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The Turn Of|
The Year

By H. E. BATES

'‘HE Uttle crocus laevigatus,
which we planted six weeks
ago, aré already in bloom, tender
clean mauye cornets, sparked with
orange.- -They tremble in the west
wind that is beavy with sea-
wa.rmf.h npen §1ful1 in t.he morn-
‘The;

mifl be tol.lowed. almosb oertam\y

eﬁ e these words are in
P Iy the more kingly and
ovelier mperat;, fawn ani nmuve.

mothered in February X

many rivulets of le and white

e.nd yellow of a.lr e species we
We saw the ﬂ!s Croct

autumn in Majorca.. in mid-chober.
in the hills about ledernosa.

\ drunken olives fa!lmg about the
' slapes, backed by the intense moss-
green of tufted pines and the blue

me-brlghb water.

‘ Gcm out of & shadowy Septem-

, nd into thuse hot valleys,

ery wi bou villaea
and pale blue hedges of plumbago
anking gardens of blis! cOTD,

already r.he olives were gathered.
The season, they said, was over.
Onl‘y a few respectable. solid. very

at mid-morning on f.bree-lnch sand-
wiches conceali! smear of

Tanverine and Crocus

midday we ate by the ses.
The hot white streets of houses were
shuttered by ]s.lnusies of striped
pink and green, and the meal went
on until t.hree or. ruur o'clock under
an arbour of dried pine hrs.nchﬁ.
out of the sun. Then in the
afternoon there were more gsrdens
We “walked -about terraces of
old stone, listening to the light fall
of water dribbling down ough
Jirrnga’mon channels under lemon

hing them, smelli
the .scent of them while I erush
them in han in
Inoment the brighu Sracts and the
sweet aromatic leaves, each so
lovely in the darkening garden,
seemed to come together.

It was very un-English, and 1
could not believe that in England
frost might already have blackened

ias or that cher leaves
were already burning and f
wet, bush grass. The smell ot

southward, the sunset
was splenﬁxd with deeper combina-

tions of the yellow and orange of
the frm and the ﬂower
Now. in lan

the dying year, metwotmngsoo

together he ~hou:
stronger even e smell ot
burning oak, the scent of tanger-
ines; outside, amo e T
that have in

1 and ys_ the
bright red twi of lime and haw-
thorn are motionless and hold a

heart of the little crocus and then
at the bare branches of my onl,
ond tree there is a wonderfu
feehn of mysbery m t.he au‘ A few
spare F&l_uel
fields. a.nd the vear ha,s turn




