chil­dren and their duty to­ward their par­ents. “Look you, now, my boy, Helge; if he smokes to­bacco a bit, or takes a dram now and then, I’ve noth­ing against that, we’ve all been young in our time. But ’tis not right of him to go send­ing one let­ter home after an­oth­er and noth­ing but words and wishes in. ’Tis not right to set his moth­er cry­ing. ’Tis the wrong road for a lad. In days gone by, things were dif­fer­ent. Chil­dren were no soon­er grown than they went in­to ser­vice and star­ted send­ing home a little to help. And quite right, too. Isn’t it their fath­er and moth­er had borne them un­der their breast first of all, and sweat­ing blood to keep the life in them all their tender years? And then to for­get it all!”

			It al­most seemed as if Helge had heard that speech of his fath­er’s, for there came a let­ter from him after with money in—fifty Kron­er, no less. And then Bredes had a great time; ay, in their end­less ex­tra­vag­ance they bought both meat and fish for din­ner, and a lamp all hung about with lustres to hang from the ceil­ing in the best room.

			They man­aged some­how, and what more could they ask? Bredes, they kept alive, lived from hand to mouth, but without great fear. What more could they wish for?

			“Here’s vis­it­ors in­deed!” says Brede, show­ing Isak and Eleseus in­to the room with the new lamp. “And I’d nev­er thought to see. Isak, you’re nev­er go­ing away your­self, and all?”

			“Nay, only to the smith’s for some­thing, ’tis no more.”

			“Ho! ’Tis Eleseus, then, go­ing off south again?”

			Eleseus is used to ho­tels; he makes him­self at home, hangs up his coat and stick on the wall, and calls for cof­fee; as for some­thing to eat, his fath­er has things in a bas­ket. Kat­rine brings the cof­fee.

			“Pay? I’ll not hear of it,” says Brede. “I’ve had many a bite and sup at Sel­lan­raa; and as for Eleseus, I’m in his books already. Don’t take it, Kat­rine.” But Eleseus pays all the same, takes out his purse and pays out the money, and twenty Ore over; no non­sense about him.

			Isak goes across to the smith’s, and Eleseus stays where he is.

			He says a few words, as in duty bound, to Kat­rine, but no more than is needed; he would rather talk to her fath­er. No, Eleseus cares noth­ing for wo­men; has been frightened off by them once, as it were, and takes no in­terest in them now. Like as not he’d nev­er much in­clin­a­tion that way to speak of, see­ing he’s so com­pletely out of it all now. A strange man to live in the wilds; a gen­tle­man with thin writer’s hands, and the sense of a wo­man for finery; for sticks and um­brel­las and galoshes. Frightened off, and changed, in­com­pre­hens­ibly not a mar­ry­ing man. Even his up­per lip de­clines to put forth any bru­tal de­gree of growth. Yet it might be the lad had star­ted well enough, come of good stock, but been turned there­after in­to an ar­ti­fi­cial at­mo­sphere, and warped, trans­formed? Had he worked so hard in an of­fice, in a shop, that his whole ori­gin­al­ity was lost thereby? Ay, maybe ’twas so. Any­way, here he is now, easy and pas­sion­less, a little weak, a little heed­less, wan­der­ing farther and farther off the road. He might envy every soul among his fel­lows in the wilds, but has not even strength for that.

			Kat­rine is used to jest­ing with her cus­tom­ers, and asks him teas­ingly if he is off to see his sweet­heart in the south again.

			“I’ve oth­er things to think of,” says Eleseus. “I’m out on busi­ness—open­ing up con­nec­tions.”

			“No call to be so free with your bet­ters, Kat­rine,” says her fath­er re­prov­ingly. Oh, Brede Olsen is all re­spect to­wards Eleseus, mighty re­spect­ful for him to be. And well he may, ’tis but wise of him, see­ing he owes money up at Stor­borg, and here’s his cred­it­or be­fore him. And Eleseus? Ho, all this de­fer­ence pleases him, and he is kind and gra­cious in re­turn; calls Brede “My dear sir,” in jest, and goes on that way. He men­tions that he has for­got­ten his um­brella: “Just as we were passing Breidab­lik, I thought of it; left my um­brella be­hind.”

			Brede asks: “You’ll be go­ing over to our little store this even­ing, be­like, for a drink?”

			Says Eleseus: “Ay, maybe, if ’twas only my­self. But I’ve my fath­er here.”

			Brede makes him­self pleas­ant, and goes on gos­sip­ing: “There’s a fel­low com­ing in day after to­mor­row that’s on his way to Amer­ica.”

			“Been home, d’you mean?”

			“Ay. He’s from up in the vil­lage a bit. Been away for ever so many years, and home for the winter. His trunk’s come down already by cart—and a mighty fine trunk.”

			“I’ve thought of go­ing to Amer­ica my­self once or twice,” says Eleseus frankly.

			“You?” cries Brede. “Why, there’s little need for the likes of you go­ing that way surely!”

			“Well, ’twas not go­ing over to stay forever I was think­ing. But I’ve been trav­el­ling about so many places now, I might just as well make the trip over there.”

			“Ay, of course, and why not? And a heap of money and means and all, so they say, in Amer­ica. Here’s this fel­low I spoke of be­fore; he’s paid for more feast­ing and parties than’s easy to count this winter past, and comes in here and says to me, ‘Let’s have some cof­fee, a pot­ful, and all the cakes you’ve got.’ Like to see his trunk?”

			They went out in the pas­sage to look at the trunk. A won­der to look at on earth, flam­ing all sides and corners with met­al and clasps and bind­ing, and three flaps to hold it down, not to speak of a lock. “Burg­lar­proof,” says Brede, as if he had tried it him­self.

			They went back in­to the room, but Eleseus was grown thought­ful. This Amer­ic­an from up in the vil­lage had out­done him; he was noth­ing be­side such a man. Go­ing out on jour­neys like any high of­fi­cial; ay, nat­ur­al enough that Brede should make a fuss of him. Eleseus ordered more cof­fee, and tried to play the rich man too; ordered cakes with his cof­fee and gave them to the dog—and all the time feel­ing worth­less and de­jec­ted. What was his trunk be­side that won­der out there? There it stood, black can­vas with the corners all rubbed and worn; a hand­bag, noth­ing more—ho, but wait! He would buy a trunk when he got to the towns, a splen­did one it should be, only wait!

			“ ’Tis a pity to feed the dog so,” says Brede.

			And Eleseus feels bet­ter at that, and ready to show off again. “ ’Tis a mar­vel how a beast can get so fat,” says he.

			One thought lead­ing to an­oth­er: Eleseus breaks off his talk with Brede and goes out in­to the shed to look at the horse. And there he takes out a let­ter from his pock­et and opens it. He had put it away at once, nev­er troub­ling to look what money was in it; he had had let­ters of that sort from home be­fore, and al­ways a deal of notes in­side—some­thing to help him on the way. What was this? A big sheet of grey pa­per scrawled all over; little Re­becca to her broth­er Eleseus, and a few words from his moth­er. What else? Noth­ing else. No money at all.

			His moth­er wrote that she could not ask his fath­er for more money again now, for there was none too much left of all they had got for the cop­per mine that time; the money had gone to buy Stor­borg, and pay for all the goods after, and Eleseus’ trav­el­ling about. He must try and man­age by him­self this time, for the money that was left would have to be kept for his broth­er and sis­ters, not to leave them all without. And a pleas­ant jour­ney and your lov­ing moth­er.

			No money.

			Eleseus him­self had not enough for his fare; he had cleaned out the cash box at Stor­borg, and that was not much. Oh, but he had been a fool to send that money to the deal­ers in Ber­gen on ac­count; no hurry for that; he might have let it stand over. He ought, of course, to have opened the let­ter be­fore start­ing out at all; he might have saved him­self that jour­ney down to the vil­lage with his miser­able trunk and all. And here he was. …

			His fath­er comes back from the smith’s after set­tling his busi­ness there; Jensine was to go back with him next morn­ing. And Jensine, look you, had been no­wise con­trary and hard to per­suade, but saw at once they wanted help at Sel­lan­raa for the sum­mer, and was ready to come. A prop­er way to do, again.

			While his fath­er is talk­ing, Eleseus sits think­ing of his own af­fairs. He shows him the Amer­ic­an’s trunk, and says: “Only wish I was where that’s come from.”

			And his fath­er an­swers: “Ay, ’twas none so bad, maybe.”

			Next morn­ing Isak gets ready to start for home again; has his food, puts in the horse and drives round by the smith’s to fetch Jensine and her box. Eleseus stands look­ing after them as they go; then when they are lost to sight in the woods, he pays his score at the lodging-house again, and some­thing over. “You can leave my trunk here till I come back,” he tells Kat­rine, and off he goes.

			Eleseus—go­ing where? Only one place to go; he turns back, go­ing back home again. So he too takes the road up over the hills again, tak­ing care to keep as near his fath­er and Jensine as he can without be­ing seen. Walks on and on. Be­gin­ning now to envy every soul of them in the wilds.

			’Tis a pity about Eleseus, so changed he is and all.

			Is he do­ing no busi­ness at Stor­borg? Such as it is; noth­ing to make a for­tune out of there, and Eleseus is over­much out and abroad, mak­ing pleas­ant jour­neys on busi­ness to open up con­nec­tions, and it costs too much; he does not travel cheaply. “Doesn’t do to be mean,” says Eleseus, and gives twenty Ore over where he might save ten. The busi­ness can­not sup­port a man of his tastes, he must get sub­sidies from home. There’s the farm at Stor­borg, with pota­toes and corn and hay enough for the place it­self, but all pro­vi­sions else must come from Sel­lan­raa. Is that all? Sivert must cart up his broth­er’s goods from the steam­er all for noth­ing. And is that all? His moth­er must get money out of his fath­er to pay for his jour­neys. But is that all?

			The worst is to come.

			Eleseus man­ages his busi­ness like a fool. It flat­ters him to have folk com­ing up from the vil­lage to buy at Stor­borg, so that he gives them cred­it as soon as asked; and when this is noised abroad, there come still more of them to buy the same way. The whole thing is go­ing to rack and ru­in. Eleseus is an easy man, and lets it go; the store is emp­tied and the store is filled again. All costs money. And who pays it? His fath­er.

			At first, his moth­er had been a faith­ful spokes­man for him every way. Eleseus was the clev­er head of the fam­ily; they must help him on and give him a start; then think how cheaply he had got Stor­borg, and say­ing straight out what he would give for it! When his fath­er thought it was go­ing wrong some­how with the busi­ness, and naught but fool­ery, she took him up. “How can you stand there and say such things!” Ay, she re­proved him for us­ing such words about his son; Isak was for­get­ting his place, it seemed, to speak so of Eleseus.

			For look you, his moth­er had been out in the world her­self; she un­der­stood how hard it was for Eleseus to live in the wilds, be­ing used to bet­ter things, and ac­cus­tomed to move in so­ci­ety, and with none of his equals near. He risked too much in his deal­ings with folk that were none of the sound­est; but even so, ’twas not done with any evil in­tent on his part of ru­in­ing his par­ents, but sheer good­ness of heart and noble nature; ’twas his way to help those that were not so fine and grand as him­self. Why, wasn’t he the only man in those parts to use white handker­chiefs that were al­ways hav­ing to be washed? When folk came trust­ingly to him and asked for cred­it, if he were to say “No,” they might take it amiss, it might seem as if he were not the noble fel­low they had thought, after all. Also, he had a cer­tain duty to­wards his fel­lows, as the town-bred man, the geni­us among them all.

			Ay, his moth­er bore all these things in mind.

			But his fath­er, nev­er un­der­stand­ing it all in the least, opened her eyes and ears one day and said:

			“Look you here. Here’s all that is left of the money from that mine.”

			“That’s all?” said she. “And what’s come of the rest?”

			“Eleseus, he’s had the rest.”

			And she clasped her hands at that and de­clared it was time Eleseus began to use his wits.

			Poor Eleseus, all set on end and frittered away. Bet­ter, maybe, if he’d worked on the land all the time, but now he’s a man that has learned to write and use let­ters; no grip in him, no depth. For all that, no pitch-black dev­il of a man, not in love, not am­bi­tious, hardly noth­ing at all is Eleseus, not even a bad thing of any great di­men­sions.

			Some­thing un­for­tu­nate, ill-fated about this young man, as if some­thing were rot­ting him from with­in. That en­gin­eer from the town, good man—bet­ter per­haps, if he had not dis­covered the lad in his youth and taken him up to make some­thing out of him; the child had lost his roothold, and suffered thereby. All that he turns to now leads back to some­thing want­ing in him, some­thing dark against the light. …

			Eleseus goes on and on. The two in the cart ahead pass by Stor­borg. Eleseus goes a long way round, and he too passes by; what was he to do there, at home, at his trad­ing sta­tion and store? The two in the cart get to Sel­lan­raa at night­fall; Eleseus is close at their heels. Sees Sivert come out in the yard, all sur­prised to see Jensine, and the two shake hands and laugh a little; then Sivert takes the horse out and leads it to stable.

			Eleseus ven­tures for­ward; the pride of the fam­ily, he ven­tures up a little. Not walk­ing up, but steal­ing up; he comes on Sivert in the stable. “ ’Tis only me,” he says.

			“What—you too?” says Sivert, all as­ton­ished again.

			The two broth­ers be­gin talk­ing quietly; about Sivert get­ting his moth­er to find some money; a last re­source, the money for a jour­ney. Things can’t go on this way; Eleseus is weary of it; has been think­ing of it a long time now, and he must go to­night; a long jour­ney, to Amer­ica, and start to­night.

			“Amer­ica?” says Sivert out loud.

			“Sh! I’ve been think­ing of it a long time, and you must get her to do as I say; it can’t go on like this, and I’ve been think­ing of go­ing for ever so long.”

			“But Amer­ica!” says Sivert. “No, don’t you do it.”

			“I’m go­ing. I’ve settled that. Go­ing back now to catch the boat.”

			“But you must have some­thing to eat.”

			“I’m not hungry.”

			“But rest a bit, then?”

			“No.”

			Sivert is try­ing to act for the best, and hold his broth­er back, but Eleseus is de­term­ined, ay, for once he is de­term­ined. Sivert him­self is all taken aback; first of all it was a sur­prise to see Jensine again, and now here’s Eleseus go­ing to leave the place al­to­geth­er, not to say the world. “What about Stor­borg?” says he. “What’ll you do with it?”

			“An­dresen can have it,” says Sivert.

			“An­dresen have it? How d’you mean?”

			“Isn’t he go­ing to have Leo­poldine?”

			“Don’t know about that. Ay; per­haps he is.”

			They talk quietly, keep on talk­ing. Sivert thinks it would be best if his fath­er came out and Eleseus could talk to him him­self; but “No, no!” whis­pers Eleseus again; he was nev­er much of a man to face a thing like that, but al­ways must have a go-between.

			Says Sivert: “Well, moth­er, you know how ’tis with her. There’ll be no get­ting any way with her for cry­ing and talk­ing on. She mustn’t know.”

			“No,” Eleseus agrees, “she mustn’t know.”

			Sivert goes off, stays away for ages, and comes back with money, a heap of money. “Here, that’s all he has; think it’ll be enough? Count—he didn’t count how much there was.”

			“What did he say—fath­er?”

			“Nay, he didn’t say much. Now you must wait a little, and I’ll get some more clothes on and go down with you.”

			“ ’Tis not worth while; you go and lie down.”

			“Ho, are you frightened of the dark that I mustn’t go away?” says Sivert, try­ing a mo­ment to be cheer­ful.

			He is away a mo­ment, and comes back dressed, and with his fath­er’s food bas­ket over his shoulder. As they go out, there is their fath­er stand­ing out­side. “So you’re go­ing all that way, seems?” says Isak.

			“Ay,” answered Eleseus; “but I’ll be com­ing back again.”

			“I’ll not be keep­ing you now—there’s little time,” mumbles the old man, and turns away. “Good luck,” he croaks out in a strange voice, and goes off all hur­riedly.

			The two broth­ers walk down the road; a little way gone, they sit down to eat; Eleseus is hungry, can hardly eat enough. ’Tis a fine spring night, and the black grouse at play on the hill­tops; the homely sound makes the emig­rant lose cour­age for a mo­ment. “ ’Tis a fine night,” says he. “You bet­ter turn back now, Sivert,” says he.

			“H’m,” says Sivert, and goes on with him.

			They pass by Stor­borg, by Breidab­lik, and the sound fol­lows them all the way from the hills here and there; ’tis no mil­it­ary mu­sic like in the towns, nay, but voices—a pro­clam­a­tion: Spring has come. Then sud­denly the first chirp of a bird is heard from a tree­top, wak­ing oth­ers, and a call­ing and an­swer­ing on every side; more than a song, it is a hymn of praise. The emig­rant feels home­sick already, maybe, some­thing weak and help­less in him; he is go­ing off to Amer­ica, and none could be more fit­ted to go than he.

			“You turn back now, Sivert,” says he.

			“Ay, well,” says his broth­er. “If you’d rather.”

			They sit down at the edge of the wood, and see the vil­lage just be­low them, the store and the quay, Brede’s old lodging-house; some men are mov­ing about by the steam­er, get­ting ready.

			“Well, no time to stay sit­ting here,” says Eleseus, get­ting up again.

			“Fancy you go­ing all that way,” says Sivert.

			And Eleseus an­swers: “But I’ll be com­ing back again. And I’ll have a bet­ter sort of trunk that jour­ney.”

			As they say good­bye, Sivert thrusts some­thing in­to his broth­er’s hand, a bit of some­thing wrapped in pa­per. “What is it?” asks Eleseus.

			“Don’t for­get to write of­ten,” says Sivert. And so he goes.

			Eleseus opens the pa­per and looks; ’tis the gold piece, twenty-five Kron­er in gold. “Here, don’t!” he calls out. “You mustn’t do that!”

			Sivert walks on.

			Walks on a little, then turns round and sits down again at the edge of the wood. More folk astir now down by the steam­er; pas­sen­gers go­ing on board, Eleseus go­ing on board; the boat pushes off from the side and rows away. And Eleseus is gone to Amer­ica.

			He nev­er came back.

		
	
		
			XII

			A not­able pro­ces­sion com­ing up to Sel­lan­raa; Some­thing laugh­able to look at, maybe, but more than that. Three men with enorm­ous bur­dens, with sacks hanging down from their shoulders, front and back. Walk­ing one be­hind the oth­er, and call­ing to one an­oth­er with jest­ing words, but heav­ily laden. Little An­dresen, chief clerk, is head of that pro­ces­sion; in­deed, ’tis his pro­ces­sion; he has fit­ted out him­self, and Sivert from Sel­lan­raa, and one oth­er, Fre­drik Ström from Breidab­lik, for the ex­ped­i­tion. A not­able little man is An­dresen; his shoulder is weighed down slant­wise on one side, and his jack­et pulled all awry at the neck, the way he goes, but he car­ries his bur­den on and on.

			Stor­borg and the busi­ness Eleseus had left—well, not bought it straight out on the spot, per­haps, ’tis more than An­dresen could af­ford; bet­ter af­ford to wait a bit and get the whole maybe for noth­ing. An­dresen is no fool; he has taken over the place on lease for the mean­while, and man­ages the busi­ness him­self.

			Gone through the stock in hand, and found a deal of un­sal­able truck in Eleseus’ store, even to such things as tooth­brushes and em­broidered table centres; ay, and stuffed birds on springs that squeaked when you pressed in the right place.

			These are the things he has star­ted out with now, go­ing to sell them to the miners on the oth­er side of the hills. He knows from Aron­sen’s time that miners with money in their pock­ets will buy any­thing on earth. Only a pity he had to leave be­hind six rock­ing-horses that Eleseus had ordered on his last trip to Ber­gen.

			The cara­van turns in­to the yard at Sel­lan­raa and sets down its load. No long wait here; they drink a mug of milk, and make pre­tence of try­ing to sell their wares on the spot, then shoulder their bur­dens and off again. They are not out for pre­tence. Off they go, trundling south­ward through the forest.

			They march till noon, rest for a meal and on again till even­ing. Then they camp and make a fire, lie down, and sleep a while. Sivert sleeps rest­ing on a boulder that he calls an arm­chair. Oh, Sivert knows what he is about; here’s the sun been warm­ing that boulder all day, till it’s a good place to sit and sleep. His com­pan­ions are not so wise, and will not take ad­vice; they lie down in the heath­er, and wake up feel­ing cold, and sneez­ing. Then they have break­fast and start off again.

			Listen­ing now, for any sound of blast­ing about; they are hop­ing to come on the mine, and meet with folk some time that day. The work should have got so far by now; a good way up from the wa­ter to­wards Sel­lan­raa. But nev­er a sound of blast­ing any­where. They march till noon, meet­ing nev­er a soul; but here and there they come upon holes in the ground, where men have been dig­ging for tri­al. What can this mean? Means, no doubt, that the ore must be more than com­monly rich at the farther end of the tract; they are get­ting out pure heavy cop­per, and keep­ing to that end all the time.

			In the af­ter­noon they come upon sev­er­al more mines, but no miners; they march on till even­ing, and already they can make out the sea be­low; march­ing through a wil­der­ness of deser­ted mines, and nev­er a sound. ’Tis all bey­ond un­der­stand­ing, but noth­ing for it; they must camp and sleep out again that night. They talk the mat­ter over: Can the work have stopped? Should they turn and go back again? “Not a bit of it,” says An­dresen.

			Next morn­ing a man walks in­to their camp—a pale, hag­gard man who looks at them frown­ingly, pier­cingly. “That you, An­dresen?” says the man. It is Aron­sen, Aron­sen the trader. He does not say no to a cup of hot cof­fee and some­thing to eat with the cara­van, and settles down at once. “I saw the smoke of your fire, and came up to see what it was,” says he. “I said to my­self, ‘Sure enough, they’re com­ing to their senses, and start­ing work again.’ And ’twas only you, after all! Where you mak­ing for, then?”

			“Here.”

			“What’s that you’ve got with you?”

			“Goods.”

			“Goods?” cries Aron­sen. “Com­ing up here with goods for sale? Who’s to buy them? There’s nev­er a soul. They left last Sat­urday gone.”

			“Left? Who left?”

			“All the lot. Not a soul on the place now. And I’ve goods enough my­self, any­way. A whole store packed full. I’ll sell you any­thing you like.”

			Oh, Trader Aron­sen in dif­fi­culties again! The mine has shut down.

			They ply him with cof­fee till he grows calmer, and asks what it all means.

			Aron­sen shakes his head des­pair­ingly. “ ’Tis bey­ond un­der­stand­ing, there’s no words for it,” says he. All had been go­ing so well, and he had been selling goods, and money pour­ing in; the vil­lage round all flour­ish­ing, and us­ing the finest meal, and a new school­house, and hanging lamps and town-made boots, and all! Then sud­denly their lord­ships up at the mine take it in­to their heads that the thing isn’t pay­ing, and close down. Not pay­ing? But it paid them be­fore? Wasn’t there clean cop­per there and plain to see at every blast­ing? ’Twas rank cheat­ing, no less. “And nev­er a thought of what it means to a man like me. Ay, I doubt it’s as they say; ’tis that Geissler’s at the bot­tom of it all, same as be­fore. No soon­er he’d come up than the work stopped; ’twas as if he’d smelt it out some­how.”

			“Geissler, is he here, then?”

			“Is he not? Ought to be shot, he ought! Comes up one day by the steam­er and says to the en­gin­eer: ‘Well, how’s things go­ing?’—‘All right, as far as I can see,’ says the en­gin­eer. But Geissler he just stands there, and asks again: ‘Ho, all right, is it?’—‘Ay, as far as I know,’ says the en­gin­eer. But as true as I’m here, no soon­er the post comes up from that same boat Geissler had come by, than there’s let­ter and tele­gram both to the en­gin­eer that the work wasn’t pay­ing, and he’s to shut down at once.”

			The mem­bers of the ex­ped­i­tion look at one an­oth­er, but the lead­er, An­dresen him­self, has not lost cour­age yet.

			“You may just as well turn back and go home again,” is Aron­sen’s ad­vice.

			“We’re not do­ing that,” says An­dresen, and packs up the cof­fee­pot.

			Aron­sen stares at the three of them in turn. “You’re mad, then,” says he.

			Look you, An­dresen he cares little now for what his mas­ter that was can say; he’s mas­ter him­self now, lead­er of an ex­ped­i­tion equipped at his own ex­pense for a jour­ney to dis­tant parts; ’twould lose him his prestige to turn back now where he is.

			“Well, where will you go?” asks Aron­sen ir­rit­ably.

			“Can’t say,” an­swers An­dresen. But he’s a no­tion of his own all the same, no doubt; think­ing, maybe, of the nat­ives, and com­ing down in­to the dis­trict three men strong, with glass beads and fin­ger rings. “We’ll be get­ting on,” says he to the rest.

			Now, Aron­sen had thought like enough to go farther up that morn­ing, see­ing he’d come so far, want­ing, maybe, to see if all the place was quite deser­ted, if it could be true every man on the place was gone. But see­ing these ped­lar-folk so set on go­ing on, it hinders him, and he tells them again and again they’re mad to try. Aron­sen is furi­ous him­self, marches down in front of the cara­van, turn­ing round and shout­ing at them, bark­ing at them, try­ing to keep them out of his dis­trict. And so they come down to the huts in the min­ing centre.

			A little town of huts, but empty and des­ol­ate. Most of the tools and im­ple­ments are housed un­der cov­er, but poles and planks, broken carts and cases and bar­rels, lie all about in dis­order; here and there a no­tice on a door de­clares “No ad­mit­tance.”

			“There you are,” cries Aron­sen. “What did I say? Not a soul in the place.” And he threatens the cara­van with dis­aster—he will send for the Lens­mand; any­way, he’s go­ing to fol­low them every step now, and if he can catch them at any un­law­ful trad­ing ’tis pen­al ser­vitude and slavery, no mis­take!

			All at once some­body calls out for Sivert. The place is not al­to­geth­er dead, after all, not ut­terly deser­ted; here is a man stand­ing beck­on­ing at the corner of a house. Sivert trundles over with his load, and sees at once who it is—Geissler.

			“Funny meet­ing you here,” says Geissler. His face is red and flour­ish­ing, but his eyes ap­par­ently can­not stand the glare of spring, he is wear­ing smoked glasses. He talks as bril­liantly as ever. “Luck­i­est thing in the world,” says he. “Save me go­ing all the way up to Sel­lan­raa; and I’ve a deal to look after. How many set­tlers are there in the Al­men­ning now?”

			“Ten.”

			“Ten new hold­ings. I’ll agree. I’m sat­is­fied. But ’tis two-and-thirty-thou­sand men of your fath­er’s stamp the coun­try wants. Ay, that’s what I say, and I mean it; I’ve reckoned it out.”

			“Sivert, are you com­ing on?” The cara­van is wait­ing.

			Geissler hears, and calls back sharply: “No.”

			“I’ll come on after,” calls Sivert, and sets down his load.

			The two men sit down and talk. Geissler is in the right mood today; the spir­it moves him, and he talks all the time, only paus­ing when Sivert puts in a word or so in an­swer, and then go­ing on again. “A mighty lucky thing—can’t help say­ing it. Everything turned out just as I wanted all the way up, and now meet­ing you here and sav­ing all the jour­ney to Sel­lan­raa. All well at home, what?”

			“All well, and thank you kindly.”

			“Got up that hayloft yet, over the cow­shed?”

			“Ay, ’tis done.”

			“Well, well—I’ve a heap of things to look to, al­most more than I can man­age. Look at where we’re sit­ting now, for in­stance. What d’you say to that, Sivert man? Ruined city, eh? Men gone about to build it all against their nature and well-be­ing. Prop­erly speak­ing, it’s all my fault from the start—that is to say, I’m a humble agent in the work­ings of fate. It all began when your fath­er picked up some bits of stone up in the hills, and gave you to play with when you were a child. That was how it star­ted. I knew well enough those bits of stone were worth ex­actly as much as men would give for them, no more; well and good, I set a price on them my­self, and bought them. Then the stones passed from hand to hand, and did no end of dam­age. Time went on. And now, a few days ago, I came up here again, and what for, d’you think? To buy those stones back again!”

			Geissler stops for a mo­ment, and looks at Sivert. Then sud­denly he glances at the sack, and asks: “What’s that you’re car­ry­ing?”

			“Goods,” says Sivert. “We’re tak­ing them down to the vil­lage.”

			Geissler does not seem in­ter­ested in the an­swer; has not even heard it, like as not. He goes on:

			“Buy them back again—yes. Last time, I let my son man­age the deal; he sold them then. Young fel­low about your own age, that’s all about him. He’s the light­ning in the fam­ily, I’m more a sort of fog. Know what’s the right thing to do, but don’t do it. But he’s the light­ning—and he’s entered the ser­vice of in­dustry for the time be­ing. ’Twas he sold for me last time. I’m some­thing and he’s not, he’s only the light­ning; quick to act, mod­ern type. But the light­ning by it­self’s a bar­ren thing. Look at you folk at Sel­lan­raa, now; look­ing up at blue peaks every day of your lives; no new­fangled in­ven­tions about that, but fjeld and rocky peaks, rooted deep in the past—but you’ve them for com­pan­ion­ship. There you are, liv­ing in touch with heav­en and earth, one with them, one with all these wide, deep-rooted things. No need of a sword in your hands, you go through life bare­headed, bare­han­ded, in the midst of a great kind­li­ness. Look, Nature’s there, for you and yours to have and en­joy. Man and Nature don’t bom­bard each oth­er, but agree; they don’t com­pete, race one against the oth­er, but go to­geth­er. There’s you Sel­lan­raa folk, in all this, liv­ing there. Fjeld and forest, moors and mead­ow, and sky and stars—oh, ’tis not poor and spar­ingly coun­ted out, but without meas­ure. Listen to me, Sivert: you be con­tent! You’ve everything to live on, everything to live for, everything to be­lieve in; be­ing born and bring­ing forth, you are the need­ful on earth. ’Tis not all that are so, but you are so; need­ful on earth. ’Tis you that main­tain life. Gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion, breed­ing ever anew; and when you die, the new stock goes on. That’s the mean­ing of etern­al life. What do you get out of it? An ex­ist­ence in­no­cently and prop­erly set to­wards all. What you get out of it? Noth­ing can put you un­der or­ders and lord it over you Sel­lan­raa folk, you’ve peace and au­thor­ity and this great kind­li­ness all round. That’s what you get for it. You lie at a moth­er’s breast and suck, and play with a moth­er’s warm hand. There’s your fath­er now, he’s one of the two-and-thirty thou­sand. What’s to be said of many an­oth­er? I’m some­thing, I’m the fog, as it were, here and there, float­ing around, some­times com­ing like rain on dry ground. But the oth­ers? There’s my son, the light­ning that’s noth­ing in it­self, a flash of bar­ren­ness; he can act.

			“My son, ay, he’s the mod­ern type, a man of our time; he be­lieves hon­estly enough all the age has taught him, all the Jew and the Yan­kee have taught him; I shake my head at it all. But there’s noth­ing myth­ic­al about me; ’tis only in the fam­ily, so to speak, that I’m like a fog. Sit there shak­ing my head. Tell the truth—I’ve not the power of do­ing things and not re­gret­ting it. If I had, I could be light­ning my­self. Now I’m a fog.”

			Sud­denly Geissler seems to re­col­lect him­self, and asks: “Got up that hayloft yet, above the cow­shed?”

			“Ay, that’s done. And fath­er’s put up a new house.”

			“New house?”

			“ ’Tis in case any­one should come, he says—in case Geissler he should hap­pen to come along.”

			Geissler thinks over this, and takes his de­cision: “Well, then, I’d bet­ter come. Yes, I’ll come; you can tell your fath­er that. But I’ve a heap of things to look to. Came up here and told the en­gin­eer to let his people in Sweden know I was ready to buy. And we’d see what happened. All the same to me, no hurry. You ought to have seen that en­gin­eer—here he’s been go­ing about and keep­ing it all up with men and horses and money and ma­chines and any amount of fuss; thought it was all right, knew no bet­ter. The more bits of stone he can turn in­to money, the bet­ter; he thinks he’s do­ing some­thing clev­er and de­serving, bring­ing money to the place, to the coun­try, and everything near­ing dis­aster more and more, and he’s none the wiser. ’Tis not money the coun­try wants, there’s more than enough of it already; ’tis men like your fath­er there’s not enough of. Ay, turn­ing the means to an end in it­self and be­ing proud of it! They’re mad, dis­eased; they don’t work, they know noth­ing of the plough, only the dice. Mighty de­serving of them, isn’t it, work­ing and wast­ing them­selves to noth­ing in their own mad way. Look at them—stak­ing everything, aren’t they? There’s but this much wrong with it all; they for­get that gambling isn’t cour­age, ’tis not even fool­hardy cour­age, ’tis a hor­ror. D’you know what gambling is? ’Tis fear, with the sweat on your brow, that’s what it is. What’s wrong with them is, they won’t keep pace with life, but want to go faster—race on, tear on ahead, driv­ing them­selves in­to life it­self like wedges. And then the flanks of them say: here, stop, there’s some­thing break­ing, find a rem­edy; stop, say the flanks! And then life crushes them, po­litely but firmly crushes them. And then they set to com­plain­ing about life, ra­ging against life! Each to his own taste; some may have ground to com­plain, oth­ers not, but there’s none should rage against life. Not be stern and strict and just with life, but be mer­ci­ful to it, and take its part; only think of the gam­blers life has to bear with!”

			Geissler re­col­lects him­self again, and says: “Well, all that’s as it may be; leave it!” He is evid­ently tired, be­gin­ning to breathe in little gasps. “Go­ing down?” says he.

			“Ay.”

			“There’s no hurry. You owe me a long walk over the hills, Sivert man, re­mem­ber that? I re­mem­ber it all. I re­mem­ber from the time I was a year and a half; stood lean­ing down from the barn bridge at Garmo, and no­ticed a smell. I can smell it again now. But all that’s as it may be, that too; but we might have done that trip over the hills now if you hadn’t got that sack. What’s in it?”

			“Goods. ’Tis An­dresen is go­ing to sell them.”

			“Well, then, I’m a man that knows what’s the right thing to do, but doesn’t do it,” says Geissler. “I’m the fog. Now per­haps I’ll buy that mine back again one of these days, it’s not im­possible; but if I do, it wouldn’t be to go about star­ing up at the sky and say­ing, ‘Aer­i­al rail­way! South Amer­ica!’ No, leave that to the gam­blers. Folk here­about say I must be the dev­il him­self be­cause I knew be­fore­hand this was go­ing to break up. But there’s noth­ing mys­tic­al about me, ’tis simple enough. The new cop­per mines in Montana, that’s all. The Yan­kees are smarter than we are at that game; they are cut­ting us to death in South Amer­ica—our ore here’s too poor. My son’s the light­ning; he got the news, and I came float­ing up here. Simple, isn’t it? I beat those fel­lows in Sweden by a few hours, that’s all.”

			Geissler is short of breath again; he gets on his feet, and says: “If you’re go­ing down, let’s get along.”

			They go on down to­geth­er, Geissler drag­ging be­hind, all tired out. The cara­van has stopped at the quay, and Fre­drik Ström, cheer­ful as ever, is pok­ing fun at Aron­sen: “I’m clean out of to­bacco; got any to­bacco, what?”

			“I’ll give you to­bacco,” said Aron­sen threat­en­ingly.

			Fre­drik laughs, and says com­fort­ingly: “Nay, you’ve no call to take it all heavy-like and sad, Aron­sen. We’re just go­ing to sell these things here be­fore your eyes, and then we’ll be off home again.”

			“Get away and wash your dirty mouth,” says Aron­sen furi­ously.

			“Ha ha ha! Nay, you’ve no call to dance about that way; keep still and look like a pic­ture!”

			Geissler is tired, tired out, even his smoked glasses do not help him now, his eyes keep clos­ing in the glare.

			“Good­bye, Sivert man,” says he all at once. “No, I can’t get up to Sel­lan­raa this time, after all; tell your fath­er. I’ve a heap of things to see to. But I’ll come later on—say that. …”

			Aron­sen spits after him, and says: “Ought to be shot!”

			

			For three days the cara­van peddles its wares, selling out the con­tents of the sacks, and get­ting good prices. It was a bril­liant piece of busi­ness. The vil­lage folk were still well sup­plied with money after the down­fall of the mine, and were ex­cel­lently in form in the way of spend­ing; those stuffed birds on springs were the very thing they wanted; they set them up on chests of draw­ers in their par­lours, and also bought nice pa­per-knives, the very thing for cut­ting the leaves of an al­man­ac. Aron­sen was furi­ous. “Just as if I hadn’t things every bit as good in my store,” said he.

			Trader Aron­sen was in a sorry way; he had made up his mind to keep with these ped­lars and their sacks, watch­ing them all the time; but they went sep­ar­ate ways about the vil­lage, each for him­self, and Aron­sen al­most tore him­self to pieces try­ing to fol­low all at once. First he gave up Fre­drik Ström, who was quick­est at say­ing un­pleas­ant things; then Sivert, be­cause he nev­er said a word, but went on selling; at last he stuck to fol­low­ing his former clerk, and try­ing to set folk against him wherever he went in. Oh, but An­dresen knew his mas­ter that was—knew him of old, and how little he knew of busi­ness and un­law­ful trad­ing.

			“Ho, you mean to say Eng­lish thread’s not pro­hib­ited?” said Aron­sen, look­ing wise.

			“I know it is,” answered An­dresen. “But I’m not car­ry­ing any this way; I can sell that else­where. I haven’t a reel in my pack; look for your­self, if you like.”

			“That’s as it may be,” says Aron­sen. “Any­way, I know what’s for­bid­den, and I’ve shown you, so don’t try to teach me.”

			Aron­sen stood it for a whole day, then he gave up An­dresen, too, and went home. The ped­lars had no one to watch them after that.

			And then things began to go swim­mingly. It was in the day when wo­men­folk used to wear loose plaits in their hair; and An­dresen, he was the man to sell loose plaits. Ay, at a pinch he could sell fair plaits to dark girls, and be sorry he’d noth­ing light­er; no grey plaits, for in­stance, for that was the finest of all. And every even­ing the three young sales­men met at an ap­poin­ted place and went over the day’s trade, each bor­row­ing from an­oth­er any­thing he’d sold out of; and An­dresen would sit down, of­ten as not, and take out a file and file away the Ger­man trade­mark from a sports­man’s whistle, or rub out “Faber” on the pens and pen­cils. An­dresen was a trump, and al­ways had been.

			Sivert, on the oth­er hand, was rather a dis­ap­point­ment. Not that he was any way slack, and failed to sell his goods—’twas he, in­deed, sold most—but he did not get enough for them. “You don’t put in enough pat­ter with it,” said An­dresen.

			No, Sivert was no hand at reel­ing off a lot of talk; he was a field­work­er, sure of what he said, and speak­ing calmly when he spoke at all. What was there to talk about here? Also, Sivert was anxious to be done with it and get back home, there was work to do in the fields.

			“ ’Tis that Jensine’s call­ing him,” Fre­drik Ström ex­plained. Fre­drik, him­self, by the way, had work on his own fields to be done that spring, and little time to waste; but for all that, he must look in on Aron­sen the last day and get up an ar­gu­ment with him. “I’ll sell him the empty sacks,” said he.

			An­dresen and Sivert stayed out­side while he went in. They heard grand go­ings-on in­side the store, both talk­ing at once, and Fre­drik set­ting up a laugh now and again; then Aron­sen threw open the door and showed his vis­it­or out. Oh, but Fre­drik didn’t come out—no, he took his time, and talked a lot more. The last thing they heard from out­side was Fre­drik try­ing to sell Aron­sen a lot of rock­ing-horses.

			Then the cara­van went home again—three young men full of life and health. They marched and sang, slept a few hours in the open, and went on again. When they got back to Sel­lan­raa on the Monday, Isak had be­gun sow­ing. The weath­er was right for it; the air moist, with the sun peep­ing out now and again, and a mighty rain­bow strung right across the heav­ens.

			The cara­van broke up—Farvel, Farvel. …

			

			Isak at his sow­ing; a stump of a man, a barge of a man to look at, noth­ing more. Clad in homespun—wool from his own sheep, boots from the hide of his own cows and calves. Sow­ing—and he walks re­li­giously bare­headed to that work; his head is bald just at the very top, but all the rest of him shame­fully hairy; a fan, a wheel of hair and beard, stands out from his face. ’Tis Isak, the Mar­grave.

			’Twas rarely he knew the day of the month—what need had he of that? He had no bills to be met on a cer­tain date; the marks on his al­man­ac were to show the time when each of the cows should bear. But he knew St. Olaf’s Day in the au­tumn, that by then his hay must be in, and he knew Candlemas in spring, and that three weeks after then the bears came out of their winter quar­ters; all seed must be in the earth by then. He knew what was need­ful.

			A tiller of the ground, body and soul; a work­er on the land without res­pite. A ghost ris­en out of the past to point the fu­ture, a man from the earli­est days of cul­tiv­a­tion, a set­tler in the wilds, nine hun­dred years old, and, with­al, a man of the day.

			Nay, there was noth­ing left to him now of the cop­per mine and its riches—the money had van­ished in­to air. And who had any­thing left of all that wealth when the work­ing stopped, and the hills lay dead and deser­ted? But the Al­men­ning was there still, and ten new hold­ings on that land, beck­on­ing a hun­dred more.

			Noth­ing grow­ing there? All things grow­ing there; men and beasts and fruit of the soil. Isak sow­ing his corn. The even­ing sun­light falls on the corn that flashes out in an arc from his hand, and falls like a drop­ping of gold to the ground. Here comes Sivert to the har­row­ing; after that the roller, and then the har­row again. Forest and field look on. All is majesty and power—a se­quence and pur­pose of things.

			Kling … el­ing … say the cow bells far up on the hill­side, com­ing near­er and near­er; the cattle are com­ing home for the night. Fif­teen head of them, and five-and-forty sheep and goats be­sides; threescore in all. There go the wo­men out with their milk-pails, car­ried on yokes from the shoulder: Leo­poldine, Jensine, and little Re­becca. All three bare­footed. The Mar­grav­ine, In­ger her­self, is not with them; she is in­doors pre­par­ing the meal. Tall and stately, as she moves about her house, a Vestal tend­ing the fire of a kit­chen stove. In­ger has made her stormy voy­age, ’tis true, has lived in a city a while, but now she is home; the world is wide, swarm­ing with tiny specks—In­ger has been one of them. All but noth­ing in all hu­man­ity, only one speck.

			Then comes the even­ing.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Lit­er­ally, “Lord God.” The word is fre­quently used, as here, in a sense of resig­na­tion, as it were a sigh.

			2. Sher­iff’s of­ficer, in charge of a small dis­trict.

			3. Gov­ernor of a county.

			4. Stor = great.
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