Text 33

Gathering Cherries at the Farm

There was a great crop of cherries at the farm. The trees at the back of the house, very
large and tall, hung thick with scarlet and crimson drops, under the dark leaves. Paul
and Edgar were gathering the fruit one evening. It had been a hot day, and now the
clouds were rolling in the sky, dark and warm. Paul climbed high in the tree, above the
scarlet roofs of the buildings. The wind, moaning steadily, made the whole tree rock
with a subtle, thrilling motion that stirred the blood. The young man, perched insecurely
in the slender branches, rocked till he felt slightly drunk, reached down the boughs,
where the scarlet beady cherries hung thick underneath, and tore off handful after
handful of the sleek, cool-fleshed fruit. Cherries touched his ears and his neck as he
stretched forward, their chill finger-tips sending a flash down his blood. All shades of
red, from a golden vermilion to a rich crimson, glowed and met his eyes under a
darkness of leaves.

The sun, going down, suddenly caught the broken clouds.

[...]

Miriam came out wondering.

“Oh!” Paul heard her mellow voice call, “isn’t it wonderful?”

He looked down. There was a faint glimmer on her face, that looked very soft, turned up
to him.

“How high you are!” She said.

[...]

She seemed so small, so soft, so tender, down there. He threw a handful of cherries at
her. She was startled and frightened. He laughed with a low chuckling sound, and pelted
her. She ran for shelter, picking up some cherries. Two fine red pairs she hung over her
ears; then she looked up again.

“Haven’t you got enough?” She asked.

“Nearly. It is like being on a ship up here.”

“And how long will you stay?”

“While the sunset lasts.”
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