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The lowering daylight died out quickly, leaving him faced by
a broken bridge.He descended into the ravine, forded a narrow
stream by the last gleam of rapid water, and clambering out
on the other side was met by the night which fell like a ban-
dage over his eyes. The wind sweeping in the darkness the
broadside of the sierra worried his ears by a continuous roar-
ing noise as of a maddened sea. He suspected that he had lost
the road. Even in daylight, with its ruts and mudholes and
ledges of outcropping stone, it was difficult to distinguish
from the dreary waste of the moor interspersed with boulders
and clumps of naked bushes. But, as he says, “he steered his
course by the feel of the wind”, his hat rammed low on his
brow, his head down, stopping now and again from mere
weariness of mind rather than of body — as if not his strength
but his resolution were being overtaxed by the strain of en-
deavour half suspected to be vain, and by the unrest of his
feelings.

In one of these pauses, borne in the wind faintly as if
from very far away he heard a sound of knocking, just knock-
ing on wood. He noticed that the wind had lulled suddenly.
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