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his mouth, as though he has by some means fleshed —~
his own teeth in himself, sucking. He begins to ‘
> move slowly backward from the bed, his eyes
round, his pale face fading into the dusk like a piece
of papet pasted on a failing wall, and so out of the
door.

Pa leans above the bed in the twilight, his humped
"V silhouette partaking of that owl-like quality of awry-
feathered, disgruntled outrage within which lurks 2
wisdom too profound or too inert for even thought.
“ Durn them boys,” ,
Jewel, 1 say. Operbead the day drives level and
grey, hiding the sun by a flight of grey spears. In the
rain the mules smoke a little, splashed yellow with mud,
the off one clinging in sliding lunges to the side of the
road above the ditch. The tilted lumber gleams dull
Jyellow, water-soaked and heavy as lead, tilted at a steep
angle into the ditch above the broken wheel ; about the
shattered spokes and about Jewel's ankles a rummel of
Yellow neithér water nor earth swirls, curving with the
yellow road neither of earth nor water, down the bill
dissolving into a streaming mass of dark green neither
of earth nor sky. Jewel, I say. ‘ ==

stands beside the bed, humped, his arms dangling.
JHe turns his head, his shabby profile, his chin
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