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Odor of Chrysanthemums

I

The small locomotive engine, Number 4, came clanking, stumbl-
ing down from Selston with seven full wagons. It appeared round
the corner with loud threats of speed, but the colt that it startled
from among the gorse, which still flickered indistinctly in the raw
afternoon, out-distanced it at a canter. A woman, walking up the
railway line to Underwood, drew back into the hedge, held her
basket aside, and watched the footplate of the engine advancing,
The trucks thumped heavily past, one by one, with slow inevitable
movement, as she stood . insignificantly trapped between the
jolting black wagons and the hedge; then they curved away towards
the coppice where the withered oak leaves dropped noiselessly,
while the birds, pulling at the scarlet hips beside the track, made
off into the dusk that had already crept into the spinngy. In the
open, the smoke from the engine sank and cleaved o the rougn
grass, The fields were dreary and forsakeri, and in the marshy strip
that led to the whimsey, a reedy pit pond, the fowls had already
abandoned their run among the alders, to roost in the tarred fowl
house. The pit bank loomed up beyond the pond, flames like
red sores licking its ashy sides, m the afternoon’s stagnant light,
Just beyond rose the tapering chimneys and the clumsy black head-
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stocks of Brinsley Colliery. The two wheels were spinning fast up
against the sky, and the winding engine rapped out its little spasms,
The miners were being turned up.

The engine whistled as it came int® the wide bay of railway lines
beside the colliery, where tows of trucks stood in harbor.

Miners, single, trailing, and in groups, passed like shadows di-
verging home, At the edge of the ribbed level of sidings squat a
low cottage, three steps down from the dinder track. A-farge
bony vine clutched at the house, as if to claw down the tiled:\raof ;
Round the bricked yard grew a few wintry primroses. Beyon;_i, the
long garden sloped down to a bush-éoverei‘l';brﬂok course, -Tﬁere
were some twigpy apple trees, winter-cm'ck trees, and raged
cabbages. Beside the path hung disheveled pink chrysanthepmms,
like pink clotha hung on bushes. A woman came stooping out of
the felt-covered fowl house, helfway down the garden. She dimd
and padlocked the door, then drew herself: erect, having brished
some bits from her white apron. . T

She was a tall woman of imperious mien handsome, wlth de-
finite black e¢yebrows. Her smooth black hain was parted exact}y
For a few.moments she stood steadily watching the miners asthey
passed along the railway: then she turned towards the brook coprse.
Her face was calm and set, her mouth was closed with disiltugion-
ment, After a moment sha called:

“John!” There was no answer. She waited, and then said dis-
tinctly;

“Where are you?”’ S }

Herel” replied a child’s sulley vajoe frem among the bushes
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The woman looked piercingly through the dusk.

“Are you at that brook?” she asked sternly.

For answer the child showed himself before the raspberry canes
that rose like whips. He was a small, sturdy boy of five. He stood
quite still, defiantly, -

“Oh!” said the mother, conciliated, “I thought vou were down

at that wet brook — and you remember what I told you >

The boy did not move or answer. )

“Come, come on in,” she said more gently, “it’s getting dark.
There’s your grandfather’s engine coming down the line!”

The lad advanced slowly, with resentful, taciturn movement. He
was dressed in trousers and waistcoat of cloth that was too thick
and hard for the size of the garments, They were evidently cut
down from a man’s clothes, .

As they went slowly towards the house he tore at the ragged
wisps of chrysanthemums and dropped the petals in handfuls
among the path,

“Dion’t do that — it does look nasty,” said his mother. He re-
frained; and she, suddenly pitiful, broke off a twig with three or
four wan flowers and held them against her face. When mother
and son reached the yard her hand hesitated, and instead of laying
the flower aside, she pushed it in her apron-band. The mother and
son stood at the foot of the three steps looking across the bay of
lines at the passing home of the miners. The trundle of the smail
train was imminent. Suddeuly the engine loomed past the house
and came to a stop opposite the gate,

The engine-driver, a short man with round gray beard, leaned
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out of the cab high abéve the woman,

“Have you got a cup of tea? he said in a cheery, hearty
fashion. It was her father, She went in, saying she would mash.
Directly, she returned.

“I didn’t come to see you on Sunday,” began the little gray.
bearded man.

“1 didn’t expect you,” said his daughter.

The engine driver winced; then, reassuming his cheery, airy man-
ner, he said:

“Oh, have you heard then? Well, and what do you think ——?”

“I think it is soon enough,” she replied.

At her brief censure the little man made an impatient gesture,
and said coaxingly, yet with dangerous coldness:

“Well, what’s a man to do? It’s no sort of life for a man of my
years, to sit at my own hearth like a stranger. And if ’'m going to
marry again it may as well be soon as late — what does it matter to
anybody?" ’

The woman did niot reply, but turned and went into the house.
The man ih the engine-cab stood assertive, till she returned with
a cup of tea and a piece of bread and butter ona plate. She went
up the steps and stood near the footplate of the hissing engine.

“You needn’t’a” brought me 'bread an’ butter,” said her father.
“But a cup of tea” — he sipped appreciatively — “it's very nice.” He
sipped for a moment or two, then: “I hear as Walter's got another
bout on,” he said. '

“When hasn't he?” said the woman bitterly.

“I'heerd tell of him in the Lo#d Nelson braggin’ as he was going
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to spend that b—— afore he went: half a sovereign that was.”

When?” asked the woman.

“A’ Sat’day night — I know that’s true.’

“Very likely,” she laughed bitterly. “He gives me twenty-
three shillings.”

“Aye, it’s a nice thing, when a man can do nothing WIth his
money but make 3 beast of hlmself " said the gray-whiskered man.
The woman turned her head away. Her father swallowed the last
of his tea and handed her the cup.

“Avye, it’s a nice thing, when a man can do nothing with his
money but make a héast of himself!” said the gray-whiskered man.
The woman turned her head away. Her father swallowed the last
of his tea and handed her the cup.

“Aye,” he sighed, wiping his mouth, “It’s a settler, it is — "

He put his hand on the lever, The little engine strained and
groaned, and the train rumhled towards the crossing, The woman
again looked across the metals, Darkness was settling over the
spaces of the railway and trucks: the miners, in gray somber groups,
were still passing home. The winding engine pulsed hurriedly, with
brief pauses. Elizabeth Bates looked at the dreary flow of men,
then she went indoors. Her hushand did not come.

The kitchen was small and full of firelight; red coals piled glow-
ing up the chimney mouth. All the life of the room seemed in the
white, warm hearth and the steel fender reflecting the red fire. Tha
cloth was laid for tea; cups glintd in the shadows. At the back,
where the lowest stairs protruded into the room, the boy sat

struggling with a knife and a piece of white wood. He was almost
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