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HATTER’S CASTLE






BOOK I

1

THe spring of 1879 was unusually forward and open. Over the Low-
lands the green of early corn spread smocthly, the chestnut spears
burst in April, and the hawthorn hedges flanking the white roads
which laced the countryside blossomed a month before time. In the
inland villages farmers exulted cautiously and children ran bare-
footed after watering carts; in the towns which flanked the wide
river the clangour of the shipyards lost its insistence and, droning
through the mild air, mounted to the foothills behind, where the
hum of a precocious bee mingled with it and the exuberant bleat-
ing of lambs overcame it; in the city, clerks shed their coats for cool-
ness and lolled in offices, execrating the sultry weather, the policy
of Lord Beaconsfield, the news of the Zulu War, and the high cost
of beer.

Thus, over the whole estuary of the Clyde, from Glasgow to
Portdoran, upon Overton, Darroch, Ardfillan—those towns which,
lying between the Winton and Doran hills, formed the three cardinal
points of the fertile triangle upon the right bank of the firth—over
the ancient Borough of Levenford, which stood bisecting exactly
the base line of this triangle at the point where Leven entered Clyde,
over all lay the radiance of a dazzling sun and, lapped in this strange
benignant heat, the people worked, idled, gossiped, grumbled, chcatcd
prayed, loved, and lived.

Over Levenford, on this early day of May, thin wisps of cloud
had hung languidly in the tired air, but now in the late afternoon
these gossamer filaments moved slowly on to activity. A warm breeze
sprang up and puffed them across the sky, when, having propelled
them out of sight, it descended upon the town, touching first the
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high historic rock which marked the confluence of the tributary
Leven with its parent stream, and which stood, a landmark, outlined
clearly against the opal sky like the inert body of a gigantic elephant.
The mild wind circled the rock, then passed quickly through the hot,
mean streets of the adjoining Newtown and wandered amongst the
tall stocks, swinging cranes and the ribbed framework of half-
formed ships in the busy yards of Latta and Company along the
river’s mouth. Next it wafted slowly along Church Street, as befitted
the passage of a thoroughfare dignified by the Borough Hall, the
Borough Academy and the Parish Church, until, free of the sober
street, it swirled jauntily in the advantageously open space of the
Cross, moved speculatively between the rows of shops in the High
Street, and entered the more elevated residential district of Knoxhill.
But here it tired quickly of sporting along the weathered, red sand-
stone terraces and rustling the ivy on the old stone houses, and seeking
the countryside beyond, passed inland once more, straying amongst
the prim villas of the select quarter of Wellhall, and fanning the little
round plots of crimson-faced geraniums in each front garden. Then,
as it drifted carelessly along the decorous thoroughfare which led
from this genteel region to the adjacent open country, suddenly it
chilled as it struck the last house in the road.

This was a singular dwelling. In size it was small, of such dimen-
sions that it could not have contained more than seven rooms; in its
construction solid, with the hard stability of new grey stones; in its
architecture unique.

The base of the house had the shape of a narrow rectangle with
the wider aspect directed towards the street, with walls which arose,
not directly from the earth, but from a stone foundation a foot longer
and wider than themselves, and upon which the whole structure
seemed to sustain itself like an animal upon its deep-dug paws. The
frontage arising from this supporting pedestal reared itself with a
cold severity to terminate in one half of its extent in a steeply pitched
gable and in the other in a low parapet which ran horizontally to
join another gable, similarly shaped to that in front, which formed
the coping of the side wall of the house. These gables were peculiar,
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each converging in a series of steep right-angled steps to a chamfered
apex which bore with pompous dignity a large round ball of polished
grey granite and, each in turn, merging into and becoming continu-
ous with the parapet which, ridged and serrated regularly and deeply
after the fashion of a battlement, fettered them together, forming
thus a heavy stone-linked chain which embraced the body of the
house like a manacle.

At the angle of the side gable and the front wall, and shackled
likewise by this encircling fillet of battlement, was a short round
tower, ornamented in its middle by a deep-cut diamond-shaped recess,
carved beneath into rounded, diminishing courses which fixed it to
the angle of the wall, and rising upwards to crown itself in a turret
which carried a thin, reedy flagstaff. The hecaviness of its upper
dimensions made the tower squat, deformed, and gave to it the
appearance of a broad frowning forehead disfigured by a deep grooved
stigma; while the two small embrasured windows which pierced it
brooded from beneath the brow like secret, close-set eyes.

Immediately below this tower stood the narrow doorway of the
house, the lesser proportion of its width giving it a meagre, inhos-
pitable look, like a thin repellent mouth, its sides ascending above the
horizontal lintel in a steep ogee curve encompassing a shaped and
gloomy filling of darkly stained glass and ending in a sharp lancet
point. The windows of the dwelling, like the doorway, were narrow
and unbevelled, having the significance merely of apertures stabbed
through the thickness of the walls, grudgingly admitting light, yet
sealing the interior from observation.

The whole aspect of the house was veiled, forbidding, sinister; its
purpose likewise hidden and obscure. From its very size it failed
pitifully to achieve the boldness and magnificence of a baronial dwell-
ing, if this, indeed, were the object of its pinnacle, its ramparts and the
repetition of its sharp-pitched angles. And yet, in its coldness, hardness
and strength, it could not be dismissed as seeking merely the smug
attainment of pompous ostentation. Its battlements were formal but
not ridiculous; its design extravagant but never ludicrous; its grandi-
ose architecture contained some quality which restrained merriment,



6 HATTER’S CASTLE

some deeper, lurking, more perverse motive, sensed upon intensive
scrutiny, which lay about the house like a deformity and stood within
its very structure like a violation of truth in stone.

The people of Levenford never laughed at this house, at least never
openly. Something, some intangible potency pervading the atmos-
phere around it, forbade them even to smile.

No garden fronted the habitation but instead a gravelled court-
yard, bare, parched, but immaculate, and containing in its centre
the singular decoration of a small brass cannon, which, originally
part of a frigate’s broadside, had long since joined in its last salvo,
and after years in the junk yard, now stood prim and polished between
two attendant symmetrical heaps of balls, adding the last touch of
incongruity to this fantastic domicile.

At the back of the house was a square grassy patch furnished at its
corners with four iron clothes poles and surrounded by a high stone
wall, against which grew a few straggling currant bushes, sole vege-
tation of this travesty of a garden, except for a melancholy tree which
never blossomed and which drooped against a window of the kitchen.

Through this kitchen window, screened though it was by the lilac
tree, it was possible to discern something of the interior. The room
was plainly visible as commodious, comfortably though not agreeably
furnished, with horsehair chairs and sofa, an ample table, with a bow-
fronted chest of drawers against one wall and a large mahogany
dresser flanking another. Polished wax-cloth covered the floor, yellow
varnished paper the walls, and a heavy marble timepiece adorned
the mantelpiece, indicating by a subtle air of superiority that this was
not merely a place for cooking, which was, indeed, chiefly carried
on in the adjacent scullery, but the common room, the living room
of the house where its inhabitants partook of meals, spent their leisure,
and congregated in their family life.

At present the hands of the ornate clock showed twenty minutes
past five, and old Grandma Brodie sat in her corner chair by the
range, making toast for tea. She was a large-boned, angular woman,
shrunken but not withered by her seventy-two years, shrivelled and
knotted like the bole of a sapless tree, dried but still hard and resilient,
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toughened by age and the seasons she had seen. Her hands, especially,
were gnarled, the joints nodular with arthritis. Her face had the
colour of a withered leaf and was seamed and cracked with wrinkles;
the features were large, masculine and firm; her hair, still black, was
parted evenly in the middle, showing a straight white furrow of
scalp, and drawn tight into a hard knob behind; some coarse short
straggling hairs sprouted erratically like weeds from her chin and
upper lip. She wore a black bodice and shawl, a small black mutch,
a long trailing skirt of the same colour and elastic-sided boots which,
although large, plainly showed the protuberance of her bunions and
the flatness of her well-trodden feet.

As she crouched over the fire, the mutch slightly askew from her
exertions, supporting the toasting fork with both tremulous hands, she
toasted two slices of bread with infinite care, thick pieces which
she browned over gently, tenderly, leaving the inside soft, and when
she had completed these to her satisfaction and placed them on that
side of the plate where she might reach out quickly and remove them
adroitly at once, whenever the family sat down to tea, she consum-
mated the rest of her toasting negligently, without interest. While
she toasted she brooded. The sign of her brooding was the clicking
of her false teeth as she sucked her cheeks in and out. It was simply
an iniquity, she reflected, that Mary had forgotten to bring home the
cheese. That girl was getting more careless than ever and as unde-
pendable in such important matters as a half-witted ninny. What was
tea to a woman without cheese? Fresh Dunlop cheese! The thought
of it made her long upper lip twitch, sent a little river of saliva drool-
ing from the corner of her mouth.

As she ruminated, she kept darting quick recriminative glances
from under her bent brows at her granddaughter, Mary, who sat in
the opposite corner in the horsehair armchair, hallowed to her father’s
use, and by that token a forbidden seat.

Mary, however, was not thinking of cheese, nor of the chair, nor
of the crimes she committed by forgetting the one and reclining in
vhe other. Her soft brown eyes gazed out of the window and were
Cocused upon the far-off distance as if they saw something there,
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some scene which shaped itself enchantingly under her shining
glance. ‘

Occasionally her sensitive mouth would shape itself to smile, then
she would shake her head faintly, unconsciously, activating thus her
pendant ringlets and setting little lustrous waves of light rippling
across her hair. Her small hands, of which the skin wore the smooth
soft texture of petals of magnolia, lay palm upwards in her lap, pas-
sive symbols of her contemplation. She sat as straight as a wand and
she was beautiful with the dark serene beauty of a deep tranquil pool
where waving wands might grow. Upon her was the unbroken bloom
of youth, yet, although she was only seventeen years of age, there
rested about her pale face and slender unformed figure a quality of
repose and quiet fortitude.

At last the old woman’s growing resentment jarred her into speech.
Dignity forbade a dircct attack, and instead she said, with an added
bitterness from repression:

“You're sitting in your father’s chair, Mary.”

There was no answer.

“That chair you're sitting in is your father’s chair, do you hear?”

Still no answer came; and, trembling now with suppressed rage,
the crone shouted:

“Are you deaf and dumb as well as stupid, you careless hussy?
What made you forget your messages this afternoon? Every day this
week you’ve done something foolish. Has the heat turned your head ?”

Like a sleeper suddenly aroused, Mary looked up, recollected her-
self and smiled, so that the sun fell upon the sad still pool of her
beauty.

“Were you speaking, Grandma?” she said.

“No!” cried the old woman coarsely. “I wasna speakin'. I was
just openin’ my mouth to catch flies. It’s a graund way o’ passin’ the
time if ye've nothing to do. I think ye must have been tryin’ it when
ye walked doun the toun this afternoon, but if ye shut your mouth
and opened your een ye might mind things better.”

At that moment Margaret Brodie entered from the scullery, car-
tving a large Britannia metal teapot and walking quickly with a
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kind of shuffling gait, taking short flurried steps with her body in-
clined forward, so that, as this was indeed her habitual carriage, she
appeared always to be in a hurry and fearful of being late. She had
discarded the wrapper in which she did the housework of the day
for a black satin blouse and skirt, but there were stains on the skirt
and a loose tape hung untidily from her waist, whilst her hair
straggled untidily about her face. Her head she carried perpetually
to one side. Years before, this inclination had been affected to exhibit
resignation and true Christian submission in periods of trial or tribu-
lation, but time and the continual need for the expression of abnega-
tion had rendered it permanent. Her nose seemed to follow this devi-
ation from the vertical, sympathetically perhaps, but more probably
as the result of a nervous tic she had developed in recent years of
stroking the nose from right to left with a movement of the back
of her hand. Her face was worn, tired and pathetic; her aspect bowed
and drooping, yet with an air as if she continually flogged her jaded
energies onwards. She looked ten years older than her forty-twa
years. This was Mary’s mother, but now they seemed as alien and
unrelated as an old sheep and a young fawn.

A mistress from necessity of every variety of domestic situations,
Mamma, for so Mrs. Brodie was named by every member of the
house, envisaged the old woman’s rage and Mary’s embarrassment at
a glance.

“Get up at once, Mary,” she cried. “It’s nearly half-past five and the
tea not infused yet. Go and call your sister. Have you finished the
toast yet, Grandma? Gracious! You have burned a piece. Give it here
to me. I'll eat it. We can’t have waste in this house.” She took the
burned toast and laid it ostentatiously on her plate, then she began
needlessly to move everything on the tea table as if nothing had
been done right and would, indeed, not be right until she had ex-
piated the sin of the careless layer of the table by the resigned toil
of her own exertions.

“Whatna way to set the table!” she murmured disparagingly, as
her daughter rose and went into the hall.

“Nessie — Nessie,” Mary called. “Tea — time — tea time!”
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A small treble voice answered from upstairs, singing the words:

“Coming down! Wait on me!”

A moment later the two sisters entered the room, providing
instantly and independent of their disparity in years—for Nessie was
twelve years old—a striking contrast in character and features. Nessie
differed diametrically from Mary in type. Her hair was flaxen, almost
colourless, braided into two neat pigtails, and she had inherited from
her mother those light, inoffensive eyes, misty with the delicate white-
flecked blueness of speedwells and wearing always that soft placating
expression which gave her the appearance of endeavouring continu-
ally to please. Her face was narrow with a high delicate white fore-
head, pink waxen doll's cheeks, a thin pointed chin and a small
mouth, parted perpetually by the drooping of her lower lip, all ex-
pressive, as was her present soft, void smile, of the same immature
and ingenuous, but none the less innate weakness.

“Are we not a bit early to-night, Mamma?” she asked idly as she
presented herself before her mother for inspection.

Mrs. Brodie, busy with the last details of her adjustments, waved
away the question.

“Have ye washed your hands?” she answered without looking
at her. Then with a glance at the clock and without waiting for a
reply, she commanded with an appropriate gesture, “Sit in!”

The four people in the room seated themselves at table, Grandma
Brodie being, as usual, first. They sat waiting, while Mrs. Brodie’s
hand poised itself nervously upon the tea cosy; then into the silence
of their expectation came the deep note of the grandfather’s clock
in the hall as it struck the half hour and at the same moment the front
door clicked open and was firmly shut. A stick rattled into the
stand; heavy footfalls measured themselves along the passage; the
kitchen door opened and James Brodie came into the room. He
strode to his waiting chair, sat down, stretched forward his hand
to receive his own special large cup, brimming with hot tea, re-
ceived from the oven a large plateful of ham and eggs, accepted
the white bread especially cut and buttered for him, had hardly
seated himself before he had begun to eat. This, then, was the reason
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of their punctual attendance, the explanation of their bated ex-
pectancy, for the ritual of immediate service for the master of the
house, at meal times as in everything, was amongst the unwritten
laws governing the conduct of this household.

Brodie ate hungrily and with obvious enjoyment. He was an enor-
mous man, over six feet in height and with the shoulders and neck
of a bull. His head was massive, his grey eyes small and deep set, his
jaw hard and so resolutely muscular that as he chewed, large firm
knobs rose up and subsided rhythmically under the smooth brown
jowl. The face itself was broad and strong and would have been
noble but for the insufficient depth of the forehead and the narrow
spacing of the eyes. A heavy brown moustache covered his upper
lip, partly hiding the mouth; but beneath this glossy mask his lower
lip protruded with a full and sullen arrogance.

His hands were huge, and upon the backs of these and also of the
thick spatulate fingers dark hairs grew profusely. The knife and fork
gripped in that stupendous grasp seemed, in comparison, foolishly
toyish and inept.

Now that Brodie had commenced to eat it was permissible for the
others to begin, although for them, of course, there was only a plain
tea; and Grandma Brodie led the way by fastening avidly upon her
soft toast. Sometimes, when her son was in a particularly amiable
humour, he would boisterously help her to small titbits from his
plate, but to-night she knew from his demeanour that this rare treat
would not come her way, and she resignedly abandoned herself to
such limited savour as the food at her disposal provided. The others
began to partake of the meal in their own fashion. Nessie ate the
simple food heartily, Mary absent-mindedly, while Mrs. Brodie, who
had privately consumed a small collation an hour before, trifled
with the burnt bread upon her plate with the air of one who is too
frail, too obsessed by the consideration of others, to eat.

An absolute silence maintained, broken only by the sucking sound
which accompanied the application of the moustache cup to the pa-
ternal lips, the clanking of Grandma’s antiquated dentures as she
sought to extract the fullest enjoyment and nutriment from the meal,
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and an occasional sniff from Mamma'’s refractory nose. The members
of this strange family tea party manifested neither surprise, amuse-
ment, embarrassment nor regret at the absence of conversation, but
masticated, drank, swallowed without speech, whilst the minatory
eye of Brodie dominated the board. When he chose to be silent then
no word might be spoken, and to-night he was in a particularly
sullen mood, lowering around the table and between mouthfuls cast-
ing a black glower upon his mother who, her eagerness rendering
her unconscious of his displeasure, was sopping her crusts in her
teacup.

At last he spoke, addressing her.

“Are ye a sow to eat like that, woman?”

Startled, she looked up, blinking at him. “Eh, wha’, James? What
for, what way?”

“What way a sow would eat, slushing and soaking its meat in the
trough. Have ye not got the sense to know when you're eatin’ like a
greedy pig? Put your big feet in the trough as well, and then you'll be
happy and comfortable. Go on! Get down to it and make a beast o’
yersel’. Have ye no pride or decency left in the dried-up marrow of
your bones?”

“I forgot. I clean forgot. I'll no’ do it again. Ay, ay, I'll remember.”
In her agitation she belched wind loudly.

“That’s right,” sneered Brodie. “Remember your pretty manners,
you old faggot.” His face darkened. “It’s a fine thing that a man like
me should have to put up with this in his own house.” He thumped
his chest with his huge fist, making it sound like a drum.

“Me,” he shouted, “me!” Suddenly he stopped short, glared around
from under his lowered bushy eyebrows and resumed his meal.

Although his words had been angry, nevertheless he had spoken,
and by the code of unwritten laws the ban of silence was now lifted.

“Pass your father’s cup, Nessie, and I'll give him some fresh tea.
I think it’s nearly out,” inserted Mrs. Brodie propitiatingly.

“Very well, Mamma.”

“Mary dear, sit up straight and don’t worry your father, I'm sure
he’s had-a hard day.”
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“Yes, Mamma,” said Mary, who was sitting up straight and worry-
ing nobody.

“Pass the preserves to your father then.”

The smoothing down of the ruffled lion had commenced, and was
to be continued, for after waiting a minute Mamma began again on
what was usually a safe lead.

“Well, Nessie dear, and how did you get on at the school to-day?”

Nessie started timidly. “Quite well, Mamma.”

Brodie arrested the cup he was raising to his lips.

“Quite well? You're still top of the class, aren’t ye?”

Nessie’s eyes fell. “Not to-day, Father! only second!”

“What! You let somebody beat you! Who was it? Who went
above ye?”

“John Grierson.” .

“Grierson! That sneakin’ corn hawker’s brat! That low-down bran
masher! He’ll crow about it for days. What in God’s name came over
you? Don'’t you realise what your education is going to mean to you?”
The small child burst into tears.

“She’s been top for nearly six weeks, Father,” put in Mary bravely,
“and the others are a bit older than her.”

Brodie withered her with a look.

“You hold your tongue and speak when you're spoken to,” he
thundered. “I'll have something to say to you presently; then you’ll
have plenty of chance to wag your long tongue, my bonnie woman.”

“It’s that French,” sobbed Nessie. “I can’t get those genders into
my head. I'm all right with my sums and history and geography but
I can’t do that other. I feel as if I'll never get it right.”

“Not get it right! I should think you will get it right — you’re going
to be educated, my girl. Although you'’re young, they tell me you’ve
got the brains — my brains that have come down to you, for your
mother’s but a half-witted kind of creature at the best o’ times — and
I'll see that you use them. You'll do double home work to-night.”

“Oh! yes, Father, anything you like,” sighed Nessie, choking con-
vulsively over a final sob.

“That’s right.” A transient unexpected gleam of fecling, which was
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partly affection, but to a far greater extent pride, lit up Brodie’s harsh
features like a sudden quiver of light upon a bleak rock.

“We'll show Levenford what my clever lass can do. I'm looking
ahead and I can see it. When we’ve made ye the head scholar of the
Academy, then yqu'll see what your father means to do wi’ you. But
ye must stick in to your lessons, stick in hard.” He raised his eyes
from her to the distance, as though contemplating the future, and
murmured, “We’ll show them.” Then he lowered his eyes, patted
Nessie’s bowed, straw-coloured head, and added, “You'’re my own
lass, right enough! Ye'll be a credit to the name of Brodie.”

Then as he turned his head, his gaze lit upon his other daughter,
and immediately his face altered, his eye darkened.

“Mary!”

“Yes, Father.”

“A word with you that’s so ready with your jabbering tongue!”

In his sardonic irony he became smooth, leaning back in his chair
and weighing his words with a cold, judicial calm.

“It’s a pleasant thing for a man to get news o’ his family from
outsiders. Ay, it’s a roundabout way, no doubt, and doesna reflect
much credit on the head o’ the house — but that’s more or less a detail,
and it was fair stimulatin’ for me to get news o’ ye the day that nearly
made me spew.” As he continued his tone chilled progressively.
“But in conversation with a member of the Borough Council to-day
I was informed that you had been seen in Church Street in conversa-
tion with a young gentleman, a very pretty young gentleman.” He
showed his teeth at her and continued cuttingly, “Who I believe is a
low, suspicious character, a worthless scamp.”

In a voice that was almost a wail, Mrs. Brodie feebly interposed:

“No! no! Mary! It wasn’t you, a respectable girl like you. Tell
your father it wasn’t you.”

Nessie, relieved to be removed from the centre of attention, ex-
claimed unthinkingly:

“Oh! Mary, was it Denis Foyle?”

Mary sat motionless, her glance fixed upon her plate, a curious
pallor around her lips; then, as a lump rose in her throat, she swal-
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lowed hard, and an unconscious force drove her to say in a low,
firm voice:

“He’s not a worthless scamp.”

“What!” roared Brodie. “You're speaking back to your own father
next and for a low-down Irish blackguard! A blackthorn boy! No!
Let these paddies come over from their bogs to dig our potatoes for
us but let it end at that. Don’t let them get uppish. Old Foyle may be
the smartest publican in Darroch, but that doesn’t make his son a
gentleman.”

Mary felt her limbs shake even as she sat. Her lips were stiff and
dry, nevertheless she felt compelled to say, although she had never
before dared argue with her father:

“Denis has got his own business, Father. He won’t have anything
to do with the spirit trade. He’s with Findlay and Company of Glas-
gow. They’re big tea importers and have nothing at all to do with —
with the other business.”

“Indeed, now,” he sneered at her, leading her on. “That’s grand
news. Have ye anything more ye would like to say to testify to the
noble character of the gentleman. He doesna sell whisky now. It’s
tea apparently. Whatna godly occupation for the son of a publican!
Well, what next?”

She knew that he was taunting her, yet was constrained to say,
appeasingly:

“He’s not just an ordinary clerk, Father. He’s well thought of by
the firm. He goes around the country on business for them every
now and then. He — he hoped he might get on — might even buy a
partnership later.”

“Ye don’t say,” he snarled at her. “Is that the sort of nonsense he’s
been filling up your silly head wi’ — not an ordinary clerk —just a
common commercial traveller — is that it? Has he not told ye he’ll be
Lord Mayor o’ London next? It’s just about as likely! The young pup!”

With tears streaming down her cheeks Mary again interposed,
despite a wail of protest from Mamma.

“He’s well liked, Father! Indeed he is! Mr. Findlay takes an
interest in him. I know that.”
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“Pah! Ye don’t expect me to believe what he tells ye. It’s a pack
of lies, a pack of lies,” he shouted again, raising his voice at her. “He’s
a low-down scum. What can ye expect from that kind of stock? Just
rottenness. It’s an outrage on me that ye ever spoke to him. But
ye've spoken to him for the last time.” He glared at her compellingly,
as he repeated fiercely, “No! Ye'll never speak to him again. I
forbid it.”

“But, Father,” she sobbed, “oh! Father, | —] —"

“Mary, Mary, don’t dare answer your father back! It’s dreadful
to hear you speak up to him like that,” came Mamma’s voice from
the other end of the table. But although its purpose was to propitiate,
her interjection was on this occasion a tactical error and served only to
direct momentarily the tyranny of Brodie’s wrath upon her own
bowed head, and with a jerk of his eyes he flared at her:

“What are you yammerin’ about? Are you talkin’ or am I? If
ye've something to say then we’ll all stop and listen to the wonder
o' it, but if ye’ve nothing to say, then keep your mouth shut and
don’t interrupt. You're as bad as she is. It’s your place to watch the
company she keeps.” He snorted and, after his habit, paused forcibly,
making the stillness oppressive, until the old grandmother, who
had not followed the trend of the talk or grasped the significance
of the intermission, but who sensed that Mary was in disgrace, al-
lowed the culmination of her own feelings to overcome her, and
punctuated the silence by suddenly calling out, in a rancorous senile
tone:

“She forgot her messages the day, James. Mary forgot my cheese, the
heedless thing she is;” then, her ridiculous spleen vented, she im-
mediately subsided, muttering, her head shaking as with a palsy.

He disregarded the interruption entirely and returning his eyes
to Mary, slowly repeated:

“I have spoken. If you dare to disobey me, God help you! And one
more point. This is the first night of Levenfeord Fair. I saw the start
o’ the stinking geggies on my way home. Remember! Wo child of
mine goes within a hundred yards of that show ground. Let the rest
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of the town go; let the riff-raff of the countryside go; let all the Foyles
and their friends go; but not one of James Brodie’s family will so de-
mean themselves. I forbid it.”

His last words were heavy with menace as he pushed back his
chair, heaved up his huge bulk and stood for an instant upright,
dominating the small feeble group beneath him. Then he strode to
his armchair in the corner and sat down, swept his adjacent piperack
with the automatic action of established habit, selected a pipe by sense
of touch alone, withdrew it and, taking a square leather tobacco pouch
from his decp side pocket, opened the clasp and slowly filled the
charred bowl; then he lifted a paper spill from the heap below the
rack, bent heavily forward, ignited the spill at the fire and lit his
pipe. Having accomplished the sequence of actions without once
having removed his threatening eyes from the silent group at table,
he smoked slowly, with a wet, protruding underlip, still watching
the others, but now more contemplatively, more with that air of calm,
judicial supremacy. Although they were accustomed to it, his family
inevitably became depressed under the tyranny of this cold stare, and
now they conversed in low tones; Mamma’s colour was still high;
Mary’s lips still trembled as she spoke; Nessie fiddled with her tea-
spoon, dropped it, then blushed shamefully as though discovered
in a wicked act; the old woman alone sat impassive, pervaded by the
comfortable sense of her repletion.

At this moment there were sounds of some one entering the house,
and presently a young man came into the room. He was a slender
youth of twenty-four, pale-faced and with a regrettable tendency
towards acne, his look slightly hangdog and indirect, his dress as
foppish as his purse and his fear of his father would allow, his hands,
particularly noticeable, being large, soft, dead white in colour, with
the nails cut short to the quick, leaving smooth round pads of flesh
at the finger ends. He sidled into a chair without appearing to regard
any one in the room, accepted silently a cup of tea which Mamma
handed him and began to eat. This, the last member of the household,
was Matthew, sole son and, therefore, heir to James Brodie. He was
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permissibly late for this meal because, being employed as a clerk in
the ship stores department in Latta’s Shipyard, his hours of work did
not cease until six o’clock.

“Is your tea right, Matt?” asked his mother solicitously, in a low
voice.

Matthew permitted himself to nod silently.

“Have some of that apple jelly, dear. It’s real nice,” begged Mamma
in an undertone. “You're lookin’ a bit tired the night. Have ye had
a lot to do in the office to-day?”

He jerked his head noncommittally whilst his pale, bloodless hands
moved continuously, cutting his bread into small accurate squares,
stirring the tea, drumming upon the tablecloth; he never allowed
them to be still, moving them amongst the equipage of the table
like an acolyte performing some hasty sacramental rite upon an altar.
The downcast look, the bolted mouthfuls, this uneasy inquietude of
his hands were the reactions upon his unstable nerves of that morose
paternal eye brooding behind his back.

“More tea, son?” whispered his mother, stretching out her hand
for his cup. “Try these water biscuits too, they’re new in to-day;”
then adding, as a sudden thought struck her, “Has your indigestion
bothered you to-day?”

“Not too bad,” at last he murmured in reply, without looking up.

“Eat your tea slowly then, Matt,” cautioned Mamma confidently.
“I sometimes think ye don’t chew your food enough. Don’t hurry!”

“Got to see Agnes to-night, though, Mamma,” he whispered re-
provingly, as though justifying his haste.

She moved her head in a slow, acquiescent comprehension.

Presently the old grandmother arose, sucking her teeth and brush-
ing the crumbs from her lap, wondering, as she took her chair, if her
son would talk to her to-night. When in the humour he would regale
her with the choicer gossip of the town, shouting to her of how he had
got the better of Waddel and taken him down a peg, how Provost
Gordon had slapped him heartily upon the back at the Cross, how
Paxton’s business was going down the hill. No one was ever praised
in these conversations, but they were delicious to her in their disparag-
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ing piquancy, toothsome in their sarcastic aspersion, and she enjoyed
them immensely, fastening upon each morsel of personal information
and devouring it greedily, savouring always the superiority of her
son over the victim of the discussion.

But to-night Brodie kept silent, occupied by his reflections which,
mellowed by the solace of his pipe, flowed into a less rancorous chan-
nel than that which they had followed at table. He would, he con-
sidered, have to tame Mary, who, somehow, did not seem like his
child; who had never bowed down to him as lowly as he desired,
from whom he had never received the full homage accorded him by
the others. She was getting a handsome lassie though, despite her
unsubdued nature — took the looks from him — but he felt he must,
tor his own satisfaction and her good, subdue that independent spirit.
As for her acquaintance with that Denis Foyle, he was glad that the
noise of it had reached his ears, that he had crushed the affair at
the outset.

He had been astounded at her temerity in answering him as she
had done to-night and could find no reason for it, but now that he
had marked that tendency towards insubordination, he would watch
her more carefully in the future and eradicate it utterly should it
again occur.

His gaze then rested upon his wife, but only for an instant; con-
sidering it her only worth that she saved him the expense of a servant
in the house, he quickly looked away from her with an involuntary,
distasteful curl of his lips, and turned his mind to pleasanter things.

Yes, there was Matthew, his son! Not a bad lad; a bit sly and soft and
sleek perhaps; wanted watching; and spoiled utterly by his mother.
But going to India would, he hoped, make a man of him. It was
getting near the time now and in only two or three weeks he would
be off to that fine job Sir John Latta had got for him. Ah! Folks would
talk about that! His features relaxed, as he considered how every one
would recognise in this appointment a special mark of Sir John’s
favour to him, and a further tribute to his prominence in the town,
how, through it, his son’s character would benefit and his own im-
portance increase.
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His eye then fell upon his mother, less harshly, and with a more
indulgent regard than that he had directed towards her at table. She
was fond of her food, and even as she sat nodding over the fire he read
her mind shrewdly, knew that she was already anticipating, thinking
of her next meal, her supper of pease brose and buttermilk. She loved
it, repeated like a wise saw, “There’s naethin’ like brose to sleep on!
It’s like a poultice to the stomach.” Ay! Her god was her belly, but
losh! she was a tough old witch. The older she got, the tougher she
grew; she must have good stuff in her to make her last like that,
and even now she looked, to his mind, good for another ten years.
If he wore as well as that, and he might wear better, he would be
satisfied.

Finally he looked at Nessie and immediately his bearing became
tinged, almost imperceptibly, with a faint indication of feeling, not
manifest by any marked change of feature, but by his eye, which
became flecked with a softer and more considerate light. Yes! Let
Mamma keep her Matt, ay, and Mary too — Nessie was his. He would
make something of her, his ewe lamb. Although she was so young
she had the look of a real smart wee thing about her and the Rector
had said to him only the other night that she had the makings of a
scholar if she stuck in hard to her work. That was the way to do it.
Pick them out young and keep them at it. He was looking ahead
too, with something up his sleeve for the future. The Latta Bursary!
The crowning success of a brilliant scholastic career. She had it in
her to take it, if she was nursed the right way. Gad! What a triumph!
A girl to win the Latta — the first girl to win it, ay, and a Brodie at
that! He would see that she did it. Mamma had better keep her soft
spoiling hands off his daughter. He would see to that.

He did not quite know what he would make of her, but education
was education; there were degrees that could be taken later on at
college, and triumphs to be won. They all knew in the Borough that
he was a man of progress, of broad and liberal ideas, and he would
bring this more emphatically before them, yes, ram it into their silly
mouths. “Did ye hear the latest!” he could hear them chatter. “That
clever lass '@’ Brodie’s is awa’ up to the College — ay, she’s taken the
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Latta—fair scooped the pool at the Academy,and he’s lettin’ her travel
up and down to the University. He’s a liberal-minded man for sure,
It’s a feather in Ais bonnet right enough.”

Yes! He would show them in the town. His chest expanded, his
nostrils quivered, his eye became fixed and distant, as he gave rein
to his fancy, while his unnoticed pipe went out and grew cold. He
would make them recognise him, make them look up to him, would
force them somehow, some day, to sce him as he really was.

The thought of Nessie faded gradually from his mind and he
ceased to contemplate her future but, making himself the central
figure of all his mental pictures, steeped himself delightfully in the
glory she would bring to his name.

At length he bestirred himself. He knocked out the ashes of his
pipe, replaced it in the rack and, with a last silent survey of his
family, as though to say, “I am going, but remember what I've said;
I'll still have my eye on ye!” he went into the hall, put on his square
felt hat with the smooth well-brushed nap, took up his heavy ash stick
and was out of the house without a word. This was his usual method
of departure. He never said good-bye. Let them guess where he was
going in his spare time,— to a meeting, to the council or to the club;
let them remain uncertain as to his return, as to its time and the nature
of his mood; he liked to make them jump at his sudden step in the
hall. That was the way to keep them in order and it would do them
a deal of good to wonder where he went, he thought, as the front door
closed behind him with a slam.

Nevertheless, the removal of his actual presence seemed to bring
some measure of relief to his family, and with his departure a cloud
of constraint lifted from the room. Mrs. Brodie relaxed the muscles
which for the last hour had been unconsciously rigid and, while her
shoulders sagged more limply, the tension of her mind was released
and her spirit revived feebly.

“You'll clear up, won’t you, Mary?” she said mildly. “I feel kind
of tired and far through to-night. It’ll do me no harm to have a look
at my book.”

“Vas Mamma,” replied Mary, adding dutifully as was expected
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of her every evening, “You've earned a rest. I'll wash up the dishes
myself.”

Mrs. Brodie nodded her inclined head deprecatingly, but none the
less in agreement, as she arose and, going to her own drawer in the
dresser, took from its place of concealment a book, “Devenham’s
Vow,” by one Amelia B. Edwards, which, like every book she read,
was on loan from the Levenford Borough Library. Holding the
volume tenderly against her heart she sat down, and soon Margaret
Brodie had sunk her own tragic, broken individuality in that of the
heroine, comforting herself with one of the few solaces which life
now held for her.

Mary quickly cleared the dishes from the table and spread upon
it a drugget cover, then, retiring to the scullery, she rolled up her
sleeves from her thin arms and began her task of washing up.

Nessie, confronted by the unencumbered table, which mutely re-
minded her of her father’s incitement to work, glanced first at the
engrossed figure of her mother, at her grandmother’s unheeding
back, at Matt now tilted back in his chair and picking his teeth
with an air, then with a sigh began wearily to withdraw her books
from her school satchel, laying them reluctantly one by one in front
of her.

“Come and play draughts first, Mary,” she called out.

“No, dear, Father said home work. Perhaps we'll have a game
after,” came the reply from without.

“Will I not dry the dishes for you to-night?” she suggested, insidi-
ously trying to procrastinate the commencement of her toil.

“T'll manage all right, dear,” replied Mary.

Nessie sighed again and remarked to herself sympathetically, in a
voice like her mother’s,

“Oh! dear me!”

She thought of the other children she knew who would be fraternis-
ing to play skipping ropes, rounders, cat and bat, and other magical
frolics of the evening, and her small spirit was heavy within her as
she began to work.

Matthew, disturbed in his transitory reverie, by the reiterated mur-



HATTER’S CASTLE 23

murs close to his ear of: je suis, tu es, il est, now restored his quill to
his vest pocket and got up from his chair. Since his father had gone his
manner had changed, and he now adopted the air of being slightly
superior to his surroundings, as he shot his cuffs, looked at the clock
significantly and went out of the room, with a slight but pronounced
swagger.

The room was now silent but for the rustle of a turning page, the
slight clink of china invading it from without and the harrowing
murmur: nous sommes, vous étes, ils sont; but in a few moments the
audible evidence of activity in the scullery ceased and shortly after-
wards Mary slipped quietly through the room into the hall, mounted
the stairs and tapped at her brother’s room. This was a nightly pil-
grimage, but had she now been suddenly bereft of every sense but
that of smell, she could still have found this room by the rich, unc-
tuous odour of cigar smoke which emanated from it.

“Can I come in, Matt?” she murmured.

“Enter,” came a studied voice from within.

She entered. As she came in he who had spoken so dispassionately
did not look up, but seated in his shirt sleeves upon the bed in the
exact position where, with the looking-glass upon his chest of drawers
tilted to the correct angle, he could best see himself, continued
placidly to admire himself and to puff great clouds of smoke appre-
ciatively towards his image.

“What a lovely smell your cigar has, Matt,” she remarked, with
ingenuous approval.

Matthew removed the weed from his lips in a dashing manner,
still regarding himself approvingly.

“Yes,” he agreed, “and it should have at the money. This is a
Supremo, meaning the best. Five for sixpence, but this single one
cost me three halfpence. It was a sample and if I like it I'll go in for
a few. The smell is good, Mary, but the bouquet is what we smokers
appreciate. No cigar is really first class unless it has bouquet. This
has what is called a nutty bouquet.” He removed his eyes unwillingly
from the mirror and contemplating his cigar more closely added,
“Now I'll stop; I think I've smoked enough.”
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“Oh! Go on,” she encouraged. “It’s lovely! Far nicer than a pipe!”

“No! I must keep the other half for this evening,” he replied
firmly, carefully extinguishing the glowing end against the cold china
of his wash basin and preserving the stubb in his waistcoat pocket.

“Does Aggie Moir like you to smoke?” she murmured, drawing
her conclusions from his actions.

“Agnes, if you please — not Aggie,” he replied in a pained voice.
“How often have I told you not to be familiar like that. It’s vulgar.
It’s—it’s a liberty on your part.”

She lowered her eyes. “I'm sorry, Matt.”

“I should hope so! Remember, Mary, that Miss Moir is a young
lady, a very worthy young lady, and my intended as well. Yes,
if you must know, she does like me to smoke. She was against it
at first but now she thinks it manly and romantic. But she objects
to the odour of the breath afterwards and therefore gives me
cachous. She prefers the variety called ‘Sweet Lips. They're very
agreeable.”

“Do you love Agnes very much, Matt?” she demanded earnestly.

“Yes, and she loves me a great deal,” he asserted. “You shouldn’t
talk about things you know nothing about, but you've surely the
sense to know that when people are walking out they must be fond
of one another. Agnes worships me. You should see the things she
gives me. It’s a great thing for a young man to have an afhinity like
that. She’s a most estimable girl.”

Mary was silent for a moment, her eyes fixed upon him intently,
then suddenly pressing her hand to her side, she asked involuntarily,
wistfully:

“Does it hurt you when you think of Agnes— when you're away
from her?”

“Certainly not,” replied Matthew primly. “That’s not a nice thing to
ask. If I had that pain I should think I had indigestion. What a girl
you are for asking questions and what questions you do ask! We'll
have no more of it, if you please. I'm going to practise now, so
don’t interrupt.”

He rose up and stooping carefully to avoid creasing his best
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trousers, took a mandolin case from under the bed and extracted
a mandolin decorated with a large bow of pink satin ribbon. Next
he unrolled a thin yellow-covered music book entitled in large
letters: “First Steps in the Mandolin”, and in smaller print below:
“Aunt Nellie’s Guide for Young Mandolin Players, after the method
of the famous Sefior Rosas”, opened it at page two, laid it flat upon the
bed before him, and sitting down beside it, in an attitude of pictur-
esque ease, drew the romantic instrument to him and began to
play. He did not, alas, fulfil the expectation which his experienced
posture aroused, or dash ravishingly into an enchanting serenade,
but with a slow and laborious touch picked out two or three bars of
“Nelly Bly”, until his execution grew more and more halting and
he finally broke down.

“Begin again,” remarked Mary helpfully.

He rewarded her with an aggrieved look.

“I think I asked you to remain silent, Miss Chatterbox. Remember
this is a most difficult and complicated instrument. I must perfect
myself in it before I leave for India. Then I can play to the ladies on
board during the tropical evenings. A man must practise! You know,
I'm getting on splendidly, but perhaps you would like to try as you're
so clever.”

He did, however, begin again and eventually tweaked his way
through the piece. The succession of tuneless discords was excruciating
to the ear, and, in common with the art of smoking, could only be
indulged in during the absence of his father; but Mary, nevertheless,
with her chin cupped in her hands, watched, rather than listened,
admiringly.

At the conclusion Matthew ran his fingers through his hair with
a careless, yet romantic gesture.

“I am perhaps not in my best form to-night; I think I am a little
‘triste’, pensive, Mary, you know. Perhaps a little upset at the office
to-day — these confounded figures — it disturbs an artistic tempera-
ment like mine. I'm not really understood down at the Yard.” He
sighed with a dreamy sadness befitting his unappreciated art, but
soon looked up, anxious for encouragement, asking:
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“Bat how did it really go? How did it seem?”

“Very like it,” replied Mary reassuringly.

“Like what?” he demanded doubtfully.

“The Saucy Kate Galop, of course!”

“You little ninny,” shouted Matthew. “It was ‘Nelly Bly’.” He was
completely upset, looked at her crushingly, then jumped off the bed
and put the mandolin away in a huff, remarking, as he bent down,
“I believe you only said it to spite me,” and asserting disdainfully as
he got up, “You’ve no ear for music, anyway.” He did not seem to hear
her profuse apologies, but turning his back took a very stiff high
collar and a bright blue spotted tie from the drawer, and still occupied
by his pique, continued:

“Miss Moir has! She says I'm very musical, that I've got the best
voice in the choir. She sings delightfully herself. I wish you were
more worthy to be her sister-in-law.”

She was quite upset at her clumsy tongue and well aware of her
unworthiness, but she pleaded:

“Let me tie your necktie anyway, Matt.”

He turned sulkily and condescendingly permitted Mary to knot the
cravat, a task she always undertook for him, and which she now
performed neatly and dexterously, so that presenting himself again
before the mirror, he regarded the result with satisfaction.

“Brilliantine,” he demanded next, forgiving her by his command.
She handed him the bottle from which he sprinkled copious libations
of mellifluous liquid upon his hair and with a concentrated mien
he then combed his locks into a picturesque wave.

“My hair is very thick, Mary,” he remarked, as he carefully worked
the comb behind his ears. “I shall never go bald. That ass Couper said
it was getting thin on the top the last time he cut it. The very ideal
['ll stop going to him in future for his impertinence.”

When he had achieved the requisite undulation amongst his curls,
he extended his arms and allowed her to help him to assume his coat,
then took a clean linen handkerchief, scented it freshly with Sweet
Pea Perfume, draped it artistically from his pocket, and surveyed
the finished result in the glass steadily.
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“Smart cut,” he murmured, “neat waist. Miller does wonderfully
for a local tailor, don’t you think ?” he queried. “Of course I keep him
up to it and he’s got a figure to work on! Well, if Agnes is not pleased
with me to-night, she ought to be.” Then, as he moved away, he added
inconsequently, “And don’t forget, Mary, half-past ten to-night, or
perhaps a little shade later.”

“T'll be awake, Matt,” she murmured reassuringly.

“Sure now?”

“Sure!”

This last remark exposed the heel of Achilles, for this admirable,
elegant young man, smoker, mandolinist, lover, the future intrepid
voyager to India had one amazing weakness — he was afraid of the
dark. He admitted Mary to his confidence and companionship incon-
testably for the reason that she would meet him by arrangement on
these nights when he was late and escort him up the obscure and
gloomy stairs to his bedroom, without fail and with a loyalty which
never betrayed him. She never considered the manner of her service to
him, but accepted his patronizing favour gratefully, with humility,
and now as he went out, leaving behind him a mingled perfume of
cigars, brilliantine and sweet pea blossom and the memory of his
bold and dashing presence, she followed his figure with fond and
admiring eyes.

Presently, bereft of the tinsel of his personality, Mary’s spirits
drooped, and unoccupied, with time to think of herself, she became
disturbed, restless, excited. Every one in the house was busy: Nessie
frowning over her lessons, Mamma deeply engaged in her novel,
Grandma sunk in the torpor of digestion. She wandered about the
kitchen, thinking of her father’s command, uneasy, agitated, until
Mamma looked up in annoyance.

“What’s wrong with you — wanderin’ about like a knotless thread!
Take up your sewing, or if you’ve nothing to do, away to your bed
and leave folks to read in peace!”

Should she go to bed? she considered perplexedly. No! It was too
ridiculously early. She had been confined in the house all day and
ought perhaps to get into the open for a little, where the freshness of
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air would restore her, ease her mind after the closeness of the warm
day. Every one would think she had gone to her room; she would
never be missed. Somehow, without being aware of her movements,
she was in the hall, had put on her old coarse straw bonnet with the
weather-beaten little bunch of cherries and the faded pink ribbon, had
slipped on her worn cashmere coat, quietly opened the front door
and moved down the steps.

She was startled, almost, to find herself outside, but thought reas-
suringly that with such clothes it was impossible for her to go
anywhere, and as she reflected that she had no really nice things to
wear, she shook her head sadly so that the woebegone cherries, which
had hung from her hat through two long seasons, rattled in faint
protest and almost dropped to the ground. Now that she was in the
open her mind moved more freely and she wondered what Denis
was doing. Getting ready to go to the fair, of course. Why was every
one else allowed to go and not she? It was unjust, for there was no
fharm in it. It was an institution recognised, and patronised tolerantly,
by even the very best of the townspeople. She lcant over the front
gate, swinging to and fro gently, drinking in the cool beauty of the
dusk, fascinated by the seductive evening, so full of dew-drenched
odours, so animate with the awakening life that had been still during
the day. Swallows darted and circled around the three straight silver
birches in the field opposite, whilst a little further off a yellow-ham-
mer called to her, entreatingly, “Come out! Come out! Jingle, jingle,
jingle the keys, jingle, jingle, jingle the keys!” It was a shame to be
indoors on a night like this! She stepped into the roadway, telling
herself that she would take a little walk, just to the end of the road
before coming back for that game of draughts with Nessie. She
sauntered on unobserved, noting unconsciously that in the whole
extent of the quiet road no person was in sight. Denis was expecting
her to-night at the fair. He had asked her to meet him, and she, like
a mad woman, had promised to be there. The pity of it that she could
not go! She was terrified of her father and he had absolutely forbid-
den it.
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How quickly she reached the end of the road, and although she
seemed to have been out only for a moment she knew that she had
come far enough, that it was now time for her to go back; but as her
will commanded her to turn, some stronger force forbade it, and she
kept on, her heart thumping furiously, her steps quickening in pace
with her heartbeats. Then, through the magic of the night, the
sound of music met her ears, faint, enticing, compelling. She hastened
her gait almost to a run, thought, “I must, oh! I must see him,” and
rushed onwards. Trembling, she entered the fair ground.

I

Levenrorp Fair was an annual festival, the nucleus of which was the
congregation of a number of travelling troupes and side shows, a
small menagerie, which featured actually an elephant and a cage of
two lions, an authentic shooting gallery where real bullets were used,
and two fortune tellers with unimpeachable and freely displayed
credentials, which, together with a variety of other minor attractions,
assembled at an agreed date upon that piece of public land known
locally as the Common.

The ground was triangular in shape. On one side, at the town end,
stood the solidly important components of the fair, the larger tents
and marquees, on another the moving vehicles of pleasure, swings,
roundabouts and merry-go-rounds, and on the third, bordering the
meadows of the river Leven, were the galleries, coconut shies, lab-in-
the-tub and molly-dolly stalls, the fruit, lemonade, hokey-pokey and
nougat vendors, and a multitude of small booths which engaged and
fascinated the eye. The gathering was by far the largest of its kind
in the district and, its popularity set by precedent and appreciation, it
drew like a magnet upon the town and countryside during the
evenings for the period of one scintillating week, embracing within
its confines a jovial mass of humanity, which even now slowly surged
around the triangle on a perpetually advancing wave of pleasure.
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Mary plunged into the tide and was immediately engulfed. She
ceased to become an entity and was absorbed by the sweep of pushing,
laughing, shouting, gesticulating beings, which bore her forward in-
dependent of her own volition, and as she was pushed this way and
that, yet always borne onwards by this encompassing force, she be-
came at once amazed at her own temerity. The press of the rough
crowd was not what her idyllic fancy had pictured, the blatant shouts
and flaring lights not the impressions of her imagination, and she
had not been five minutes on the ground before she began to wish she
had not come and to perceive that, after all, her father might be right
in his assertion, wise to have forbidden her to come. Now she felt
that, though the sole purpose of her coming was to see Denis, it would
be impossible for him to discover her in such a throng, and as a
sharp, jostling elbow knocked against her ribs and a fat ploughboy
trod upon her foot and grinned uncouthly in apology, she grew
wretched and frightened. What manner of feeling had drawn her
amongst these vulgar clowns! Why had she so imprudently, rashly,
dangerously disobeyed her father and come with such light and ardent
unrestraint at the beck of a youth whom she had known for only one
month?

As she swayed around she viewed that month in retrospect, recol-
lecting with a melancholy simplicity that the swing doors of the
Borough Public Library had been, in part, responsible. These doors
bore on the inside the authoritative word “Pull”, and, in obedience to
that terse mandate, when coming out of the Library, one was sup-
posed to pull strenuously upon them; but they were so stiff and
heavy that, when one was cumbered with a book and unobserved by
the compelling eye of the janitor of the Borough Buildings, it was
much easier to disregard the law and push. Upon one memorable oc-
casion she had, undoubtedly, pushed, and thrusting forward with
no uncertain hand, had launched herself straight into the waistcoat
of a young man in brown. The impetus of her exit allowed her to
observe fully the colour of his neat suit. His hair, too, was brown,
and his eyes, and his face which had tiny freckles of a deeper brown
dusted upon it; and as she raised her startled eyes she had noticed
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immediately, despite her discomposure, that his teeth, when he
smiled, as he did instantly, were white and perfect. Whilst she
stared at him with wide eyes and parted lips, he had composed his
features, had politely collected her fallen book, calmly opened it,
and looked at her name on the borrower’s ticket.

“I am sorry to have upset you, Miss Mary Brodie,” he had said
gravely, but smiling at her the while out of his hazel eyes. “These
doors are exceedingly treacherous. They ought, of course, to have
glass windows to them. It is entirely my fault, for not having brought
the matter before the Borough Council.”

She had giggled insanely, immodestly, but alas, irrepressibly at
his delicious raillery and had only ceased when he added, tentatively,
as though it were of no importance: “My name is Foyle—1 live in
Darroch.” They looked at each other for a long moment, while she,
of course, had flushed like a fool (since then he had told her that it
was an adorable blush) and had said timidly, “I'm afraid I must be
going.” What a weak remark, she now reflected! He had not at-
tempted to detain her, and with perfect courtesy had stepped aside,
lifted his hat and bowed; but all the way down the street she had felt
those lively brown eyes upon her, respectful, attentive, admiring. That
had been the beginning!

Presently she, who had never before seen him in Levenford, for
the good reason that he had seldom come there, began to see him
frequently in the streets. They were, in fact, always encountering each
other, and although he had never had the opportunity to speak, he
always smiled and saluted her, cheerfully yet deferentially. She began
to love that gay spontaneous smile, to look for the jaunty set of his
shoulders, to desire the eager radiance of his glance. Sometimes she
discerned him with a group of the hardier and more intrepid spirits
of Levenford standing at the newly opened ice-cream saloon of
Bertorelli’s, and perceived with awe that these bold striplings ac-
cepted him as an equal, even as a superior, and this, together with
the knowledge that he should frequent a place so wild and reckless as
an Italian ice-cream shop, made her tremble. His slight acquaintance
with her had, too, given her distinction, and even in his absence,
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when she passed this group of the youthful elect, a polite silence im-
mediately ensued, and as one man the members of the band swept oft
their hats to honour her — thrilling, but disconcerting her.

A week later she had again visited the Library, and despite the
fact that this time she carefully pulled the doors as a public gesture of
self-reproach and censure, openly avowing her penitence, she again
found Denis Foyle outside.

“What a coincidence, Miss Brodie!” he had said. “Imagine us
meeting here again. Strange that I should be passing just at this
moment.” How could she know, poor thing, that he had been waiting
for two hours on the opposite side of the street.

“May I see what book you are reading this week ?”

“‘Pomeroy Abbey’, by Mrs. Henry Wood,” she had stammered.

“Ah, yes; volume two. I saw you had volume one last time you
were here.”

He had, she mused, given himself away there, and as she observed
a slight, shy eagerness in his glance, realised that he was altogether
less composed, less assured than upon their previous encounter, and
a melting tenderness filled her as she heard him say fervidly:

“Will you permit me to carry your book for you, please, Miss
Brodie?” She blushed darkly now at her unladylike and unpardon-
able conduct, but the unalterable fact remained that she had given
him the book, had surrendered the volume without a word, as though
in effect she had meekly proffered him the modest volume in return
for the sweet acceptance of his attentions. She sighed as she thought
of that small and apparently trivial beginning, for since that occur-
rence they had met on several, no, on many occasions, and she
had become so enwrapped by a strange and incomprehensible
regard for him that it left her really hurt and lonely to be away from
him.

With a start she came out of the past. By this time she had been once
around the fair without seeing anything but a blur of gaudy colours,
she became once more aware of her unpleasant predicament, of the
hopelessness of ever distinguishing amongst this nightmare sea of
faces that seethed around her the one she sought, and as she was now
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opposite an opening in the crowd which permitted access to the
street, she began with difficulty to squeeze her way out.

Suddenly a warm hand clasped her small, cold fingers. Hurriedly
she looked up and saw that it was Denis. A wave of security en-
veloped her and invaded her veins in a delicious sense of comfort,
filling her with such relief that she pressed his hand in hers and in
the open simplicity of her nature said hurriedly, ardently, before
he could speak:

“Oh! Denis, I've been so miserable here without you! I felt as if
I had lost you for ever.”

He looked at her tenderly, as he replied:

“I was a fool to ask you to meet me here in all this crowd, Mary.
I knew I would find you, but I quite forgot that you might get into
the crush before then. My train was late too. Have you been here
long?”

“I don’t know how long,” she murmured. “It seemed like years,
but I don’t care now that you'’re here.”

“I hope you didn’t get pushed about in the crowd,” he protested.
“I blame myself for letting you come on by yourself. Indeed I do!
I should have met you outside, but I hadn’t an idea there would be
so many here to-night. You're not annoyed?”

She shook her head negatively; and without concealing her delight
in him, without upbraiding him for his tardiness or permitting him to
see the risk she had taken in coming to meet him here, replied guile-
lessly, happily:

“It’s all right, Denis. I don’t mind the crowd — nothing matters
now that you've found me.”

“What a girl you are, Mary,” he cried. “It’s an angel you are to
forgive nie. But I'll not rest till I've made it up to you. Let’s make
up for lost time. I'll not be happy till I've given you the time of your
life. What shall we do first? Say the word and it’s as good as done.”

Mary looked around. How changed everything was! How glad
she was to have come! She saw that the people around were not
rough but merely boisterous and happy, and had she now been con-
fronted with the heavy-footed ploughboy she would have returned
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his rustic grin with an understanding smile. She saw everywhere
colour, excitement and movement; the shouts of the showmen
animated her, the cracking of shots in the shooting gallery thrilled
without daunting her; the blare of music around intoxicated her, and
as her sparkling eye was drawn by a ring of hobby horses gaily
circling, prancing, gambolling to the tune of the Kandahar Waltz,
she laughed excitedly and pointed to them.

“These,” she gasped.

“Sure!” cried Denis. “Your word is law, Mary! We'll kick off on
the leppers. All aboard for the Donegal Hunt.” He grasped her arm,
leading her forward, while magically the crowd, which had so op-
pressed her, seemed to melt before them.

“Here we are,” he exclaimed gaily. “Two together, with tails like
lions and teeth like dromedaries. Up you go, Mary! Yours will
jump the side of a house by the wicked look in his eye.”

They were seated on the horses, grasping the reins, waiting, circling
at first slowly, then quickly, then whirling to the mad music, thrilled
with the joy of movement, tearing around above the gaping, un-
mounted commoners who seemed far below the flying hoofs of their
prancing chargers, chasing together through wide celestial spaces,
soaring upwards in a spirited nobility of movement. When at last they
slowly came to rest, he refused to allow her to dismount, but compelled
her willing presence beside him for another, and another and still an-
other turn, until, as her experience grew, and her confidence in the sad-
dle increased, she relaxed the tenseness of her grip upon the reins and
directing her mount by the light touch of one hand, relaxed her body
to its curvetting movement and exhibited proudly to him the address
and dexterity of her horsemanship. He praised her, encouraged her,
revelling in her enjoyment, until at length Mary’s conscience pricked
her and, feeling that he would be ruined through her prodigal rash-
ness, she implored him to come off. He laughed till his sides shook.

“We could stay on all night if you wanted to! It’s nothing at all
if you're happy.”

“Oh, yes, it is, Denis! It’s an awful expense. Do let us get down,”
she begged. “I'm just as happy watching!”
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“All right, then! We'll get off to please you, Mary; but we're only
beginning. To-night it’s a millionaire youre with. We're goin’
through the whole bag of tricks.”

“If you're sure you can afford it, Denis,” replied Mary doubtfully.
“It’s simply wonderful here! But I don’t want you to spend too much
on me.”

“Sure I couldn’t spend enough on you, Mary,” he replied warmly,
“if I spent every farthing I've got!”

That was the raising of the curtain; and now they plunged into
the throng, feasting their eyes upon the panorama of gaiety and ab-
sorbing the merriment around them eagerly, joyously, and together.

An hour later, having experienced every variety of movement
offered for their delectation, thrown balls at all conceivable objects
from coconuts to Sallies, seen the flea-bitten lions and the apathetic
elephant, prodded the fat boy at the earnest request of the showman
to ensure there being no deception, admired the smallest woman
in the world, shuddered appreciatively at the living skeleton, and
purchased every edible commodity from honey pears to cough
candy, they stood, the most joyously animated couple in the whole
show ground, before the biggest tent in the fair. It was the famous
Mclnally’s, which provided, as its posters indicated, a feast of refined
and elegant entertainment. In front of the tent was a wooden plat-
form now illuminated by four naphtha flares, and upon the centre of
this stage stood the famous McInally himself, easily distinguishable by
his glossy top hat and flowing frock coat, by his largely checked
trousers and the enormous brass Albert that stretched, yellow as
gold and thick as a mayoral chain, across his whitish velvet waist-
coat. On either side of him stood, to quote again from the red and
blue lettered advance notices that plastered the walls and gateposts of
the countryside, a coruscating galaxy of talent. On his right a tall,
soulful gentleman in full but musty evening dress leant with a mel-
ancholy grace against a pole of the marquee, directing his romantic
gaze upwards from the mob as though he sought upon an ethereal
balcony some Juliet who might be worthy of him, and concealing
as best he might the soiled condition of his linen by elongating his
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coat sleeves and folding his arms manfully across his shirt front. But
this sombre Romeo did not constitute the sole attraction of the show,
for at the other end of the stage on MclInally’s left, was poised a
bewitching creature clad in pink tights and white ballet skirt, with
a peaked yachting cap set at a rakish angle upon her head, executing
from time to time a few mincing steps hinting at the promise of
more ravishing movements to come, and throwing kisses to the
multitude below with an airy, graceful action of her arms that sug-
gested she was drawing yards of streamers from her lips.

“Isn’t she lovely?” whispered Mary, who by this time had drawn
so close to her companion that she had taken his arm.

“If you saw her in daylight you would be surprised,” replied
the more sophisticated Denis. “I've been told something about her.
As a matter of report,” he continued slowly, as though liberating
a baleful secret, “they say she squints.”

“Oh! Denis! How can you say such a thing!” cried Mary indig-
nantly. But she gazed doubtfully at the suggestive angle of the
yachting cap. Was it merely saucy or was its purpose more profoundly
significant?

“Walk up, ladies and gentlemen, walk up!” shouted Mclnally,
removing his hat with a flourish and holding it extended in a courtly
gesture of invitation. “The Performance is going to begin. We are
just about to commence. Positively the last Performance of the
evening. An entertainment of the highest class, admission twopence
and twopence only. Artistic, refined and elegant — Gentlemen, you
may bring your wives and sweethearts, an entertainment without
a blush. The one and only Mclnally, positively of the highest class
and one class only. Just about to begin! Gentlemen! On my left
Madame Bolita in the most wonderful and artistic Terpsichorean ex-
hibition of the century.” At the mention of her name Madame
pirouetted lightly, smiled coyly, extended her wrists coquettishly and
drew out fresh streamers, which were, if anything, more tenacious
than before.

“Ladies! On my right, Signor Magini, the most renowned, ac-
complished vocalist, direct from the Opera Houses of Paris and
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Milan, in the illuminated song scena of the age.” Signor Magini,
whose real name was Maginty, looked more romantically melancholy
than ever and bowed dreamily as though ladies had mobbed him
with bouquets in Paris and fought for his favour in Milan. “We
are about to commence to begin. We are about to begin to commence!
Walk up! Walk up! The last show to-night. We are closing down
for the evening. Thanking you one and all for your kind attention.
Walk up, walk up.”

“It must be going to begin,” said Denis. “He’s told us so often.
Shall we chance it?”

“Yes,” thrilled Mary.

They went inside.

In the tent it smelt of paraffin, hot sawdust and orange peel and,
feeling their way through the dim, redolent interior, they found a
vacant place, seated themselves, and after a moment of expectant
waiting, were rewarded by the opening of the programme. This was
divided into two parts, the first given over to Madame Bolita, the
second to the Signor from Paris and Milan; but whether the great
Mclnally was drawn by the compelling odour of his supper of steak
and onions issuing from his caravan at the rear, or whether he felt
that there was time for yet another performance which should be
positively the last, is impossible to say; certainly the entertainment
was the essence of brevity.

Madame pirouetted, postured and leaped heavily, accentuating the
thuds of her descent upon the thin sounding board of the stage by
short involuntary expirations which might in a less accomplished
artiste have been mistaken for grunts, and accompanying her lighter
movements by much snapping of her fingers and shrill cries of : “Lal
la! oh! Ia, la!” She would pirouette tremulously at the back of the
platform, trip forward skittishly to the row of footlights, thrust back
one substantial leg into the air with a disdainful kick, advance her
chin languishingly upon one extended forefinger, and, swaying
slightly upon her remaining support, survey the audience with an
air of profound achievement. Then, mingling the faint, intermediate
rattle of applause with a self-congratalatory, “oh! la, la!”, she would
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toss her head enticingly and bound off into a circular garabel which
took her conveniently back to her original position. The climax of
the first part of her act came with a noble effort when, her arms out-
stretched, her face contorted by endeavour, she subsided slowly and
painfully into the split, a position from which, however, she did not
attempt to arise, but was rescued by the timely fall of the curtain.

“Not bad, considering her age,” remarked Denis confidentially,
“but she’ll go right through that stage one day, and never be heard of
again.”

“Oh! Denis,” whispered Mary reproachfully. “You don't really
mean that. Surely you liked her?”

“If you liked her, I liked her! But don’t ask me to fall in love with
her,” he replied teasingly. “We’ll see what she does next,” he added,
as, after an adequate pause, the curtain again rose to reveal a darker
stage into which the adipose figure of the incomparable Bolita swung
slowly. Shrouded in a long white gown, bereft of the yachting cap,
but still discreetly veiled by long yellow tresses which hung luxuri-
antly about her, and wearing a large and incontestably angelic pair
of wings, she floated through the obscure air and remained poised
seraphically before their astonished gaze. Gone now were the frip-
peries of the dance, the tinsel of the ballet, as though, reformed and
purged, she now disdained the creature who had cried, “Oh! la, la!”
and performed the atrocity of the split; thus she swam piously about
the stage to the accompaniment of an audible creaking of the wire and
pulley which supported her and the tinkling out of “The Rock of
Ages” upon the piano in the wings. There was much applause, chiefly
in the shape of shrill whistles from the back benches and loud cries
of “’core, ’core”; but encores were unheard of in the McInally régime
and Madame, having taken her bow with fluttering wings, retired
gracefully and turned into her caravan to see if little Katie Maginty,
her grandchild, had gone to sleep.

Mary clapped her hands enthusiastically and turned to Denis.

“What’s your opinion now?” she enquired earnestly, as though
daring him to belittle such a heavenly creature. They sat very
close together on the thin wooden form, their hands clasped, their
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fingers interlocked, and Denis, looking at her entranced upturned
face, pressed her fingers as he replied, meaningly:

“I think you’re wonderful!” It was the height of repartee! Mary
laughed outright, but at the sound of her own laughter, so unusually
gay and unrestrained, inversely there arose in her mind, as if by
contrast, the picture of her home, and suddenly chilled, as though she
had been plunged into icy water, she shivered and lowered her head.
But with an effort she thrust away her despondency; comforted by
Denis’ nearness she looked up again to see that Magini was holding
the stage. A white screen had been lowered and now the magic
lantern at the back of the tent flashed upon it the title: “Tender and
True” or “The Mariner’s Maid.” The jingling piano struck up the
opening bars of the ballad and Magini began to sing, while as he
sang the honeyed words, richly coloured slides were shown upon
the screen, demonstrating the touching vicissitudes attending the
progress of true love. The meeting of the sailor and the miller’s daugh-
ter by the mill stream, the parting, the lonely mariner in his hammock,
the trials of the noble-hearted seaman on the deep, and the no less
lachrymal tribulations of his beloved at home, the still horrors of the
shipwreck, the stark heroism of the rescue, flashed in turn before
the breathless gaze until the final reunion of the well-deserving lovers,
with clasped hands by that same mill stream —the first slide re-
peated — gave relief and satisfaction to the entire audience.

He next sang, by special request, “Juanita”, dealing with the se-
ductive charms of a lady, darker and more passionate than the sailor’s
dovelike affinity, and holding a wilder and more dangerous appeal.
When he concluded, the cheering from the back benches was
vociferous and prolonged and it was some time before he could be
heard to announce his last number as “The Land of Love”, a fa-
vorite song, he informed his audience, of Ciro Pinsuti’s. In contrast
to the others it was simple, melodious and touching, and although
the vocalist had never been farther south than the limits of McInally’s
circuit at Dumfries, he sang with a pure and natural voice. As the
soft waves of sound floated through the dark tent Mary felt herself
swept towards Denis in a rush of throbbing tenderness and sym-
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pathy. The sublime elevation of her emotion filled her eyes with
tears. No one had ever treated her like Denis. She loved him. Raised
far above the level of her confined and monotonous existence by
the glitter of the evening and the glamour of the music, she would,
if he had demanded it, have died willingly for this young godlike
creature whose side was pressed against her side in a bitter sweet
union: sweet because she adored him, and bitter because she must
leave him.

The song was ended. With a start she realised that the performance
was over, and linked by an understanding silence she passed with
Denis out of the tent into the fresh night air. Now it was dark, the
ground illuminated by flares, the crowd diminished but still gaily
surging, yet for these two, filled by a deeper enchantment, the at-
traction of the fair had waned. They looked around undecidedly.

“Shall we do any more of this?” asked Denis slowly. Mary shook
her head. The evening had been so wonderful she felt it should have
lasted for ever; but it was over, finished, and the hardest task of
all was to say good-bye to him. She would have to walk back, a
weary way out of that land of love, and now, alas! it was time for
the journey to begin.

“Come for a little stroll then,” he urged. “It’s not late yet, Mary.
We'll not go far.”

She could not leave him! With a premonitory sadness rising in her
throat at the very thought of her departure, she felt blindly that she
must be with him a little longer. She wished to delay the sad reaction
from this excitement and enchantment; she wanted his presence
always, to soothe her and comfort her. The poignancy of her present
feeling for him hurt her like a wound in her side and its potency
drove from her mind the thought of her home, her father, every
deterring thought that might have prevented her accompanying him.

“Come, Mary dear,” he pleaded. “It’s still early.”

“For a little way then,” she consented in a whispered tone.

The path they took followed the winding bank of the Leven with
the rippling river on one side and on the other meadows of dewy
pasture land. A full moon, that shone like a burnished plate of
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beaten silver, hung high in the sky, amongst a silver dust of stars,
and was bosomed in the mysterious depths of the dark water beneath.
At times thin pencils of misty cloud streaked this white nimbus
that lay so far above and yet so deeply within the river, like ghostly
fingers shielding from the eyes a luminance too brilliant to endure.
As they walked, silent in the beauty of the silvery radiance, the air,
cool with the dew-drenched freshness of night and sweet with the
scents of lush grass and wild mint, encompassed them softly and
settled upon them like a caress.

Before them two large grey moths pursued each other along the
pathway, fluttering fantastically among the tall sedges and rushes of
the bank, silently circling and crossing, flitting, but always following
each other, always together. Their wings shone in the white light
like large sailing motes within a moonbeam and the whisper of their
flight fell upon the quietude like the downward flutter of a falling
leaf.

The river too, was almost silent, gurgling and sucking softly at
its banks, and the low purling song of the stream became part of
the stillness of the night.

They had walked some distance and now the fair-ground was
marked only by a faint glare in the sky extinguished by the moon,
and the brassy music by a weak whisper on the breeze obliterated by
the stillness; yet Mary and Denis knew nothing of the music or
the moon, and though unconsciously they absorbed the beauty around
them they were aware only of each other. That she should be for the
first time alone with Denis and isolated from the world filled Mary
with a tremulous happiness, set her heart beating in a wild and
joyous sweetness.

Denis, too, the sophisticated young man of the town, was over-
whelmed by an emotion that was strange and new. The easy cur-
rents of conversational small talk which made him always the life and
soul of a party, the blandishments that flowed naturally from his lips,
were dried up at the source. He was silent as a mute at a funeral, and,
he told himself, as dismal. He felt that his reputation was at stake,
that he must make some remark, no matter how trivial. Yet while
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he cursed himself inwardly for a dolt, a blunderer, a simpleton,
imagining that he was estranging Mary by his dumb stupidity, his
tongue still remained dry and his quick brain so flooded by his
emotions that he could not speak.

Outwardly they both walked placidly and sedately, but inwardly
there surged in each a tide of pent-up feelings, and because they did
not speak this feeling grew more intense.

In Mary’s side there came an actual pain. They were so close to-
gether that the sense of intimacy filled her with inexpressible yearn-
ing, an unfathomable longing which found its only ease in the firm
clasp upon her arm that linked her pulsating body to his and
soothed her like a divine balm.

At length they stopped suddenly, involuntarily, turned, and faced
each other. Mary lifted her face to Denis. The small oval of her
features in the pallor of the moonlight showed a spiritual translu-
cency. He bent and kissed her. Her lips were soft and warm and dry
and they offered themselves to his like an oblation. It was the first
time she had kissed any man, and although she was perfectly innocent
and entirely ignorant, yet the instincts of nature throbbed within her
and she pressed her lips close against his.

Denis was overwhelmed. His mild experience as a gallant had
encompassed nothing like this, and, feeling as if he had received a
rare and wonderful gift, without knowing what he did, he dropped
spontaneously upon his knees beside Mary and, clasping his arms
around her, pressed his face in homage against her dress. The smell
of the rough worn serge of her skirt was fragrant to him; he felt her
legs, so pathetically slender and immature, tremble slightly under his
touch. Clasping her hand he drew her down beside him. Now he
could see the little hollow in her neck and from it a tiny blue vein
running down. As he took off her hat a ringlet of hair fell over her
smoothly pale brow, and first he kissed that awkwardly, humbly,
with a clumsiness which did him credit, before he laid his lips upon
her eyes and closed them with his kisses.

Now they were in each other’s arms, sheltered by rushes and bushes
of broom, the soft grass plastic beneath them. The contact of their
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bodies gave them a delicious warmth so that there was no need of
speech, and in silence they left the world, knowing and caring nothing
but for each other. Her head lay back on his arm, and between her
parted lips her teeth shone in the moonlight like small white seeds.
Her breath was like new milk. Again he saw in the arch of her neck
the small vein threaded under the smooth skin, like a tiny rivulet
through virgin snow, and caressingly he stroked it, gently tracing
with his finger tips its lovely downward passage. How firm and
round her breasts were, each like a smooth and perfect unplucked
fruit enclosed within his palm for him to fondle! The pressure of
his hand sent the hot colour into her face, and though her breath
came faster, yet she suffered him. She felt these small virgin breasts,
the consideration of which had never before invaded the realm of
her consciousness, grow turgid, as if an ichor from her blood had
filled them, and all her puny strength surged into them as though
from her nipples drops might well forth to an invisible suckling.
Then her mind was dazzled, and, as she lay with closed eyes in his
embrace, she forgot everything, knew nothing, ceased to be herself,
and was his. Her spirit rushed to meet his swifter than a swallow’s
flight and together uniting, leaving their bodies upon the earth,
they soared into the rarer air. Together they floated upwards as
lightly as the two moths and as soundlessly as the river. No dimension
contained them, no tie of earth restrained the ecstasy of their flight.

The lights in the fair-ground went out one by one; an old frog,
its large, sad eyes jewelled in the moonlight, broke through the
grasses beside them, then noiselessly departed; a dim white mist
sheathed the radiance of the river like breath upon a mirror; then,
as the lace veils of vapour loomed over the land, crepuscular shad-
ows filled the hollows of the meadows and the earth grew faintly
colder as though its heat had been chilled by the rimed air. With
the falling mist all sound was blotted out and the stillness became
absolute until after a long time a trout jumped upstream and
splashed heavily in its pool.

At the sound, Mary stirred slowly, and consciousness of the world
half returning, she whispered softly:
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“Denis, I love you. Dear, dear Denis! But it’s late, very late! We
must go.” :

She lifted her head heavily, moved her drugged limbs slowly, then,
like a flash, the recollection of her father, her home, her position here,
invaded her mind. She started up, terrified, horrified with herself.

“Oh! What have I done? My father! What will become of us?”
she cried. “I'm mad to be here like this.”

Denis stood up.

“No harm will come to you, Mary,” he said, as he essayed to soothe
her. “I' love you! I will take care of you.”

“Let me go then,” she replied, while tears ran down her pale
cheeks. “Oh! I must be back before he gets in or I'll be shut out all
night. I'd have no home!”

“Don’t cry, dear Mary,” he entreated; “it hurts me to see you cry.
It’s not so very late — not eleven o’clock yet! Besides, I am responsible
for everything; all the blame is mine.”

“No! No!” she cried. “It’s all my fault, Denis. I should never have
come. I disobeyed my father. I'll be the one to suffer.”

Denis placed his arm around her trembling form and, looking
again into her eyes, said firmly:

“You will not suffer, Mary! Before we go I want you to understand
one thing. I love you. I love you above everything. I am going to
marry you.”

“Yes, yes,” she sobbed. “Only let me get home. I must. My father
will kill me! If he’s not late to-night something terrible will happen
to me — to us both.” She started off at a run up the path, slipping
and stumbling in her anxiety to make haste, whilst he followed, try-
ing to console and comfort her, uttering words of the most endearing
tenderness. But, although at his words she ceased to weep, she still
ran and did not speak again until they reached the edge of the town.
There she stopped abruptly.

“Don’t come any farther, Denis,” she panted. “This is enough!
We might meet him — my father.”

“But it’s so dark on the road,” he said. “I'm afraid to leave you.”
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“You must go, Denis! He might come on us together.”

“But the darkness?”

“I can’t help that. I'll run all the way.”

“It’ll hurt you if you race home like that, Mary, and it’s so black,
the road seems so lonely now.”

“Leave me! You must!” she cried. “I'll go myself! Good-bye!”

With a Jast touch of his hand she fled from him; her figure dissolved
into the blackness and was gone.

As he gazed into the impenetrable gloom, vainly trying to follow
her rapid flight, wondering if he should call to her or follow her,
he raised his arms in perplexity, as though beseeching her to return
to him, then slowly he lowered them and, after a long passivity,
turned heavily upon his heel and took his dejected way towards his
own home.

Meanwhile, in a panic of urgency, Mary forced her tired body
along the road, the same road that she had so lightly traversed earlier
on this same evening, having lived, it seemed to her, a whole century
in time and experience during the space of these few intervening
hours. It was unthinkable that she, Mary Brodie, should be at this
time of night alone in the open streets; the sound of her solitary foot-
steps frightened her, echoing aloud like a reiterated accusation for
her father, for every one to hear, shouting out the madness, the in-
iquity of her present situation. Denis wanted to marry her! He must
be mad too — madly unaware of her father and of the circumstances
of her life. The echoes of her steps mocked her, whispering that she
had been bereft of her senses to plunge herself in this predicament,
making the very contemplation of her love for Denis a painful and
grotesque absurdity.

As she neared her home, suddenly she became aware of another
figure in front of her, and the dread that it might be her father filled
her with numb apprehension. Although he frequendy did not
return from the club until after eleven o'clock, sometimes he was
earlier, and as she drew nearer, silently gaining upon the figure, she
felt that it must be he. But, all at once, a gasp of relief escaped her,
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as she perceived that it was her brother, and, abandoning her caution,
she ran up to him, panting.

“Matt! Oh! Matt! Wait!” and stumbling against him, she clutched
his arm like a drowning woman.

“Mary!” he exclaimed, starting violently, hardly able to believe
his eyes.

“Yes! It’s me, Matt, and thank God it’s you! I thought it was
Father, at first.”

“But —— But what on earth are you out for at this time of night?”
he cried, in shocked amazement. “Where have you been?”

“Never mind just now, Matt,” she gasped. “Let us get in quick
before Father. Please, Matt, dear! Don’t ask me anything!”

“But what have you been up to? Where have you been?” he re-
peated. “What will Mamma think?”

“Mamma will think I've gone to bed, or that I'm reading in my
room. She knows I often do that when I'm sitting up for you.”

“Mary! This is a terrible escapade. I don’t know what to do about
it. It’s shameful to find you out in the strect at this time of night.”
He moved on a few steps then, as a thought struck him, stopped
abruptly. “I wouldn’t like Miss Moir to know about this. It's dis-
graceful! Such a going-on by my sister might prejudice me in her
eyes.”

“Don’t tell her, Matt! Don’t tell anybody! Only let us get in.
Where is your key?” Mary urged.

Muttering under his breath, Matthew advanced to the front steps,
and while Mary gasped with relief to see that the outer door was
unbolted, which meant that her father had not returned, he opened
the door.

The house was still, no one awaited her, no recriminations or
accusations were hurled at her, and realising that she was miracu-
lously undiscovered, in a transport of thanksgiving Mary took her
brother’s hand, and in the darkness they crept noiselessly up the
stairs.

Inside her own room she drew a deep breath, and as she felt her
way securcly about its known confines, the very touch of familiar
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objects reassured her. Thank God she was safe! Nobody would
know! She tore off her clothes in the dark and crept into bed, when
instantly the cool sheets soothed her warm weariness and the soft
pillow caressed her aching head. Her hot, tired body relaxed in an
exquisite abandon, her trembling eyelids closed, her fingers uncurled
from her palms, her head drooped towards her shoulder, and with
her last waking thought of Denis, her breathing grew regular and
tranquil. She slept.

m

James Brobie awoke next morning with the sun streaming in through
his window. He had especially designated this room at the back
of the house as his bedroom because, with an animal appreciation
of sunshine, he loved the bright morning rays to strike in and waken
him, to soak through the blankets into his receptive body and sat-
urate his being with a sense of power and radiance. “There’s no sun
like the morning sun,” was one of his favourite sayings, one of his
stock of apparently profound axioms which he drew upon largely in
his conversation and repeated with a knowing and astute air. “The
mornin’ sun’s the thing! We don't get enough o’ it, but in MY room
I've made sure o’ all that’s goin’.”

He yawned largely and stretched his massive frame luxuriously,
observed with half-opened yet appreciative eyes the golden swarm
of motes that swam around him, then, after a moment, blinked
questioningly towards the clock on the mantelpiece, the hands of
which marked only eight o'clock; becoming aware that he had
another quarter of an hour in bed, he put his head down, rolled over
on his side, and dived beneath the blankets like a gigantic porpoise.
But soon he came up again. Despite the beauty of the morning, de-
spite the brosy odour of the boiling porridge which his wife was pre-
paring downstairs and which, arising, gently titillated his nostrils, his
present humour lacked the full complacency which he felt it should
have held.
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Moodily, as though seeking the cause of his discontent, he turned
and surveyed the hollow on the other side of the big bed, which his
wife had left a full hour ago when, according to custom, she had
arisen in good time to have everything in order and his breakfast
ready upon the table the moment he came down. What good, he
reflected resentfully, was a woman like that to a man like him? She
might cook, wash, scrub, darn his socks, brush his boots, aye, and
lick his boots too; but what kind of armful was she now? Besides,
since her last confinement, when she had borne him Nessie, she had
been always ailing, in a weak, whining way, offending his robust
vigour by her flaccid impotence and provoking his distaste by her
sickly habits. Out of the corner of his eye when she thought herself
unobserved, as in the early hours of the morning when she left the
bed before him, he would contemplate her almost stealthy dressing
with disgust. Only last Sunday he had detested her in the act of
concealing some soiled garment and had roared at her like an angry
ram: “Don’t make a midden of my bedroom! It’s bad enough for
me to put up with you without havin’ your dirty clothes flung in my
face!” She had, he considered bitterly, long since been repugnant to
him; the very smell of her was obnoxious to him, and had he not
been a decent man, he might well have looked elsewhere. What had
he dreamed last night? He thrust out his lower lip longingly and
stretched his legs powerfully as he played with the vision of his
sleep, thinking of the tantalising young jade he had chased through
the woods who, though he had run like a stag, had been saved by the
fleetness of her foot. She had run, faster than a deer, her long hair
flying behind her, and with not a stitch on her back to cumber her,
but still, despite her speed, had turned to smile at him enticingly,
provokingly. If he had only gotten a grip of her, he thought, allowing
his erotic fancy to riot delightfully as he lay back, basking his pon-
derous body in the sun, his parted lips twitching with a half-lewd,
half-sardonic amusement, he would have made her pipe to a different
tune.

Suddenly he observed that it was quarter past eight and without
warning, he jumped out of bed, put on his socks, trousers and slip-
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pers, and pulled off his long nightgown. His naked torso gleamed
sleekly and the muscles of his shoulders and back undulated like
pliant knotted ropes under the white skin which shone like smooth
satin, except where the thick brown hair was felted on the chest,
dense and adherent as lichen upon a rock. For a moment he stood
thus, placed before the small mirror above the washstand, admiring
his clear eyes, his strong white teeth, and running his fingers with
a bristling sound over the stubble on his heavy jaw. Then, still
stripped to the waist, he turned, took up a mahogany box of razors
wherein lay seven special hollow-ground, Shefhield blades with their
ivory handles marked each with a day of the week, carefully picked
out the one inlaid with the word Friday, tried the temper appre-
ciatively against his thumb nail and began to strop it slowly upon
the leather thong which hung near from its appointed hook. The
strap was thick, and, as Matthew and Mary had testified in their
younger days, of an enduring toughness, and as Brodie worked the
razor slowly up and down upon its tan surface it set the true blade
to an infinite keenness. When he had adjusted the edge to his satis-
faction, he went to the door, picked up his hot shaving water which
was there, steaming, to the minute, returned to the mirror, lathered
his face copiously and began to shave with long, precise movements.
He shaved meticulously, leaving his chin and cheeks as smooth as
silk, cautiously avoiding the glossy curl of his moustache and sweep-
ing the razor against his tense skin with such firm, measured strokes
that it filled the silence of the room with a regularly intermittent
rhythm of crisp, rustling sound. Shaved, he cleaned the razor upon
a slip of paper taken from a specially cut pile, which it was Nessie’s
duty to prepare and replenish, re-stropped it and replaced it in its
case; then, decanting the large ewer into its basin, he washed ex-
travagantly in cold water, splashing it upon his face and sluicing lavish
handfuls about his chest, head, and arms. This prodigal use of cold
water even on the iciest mornings of winter was his inflexible habit,
maintaining, he claimed, his perfect health, and saving him from the
catarrhal colds which so frequently affected his spouse. “I slunge
myself in cold water,” he would often boast, “as cold as I can get it.
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Ay! I wad break the ice to dook myself, and the more frozen it is
the warmer it makes me after. It doesna make me chatter or snivel
wi’ a red nose, like some folks I could mention. No! No! It makes
me glow. Give me plenty cold, cold water — there's health in it;”
and now, as he vigorously applied a coarse rough towel to his body,
whilst he hissed between his teeth like an ostler, he felt a ruddy
glow sweep through him and dispel in part the rankness of his
early mood.

He finished his dressing by assuming, with scrupulous care, a
shirt of fine, expensive linen, starched Gladstone collar and bird’s-
eye cravat fixed with a gold horseshoe pin, embroidered grey waist-
coat, and long coat of superfine broadcloth. Then he went downstairs.

Breakfast he invariably ate alone. Matthew left the house at six,
Nessie at half-past eight, his mother was never up before ten o'clock,
Mrs. Brodie and Mary took their morning meal privately and when
they chose, in the dim regions where cooking was performed, and it
fell therefore that Brodie sat down to his large bowl of porridge in
solitary dignity. He enjoyed all his meals, but to breakfast in particular
he brought, in the freshness of morning, a more lively appetite,
and he now addressed himself eagerly to his porridge, and after, to
the two fresh eggs lightly boiled to the requisite second and shelled
into a large cup, to the large soft rolls and thick fresh butter, and to his
coffee, a beverage of which he was inordinately fond and one per-
mitted to no one else in the household.

As Mary passed soundlessly in and out of the room during the
meal to serve him, he noticed from beneath his lowered lids how pale
she looked, but he made no remark, for it was his policy not to
encourage his womenfolk to consider themselves ill; it gave him,
nevertheless, an inward satisfaction as he attributed the subdued
look and dark circles under her eyes to the shrewd attack he had
launched on her on the previous night.

According to custom, when he had breakfasted, and that in silence,
he left the house at nine-thirty precisely, and stood for a moment at
his front gate, looking back appreciatively at his property. His proud
glance swept the small domain, observing that not a weed sprouted
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in the gravelled yard, not a spot disgraced the paintwork, not a
blemish marked the grim grey stone, and approving with intense
complacency the work of his own creation. It was his! Five years ago
he had bought the land and approaching Urie the builder, had spoken
to him at length, drawn rough diagrams, and described fully the
nature of the house he desired. Urie, a blunt man and a man of sub-
stance, had looked at him in astonishment, saying:

“Man alive! you're not a stone mason or you wouldna let your
ideas run awa’ wi’ you like that. Your head must be in the clouds.
Do ye realise what that sketch would look like in stone and mortar?”

“I'm going to live in it, Urie — not you,” Brodie had replied steadily.

“But there’s so much unnecessary work on it. Just take the expense
o’ piercin’ this wee piece o’ parapet! What good is it?” and Urie
flicked the pencilled outline before him.

“I'm payin’ for it, Urie — not you,” again replied Brodie.

The builder had pushed his hat over his ears, scratched his head
uncomprehendingly with his pencil, and expostulated: “You're not
serious, Brodie! It would be all right if it were ten times as big, but
you’re only wantin’ a six room and kitchen house. It’s preposterous.
You’ll make yoursel’ the laughin’ stock o’ the town.”

“I'll attend to that,” cried Brodie grimly. “God help the man
that laughs at James Brodie to his face!”

“Come, come now, Brodie,” the other had conciliated, “let me
put you up a solid respectable bit villa, not this wee kind o’ sham
castle that you’re haverin’ about.”

Brodie’s eyes took on a strange expression, as though a dark fire
flickered there, and he shouted out:

“Damn ye, Urie! Keep your tongue civil when ye speak to me.
I want none o’ your smug bandboxes. I want a house that befits me;”
then in a flash he had recovered himself and in a normal, quiet tone
added, “If you don’t like it you needna touch it. I'm givin’ ye the
chance, but if ye don’t wish to take it there are other builders in
Levenford.”

Urie stared at him and whistled.

“Sits the wind in that quarter. Welll Well! If you're set on it
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I'll get a plan and an estimate out for you. A wilful man maun have
his way. But don’t forget I warned ye. Don’t come and ask me to take
the house down again once it’s up.”

“No! No! Urie,” Brodie had sneered. “I'll only come back to ye
if ye don’t give me what I'm askin’ for, and then it’ll not be pleasant
hearin’ for ye. Get ahead wi’ it now and don’t blabber so much.”

The plans had been prepared, passed by Brodie, and the building
begun. From day to day he had seen it grow, going along in the cool
evenings to the slowly mantling building, observing the exact ad-
herence to his design, gloating over the smooth, white stone, testing
the mortar between his fingers, caressing the shining lead pipes,
weighing and fingering approvingly the heavy square slates. Every-
thing had been of the best materials, and though this had taken
heavy toll upon his purse, had in fact drained it — for he had always
spent money freely upon himself, would indeed never have saved
but for this one object — he was proud to have achieved it, proud
to have left the rented house in Levengrove Place, proud in the
possession of the inmost desire of his heart. He was right too. Nobody
laughed openly. One night, shortly after the house had been com-
pleted, a loafer at the Cross stepped out from the toping gang that
loitered there and accosted Brodie.

“Good evening, Mr. Brodie,” he hiccoughed, looking round at his
fellows for approbation, then back at Brodie. “And how is the castle
to-night?”

Brodie looked at him calmly. “Better than you,” he replied, and
smashed his fist with terrific violence into the rowdy’s face, then, tak-
ing the clean linen handkerchief from his pocket, and wiping the
blood from his knuckles, he threw it contemptuously on the ground
beside the fallen man and walked quietly away.

Certainly Brodie’s position in the town had altered sensibly in
these last five years, and since the building of his house he was re-
garded with more significance, detachment, and misgiving; his
social value increased at the price of singularity and he became
gradually a more notable figure, with many acquaintances and no
{riends.
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Now he took a final look at his property, squared his shoulders, and
set off down the road. He had not proceeded far before he caught a
glimpse of a peering face from behind the front-room curtains of
one of the semi-detached houses farther down, and he jeered inwardly
to see that it was little Pettigrew, the grocer, who had recently moved
into the select neighbourhood and had at first sought to establish
himself by walking ingratiatingly to the town with Brodie. The
big man had tolerated this liberty for the first day, but when on the
second morning he found the diminutive, unimportant grocer again
waiting for him, he had stopped short. “Pettigrew,” he had said
calmly, “I'm afraid I'm not seein’ so weel this mornin’. You’re kind
o’ wee and shilpet to me the day and to-morrow I mightna see you
ava’. Besides, I'm a fast walker. Gang your own gait, man, but don’t
strain your bandy wee legs keepin’ pace with me. Good morning to
you.” Now he smiled sardonically as he passed the house, reflecting
that since then the nervous Pettigrew had avoided him like a plague
and had formed the habit of watching him well out of sight before
venturing into the street.

Soon he had traversed the quieter residential district and entered
the town where, at the south end of Church Street, an artisan carrying
his bag of tools touched his cap to him in passing. Brodie’s chest
expanded at this act of deference, accorded only to the most important
figures in the town. “Good morning to you,” he cried affably, setting
his head farther back in a proud geniality, marching around the
corner into the High Street with his stick over his shoulder, and
tramping up the incline like a soldier until he reached the crest of
this main thoroughfare. There he stopped opposite an inconspicuous
shop. The shop was old and quiet, with a narrow, unostentatious
front marked by a small single window that displayed no merchan-
dise, but masked its face discreetly behind an interior screen of fine
meshed wire, which, though it veiled the window revealed the hidden
secret of the shop by bearing upon its drawn grey filigree, in faded
gilt lettering, the one word — Hatter. It was, then, apparently a
hat shop, but although it held the most commanding situation in
the town, it not only disguised its character but seemed to remove
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itself from public observation, receding slightly from the common
frontage of the street and permitting the adjacent buildings to project
beyond and above it, as though it wished to remain, despite the fixed
solidity of its position, as unobserved and unobtrusive as it might,
reserving its contents, and striving to conceal itself and all that lay
within from vulgar, prying eyes. Above its doorway the sign, too,
was bleached by age and weather, its paint finely cracked by sun and
smoothly washed by rain; but, still distinguishable upon it in thin,
sloped letters across its surface, was the name — James Brodie. This
was Brodie’s shop. Each morning, as he regarded it, the fact that he
should possess it never failed to amuse him, and for twenty years
he had inwardly regarded his business with a tolerant derision. It
was of course the sole means of his livelihood, the unimpressive source
of his stately and inspiring habitation, its solid, steady business the
origin of his fine clothes and the money he rattled so easily in his
pockets; yet his attitude towards it was that of a man who views with
an indulgent yet contemptuous air some trifling and unbecoming
foible within his own nature. He — Brodie — was a hatter! He was
not ashamed of the fact, but gloried in its ridiculous incongruity,
revelled in the contrast between himself and the profession of his
adoption which he knew must continually present itself to the world
at large. He turned and surveyed the street from his elevated position
like a monarch offering himself freely to the public gaze. He was
only a hatter! The richness of the absurdity of his position was always
before him, inevitably appealed to him, and now an internal diversion
shook him as he moved into his shop to start another day’s work.
Inside, the shop was dark, neglected, and almost dingy, its dim in-
terior bisected by a long counter which ran the length of the room,
acting as a barrier between the public and the private divisions of
the establishment and bearing upon its worn, indented surface at
one end a graduated series of tarnished brass stands, each supporting a
hat or cap of different style and colour. At the other distant end, the
counter joined the wall as a ledge capable of elevation, thus permitting
ingress to a short row of steps leading to a door with a ground-glass
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window on which was inscribed the word Office. Running back-
wards, beside and underneath this elevated compartment, was a small
L-shaped cupboard of a back shop that, deprived of its original di-
mensions by the more recent imposition of the Office, contained with
some difficulty in its limited extent an ironing board and an iron
stove which, with its perpetual blast, dried more thoroughly the
already sapless and vitiated air. In the shop itself the walls were
covered in a drab crimson paper upon which hung several old prints;
although few hats were to be seen and upon these no prices were
displayed, behind the counter stood a series of wide mahogany
drawers for caps and a long line of shelves upon which stacks of
cardboard boxes ranged from floor to ceiling.

Behind the counter, and in front of this abundant but hidden
stock, stood a young man whose appearance suggested that his
stock of virtues must also be concealed. He was thin, with an
ctiolated countenance which palely protested against the lack of
sunlight in the shop and which was faintly pitted with honourable
scars gained in his perpetual struggle against an addiction to boils,
a disorder to which he was unhappily subject, attributed by his
devoted mother to thin blood and against which she continually forti-
fied him with Pepper’s Quinine and Iron tonic.

The general engaging aspect of his features was not, however,
marred to any extent by these minor blemishes, nor by a small but
obtrusive wart which had most inconsiderately chosen its location
upon the extremity of his nose, and was well set off by a shock of
dark hair, feathered, despite its careful oiling, and so frosted with
dandruff that it shed its surplus flakes and formed a perpetual rime
upon his coat collar.

The remainder of his person was pleasing and his dress suited
soberly his position; but about him clung a peculiar, sour odour occa-
sioned by a tendency towards free perspiration, particularly from
his feet, a regrettable but unavoidable misfortune that occasionally
induced Brodie to fling him out of the back door, which abutted upon
the Leven, together with a cake of soap and a profane injunction to
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wash the offending members. This was Peter Perry, messenger, as-
sistant, salesman, disciple of the stove and ironing board, lackey of
the master, and general factotum rolled in one.

As Brodie entered he inclined his body forward, his hands pressed
deeply on the counter, fingers extended, elbows flexed, showing more
of the top of his head than his face and, in a passion of obsequiousness,
awaited his master’s greeting.

“Mornin’, Perry.”

“Good morning, Mr. Brodie, sir,” replied Perry with nervous
haste, showing a little less of his hair and a little more of his face.
“A very beautiful morning again, sir! Wonderful for the time of
year. Delightful!” He paused appreciatively before continuing, “Mr.
Dron has been in to see you this morning, on business he said, sir.”

“Dron! What the devil does he want?”

“I'm sure I couldn’t say, sir. He said he’d come back later.”

“Humph!” grunted Brodie. He strode into his office, flung himself
into a chair and, disregarding the several business letters that lay on
the desk, lit his pipe. Then he tilted his hat well back on his head —
it was a sign of personal superiority that he never removed it at his
business — and took up the Glasgow Herald, that had been placed
carefully to his hand.

He read the leading article slowly, moving his lips over the words;
although occasionally he was obliged to go over. an involved sentence
twice in order to grasp its meaning, he persisted tenaciously. At
times he would lower the paper and look blankly at the wall in front,
using the full power of his sluggish mentality, striving to compre-
hend fully the sense of the context. It was a stern, matutinal task
which Brodie set himself to assimilate the Herald's political editorial,
but he considered it his duty as a man of standing to do so. Besides,
it was thus that he provided himself with weighty argument for his
more serious conversation, and to this purpose he never failed to ac-
complish the task, although by next morning he had completely
forgotten the gist of what he had read.

Half a column had been battled with in this dogged fashion when
a difiident tap upon the glass panel disturbed him.
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“What is it?” shouted Brodie.

Perry, for only Perry could have knocked like that, replied through
the closed door:

“Mr. Dron to see you, sir.”

“What the devil does he want? Does he not know I'm at the
Herald’s leader and can’t be disturbed?”

Dron, a dejected, insignificant individual, was standing close be-
hind Perry and could hear every word, a fact of which Brodie was
maliciously aware, and which induced him, with a satirical humour,
to couch his replies in the most disagreeable terms and in the loudest
tones he could. Now, with a faint grin upon his face, he listened over
his lowered paper to the muffled consultation outside the door.

“He says, Mr. Brodie, he won’t keep you a minute,” insinuated
Perry.

“A minute, does he say! Dearie me, now. He'll be lucky if he gets a
second. I havena the least desire to see him,” bawled Brodie. “Ask him
what he wants and if it’s not important the little runt can save his
breath to cool his porridge.” Again there was a whispered colloquy,
during which Perry, with vigorous pantomime more expressive
than his words, indicated that he had done everything to further
the other’s interests compatible with his own safety and security.

“Speak to him yourself, then,” he mumbled finally, in self-acquittal,
seceding from the cause and backing away to his counter. Dron
opened the door an inch and peered in with one eye.

“You're there, are you?” remarked Brodie, without removing his
eyes from the paper, which he had again raised in a grand pretence
of reading. Dron cleared his throat and opened the door a little
further.

“Mr. Brodie, could I have a word wi’ you just for a wee minute?
I'll not keep ye more nor that,” he exclaimed, working himself
gradually into the office through the slight opening he had cautiously
made.

“What is it, then ?” growled Brodie, looking up in annoyance. “I've
no dealings wi’ you that I'm aware of. You and me are birds that
don’t fly together.”
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“I ken that well, Mr. Brodie,” replied the other humbly, “and that’s
the very reason I've come to see ye. I came more or less to ask your
advice and to put a small suggestion before ye.”

“What is’t, then? Don'’t stand there like a hen on a hot griddle.”

Dron fumbled nervously with his cap. “Mr. Brodie, I havena been
doin’ too well lately at my trade, and I really came in regarding that
little property o’ mine next door.”

Brodie looked up. “You mean the tumble-down shop that’s been
empty these three months past. Who could help seeing it? Man, it’s
an eyesore in the street.”

“I ken it’s been empty a long time,” replied Dron meekly, “but
it’s an asset in a way — in fact, it’s about the only asset I've got now —
and what wi’ gettin’ a bit desperate one way and another, an idea
struck me that I thocht might interest you.”

“Indeed, now,” sneered Brodie, “Is not that interestin’! Ye have the
lang head on ye, sure enough, to get all these inspirations — it’ll be
the Borough Council for ye next. Well! What is the great idea?”

“I was thinking,” returned the other diffidently, “that with your
grand business and perhaps a shop that was a little too small for ye,
ye might consider extendin’ by taking in my place and making one
big premises with perhaps a plate-glass window or two.”

Brodie looked at him cuttingly for a long moment.

“Dear, dear! And it was to extend my business you worked out all
this and came in twice in the one mornin’,” he said at last.

“Indeed, no, Mr. Brodie. I've just told ye things have been goin’
rather ill with me lately, and what with one thing and another, and
the wife expecting again soon, I must get a bend on to let my
property.”

“Now that’s too bad,” purred Brodie. “It’s you small, snuffy men
that will have the large families. I hope ye’re not makin’ me
responsible for your latest addition, though. Ay, ye’re fond o’ the
big family, I know. I've heard tell ye've that many weans ye can’t
count them. But,” he continued in a changed voice, “don’t make
me responsible for them. My business is my own and I manage it
my own way. I would as soon think of a cheap-lookin’ plate-glass
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window as I would of giving away pokes o’ sweeties with my hats.
Damn you, man, don’t you know I've the most distinguished people
in the borough as my clients and my friends? Your empty shop’s
been a fester on my respectable office for months. Let it, for God’s
sake. Let it by all means. Let it to auld Nick, if ye like, but you'll never
let it to me. Now get out and don’t ever bother me like this again.
I'm a busy man and I've no time for your stupid yammerin’!”

“Very well, Mr. Brodie,” replied the other quietly, twisting his
bat in his hands. “I'm sorry if I've offended ye, but I thought there
was no harm in asking—but you’re a hard man to speak to.” He
turned disconsolately to depart, but at that moment an agitated Perry
shot himself into the room.

“Sir John’s gig is at the door, Mr. Brodie,” he stammered. “I saw
it drive up this very minute!”

The assistant might deal with the less important, with, indeed, the
bulk of the customers, to whom it was his duty to attend without
disturbing Brodie, but when a personage came into the shop he
knew his orders and raced for his master like a startled greyhound.

Brodie lifted his eyebrows with a look at Dron which said, “You
sce!”; then, taking him firmly by the elbow, as he had no wish to be
confronted by Sir John in the other’s undistinguished company, he
hurried him out of the office and through the shop, expediting his
passage through the outer door with a final push. The indignity of
this last, powerful, unexpected shove completely upset Dron, and,
with a stagger, he slipped, his legs shot from under him, and he
landed full upon his backside at the very moment that Sir John
Latta stepped out of his gig.

Latta laughed vociferously as he entered the shop and came close
up to Brodie.

“It’s the most amusing thing I've seen for ages, Brodie. The look
on the poor man’s face would have brought the house down at
Drury’s,” he cried, slapping his thigh with his driving gloves. “But
it’s a blessing he wasn’t hurt. Was he dunning you?” he asked slyly.

“Not at all, Sir John! He’s just a bit blether of a man that’s always
making a public nuisance of himself.”
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“A little fellow like that?” He looked at the other appraisingly.
“You know you can’t realise your own strength, man! You’re an
uncommon powerful barbarian.”

“I just flicked him with my pinkie,” declared Brodie complacently,
delighted to have so opportunely attracted the other’s notice and
feeling it sweet incense for his pride to receive attention from the
distinguished principal of the famous Latta Shipyard. “I could whip
up a dozen like him with one hand,” he added carelessly — “not
that I would soil my fingers that way. It’s beneath my consideration.”

Sir John Latta was gazing at him quizzically along his finely
chiselled nose. “You’re a character, Brodie, you know! I suppose that’s
why we cherish you,” he said. “The body of a Hercules and the mind
of —well —” He smiled. “Shall we put a glove on it for you?
You know the tag, ‘odi profanum vulgus et arceo’?”

“Quite so! Quite so!” replied Brodie agreeably. “You've a neat
way o’ puttin’ things, Sir John. There was something like that in
the Herald this mornin’. I'm with you there!” He had not the least
idea what the other was talking about.

“Don’t let things run away with you though, Brodie,” said Sir
John, with a warning shake of his head. “A little of some things
goes a long way. You're not to start knocking the borough about.
And don’t offer us too much baronial caviare. I hope you get my
meaning. Well,” he added, abruptly changing the subject and his
manner, allowing the latter to become formal, more distant, “I
mustn’t dally, for I'm in really a hurry —I have a meeting —but I
want a Panama hat — the real thing, you know. I haven’t felt sun
like this since I was in Barbados. Get some down from Glasgow if
needs be. You have my size.”

“You shall have a selection to choose from at Levenford House
this very afternoon,” replied Brodie complacently. “I'll not leave it to
my staff. I'll see to it myself.”

“Good! And by the by, Brodie,” he continued, arresting himself on
his way to the door. “I almost forgot that my agents write me from
Calcutta that they’re ready for your boy. He can leave on the
Irrawaddy on June the fourteenth. She’s a Denny-built packet,



HATTER’S CASTLE 61

nineteen hundred tons, you know. Fine boat! Our people will look
after his berth for him.”

“That is more than kind of you, Sir John,” purred Brodie, “I'm
deeply grateful. I'm most indebted for the way you've put yourself
about for me over that matter.”

“Nothing! Nothing!” replied the other absently. “We’ve got plenty
young fellows at this end, but we want them at our docks out there
— the right kind, that’s to say! The climate’s really nothing to speak
of, but he’ll need to watch the life out there. It sometimes knocks
a young fellow off his feet. I'll have a word with him if I've time.
I'hope he does well for your sake. By the way, how is that remarkably
pretty daughter of yours?”

“Quite fair.”

“And the clever little sprat?”

“Splendid, Sir John.”

“And Mrs. Brodie?”

“Middling well, thank ye.”

“Good! Well, 'm off now! Don'’t forget that hat of mine.”

He was into his gig, a fine, spare, patrician figure of a man, had
taken the reins from his groom and was off, spanking down the
High Street, with the smooth, glossy flanks of the cob gleaming, and
the high lights flashing on whirling spokes, gleaming metal, shining
liveried cockade, and upon the rich lustre of varnished coachwork.

Rubbing his hands together, his eye dilating with a suppressed
exultation, Brodie returned from the doorway, and to Perry, who
had remained, a dropping, nebulous shadow in the background,
he cried, with unwonted volubility:

“Did ye hear that conversation we had? Was it not grand? Was
it not enough to make these long lugs o’ yours stand out from your
head? But I suppose the half of it was above ye. You'll not under-
stand the Latin. No! But you heard what Sir John said to me—
gettin’ that post for my son and sperin’ all about my family. Answer
me, ye puir fool,” he called out. “Did you hear what Sir John Latta
said to James Brodie?”

“Yes, sir,” stammered Perry,” I heard)”
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“Did you see how he treated me?” whispered Brodie.

“Certainly I did, Mr. Brodie!” replied the other, with returning
confidence, perceiving that he was not to be rebuked for eaves-
dropping. “I wasn’t meaning to — to overhear or to spy on you, but
I did observe you both, sir, and I agree with you. Sir John is a fine
man. He was more than good to my mother when my father died so
sudden. Oh! Yes, indeed, Mr. Brodie, Sir John has a kind word
and a kind action for everybody.

Brodie eyed him scornfully. “Faugh!” he said contemptuously.
“What are you ravin’ about, you witless creature! You don’t know
what I mean, you poor worm! You don’t understand.” Disregarding
the other’s crushed appearance as beneath his notice, he stepped up-
wards into his office once more, arrogantly, imperiously, and resumed
his big chair; then, as he gathcred together the sheets of his morning
paper before his unseeing eyes, he muttered softly to himself, like
one who dallies wantonly, yet seriously, with a profound and
cherished secret: “They don’t understand. They don’t understand!”

For a full minute he remained staring blankly in front of him,
while a dull glow lurked deeply in his eye; then, with a sudden toss
of his head and a powerful effort of will, he seemed to thrust some-
thing violently from him as though he feared it might master him;
shaking his body like a huge dog, he recollected himself, observed
the paper in front of him, and, with a visage once more composed
and tranquil, began again to read.

v

“Mary, put the kettle on the fire. We'll be back in time for me to
give Matt some tea before he goes off to see Agnes,” said Mrs. Brodie,
drawing on her black kid gloves with prim lips and a correct air,
adding, “Mind and have it boiling, now, we’ll not be that long.”
She was dressed for one of her rare sorties into the public street,
strangely unlike herself in black, flowing paletot and a plumed helmet
of a hat, and beside her stood Matthew, looking stiff and sheepish in
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a brand-new suit, so new indeed that when he was not in motion his
trouser legs stood to attention with edges sharp as parallel-presenting
swords. It was an unwonted sight on the afternoon of a day in mid-
week, but the occasion was sufficiently memorable to warrant the
most unusual event, being the eve of Matthew’s departure for
Calcutta. Two days ago he had, for the last time, laid down his pen
and picked up his hat in the office at the shipyard and since then had
lived in a state of perpetual movement and strange unreality, where
life passed before him like a mazy dream, where, in his conscious
moments, he became aware of himself in situations both unusual
and alarming. Upstairs his case stood packed, his clothing protected
by camphor balls, so numerous that they had invaded even the in-
side of the mandolin and so powerful that the entire house smelled
like the new Levenford Cottage Hospital, greeting him whenever he
entered the house with an odious reminder of his departure. Every-
thing that the most experienced globe trotter could desire lay in that
trunk, from the finest obtainable solar topee given by his father and a
Morocco-bound Bible by his mother to the patent automatic opening
water bottle from Mary and the small pocket compass that Nessie
had bought with the accumulation of her Saturday pennies.

Now that his leave-taking was at hand, Matthew had experienced
during the last few days a well-defined sinking feeling in the vicinity
of his navel, and though of his own volition he would willingly and
self-sacrificingly have abandoned the thrill of such a disturbing
emotion, like a nervous recruit before an action, the pressure of
circumstances forbade his retirement. The lions which had arisen in
his imagination and leapt glibly from his tongue a short week ago
to engage the fascinated attention of Mary and Mamma now returned
growling, to torment him in his dreams. Rencwed assurances from
people connected with the yard that Calcutta was at the least a larger
community than Levenford failed to comfort him, and before retiring
each night he cultivated the habit of searching for snakes which might
be perfidiously concealed beneath his pillow.

For Mrs. Brodie the emotional influence of the occasion had
provided a strong stimulus, as though she felt at last able to identify
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herself in a situation worthy of a leading character in one of her
beloved novels. Like a Roman matron renouncing her son to the
State with Spartan fortitude, or, more sensibly, a Christian mother
sending out a second Livingstone on a mission of hope and glory,
she forsook her meek despondency and, bearing up nobly, packed,
repacked, devised, succoured, comforted, encouraged and exhorted,
and sprinkled her conversation with text and prayer.

Brodie had not missed the change in her, gauging with a sardonic
eye the explanation of the transient phase. “You're makin’ a bonny
exhibition o’ yourself, my woman,” he had sneered at her, “wi’ your
posing and posturin’, and your runnin’ after that big gowk o’ yours,
and your cups o’ tea and snashters at a’ hours. Ye would think ye were
Queen Victoria to look at ye. Is it a general ye're sendin, out to the
war or what — that you're blowin’ yerself out like a pig’s bladder?
I know well what will happen. Whenever he’s away ye'll collapse,
and we’ll have ye back on our hands more o’ a driech empty bag than
ever. Faugh! Let some sense in that silly skull o’ yours, for God’s sake.”

She had felt him cold, unfeeling, even callous, as she feebly
expostulated, “But, Father, we maun give the boy his start. There’s
a great future in front of him;” and thereafter, concealing her en-
deavours from her husband, she had redoubled, with an outraged,
conscious rectitude, these spirited cfforts on behalf of her young,
potentially illustrious pioncer.

Now, having adjusted her gloves to a smooth perfection, she re-
marked, “Are you ready, Matt dear?” in a tone of such forced
cheerfulness that it chilled Matthew’s very blood. “We are going
down, Mary, to the chemist’s,” she continued in a chatty manner.
“The Rev. Mr. Scott told Agnes the other day that the best remedy
for malaria was quinine —a wonderful cure he said, so we're off
to get a few powders made up.” Matthew said nothing, but visions of
himself lying, fever-racked, in a crocodile-infested swamp rushed
through his mind and, considering glumly that a few scanty powders
seemed a paltry protection against such an evil, in his mind he sullenly
repudiated the reverend gentleman’s suggestion. “What does he
know about it, anyway? He’s never been there. It’s all very fine for
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him to talk,” he thought indignantly, as Mrs. Brodie took his arm
and led him, an unwilling victim, from the room.

When they had gone Mary filled the kettle and put it on the hob.
She secmed listless and melancholy, due, no doubt, to the thought of
losing her brother, and for a week had moved in a spirit of extreme
dejection which might reasonably have been entirely attributed te
sisterly solicitude. Curiously, though, it was just one week since she
had been with Denis at the fair, and though she longed for him, she
had not seen him since. That had been an impossibility, as she knew
him to be in the North, travelling on business, from a letter posted in
Perth which, startlingly, she had received from him. It was an event
for her at any time to receive a letter (which, on such rare occasions,
was inevitubly perused by the entire household) but fortunately she
had been first down that morning and so no other had seen it or the
sudden throbbing gladness of her face, and she had thus avoided
detection, interrogation, and certain discovery.

What felicity it had been to hear from Denis! She realised with an
inward thrill that he must have held this paper in his own hands, the
hands which had touched her so caressingly, brushed the envelope
with those lips which had sealed themselves upon hers, and, as she
read the letter behind the locked door of her room, she flushed even
in this privacy, at the impetuous, endearing words he wrote. It be-
came evident to her that he desired to marry her and, without con-
sidering the obstacles which might be between them, took for granted
apparently that she had accepted him.

Now, seated alone in the kitchen, she took the letter from her
bodice and reread it for the hundredth time. Yes! He wrote fervently
that he was pining for her, that he could not exist without her, that
life to him was now an endless waiting until he should see her, be
near to her, be with her always. She sighed, ardently, yet sadly. She,
*00, was pining for him. Only ten days since that night by the river’s
brink, and each day more piteous, more dolorous than the one
before!

On the first of the seven she had felt ill physically, while the realisa-
tion of her boldness, her disobedience of her father, the defiance of
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every canon of her upbringing struck her in one concentrated blow;
but as time passed and the second day merged into the third and she
still did not see Denis, the sense of iniquity was swamped by the
sense of deprivation and she forgot the enormity of her conduct in a
straining feeling of his necessity to her. On the fourth day, in her sad
bewilderment, when she had essayed so constantly to penetrate the
unknown and unrealised depths of her experience that it began to
appear to her like a strange, painful unreality, his letter had come,
raising her at once to a pinnacle of ecstatic relief. He did, then, love
her after all, and everything became obliterated in the joy of that
one dazzling fact; but on the succeeding days she had gradually
slipped from the heights and now she sat realising the hopelessness
of ever obtaining sanction to see Denis, asking herself how she could
live without him, wondering what would become of her.

As she pondered, carelessly holding the letter in her hand, old
Grandma Brodie entered unobserved.

“What's that you're reading?” she demanded suddenly, peering
at Mary.

“Nothing, Grandma, nothing at all,” Mary blurted out with a
start, stuffing the crushed paper into her pocket.

“It looked to me gey like a letter and ye seemed in a big hurry to
hide it. You're always mopin’ and moonin’ over something now. I
wish I had my specs. I would soon get to the bottom o’ it.” She paused,
marking the result of her observation malevolently on the tablets of
her memory. “Tell me,” she resumed, “where’s that glaikit brother
o’ yours?”

“Gone to get quinine at the chemist’s with Mamma.”

“Pah! what he needs is gumption — not quinine. He would need
a bucket o’ that to stiffen him up. Forbye, some strained castor oil
and a drop of good spirits would be more useful to him outbye there.
I've no time for sich a palaver that has been goin’ on. Everything’s
upset in the house with the fiddle faddle of it a’. Tell me, is tea earlier
to-night?” She clicked her teeth hopefully, scenting like a harpy the
nearness of sustenance.

“I don’t know, Grandma,” replied Mary. Usually the old woman’s
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unbashful eagerness for food left her indifferent, but to-night, in her
own troubled perplexity, it nauseated her; without further speech
she got up and, feeling that she must be alone and in a less congested
atmosphere, went out into the back garden. As she paced back and
forth across the small green she felt it strangely cruel that life should
continue to move heedlessly around her in the face of all her sadness
and confusion, that Grandma Brodie should still crave greedily for
her tea, and the progress of Matt’s departure march indifferently
along. The current of her thoughts had never flowed so despondently
as, with restless movements, she seemed dimly to perceive that the
circumstances of her life were conspiring to entrap her. Through
the back window she saw Matthew and her mother return, saw
Mamma bustle to prepare the table, observed Matthew sit down and
begin to eat. What did they care that her brain throbbed with
perplexity behind a burning forehead, that she wished one word of
compassionate advice but knew not where to seek it? The barren
drabness of this back garden, the ridiculous rear view of the outlines
of her home, enraged her, and she desired with bitter vehemence to
have been born into a family less isolated, less exacting, less inhuman,
or, better, not to have been born at all. She envisaged the figure of
her father, bestriding, like a formidable colossus, the destiny of the
Brodies and directing her life tyrannically — with an ever watchful,
relentless eye. His word it was which had withdrawn her at the age
of twelve from school, which she luved, to assist in the duties of the
household; he had terminated her budding friendships with other
girls because this one was beneath her, or that one lived in a mean
house, or another’s father had incensed him; his mandate had for-
bidden her to attend the delightful winter concerts in the Mechanic’s
Hall on the grounds that she demeaned herself by going; and now he
would destroy the sole happiness that life now held for her.

A torrent of rebellion swirled through her; as she felt the injustice of
such unnatural restraint, such unconditional limitation of her freedom,
she stared defiantly at the meek currant shoots which grew half-
heartedly in the hard soil around the garden walls. It was easier, alas,
to put them out of countenance than Brodie, as though they too, in-
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fected by the tyranny of their environment, had lost the courage to
hold their slender tendrils erect.

A touch on her shoulder startled her, she who just had dared to
show fight. It was, however, merely Matthew, who had come to
speak to her for a moment before leaving to visit Miss Moir.

“I'll be home carly to-night, Mary,” he said, “so don’t worry about
—you know, staying up. And,” he added hastily, “now that I'm
going abroad I know you’ll never mention it to a soul —I would
never like it to be known —and thank you a lot for what you've
done for me.”

This unexpected gratitude from her brother, although its origin lay
in a premature wave of nostalgia and was fostered by the cautious
instinct to safeguard his memory against his absence, touched Mary.

“That was nothing to do for you,” she replied. “I was only too
pleased, Matt. You’ll forget all about that worry out there.”

“T’ll have other things to bother about, I suppose.” She had never
seen him so subdued, or less self-complacent, and a glow of affection
for him warmed her, as she said, “You'll be off to see Agnes now. I'll
walk to the gate with you.”

As she accompanied him around the side of the house, taking his
arm in hers, she sensed the change from the modish young man about
town of a fortnight ago to this uncertain, timorous youth now by her
side. “You'll need to cheer up a bit, Matt,” she remarked kindly.

“I don’t feel like going, now it’s come to the bit,” he ventured
casually.

“You should be glad to get out of here,” she replied. “I know I would
gladly go. This house seems like a trap to me. I feel T'll never get
away from it, as if I might wish to but could not.” She paused a
moment, then added, “But then, you’re leaving Agnes behind!
That’s bound to make all the difference. That’s what’s making you
sad and upsetting you.”

“Of course,” agreed Matthew. The idea had not occurred to him
before in this particular light, but as he turned it over in his mind it
was distinctly comforting, and, to his vacillating self-esteem, pro-
foundly reassuring.
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“What does Father think of Agnes and you?” Mary asked suddenly.

He gazed at her with astonished eyes before he replied, indignantly:

“What do you mean, Mary? Miss Moir is a most estimable girl.
No one could think a word against her. She’s a remarkably fine girl!
What made you ask that?”

“Oh! Nothing in particular, Matt,” she replied vaguely, refusing
to liberate the absurd conception which had arisen in her mind.
Agnes Moir, worthy and admirable in every other way, was simply
the daughter of a small and completely undistinguished confectioner
in the town, and as Brodic himself, in theory at least, kept a shop, he
could not repudiate Agnes on that score. But it was he who had ob-
tained this position for Matthew, had insisted upon his going; and
Matthew would be absent five years in India. She remembered like
a flash the grim, sardonic humour in her father’s eyes when he had
first announced to his shrinking wife and his startled son his in-
tention of sending the latter abroad, and for the first time a faint
glimmering dawned upon her of her father’s mentality. She had
always fcared and respected him, but now, at the sudden turn of her
thoughts, she began almost to hate him.

“I'm off then, Mary,” Matthew was saying. “Ta-ta just now.”

Her lips opened to speak, but even as her mind grappled dimly with
her suspicions, her eyes fell upon his weak, daunted countenance,
striving incffectually against discouragement, and she let him go
without a word.

When he left Mary, Matthew tramped along more confidently,
warming his cnervated self-assurance at the glow she had uncon-
sciously kindled within him. To be surc, he was afraid of leaving
Agnes! He felt that at last he had the reason of his dejection, that
stronger men than he would have wavered for a slighter cause, that
his despondency did him credit as a noble-hearted lover. He began to
fecl more like Livingstone again and less like the raw recruit, whistled
aloud a few bars of “Juanita”, recollected his mandolin, thought,
rather inconsistently, of the ladies on the Irrawaddy, or possibly in
Calcutta, and fclt altogether better. He had regained a faint shadow
of his normal dash by the time he reached the Moir domicile and he
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positively leaped up the stairs to the door, for as, unhappily, the Moirs
were compelled to live above their shop, there were many stairs, and,
worse, an entry by a close. He had, indeed, so far recovered that he
used the knocker with considerable decision and his manner had the
appearance of repudiating the slightly inferior aspect of his surround-
ings as unworthy of a man whose name might one day shine in the
annals of the Empire. He gazed, too, with a superior air, at the
small girl who helped in the shop and who, now lightly disguised as
a maid, admitted him and ushered him into the parlour where Agnes,
released from the bondage of the counter — although business hours
were not yet over — sat awaiting her Matt; to-morrow she could not
be spared from her post of duty and would be unable to accompany
him to Glasgow, but to-night she had him for her own.

The parlour was cold, damp, unused, and formal, with large ma
hogany furniture whose intricate design lost itself in a voluptuous
mystery of curves, with antimacassars veiling the sheen of horsehair,
and wax-cloth on the floor that glittered like a wet street. From
the walls Highland cattle, ominous in oils, looked down dispiritedly
upon the piano, that hall-mark of gentility, which bore upon its
narrow, crowded surface three stuffed birds of an unknown species,
perched mutely under a glass case amidst a forest of photographs.
Agnes as an infant, as a baby, as a child, as a girl, as a young woman,
Agnes in a group at the bakers’ and confectioners’ annual trip, at
the Band of Hope social, at the church workers’ outing — all were
there!

Here, too, was Agnes in the flesh: literally, for although short in
stature she was already inclined, like the furnishings of the room, to
a redundancy of curves, which swelled particularly around her hips
and bosom, that were full, with the promise of greater amplitude to
come. She was dark, with sloe eyes under sable eyebrows, with olive
cheeks, and red almost thick lips, and upon her upper lip was a
smooth umber shadow that lay softly, but with a dark, threatening
menace of the future.

She kissed him with great warmth. She was five years older than
Matthew and she treasured him accordingly, and now, taking his
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hand, she led him forward and sat down with him upon the unsym-
pathetic sofa which, like the parlour, was sanctified to their court-
ship.

“And this is the very last night,” she mourned.

“Oh! Don't say that, Agnes,” he replied. “We can always think of
each other! We'll be with each other in spirit.”

Ardent church worker though she was, Agnes, from her appear-
ance, had potentialities for a closer communion than this. She was,
of course, unaware of it and would have repudiated it hotly, but her
sigh was heavy as she said, “I wish you were nearer than India!” and
came closer to him now.

“The time will fly, Agnes. In no time I'll be back with plenty of
rupecs.” He was proud of his knowledge of the foreign currency
and added, “A rupee is about one shilling and fourpence.”

“Never mind the rupees just now, Matt; tell me you love me.”

“I do love you; that’s why I'm so upset at going away. I haven’t
been myself at all these last few days— quite off colour!” He felt
truly noble to have laid the burden of his suffering at her feet.

“You won’t even speak to any of these foreign ladies, will you,
Matt? I wouldn’t trust them as far as I could see them —a pretty
face may cover a wicked heart. You'll remember that, won'’t you,
dear?”

“Certainly, Agnes.”

“You see, dear, there must be great temptations for a handsome
young man out in these hot countries. Women will go to such lengths
to get hold of a man once they get their eye on him, especially if
he’s a good young man — that excites them all the more, and your
little Agnes won’t be there to watch over you, Matt. I want you to
promise to be careful for my sake.”

It was delightful for him to feel that he was so ardently desired,
that already she was jealous of him to desperation, and, with one
eye fixed already upon his future conquests abroad, he murmured
solemnly, “Yes, Agnes, I see the truth of what you say. The way may
be hard for me, but I'll let no one spoil me for you. It'll not be my
fault if anything comes between us.”
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“Oh! Matt, dear,” she whispered, “don’t even speak of that. I'll
hardly be able to sleep for thinking of all the hussies that might be
after you. Of course, I am not unreasonable, dear. I would like you
to meet good, earnest women, perhaps lady missionaries or workers
in the Christian field out there. A few motherly women out there
would be nice for you to know. They would take good care of you,
perhaps darn your socks for you. If you were to let me know, I could
write to them.”

“Of course, Agnes,” he replied, unattracted by her suggestion and
with a strong conviction that such elderly ladics as she had just
described would not constitute the society of his selection. “Of course,
I can’t say I'll meet any one like that. I'll have to see how things are
first.”

“You'll fall on your feet, all right, Matt,” she assured him fondly.
“You couldn’t help it, the way you get around people. Then your
music will be a great help to you socially. Have you got all your
songs packed?” He nodded his head complacently, saying, “And the
mandolin. I put a new pink ribbon on it yesterday!”

Her sable brows contracted at the thought of those who might
receive the benefit of this decoration, knotted on such a romantic
instrument, but she did not wish to press him too far; with an effort,
she controlled her apprehension and, forcing a smile, deflected the
conversation into a nobler channel.

“The church choir will miss you too, Matt. The choir practice
won't be the same place without you.” He protested modestly, but
she would not permit his humility. “No!” she cried, “don’t deny it,
dear. Your voice will be missed in that church. Do you remember that
night after the practice when you first walked home with me, dear?
I'll never forget the way you spoke to me. Don’t you remember what
you said ?”

“I can’t think the now, Aggie,” he answered inattentively. “Did
you not speak to me first?”

“Oh! Matt,” she gasped, widening her eyes at him reproachfully,
“how can you! You know you smiled at me over your hymn book
all that night, and you did speak first. I only asked if you were going
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my way.” He nodded his head apologetically, as he replied, “I re-
member now, Agnes! We atc all that big bag of liquorice candies you
had with you. They were real nice too.”

“I'm going to send you out a big tin box of sweets every month,” she
promiscd eagerly. “I wasn’t going to mention it, but as you speak of
it, I might as well tell you, dear. I know you'’re fond of a good sweet
and you'll never get good confectionery out in those parts. They’ll
carry perfectly well if T send them in a tin.” He thanked her with a
satisfied smile but, before he could speak, she hurried on, striking on
the heat of his gratitude.

“There’s nothing your Agnes will not do for you, Matt, if you just
don't forget her,” she continued fervently. “You're never to forget
me for a minute. You've got all my photographs with you! Put one
in your cabin straight away, won't you, dear?” She laid her head
more heavily on his shoulder and gazed up at him entrancingly. “Kiss
me, Matt! That was nice. It's so delight{ul to feel that we are en-
gaged. It's almost as binding as matrimony. No good girl could feel
like I do without being afhanced to her young man.”

The couch being apparently without springs, Matt began to feel
uncomfortable under the considerable weight he was supporting.
His calf-love for Miss Moir, developed under the insidious flattery
of her attentions, was not strong enough to stand the strain of this
powerful amatory embrace.

“Would you permit me to smoke?” he suggested tactfully. Agnes
looked up, her liquid eyes swimming beneath the inky tangle of her
hair.

“On the last night?” she asked reproachfully.

“I thought it might pull me together,” he murmured. “The last
few days have becn very heavy for me—all that packing has been
such a strain on a man.”

She sighed and raised herself reluctantly, saying:

“All right then, dear! I can refuse you nothing. Have just a few
puffs if you feel it will do you good. But you’re not to over-smoke
yourself in India, Matt. Remember your chest is not strong.” Then,
graciously, she added, “Let me light this one for you as it’s the last
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time.” She timidly ignited the slightly bent weed he withdrew from
his waistcoat pocket and watched him fearfully as he blew out thick
clouds in manful taciturnity. Now she could only love and admire
him from a distance, but at arm’s length she still fondled his
watch chain.

“You’ll miss your little Aggie, won’t you, Matt?” she asked soul-
fully, but coughing slightly as she inhaled the noxious odour from
his cigar.

“Most dreadfully,” he replied solemnly. This was what he really
enjoyed, himself smoking heroically, she at his feet in fond womanly
admiration. “It will be—unbearable.” He would have liked to say,
dashingly, “Hell”, but out of respect he used the less manly expres-
sion, and he shook his head as if he doubted his ability to stand the
strain of it all.

“We must suffer for each other’s sake,” said Agnes, with a sigh.
“I feel it will make you do great and good work out there, Matt.
You'll write and tell me all your doings.”

“I'll write to you and Mamma every mail,” promised Mat-
thew.

“I'll be in close touch with Mamma, of course,” responded Agnes,
as if she were already a daughter of the house.

He felt that the prayers of two loyal adoring women would ascend
in unison for him as he faced his stern task abroad, but the cigar,
despite his efforts to prolong it, was burning his lips, and at length he
regretfully discarded it. Immediately Agnes nestled her head upon
his chest. “Kiss me again, dear!” she said. Then, after a pause, she
whispered, suggesting alluringly, “You’ll come back to me a big,
strong, fierce man, won't you, Matt? I like to be crushed hard in
your arms, as hard as-ever you like.” As he placed a limp arm around
her shoulders he felt somehow that too much was being demanded
of a man who had to face the perils of an arduous and unknown jour-
ney in the morning.

“I'm really ashamed to show my feelings like this,” she continued
bashfully, “but there’s no harm in it, Matt, is there? We'll be mar-
ried whenever you come back. Indeed, it breaks my heart to think we
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couldn’t have got married before ye left. I would willingly have
gone out with you!”

“But, Agnes,” he protested, “it’s not the country for a white
woman, at all.”

“There’s plenty go out there, Matt, plenty! Officers’ wives, and what
not! I'll go back with you if you’ve got to go out again when your
time’s up,” she said firmly. “It’s just the fact that you've got to make
your way that has hindered us, dear.”

He was silent, startled at the decision in her words, never having
viewed himself as being so near the altar, nor having quite suspected
the extent of her ascendancy over him, thinking, too, that the em-
brace was being protracted indefinitely. At length he said:

“I'm afraid I must be going now, Aggie.”

“But it’s so early yet, Matt,” she asserted petulantly. “You never
leave before ten o’clock as a rule.”

“I know, Agnes, but I've got a big day ahcad of me to-morrow,” -
he replied importantly. “Got to get on the packet by noon.”

“This scparation is going to kill me,” said Agnes dramatically,
unwillingly releasing him.

As he stood up, straightening his tie, shaking down his trousers,
and inspecting the damage to his creases, he felt that it was worth
while, that it was good to know that women would die for him.

“Good-bye, then, Agnes,” he exclaimed gallantly, straddling his
legs and throwing out both hands towards her. “We shall meet
again.” She flung herself again into his proflered arms and buried
her head against him, whilst the force of her sobs rocked them both.

“I feel I should never let you go,” she cried brokenly, as he separated
from her. “I should never give you up like this. You’re going too far
away. I'll pray for you, though, Matt! May God take care of you for
me,” she wept as she saw him down the stairs.

Out again in the street he felt consoled, uplifted, strengthened by
her grief, as though the devastation he had wrought within her virgin
heart ennobled him, added inches to his stature. But as he retired
early to bed in preparation for the fatigues of the next day, he reflected
in his more mature and worldly vein that perhaps Miss Moir had
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been lately a little pressing in her attentions upon him, and as he
fell asleep, he realised that a man might as well think twice before
tying himself up in a hurry, especially if that man were such a
knowing blade as Matthew Brodie.

Next morning, although he awoke early, it was nine o’clock before
Mamma let him get up.

“Don’t rush! We'll take it easy. Conserve your strength, my boy,”
she said, as she brought him his morning tea. “We've plenty of time
and you’ve a long journey ahead of you.”

She apparently visualised him journeying to Calcutta withcut
repose, and in consequence of his deferred rising he was only half-
dressed when his father called to him from the foot of the stairs.
Brodie would not depart an inch from his habit; he would, indeed,
have considered it a weakness to wait to sce his son away, and at half-
past nine he was off to business in the usual fashion. As Matthew
came scuttering down the stairs in his braces, a towel in his hand, his
wet hair over his pallid brow, and came up to his father in the hall,
Brodie fixed a magnetic eye upon his son and held for a moment the
other’s wavering glance. “Well, Matthew Brodie,” he said, looking
down at his son, “you’re off to-day, and that means good-bye to your
home for five years. I hope to God you are goin’ to prove yourself in
these years. You're a sleekit, namby-pamby fellow and your mother
has a’ but spoiled ye, but there must be good in ye. There must be
good,” he cried, “because you're my son! I want that brought out in
ye. Look a man between the eyes and don’t hang your head like a
dog. I'm sendin’ you out there to make a man of ye. Don’t forget
that you're the son, ay, and the heir of James Brodie.

“I've got you everything you want,” he continued. “A position of
trust and of great possibilities. I've given you the best outfit money can
buy, and best of all I've given you a name. Be a man, sir, but above all
be a Brodie. Behave like a Brodie wherever you are, or God help you.”
He shook hands firmly, turned and was gone.

Matthew finished dressing in a maze, aided by Mamma—who
continually darted in and out of his room — ate his breakfast without
tasting it, and was startled by the cab at the door before he could col-
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lect himself. Other farewells were showered upon him. Old Grandma
Brodie, cross at being disturbed so carly, called out from the head
of the stairs as she clutched her long nightgown above her bare,
bony fect, “Good-bye to ye, then, and watch you don’t get drouned
on the way over.” Nessie, in tears long before the time, from the
very solemnity of the occasion, could only sob incoherently, “I'll
write to you, Matt! I hope the compass will be useful to you.” Mary
was deceply affecterd. She clasped her arms round Matthew’s neck
and kissedd him fondly. “Keep a stiff upper lip, Matt dear. Be brave,
and nothing can hurt you, and don’t forget your own, loving sister.”

He was in the cab with Mamma, sitting in hunched apathy, being
bumped unmercifully, on the way to the station, while Mrs. Brodie
looked proudly out of the window. In her mind’s eye she saw people
nudging each other as they watched the swep of her spanking equi-
page, and saying, “That’s Mrs. Brodie seein’ her laddie off to Cal-
cutta. She's been a good mother to that boy, ay, and a fine fellow, he
is too, an’ all, an” all.” Indecd it was not every day that a mother in
Levenford took her son to the boat for India, she reflected compla-
cently, drawing her paletot more becomingly around her and sitting
up grandly in the decrepit vehicle as though it were her private
carriage.

At the station she paid the cabman with a conscious air, glanc-
ing sideways from under her hat at the few chance loungers under
the archway, and to the man who carried the luggage she could not
forbear to remark, casually, “This young gentleman is for India.”
The porter, staggering under the heavy case and stupefied by the
reek of camphor which emanated from it, twisted his red neck around
the angle of the box and gaped at her obtusely, too overcome to speak.

Although they were now on the platform, the train of destiny was
late, for the schedule of the Darroch and Levenford joint railway,
never the object of public approbation, did not to-day belie its repu-
tation and was apparently not working to any degree of accuracy.
Mamma tapped her foot restlessly, pursed her lips impatiently, looked
repeatedly at the silver watch that hung around her neck by its
chain of plaited hair; Matthew, filled with a despairing hope that
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there might have heen a breakdown on the line, looked vaguely, dis-
consolately, at the porter who, in turn, gazed with open mouth at
Mrs. Brodie. He had never seen her before and, as his oafish look
engulfed her brisk, nonchalant demeanour, so outside the scope of
his local experience, he took her for a prodigy —a traveller of at least
European experience.

At last a clanking noise was heard in the distance, sounding the
knell of Matt’s last hope. The train smoked its way into the station
and in a few minutes puffed out again with Mrs. Brodie and Matthew
inside, facing each other on the hard wooden seats and leaving the
porter looking incredulously at the penny piece which the lady had
magnificently pressed into his palm. He scratched his head, spat
disgustedly, dismissed the whole episode as a mystery beyond the
powers of his comprehension.

In the train Mrs. Brodie utilised every lull in the din, when her
voice might be audible, to utter some lively remark to Matthew, and
between these parentheses she contemplated him vivaciously. Matthew
squirmed in his seat; he knew he was the object of a cheering-up
process and he loathed it. It’s all right for her, he thought moodily;
she hasn’t got to go.

At length they reached Glasgow, after a journey that was, for
Matthew, mournfully short. They made their way out of the station
_down Jamaica Street and along the Broomielaw to where the S.S.
Irrawaddy was lying at Stobcross dock with steam up and two tugs in
atendance. She seemed to them an enormous ship with paddles wide
as the spread of a bat’s wings and a funnel which dwarfed the masts
of all the other shipping, and Mamma remarked admiringly: “My
word! That’s a great, big boat, Matt! I'll not be so feared for ye
when I think on ye aboard o’ that. That lum is as high as the town
steeple. Look at a’ these folks on deck too. I suppose we maun go on
board.” Together they advanced up the gangway and gained the
deck, where the flurry of embarkation had begun and an exaggerated
bustle and confusion prevailed. Sailors leaped sbout the deck per-
forming miracles with ropes; officers in gold braid shouted im-
portantly and blew whistles loudly: stewards pursued passengers
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and passengers ran after stewards; Anglo-Indians“returning to the
country of their selection glared passionately at all who got in their
way; relatives on the verge of bereavement stubbed their toes over
iron stanchions and piles of luggage.

In the face of this hustling activity Mrs. Brodie’s spirit quailed.
The superior look of the purser as he directed them below intimidated
her and though she had intended at least to approach the captain of
the vessel and turn over Matthew, in the appropriate manner, to his
especial care, now she wilted; as she sat in the stuffy confines of the
den which was to serve Matt as cabin for the next eight weeks and
felt the gentle lift and fall of the boat against the fenders of the
quay, she realised that the sooner she went ashore the better.

Now that the actual farewell was at hand, the spurious exaltatiol
Jerived from her romantic imagination collapsed, as her husband
had sardonically foreseen, like a pricked bladder. She was herself
again, the weak woman who had given birth to this child, suckled
him at her breast, seen him grow to manhood, and now was about
to see him leave her. A tear crept slowly down her cheek.

“Oh Matt,” she cried, “I've tried to bear up well for ye, son — for
your own dear sake, but I'm sorry to lose you. I doubt if you'’re the
man for these foreign parts. I would rather you stayed at home.”

“I don’t want to go either, Mamma,” he implored eagerly, as though
at the last moment she might stretch out her hand and pluck him
from his awful predicament.

“You'll need to go now, my son. It’s gane too far to be altered now,”
she replied sadly, shaking her head. “Your father has wished it all
along. And what he says must be done. There’s just no other way
about it. But you'll do your best to be a good boy, won’t you, Matt?”

“Yes, Mamma.”

“You'll send home something of your pay for me to put in the
Building Society for you?”

“Yes, Mamma.”

“You’ll read a chapter of your Bible every day?”

“Yes, I will, Mamma.”

“And don’t forget me, Matt.”
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Matthew burst into broken, uncouth sobs.

“I don’t want to go,” he blubbered, catching at hcr dress. “You're
all sending me away and I'll never come back. It’s my death I'm goin’
out to. Don’t let me go, Mamma.”

“Ye maun go, Matt,” she whispered. “He would kill us if we
came back thegither.”

“I'll be sick on the boat,” he whined. “I feel it comin’ on alread,.
J'll get the fever out there. You know I'm not strong. I tell ye, Mamma,
1l finish me.”

“Wheesht, son!” she murmured. “Ye maun calm yoursel’. I'll pray
to the Lord to protect ye.”

“Oh, well, Mamma, if I'm to go, leave me now,” he wailed. “I can’t
stand any more. Don'’t sit there and mock me. Leave me and be fin-
ished with it!” His mother stood up and drew him into her arms;
at last she was a woman. “Good-bye, son, and God bless you,” she
said quietly. As she left the cabin with streaming eyes and shaking
head, he flung himself impotently upon his bunk.

Mrs. Brodie stepped off the gangway and set out for Queen Street
station. As she retraced her steps through the docks her feet dragged
along the very pavements over which she had advanced so airilv.
gradually her body drooped forward, her dress trailed behind heed-
lessly; her head inclined itself pathetically; a mantle of resignation
descended upon her; she had emerged completely from her dreams
and was again the hapless and handless wife of James Brodie.

In the train homewards she felt tired, exhausted by the rapid flight
of emotions that had traversed her being. A drowsiness crept over
her and she slept. In the shadows of her sleeping brain spectres sprang
from their lurking places and tormented her. Some one was thrusting
her downwards, crushing her with stones; square grey stones were
all around, compressing her. Upon the earth beside her lay her chil-
dren, their cadaverous limbs relaxed in the inanition of extreme
debility, and, as the walls slowly drew in nearer upon them, she
awoke with a loud shriek, which mingled with the blast ot the en-
gine’s whistle. The train was entering the outskirts of Levenford. She
was home.
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On the following morning about ten o’clock, Mrs. Brodie and Mary
were together in the kitchen, according to their custom of consulting
together to discuss the household plans for the day when the master
of the house had departed after breakfast. This morning, however,
they sat without reviewing the possibilities of their cleaning or
mending, without debating whether it should be stew or mince for
the day’s dinner, or considering whether father’s grey suit required
pressing, and instead remained silent, somewhat subdued, with
Mrs. Brodic mournfully sipping a cup of strong tea and Mary gazing
quietly out of the window.

“I feel good for nothing, to-day,” said Mamma at length.

“No wonder, Mamma, after yesterday,” Mary sighed. “I wonder
how hc’s getting on? Not homesick already, I hope.”

Mrs. Brodie shook her head. “The seasickness will be the worst, I'm
gey afeared, for Matt was never a sailor, poor boy! I remember only
too well when he was just twelve, on the steamer to Port Doran,
he was very ill — and it wasna that rough either. He would eat green-
gages after his dinner, and I didna like to stop him and spoil the day’s
pleasure for the wee man, but he brought them up and the good
dinner too, that had cost his father a salt half crown. Oh! But your
father was angry with him, and with me too, as if it was my fault
that the boat turned the boy’s stomach.”

She paused reminiscently, and added, “I'm glad I never gave Matt
a hard word, anyway, now that he’s away far, far. No! I never gave
him a word in anger, let alone lifted my hand to him in punishment.”

“You always hiked Matt best,” Mary agreed mildly. “I'm afraid
you’ll miss him sorely, Mamma!”

“Miss him?” Mrs. Brodie replied. “I should just think I would.
I feel as weak as if — as if something inside of me had gane away
on that boat and would never come back. But he’ll miss me too, I
hope.” Her eye glistened, as she continued, “Ay, grown man though
he is, he broke down in his cabin like a bairn when he had to say
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good-bye to his mother. It’s a comfort to me, that, Mary, and will be,
until I get the consolation of his own dear letters. My! But I'm lookin’
forward to those. The only letter he’s ever written me was when he
was nine years old and was away for a holiday at Cousin Jim’s farm,
after he had been poorly with his chest. It was that interestin’ too —
all about the horse he had sat on and the wee trout he had caught in
the river. I've got it in my drawer to this very day. I maun redd it
out for mysel’. Ay!” she concluded, with a melancholy pleasure, “I'll
go through all my drawers and sort out a’ the things of Matt’s that
I've got. It’ll be a wee crumb o’ comfort till I hear from him.”

“Will we do out his room to-day, then, Mamma?” asked Mary.

“No, Mary — that’s not to be touched. It’s Matt’s room, and we’ll
keep it as it is until he wants it again — if ever he does.” She drank
a mouthful of tea appreciatively. “It was good of you to make me
this, Mary; it’s drawing me together. He ought to get good tea in
India, anyway; that’s the place for tea and spices. Cold tea should
be refreshin’ to him in the heat,” she added. Then, after a pause, “Why
didn’t you take a cup yourself?”

“I feel upset a bit myself this morning, Mamma.”

“You've been looking real poorly these last few days. You're as
pale as paper too.”

Mary was the least beloved by Mrs. Brodie of all her children, but
in the deprivation of the favourite, Matthew, she drew closer to her.

“We'll not do a bit of cleaning in the house to-day, either of us;
we both deserve a rest after all the rush we’ve had lately,” she con-
tinued. “I might try and ease my mind in a book for a wee, and you’ll
go out this morning for your messages to get a breath of air. It'll do
ye good to get a walk while it’s dry and sunny. What do we need
now?”

They conned the deficiencies of the larder, whilst Mary wrote
them down on a slip of paper against that treacherous memory of
hers. Purchases at various shops were involved, for the housekeeping
allowance was not lavish, and it was necessary to buy every article
in the cheapest possible market.

“We maun stop our order o’ the wee Abernethies at the baker’s.
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now that Matt’s away. Your father never looks at them. Tell them
we'll not be requirin’ any more,” said Mamma. “My! But it’s an
awfu’ emptiness in the house to think on the boy bein’ away; it was
such a pleasure for me to give him a nice, tasty dish.”

“We’ll not need so much butter either, Mamma! He was fond of
that too,” suggested Mary, with her pencil reflectively tapping her
white front teeth.

“We don’t need that anyway chis morning,” retorted Mamma, a
trifle coldly, “but I want you to get this week’s Good Thoughts when
you’re out. It’s the very thing for Matt, and I'm going to send it to
him every week. It'll cheer him up to get it regularly and do his mind
a world o’ good.”

When they had examined and weighed up all the requirements
of the household and carefully estimated the total cost, Mary took the
money counted out from her mother’s thin purse, slipped on her bon-
net, picked up her fine net reticule, and set out upon her errands.
She was happy to be in the open, fecling, when she was out of doors,
freer in her body and in her mind, less confined, less circumscribed
by the rooted conformity of her environment. Additionally, each
visit to the town now held for her a high and pulsating adventure
and at every turn and corner she drew a deep, expectant breath,
could scarcely raise her eyes for the hope and fear that she might see
Denis. Although she had not had another letter, mercifully, per-
haps, for she would then surely huve been detected, an inward im-
pression told her that he was now home from his business circuit; if
he in reality loved her, he must surely come to Levenford to seek her,
An instinctive longing quickened her steps and made her heart
quicken in sympathy. She passed the Common with a sense of em-
barrassment, observing, with one quick, diffident glance, that nothing
remained of the merry-making of last week but the beaten track of
the passage of many feet, blanched squares and circles where the
booths and tents had stood, and heaps of débris and smoking ashes
upon the worn, burned-out grass; but the littered desolation of the
scene gave her no pang, the departure of its flashing cohorts no
regret, for in her heart a memory remained which was not blanched,
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or trampled, or burned out, but which flamed each day more brightly
than before.

Her desire to see Denis intensified, filled her slender figure with
a rare zther, setting a mist upon her eyes and a freshness upon her
cheeks like the new bloom upon a wild rose; her aspiration rose
into her throat and stifled her with a feeling like bitter grief.

Once in the town, she lingered over her shopping, dclaying a
little by the windows, hopeful that a light touch upon her arm might
suddenly arouse her, taking the longest possible routes and traversing
as many streets as she dared, in the hope of encountering Denis. But
still she did not see him, and now, instead of veiling her glance, she
began to gaze anxiously about her, as though she entrcated him to
come to her to end the unhappiness of her suspense. Slowly the list
of her commissions dwindled and, by the time she had made her last
purchase, a small furrow of anxicty perplexed her smooth brow,
while her mouth drooped plaintively at its corners as her latent long-
ing now took possession of her. Denis did not love her and for that
reason he would not come to her! She had been mad to consider
that he could continue to care for her, a creature so little fitted to
his charm and graceful beauty; and, with the bitter certainty of
despair, she became aware that he would never see her again, that she
would be left like a wounded bird, fluttering fecbly and alone.

Now it was impossible to delay her rcturn, for, with a sudden
pathetic dignity, she felt she could not be seen loitering about the
streets, as though she lowered herself commonly to look for a man
who had disdained her; and she turned quickly, with the reticule
of parcels dragging upon her arm like a heavy weight as she moved
off towards home. She now chose the quiet strects, to hide herself as
much as possible, feeling miserably that if Denis did not wish her, she
would not thrust herself upon him; and in a paroxysm of sad renun-
ciation, she kept her head lowered and occupicd the most incon-
siderable space possible upon the pavement which she traversed.

She had so utterly resigned herself to not sccing Denis that when
he suddenly appeared before her from the passage leading out of
the new station, it was as if a phantom had issucd from the unsub-
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stantial air. She raised her downcast eyes as though, startled and
unbelieving, they refused to allow the sudden transport of the vision
to pass into her being, to flood it with a joy which might be unreal,
merely the delusive mirage of her hopes. But no phantom could hurry
forward so eagerly, or smile so captivatingly, or take her hand so
warmly, so closely, that she felt the pulse of the hot blood in the ardent,
animate hand. It was Denis. Yet he had no right to be so gay and
clated, so carefree and dashing, his rapture untouched by any
memory of their separation. Did he not understand that she had been
forced to wait through weary days of melancholy, had only a moment
ago been plunged in sad despondency, even to the consideration
of her abandonment?

“Mary, it’s like heaven to see you again, and you’ve the look of one
of the angels up above! I only got back home late last night and 1
‘came the first moment I could get away. How lucky to catch you
like this!” he exclaimed, fervently fixing his eye upon hers.

Immediately she forgave him. Her despondency melted under the
warmth of his flow of high spirits; her sadness perished in the gay
infection of his smile; instead, a sudden, disturbing realisation of
the sweetly intimate circumstances of their last meeting seized her
and a mood of profound shyness overtook her.

She blushed to see in the open day this young gallant who, cloaked
by the benign darkness, had pressed her so closely in his arms, who
had been the first to kiss her, to touch caressingly her virgin body.
Did he know all that she had thought of him since then? All the
throbbing recollections of the past and the mad, dancing visions of the
future that had obsessed her? She dared not look at him.

“I'm so delighted to see you again, Mary, I could jump for joy!
Are you glad to see me again?” he continued.

“Yes,” she said, in a low, embarrassed voice.

“I've so much to tell you that I couldn’t put into my letter. 1
didn’t want to say too much for fear it would be intercepted. Did
you get it?”

“I got it safely, but you mustn’t write again,” she whispered. “I
would be afraid for you to do that.”



86 HATTER’S CASTLXE

What he had said was so indiscreet that the thought of what he
had left unsaid made a still higher colour mantle in her cheeks.

“I won't need to write again for a long time,” he laughed mean-
ingly. “Sure, I'll be secing you ever so often now. I'll be at the office
for a month or two until my autumn trip; and speaking of business,
Mary dear, you've brought me the luck of a charm —I've twice as
many orders this time. If ye keep inspirin’ me like that, you’ll make
a fortune for me in no time. Bedad! You'll have to meet me if only to
share the profits!”

Mary looked around uneasily, feeling already in the quiet street
a horde of betraying eyes upon her, sensing in his impetuosity how
little he understood her position.

“Denis, I'm afraid 1 can’t wait any longer. We might be seen
here.”

“Is it a crime to talk to a young man, then —in the morning,
anyway,” he replied softly, meaningly. “Sure, there’s no disgrace in
that. And if ye’d rather walk I could tramp to John o’ Groats with
you! Let me carry your parcels for a bit of the way, Ma’am.”

Mary shook her head. “People would notice us more than ever,”
she replied timidly, already conscious of the eyes of the town upon
her, during that reckless promenade.

He looked at her tenderly, protectingly, then allowed his resource-
ful glance to travel up and down the street with what to her devoted
eyes, seemed like the intrepid gaze of an adventurer in a hostile land.

“Mary, my dear,” he said presently, in a jocular tone, “you don’t
know the man you’re with yet. ‘Foyle never knows defeat;’ that’s
my motto. Come along in here!” He took her arm firmly and led
her a few doors down the street; then, before she realised it and could
think even to resist, he had drawn her inside the cream-coloured
doors of Bertorelli’s café. She paled with apprehension, feeling that
she had finally passed the limits of respectability, that the depth of
her dissipation had now been reached, and looking reproachfully into
Denis’ smiling face, in a shocked tone she gasped:

“Oh, Denis, how could you!”

Yet, as she looked around the clean, empty shop, with its rows of
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marble-topped tables, its small scintillating mirrors, and brightlg
papered walls, while she allowed herself to be guided to one of the
plush stalls that appeared exactly like her pew in church, she felt
curiously surprised, as if she had expected to find a sordid den suited
appropriately to the debauched revels that must, if tradition were to
be believed, inevitably be connected with a place like this.

Her bewilderment was increased by the appearance of a fat, fatherly
man with a succession of chins, each morc amiable than the preceding
honest one, who came up to them, smilingly, bowed with a quick
bend of the region which had once been his waist, and said:

“Good-day, Mecster Foyle. Glad to see you back.”

“Morning, Louis!”

This, then, was the monster himself.

“Had a nice treep, Meester Foyle? Plenty business, I hope.”

“Plenty! You old lump of blubber! Don’t you know by this time
I can sell anything? I could sell a ton of macaroni in the streets of
Aberdeen.”

Bertorelli laughed and extended his hands expressively, while his
chuckle wreathed more chins around his full, beaming face.

“That woulda be easy, Meester Foyle. Macaroni is good, just the
same as porreedge; makes a man beeg like me.”

“That’s right, Louis! You're a living example against the use of
macaroni. Never mind your figure, though. How’s all the family?”

“Oh! Just asplendeed! The bambino weel soon be as beeg as me
Already he has two chins.”

As he rolled with laughter, Mary again gazed aghast at the tragic
spectacle of a villain who concealed his rascality under the guise
of a fictitious mirth and a false assumption of humanity. But hes
conflicting thoughts were interrupted by Denis, as he tactfully en
quired:

“What would you like, Mary —a macallum?”

She had sufficient hardihood to nod her head; for although she
would not have known a macallum from a macaroon, to have con
fessed her ignorance before this archangel of iniquity was beyont

her.
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“Very good, very nice,” agreed Bertorelli, as he ambled away.

“Nice chap, that,” said Denis, “straight as a die; and as kind as
you make them!”

“But,” quavered Mary, “they say such things about him.”

“Bah! He eats babies, I suppose! Pure, unlovely bigotry, Mary
dear. We'll have to progress beyond that some day, if we’re not to
stick in the Dark Ages. Although he’s Italian he’s a human being.
Comes from a place near Pisa, where the famous tower is, the one
that leans but never falls. We'll go and see it some day — we’ll do
Paris and Rome t00,” he added casually.

Mary looked reverently at this young man who called foreigners
by their Christian names and who toyed with the capitals of Europe,
not boastingly like poor Matt, but with a cool, calm confidence, and
she reflected how pulsating life might be with a man like this, so
loving and yet so strong, so gentle and yet so undaunted. She felt she
was on the way to worshipping him.

Now she was eating her macallum, a delicious concoction of ice
cream and raspberry juice, which, cunningly blending the subtly
acid essence of the fruit with the cold mellow sweetness of the ice
cream, melted upon her tongue in an exquisite and unexpected de-
light. Under the table Denis pressed her foot gently with his, whilst
his eyes followed her naive enjoyment with a lively satisfaction.

Why, she asked herself, did she enjoy herself always so exquisitely
with him? Why did he seem, in his kindness, generosity, and toler-
ance, so different from any one she had known? Why should the
upward curl of his mouth and the lights in his hair, the poise of his
head, make her heart turn with happiness in her breast?

“Are you enjoying this?” he asked.

“It really is nice here,” she conceded, with a submissive murmur.

“It’s all right,” he agreed. “I wouldn’t have taken you, otherwise.
But anywhere is nice so long as we are together. That’s the secret,
Mary!”

Her eyes sparkled back at him, her being absorbed the courageous
vitality which he radiated, and, for the first time since their meeting,
she laughed spontaneously, happily, outright.
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“That’s better,” encouraged Denis. “I was beginning to worry
about you.” He leant impulsively across the table and took her thin,
small fingers in his.

“You know, Mary dear, I want you so much to be happy. When
I first saw you I loved you for your loveliness—but it was a sad
loveliness. You looked to me as if you were afraid to smile, as if
some one had crushed all the laughter out of you. Ever since our
wonderful time together, dear, I've been thinking of you. I love you
and I hope that you love me, for I feel we are just made for each
other. I couldn’t live without you now and I want to be with you, to
watch you unfold out of your sadness and see you laugh at any silly,
stupid joke I make to you. Let me pay my court to you openly.”

She was silent, moved immeasurably by his words, then at last she
spoke:

“How I wish we could be together,” she said sadly. “I— I've missed
you so much, Denis. But you don’t know my father. He is terrible.
There is something about him you don’t understand. I'm afraid of
him, and he — he has forbidden me to speak to you.”

Denis’ eyes narrowed.

“Am I not good enough for him?”

Mary gripped his fingers tightly, involuntarily, as though he had
wounded her.

“Oh! Don’t say that, dear Denis. You're wonderful and I love
you, I'd die for you; but my father is the most domineering man youn
could ever imagine; oh! — and the proudest man too.”

“Why is he like that? — He has nothing against me? I've nothing
to be ashamed of, Mary. Why do you say he is proud?”

Mary did not reply for a moment. Then she said slowly, “I don™
know! When I was little I never thought about it; my father was like
a god to me, so big, so strong; every word that he uttered was like
a command. As I grew older, I seemed to feel there was some mystery,
something which makes him different from ordinary people, which
makes him try to mould us into his own fashion, and now I almost
fear that he thinks — ” She paused and looked up at Denis ner-
vously.
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“What?” he urged. :

“I'm not sure, oh! I can hardly say it.” She blushed uncomfortably
as she haltingly continued, “He seems to think we are related in some
way to the Winton family.”

“To the Wintons,” he exclaimed incredulously. “To the Earl
himself! How on earth does he make that out?”

She shook her head sadly, miserably. “I don’t know. He never lets
himself speak of it, but I know it’s in the back of his mind all the
time. The Winton family name is Brodie, you see — Oh! but it’s all
so ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous!” he echoed. “It does seem ridiculous! What does he
expect to get out of it?”

“Nothing,” she exclaimed bitterly. “Only the satisfaction to his
pride. He makes life miserable for us at times. He compels us, makes
us live differently from other people. We're apart in that house of
ours that he built himself, and like him it oppresses us all.” Carried
away by the expression of her fears, she cried out finally, “Oh! Denis,
I know it’s not right for me to talk like this about my own father,
but I'm afraid of him. He would never — never allow our engage-
ment.”

Denis set his teeth. “I'll go and see him myself. I'll convince him
in spite of himself and I'll make him let me see you. I'm not afraid
of him. I'm not afraid of any man living.”

She jumped up in a panic. “No! No, Denis! Don’t do that. He
would punish us both dreadfully.” The vision of her father, with
his fearful, brute strength, mauling the beauty of this young gladiator,
terrified her. “Promise me you won't,” she cried.

“But we must see each other, Mary. I can’t give you up.”

“We could meet sometimes,” said Mary.

“That leads nowhere, dear; we must have some definite under-
standing. You know I want to marry you.” He looked at her closely;
he knew her ignorance to be such that he was afraid to say any more.
Instead, he took up her hand, kissed the palm softly, and laid his
cheek against it.

“Will you meet me soon?” he asked inconsequently. “I wouic like
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to be in the moonlight with you again to see it shining in your eyes,
to see the moonbeams dancing in your hair.” He lifted his head and
looked lovingly at her hand, which he still held in his. “Your hands
are like snowdrops, Mary, so soft and white and drooping. They
are cool like snow itself against my hot face. I love them, and I
love you.”

A passionate longing seized him to have her always with him.
If necessary he would fight; he would be stronger than the circum-
stances that separated them, stronger than fate itself; in a different
voice he said firmly:

“Surely you will marry me, even if we’ve got to wait, won’t you,
Mary?”

While he sat silent against the garish background of the empty
shop, his hand lightly touching hers, awaiting her answer, she saw
in his eyes the leaping of his kindred soul towards her, in his question
only the request that she be happy with him always, and, forgetting
instantly the difficulty, danger and total impossibility of the achieve-
ment, knowing nothing of marriage but only loving him, losing her
fear in his strength and sinking herself utterly in him, her eyes
looked deeply into his, as she answered:

“Yes.”

He did not move, did not cast himself upon his knee in a passion
of protesting gratitude, but in his stillness a current of unutterable
love and fervour flowed from his body into hers through the medium
of their touching hands and into his eyes there welled up such a look
of tenderness and devotion that, meeting hers, it fused about them
like an aura of radiance.

“You’'ll not regret it, dear,” he whispered, as he leaned across the
table and softly kissed her lips. “I'll do my utmost to make you happy,
Mary! I've been selfish, but now you will always come first. I'll work
hard for you. I'm making my way fast and I'm going to make
it faster. I've got something in the bank now and in a short time, if
you'll wait, Mary, we’ll just walk off and get married.”

The dazzling simplicity of the solution blinded her, as, thinking
how easy it would be for them to run away suddenly, secretly, with-
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out her father knowing, to loose themselves utterly from hin., she
clasped her hands together and whispered:

“Oh! Denis, could we? I never thought of that!”

“We can and we will, dear Mary. I'll work hard so that we can
manage soon. Remember my motto! We'll make that our family crest.
Never mind the Wintons! Now, not another word or another worry
for that little head of yours. Leave everything to me and remember
only that I'm thinking of you and striving for you all the time. We
may have to be careful how we meet, but surely I can see you occa-
sionally — even if it’s only to admire the elegant little figure of you
from a distance.”

“T’ll have to see you sometimes; it would be too hard to do without
that,” she murmured, and added ingenuously, “Every Tuesday I
go to the Library to change Mamma’s book, and sometimes my own.”

“Didn’t I find that out for myself, you spalpeen!” smiled Denis.
“Sure enough I'll know all about your mother’s taste in literature
before I'm finished. And don’t I know the Library! I'll be there, you
may be sure. But can you not give me a photo of your own dear self
to keep me going, in between times?”

She hung her head a little, conscious of her own deficiencies and
the oddity of her up-bringing, as she replied, “I haven’t got one.
Father didn’t approve of it.”

“What! Your parents are behind the times, my girl. We'll have
to waken them up. To think that you've never been taken is a shame;
but never mind, I'll have your sweet face before the camera the
moment we’re married. How do you like this?” he enquired, as he
produced a misty brown photograph of a jaunty young man stand-
ing with cheerful fortitude, mingled with an inappropriate air of
hilarity, amongst what appeared to be an accumulation of miniature
tombstones.

“Denis Foyle at the Giants’ Causeway last year,” he explained.
“That old woman that sells shells there, you know, the big curly ones
that sing in your ear, told my fortune that day. She said I was going
to be the lucky, lucky gossoon, and indeed she must have known I
was going to meet you.”
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“Can I have this, Denis?” she asked shyly. “I think it's lovely.”

“It’s for you and no other, provided you wear it next your heart.”

“I must wear it where nobody sees it,” she answered innocently.

“That’ll suit me,” he replied, and smiled teasingly at the sudden
rush of colour and understanding which flooded her modest brow.
But immediately he amended honourably:

“Don’t mind me, Mary. As the Irishman said, ‘I'm always puttin’
me foot in it with me clumsy tongue’.”

They both laughed, but as she dissolved in gaiety, feeling that
she could have listened to his banter for ever, she saw the purpose
behind it and loved him for the attempt to hearten her against their
separation. His courage made her valiant, his frank but audacious
attitude towards life stimulated her as a clear cold wind might
arouse a prisoner after a long incarceration in stagnant air. All this
rushed upon her as she said involuntarily, simply:

“You make me glad and free, Denis. I can breathe when I'm with
you. I did not know the meaning of love until I met you. I had never
thought of it — did nor understand — but now I know that, always,
for me, love 1s to be with you, to breathe with the same breath as
you —”

She broke off abruptly, covered with confusion, at her boldness in
speaking to him like this. A faint recollection of her previous ex-
istence, of her life apart from him, dawned upon her, and, as her
eye fell upon the heap of parcels besidc her, she remembered Mamma,
who would be wondering what had become of her; she thought of her
already appalling lateness, of the necessity for prudence and caution,
and starting up abruptly, she said, with a short sigh:

“T’ll really need to go now, Denis.”

Her words burdened him suddenly with the imminence of her
departure, but he did not plead with her to stay, and he stood up,
like 2 man, at once, saying:

“I don’t want you to go, dear, and I know you don’t want to go
either, but we've got the future straightened out better now. We've
only got to love each other and wait.”

They were still alone. Bertorelli, in vanishing irrevocably, had,
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monster though he might be, betrayed none the less a human under-
standing and a tactful appreciation of their situation which might
weigh in the balance — however lightly — against the atrocities that
had been imputed to him. They kissed quickly, when her lips swept
his like the brush of a butterfly’s wing. At the door they shared one
last look, a silent communion of all their secret understanding, confi-
dence and love, which passed between them like a sacred talisman
before she turned and left him.

Her reticule, now a featherweight, her steps rapid, fluent to her
dancing heart, her head in the air, her curls straying and sailing
buoyantly behind her, she was home before the rapture of her
thoughts had abated. As she swept into the kitchen Mrs. Brodie
looked at her questioningly from around the inclination of her
nose.

“What kept you, girl? You took a long time to get that pickle of
messages. Did you meet any one you knew? Was anybody speirin’
#bout Matt?”

Mary almost giggled in Mamma’s face. For a ridiculous instant
she considered the effect upon her mother were she to tell her she
had just eaten an ambrosial sweetmeat, served by an outrageous
ruffian, who tortured bambinos with macaroni, in a forbidden haunt
of iniquity, and in company with a young man who lad virtually
proposed a honeymoon in Paris. It was well that she refrained, for
had she yielded to this absurdity in the exhilaration of her spirits
Mrs. Brodie, if she had not doubted her daughter’s sanity, would
certainly have swooned immediately.

“The air must have done you good, anyway,” continued Mamma,
somewhat suspiciously. “You've got quite a colour.”

Credulous as she was, the maternal instinct that was in her doubted
such immediate efficacy in the usually impotent Levenford air.

“Yes! I feel much better now,” replied Mary truthfully, with
twitching lips and sparkling eyes.

“Grandma was saying something when you were out, about a
letter she had seen you reading,” persisted Mrs. Brodie, trailing after
her nebulous idea. “I hope you're not up to any mischief your father
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would disapprove of. Don't set yourself up against him, Mary. Them
that has tried it have aye regretted it. There’s only one finish to that!”
She sighed reminiscently, and added, “He finds out eventually, and
he’ll be at you in the end, ay, and make it a bitter, bitter end.”

Mary shook off her mantle with a shrug of her shoulders. In the
space of the last hour her slim figure had regained its youthful and
imperious vitality. She stood erect, filled with a fierce and confident
joy.

“Mamma,” she said gaily, “don’t worry about me. My motto is
now, ‘Mary never knows defeat!’”

Mrs. Brodie shook her pathetically inclined head sadly, and, filled
with a vague, uncomprehending foreboding, gathered up the mes-
sages; with a more melancholy inclination of her head, like an in-
carnate presage of misfortune and ill-omen, she passed slowly out
of the room.

v

“Nessie! Mary!” shrilled Mrs. Brodie, in a fine frenzy of service,
as she skittled about, helping Brodie to dress, “come and put on your
father’s gaiters.”

It was the morning of Saturday the twenty-first of August, and
one of the red-letter days in James Brodie’s calendar. In a large-
patterned, black-and-white check, knickerbocker suit he sat, his
face like a full red sun, trying to struggle into his gaiters, which had
not been used since a year that day, when, though he now chose to
forget the fact, he had experienced the same difficulty in assuming
them.

“What kind of witless trick was it to put a man’s gaiters away
damp?” he girned at his wife. “They’ll not meet on me now. Desh
it all, can’t a man keep a thing decent in this house? These have
shrunk.”

Inevitably, when anything went wrong, the onus was thrust upon
his wife’s narrow shoulders.
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“A man can'’t leave a thing about, but some senseless creature
wastes it for him. How am I to go to the Show without gaiters?
Ye'll be askin’ me to go without my collar and tie next.”

“But, Father,” meckly replied Mrs. Brodie, “I think you must be
wearing a shade larger boot this year. This new pair I ordered for
you myself were something broader than the others.”

“Nonsense!” he grunted. “You'll be saying that my feet have got
bigger next.”

Here Nessie burst into the room like a young foal, followed more
slowly by Mary.

“Quick, girls,” urged Mamma, “do up your father’s gaiters for
him. Look sharp now, he’s behind time!” The young handmaidens
launched themselves upon their knees, applying their nimble fingers
with dexterity and strength to the task before them, whilst Brodie lay
back, simmering, darting black glances at the apologetic figure of
his wife. The catastrophe was the more unfortunate for Mrs. Brodie
as, upon this day in particular, he might reasonably be relied upon
to be in a good temper, and the thought of spoiling for herself the rare
chance of a day without a rage, of having activated the passive vol-
cano, was more humiliating to her than the actual insults of the
moment.

It was the day of the Levenford Cattle Show, an outstanding agri-
cultural event, which drew the pedigree of the county as regards both
its stock and its human inhabitants. Brodie loved the show and made
his attendance of it an unfailing annual institution. He loved the
sleek cattle with their swollen udders, the full-muscled Clydesdale
stallions, the high-stepping cobs in the ring, the fat-flanked porkers
and thick, close-knit sheep, and he prided himself on his judgment
of a beast.

“I, a hatter!” he seemed to say, as he stood close to the judges, one
hand gripping his famous ash plant, the other deep in his front
pocket, “I'm more fitted for the job than them.”

He was in his element, in the forefront of the judging, prominent
amongst the best of them. Then, sauntering around the marquees
with his hat well back on his head, he would slice with his penknife



HATTER’S CASTLE 97

a sliver from this cheese and a sliver from that, tasting them critically;
savour the different butters, the cream, the buttermilk; rakishly
chaff the sonsiest of the dairymaids, who stood behind their exhibits.

That part of him which lay close to the soil flourished on days like
these. From his mother's family, the Lumsdens, who had for genera-
tions farmed in the Barony of Winton, he drew that deeply rooted
inheritance of the love of the land, its produce and beasts. His body
craved the hardy exercise of the farm, for in his youth he had driven
his team through the loam of Winton and had known also the thrill
of the feel of the gun butt against his cheek. From his father, James
Brodie, that bitter, morose, implacable man, of whom he was the
sole child, he had derived a pride which nourished itself upon a desire
to possess the land. Only the vicissitudes following his impoverished
father’s death, when the latter had killed himself by falling from his
horse, had driven him, as a young man, into the abomination of
trade.

But another, and a stronger reason existed which impelled him to
the Show, namely, the craving to associate on equal terms with the
gentry of the county and the borough. Conducting himself there not
obsequiously, but rather with a trace of arrogance, nevertheless a nod
of recognition, a word of greeting, or a few moments’ conversation
with a notability of rank or distinction gratified him inwardly and
intoxicated him with delight.

“I've done it, Father. I've finished first!” cried Nessie triumphantly.
With her small fingers she had succeeded in buttoning up one of
the refractory spats.

“Come along, Mary,” implored Mrs. Brodie. “You're such a slow-
coach. Your father hasn’t got all day to wait.”

“Let her take her time,” said Brodie sardonically. “I might as well
be late, now I'm about it. In fact, you might like to keep me here
all day between you.”

“She is never as quick at a thing as Nessie,” sighed Mamma.

“That’s it,” at last said Mary, standing up with benumbed fingers.

Her father eyed her critically.

“You know you're getting lazy, that’s what’s wrong with you, my
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girl. Good sakes, now I look at you you're getting as big as the side
of a house. You should eat less and work more.”

He stood up, contemplating himself in the mirror, whilst Mamma
led the girls from the room, and, as his reflection gazed back at him
from the glass with gradually increasing approval, his self-com-

- placency was eventually restored. His thick muscular legs were set
off to perfection by the rough knickerbockers, and under the fleecy
homespun stockings his calves swelled nobly; his shoulders were as
broad and straight as a wrestler’s; not an ounce of fat marred his
body; his skin was as unblemished as a child’s. He was the perfect
figure of a country gentleman and, as the fact which he already
knew was borne in upon him more forcibly by the glamour of his
image, he twirled his moustache and smoothed his chin with satisfied
vanity.

At this point the door of his room slowly opened and Grandma
Brodie put her head around the door jamb insinuatingly, espying how
his mood lay before she spoke.

“Can I have a look at you before you go, James?” she wheedled,
after a cautious pause. This day produced upon her decaying sensi-
bility an emotion akin to excitement, sponsored by the almost for-
gotten memories of her youth which rushed incoherently in upon
her. “You look real grand. Ye're the fine figure o’ a man,” she told
her son. “Losh! But I wish I was going with ye.”

“You’re too old in the tooth for me to show you, Mother,” jibed
Brodie. “although ye might get a ribbon for toughness.”

Her dull ears prevented her from hearing properly, her distant
thoughts from understanding the full import of his remark. “Ay,
I'm gettin’ a trifle old to go,” she lamented, “but I've seen the day
I would have been among the foremost there at the milkin’, and the
showin’, and the jiggin’ after, and then the tig-taggin’ on the lang
drive hame in the cool o’ the night air. It a’ comes back to me.” Her
dull eyes glistened. “What grand scones and bannocks we used to
have there, though I paid but little heed to them in they days.” She
sighed regretfully at her lost opportunities.
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“Tuts, woman, can ye not keep you mind off your meat? You
would think you were starved to hear you,” Brodie chided her.

“No! No! James. I'm very grateful for all that you give me, and
that’s plenty. But maybe to-day if you were to see a nice, wee bit
Cheddar cheese, no’ too dear — there’s a wheen o’ bargains to be had
at the end o’ the day — perhaps you might pick it up for me.” She
leered at him ingratiatingly.

Brodie burst into loud laughter. “Gad! You'll be the death of me,
woman. Your god’s in your belly. I expect to be seeing Sir John
Latta to-day. Do you want me to be carrying pokes and parcels
when I meet him,” he shouted uproariously at her as he strode out
of the room.

His mother hastened to the window of her room to see him swag-
ger out of the house. She would sit there most of the day, straining
her vision upon any passing stock ; feasting her eyes upon the coloured
cards —the red firsts, the blue seconds, the green thirds and the
indifferent yellows, which meant only highly commended; revelling
in the press and bustle of the country throng; trying, but always un-
successfully, to catch a glimpse of some old, familiar face amongst
the passing crowd. There was always the chance too, ever present in
her mind —its very improbability whetting her fancy provokingly
— that her son might bring her back some small gift. She had asked
for this, at any rate, and could do no more, she reflected complacently,
as she settled herself eagerly in her chair to begin her pleasant vigil.

Downstairs on his way out, Brodie turned to Mary. “You better
go down to the business and remind that ass Perry I'll not be in
all day.” The shop was known in the Brodie household only under
the term of “the business”; the former term would have been con-
sidered paltry, even degrading. “He mightna remember that there’s
no holiday for him to-.day. He’s quite capable of forgetting his head,
that one is. And run all the way, my lassie; it'll take some of the
beef off you.”

To Mamma he said, “I'll be back when you see me!” This was his
valediction on such rare occasions as he chose to bid his wife fare-
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well, but it was, in reality, a mark of unusual magnanimity, and
Mamma accepted it with an appropriate gratitude.

“I hope you'll enjoy yourself, James,” she said timidly, suiting her
reply to his mood and the memorable nature of the event. Only on
such infrequent and remarkable occasions did she dare use his bap-
tismal name, but when they arose she ventured it in her reply, feeling
that it consolidated what small and unsubstantial position she held
in his esteem.

She did not dare to consider the attraction which the Show might
offer to her; it was deemed sufficient gratification for her to admire
the retreating, well-set-up figure of her husband, as he went off by
himself upon any excursion of pleasure, and the preposterous idea
that she might accompany him never entered her head. She had no
clothes, she was required at home, her strength was insufficient to
support the hardships of a day in the fresh air —any one of these, or
of a dozen further reasons, was, by her timid logic, sufficient to debar
her from going. “I hope it’ll keep fine for him,” she murmured as,
well pleased, she went back to wash the breakfast dishes, whilst Nessie
waved good-bye to her father’s back from the parlour window.

When the door had closed behind the master of the house Mary
went slowly upstairs to her room, sat down on the edge of her bed
and looked out of the window. She did not, in the clear brightness
of the morning, see the three tall birch trees, their smooth boles
shining with a lustrous sheen, standing upright like silver masts; she
did not hear the whispered rustle of the leaves, flickering dark and
light as they turned in the faint breeze. Engrossed within herself,
she sat thinking of that remark which her father had made, turning
it over in her mind uneasily, unhappily. “Mary, you’re getting as
big as a house,” he had sneered, meaning, she fully realised, that she
was developing, filling out, as befitted her age and rapid growth.
Nevertheless, that single utterance, like a sudden shaft of light dart-
ing in, then out, of the darkness of her ignorance, had suddenly
originated in her mind a profound disquiet.

Her mother, like a human ostrich, burying her head nervously at
the slightest suggestion of the subject when it appeared on the
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domestic horizon, had not enlightened her on even the most ele-
mentary aspects of sex, and to any direct, ingenuous question which
her daughter might address to her in this connection, Mamma would
reply, in horror, “Hush at once, Mary! It’s not a nice thing to talk
about. Good girls don’t think of such things. That was a shameful
thing to ask.” Her acquaintance with other girls had been always
so slight that she had never achieved information on this matter
through the light, tittering remarks in which even the most simper-
ing, pink and white maidens of the town occasionally indulged. Stray
fragments of such conversations which she might have overheard
fell upon uncomprehending ears or were repudiated by the natural
delicacy of her feeling, and she had lived in an unconscious simplicity,
discrediting perhaps, if she ever considered this, the fable that babies
were achieved through the assistance of the stork, but being sublimely
unaware of the most rudimentary realities of procreation.

Even now the fact that for three months the normal functions of
her body had been disturbed had not ruffled the limpid pool of her
virgin mind, but this morning her father’s coarse remark, twisted by
some hidden convolution of her mind into a different sense, distorted
into a different interpretation, had struck her with a crushing
violence.

Was she different now? Agitatedly she ran her hands over her
limbs and body. It was her body, her own, belonging entirely to
herself; how could it have altered? In a panic she jumped up, locked
her bedroom door and tore off her cashmere bodice and skirt, her
petticoat, her clinging slip, undressed completely until she stood,
bewildered, in a chaste nudity, touching her body with confused
hands. Never before had she studied her figure with anything but
a passing interest. She gazed stupidly at her creamy white skin,
raised her arms above her head, lengthened her lithe, lovely figure
into a taut, flawless beauty. The small mirror upon her table re-
vealed in its inadequate depths no blemish or imperfection to con-
firm or allay her unformed fears, and though she twisted her head
this way and that, her frightened eyes could detect no branding dis-
figurement crying aloud of an inward ugliness. She could not tell
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whether she was different, whether her bosom was fuller, the shell
pink of her nipples less delicate, the soft curve of her hips more
profound.

A fearful indecision took possession of her. Three months ago,
when she had lain in Denis’ arms in a state of unconscious sur-
render, her instincts had blindly guided her, and with closed eyes
she had abandoned herself utterly to the powerful currents which
permeated her being. Neither reason, had she wished it, nor knowl-
edge, had she possessed it, intervened; in effect, while experiencing the
rending emotions of a pain intolerably sweet, and a pleasure un-
bearably intoxicating, she had been so moved out of her own being
that she had known nothing of what was actually taking place.
Her feelings then had lifted her above consideration, but now she
dimly wondered what mysterious chemistry had been inaugurated by
the power of their embrace, if, perhaps, her lips against his, in some
strange combination, had altered her irrevocably in some profound,
incomprehensible manner.

She felt powerless, lost in a perplexity of indecision, feeling that
she must act to dispel immediately this sudden ferment in her mind,
but unaware of how she should accomplish this. As she sombrely re-
sumed the garments that lay scattered around her feet, she abandoned
immediately the idea of approaching her mother, knowing well that
Mamma’s timid soul would leap in terror at the very mention of the
topic. Involuntarily she turned towards the thought of Denis, her
perpetual consolation, but instantly, and adding to her dismay, she
was aware that she would not see him for at least a week, and she
reflected, further, that she might see him on this next occasion for
a moment only. Since that wonderful talk with him in Bertorelli’s,
their meetings had been short — although so sweet — and by agree-
ment carefully guarded, and while such fleeting glimpses of Denis
as she thus obtained constituted the only felicity of her life, she felt
now conclusively that, in these hasty exchanges of encouragement
and love, she would never muster courage to invoke, even indirectly,
his advice; at the mere idea a shameful blush pervaded her.

When she was again dressed, she unlorked the door and went
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downstairs, where Mamma, having finished what she called putting
a face on things, had settled down luxuriously to an uninterrupted
hour with her book. There were no problems like hers in such books,
sadly reflected Mary; no indication in the vows, kissed finger tips,
sweet speeches and happy endings, of the elucidation of her difficulty.

“T’'ll go down to the business with father’s message. He asked me to
go in the forenoon,” she said, after a moment’s indecision, addressing
her mother’s bowed, rapt figure.

Mrs. Brodie, sitting in the drawing room of a Sussex manor,
surrounded by the society of her election, and in earnest conversation
with the evangelical vicar of the parish, did not reply, did not even
hear her daughter’s voice. When immersed in a book she was, as her
husband had put it, its slave.

“You’re a perfect slave to that trash,” he had once sneered at her,
when she had failed to respond to his question. “To see ye slaverin’
ower it is like a drunkard wi’ a bottle. Ye wad sit readin’ there if
the house was burnin’ about our ears.”

Observing, therefore, with a clouded eye that it was useless to
disturb her mother, that under the present circumstances she could
not obtain from her a coherent, still less a comforting word, Mary
departed silently and unnoticed, to execute her errand.

On the way to the town she remained immersed in her sad, question-
ing thoughts, walking limply, her head drooping, with slow steps;
but although her journey was thus protracted, she reached her
destination before she had even glimpsed the solution of her enigma.

In the shop Peter Perry was alone, lively, expanded, important,
in the magnificence of sole responsibility, and he welcomed her with
nervous effusion, his face lighting up with delight and his white
cheeks becoming even more pale from the joyous shock of seeing her.

“This is an unexpected pleasure indeed, Miss Mary. Not often we
have the pleasure of seeing you down at the business! Dear me! A
great pleasure! A great pleasure!” he repeated agitatedly, rubbing
his thin, transparent, tapering fingers together with quick, rustling
movements; then he paused, completely at a loss. He was actually
unnerved by the stroke of circumstances which had delivered Mary at
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the shop on the very day when, her father being absent, he might be
permitted to talk to her, and, in his confusion, the scintillating con-
versations he had so frequently conducted in his imagination between
himself and a bevy of queenly young ladies of the highest society, and
which he regarded as a form of rchearsal for an occasion such as that
which now presented itself, fled from him on the four winds. He was
silent, he who had longed for this opportune moment, saying, “If
a fellow could get the chance he might cut a pretty good dash with
Miss Mary”; and tongue-tied, he who addressed his ironing board,
through the steam in the back shop, with fluent, contemptuous ease.
A paralysing dumbness lay upon the man who, in his romantic
leisure moments in bed on Sunday mornings, his cye fixed on his
brass bed knob as on a coronet, had charmed a duchess with his courtly
speech. He felt his flesh wilt, his skin tingle damply, the perspiration
exude clammily from his pores; he lost his head completely and,
his professional manner taking the bit between its teeth, he blurted
out, “Pray be seated, Madam; what can I do for you to-day?”

He was horrified and what blood lay in his veins rushed painfully to
his head, making her image swim before him through a haze of
embarrassment. He did not colour —that was an impossibility for
him — but his head swam with giddiness; yet to his amazement and
relief, Mary manifested neither indignation nor surprise. In plain
truth, her thoughts were still sadly distant, she had not quite
recollected herself from the march of her dreary reverie, had not
heard him, and instead of showing astonishment, she took quite
gratefully the chair he had automatically proffered and sank down
upon it with a tired sigh.

Then in a moment she looked up, as though seeing him for the
first time.

“Oh! Mr. Perry,” she exclaimed, “I —I must have been thinking,
I had no idea you were there.”

He was slightly dismayed. Looking at his emasculate figure, it
seemed the last possibility in the world that he should cherish, in the
traditional manner, a secret passion for his employer’s daughter, but
such was indeed the case, and, in his highest, wildest and most furtive
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flights, he visualised even a partnership for an exceedingly worthy
young man, to be achieved through an alliance to the house of Brodie,
more binding than that of sordid trade. Mary, completely unaware
of such optimistic visions, but vaguely pitying in her heart the
timorous youth who lived in such manifest apprehension of her
father, gazed at him mildly.

“I have a message for you, Mr. Perry,” she said. “Mr. Brodie will
not be in to-day and asks that you will attend to the business in his
absence.”

“Oh! Quite, Miss Brodie! I quite understand that your father would
be at the Show to-day. In fact, I have made all arrangements to be
here all day! I shall lunch here. I know well that the chief is extremely
fond of such functions.” Had Brodie heard himself referred to in
such terms he would have annihilated his assistant with a single
glance, but Perry had now recovered himself, was prepared to do
himself justice, and privately considered his last florid remark rather
good. “But even in the chief’s absence the work will go on, Mis¢
Brodie—and I hope—go on well,” he continued euphoniously.
“You, personally, may rest assured I shall do my best, my very utmost
to make things go smoothly.” He was so earnest in his manner, his
moist eye glistened so eloquently that, despite her apathy, Mary
found herself thanking him, though for what reason she scarcely
knew.

Just then a customer came in, a shipwright who demanded a new
cap and, though Mary would have gone at his entry, a languor of
mind held her passive and relaxed, a lassitude of body bound her to
the soothing comfort of the chair. She felt disinclined to begin her
return home, and under her eye, although it followed his movements
indifferently, Perry, seizing a delightful chance to exhibit his ability,
served his client in his best style, accomplishing feats of extreme
nimbleness and dexterity with boxes and the short step-ladder, and
eventually with paper and string. When the purchaser had gone, he
returned with a conscious air and, leaning across the counter, re-
marked confidentially, “Your father has a wonderful business here,
Miss Brodie — practically a monopoly.’ rie was proud of that word
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too, and although it came out of a book on Economics he was wres-
tling with at nights, he gave the term the flavour of his own deep and
original deduction. “Not that —if 1 might venture to suggest it —
it might not be increased by a few new ideas, a little novelty, perhaps,
some new developments, even an extension of the business — it could
be done,” he added insinuatingly.

She did not reply, which oppressed him with the feeling that
somehow he did not seem to be holding her attention; the conversa-
tion appeared to him rather one-sided.

“I hope you are well?” he enquired, after a considerable pause.

“Quite well,” she echoed mechanically.

“You look to me, if I may say so, somewhat thinner in the face.”

She raised her eyes.

“You think I'm thinner.”

“Decidedly!” He seized the opportunity to regard her impassive,
shadowed face with an expression of respectful solicitude and, as
he leaned upon the counter, supported his small chin in his long
fingers and posed his figure generally with an air of studied
admiration.

“In fact,” he continued boldly, “although as beautiful as ever, if
you will permit me to say so, you look slightly indisposed. I am
afraid the heat of the day is trying you. Could I get you a glass of
water ?”

Before she could refuse he had raised himself in a passion of service,
was off like a shot, returned instantly with a brimming tumbler of
sparkling water and had pressed the cold, clouded glass into her
unresistant hand. “Drink it, Miss Mary,” he insisted, “it will do you
good.” As she took a few sips so as not to hurt his feelings, a sudden
anxious thought filled him with concern.

“I trust you have not been ill. You are so pale. Have you seen your
physician?” he enquired in his best manner.

At his affected words, Mary stopped with the glass half raised to
her lips as though a light had broken upon her with a sudden
effulgence, showing her a pathway she must follow. She looked at
Perry with the full force of her attention, then turned her gaze
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through the open doorway and beyond, whilst her mind filled with a
sudden resolution that made her lips firm and straight.

For a moment she remained still, then, with a quick impulse,
she got up and murmured, “I must go now, Mr. Perry. Thank you
for your kindness”; and before he could collect himself, she moved
quietly away and went out of the shop, leaving him gazing blankly
at the tumbler, the vacant chair, the empty air. What a strange girl,
he thought, to go like that when he was behaving so admirably to
her; but then, to be sure, women were strange creatures, and on the
whole he had, he considered, acquitted himself very creditably. Mr.
Perry began to whistle.

When Mary walked into the street she turned, not to the right,
which was the direction for home, but to the left which would take
her, if she pursued the road to its termination, to the far, Knoxhill
end of the Borough. Peter Perry’s chance remark had given her the
solution she had been blindly seeking and it was that which now
impelled her in this contrary direction. She would go and see a
doctor. Doctors were wise, trustworthy, kind; they healed, advised,
comforted, yet respected one’s confidence. Immediately she thought
of the only practitioner she knew, Doctor Lawrie who, although he
had not been in her home once in ten years, was nominally the
family doctor, and she now remembered vividly the last time he had
spoken to her, when he had placed his hand upon her small head and
remarked with a pompous benignity, “Penny for a curl, young lady!
Come along! Is it a bargain? You’ll never miss it.” She had been ten
then, and while he had not secured the ringlet she had received the
penny. Although she had not met him since, she saw him frequently,
driving in his dogcart, everywhere and at every hour, always in a
hurry and, in her eyes, maintaining always the look her childish mind
had memorised, of one learned, august and apart. He lived at Knox-
hill, in a large residence, old, mottled by lichen, but still imposing,
breasting the ascent halfway up the hill, and as she made her way
resolutely along the street, she recollected having heard that his hour
of consultation began at noon.

' was a considerable distance to the doctor’s house, and soon she
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was forced to ease the impulsive rapidity of her pace, she who a few
months ago could have run the whole way without once losing
breath. As her steps flagged, her resolution faltered slightly, and she
began to wonder how she would approach him. The thought of
seeking his advice had dawned upon her so happily that the difficulties
of achieving this object had not occurred to her; but now they
obtruded themselves upon her notice painfully, obviously, and with
every step became more insurmountable. Should she begin by con-
sulting him about her health? He would, she realised, instantly marvel
that she should have come alone, without the escort and protection
of her mother. Such a thing was unheard of and she conceived that
he might even refuse to see her in her unaccompanied state; if he
consented to see her and she advanced, in her inexperience some
insufficient reason for her visit, she felt certain that with a few
searching questions he would riddle any flimsy tissue which she
might fabricate and leave her helpless and ashamed. At this she
reflected sadly that the only way would be to tell the truth absolutely
and to throw herself upon his mercy. Suppose, then, he were to
disclose the visit to her parents; did the purpose she sought to
achieve justify such a frightful hazard? Her thoughts wandered on
in a maze of unreasoning perplexity as she began to ascend the in-
<line of Knoxhill.

At length she reached the gate of the doctor’s residence, where
his big, brass plate, dented in its early, uneasy days by an occasional
stone from some mischievous urchin, and now polished into a
smooth, undecipherable, respected serenity, shone like the eye of an
oracle, compelling thither the weary and the sick.

Outside the gate, as she stood for a moment quelling her mis-
givings and mustering her courage, she saw approaching in the
distance an elderly man whom she recognised as an acquaintance
of her father’s, and realising with a sudden start that she could not
risk going in whilst he was in sight, she turned her back upon him
and walked slowly past the house. From out of the corner of her
eye she observed the big, solid house with its severe Georgian porch,
its windows swathed in mysterious saffron curtains; felt it, with a
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growing uneasiness, looming more largely upon her, felt her doubts
rush back upon her with a greater and more disquieting force. It
was a mistake to visit a doctor who knew her so well. Denis might
not like her taking a step like this without first consulting him;
another time would be more propitious for her visit; she was not
ill, but well and as normal as ever; she was making herself
the victim of her own imagination, obviously, unnecessarily,
dangerously.

Now the street was clear and she perceived that she must enter at
once or not at all; telling herself that she would go in first and face
her difficulties afterwards, she had placed her hand upon the gate
handle when she recollected that she had no money with her to pay
the fee which, even if he did not demand it, she must at once dis-
charge to avoid a complication leading to discovery. She withdrew her
hand and was again beginning to resume her indecisive pacing upon
the pavement, when, abruptly, she saw a maid looking from behind
the curtains of a front window. Actually the maid observed nothing,
but to Mary’s excited fancy the servant’s eye appeared to be regarding
her suspiciously, and in the accusation of this apparent scrutiny the
last shreds of her resolution dissolved. She felt she could endure the
suspense of her indecision no longer, and with a guilty countenance
she moved off hastily down the street, as though detected in some
atrocious action.

As she fled down the street, retracing the whole of the weary way
she had come, the repression of her unrelieved desire almost stifled
her. She felt herself a blunderer and a coward; her face burned with
shame and confusion; she felt she must at all costs avoid the public
gaze. To keep away from any one who might know her, and to
return home as quickly as possible, she did not follow the High
Street but took instead the alternative route—a narrow, shabby
alley named College Street, but referred to always as the Vennel —
which branched off the circuitous sweep of the main thoroughfare
and drove, under the railway, directly towards the Common. With
lowered head she plunged into the murk of the Vennel as if to hide
herself there and hurried along the mean, disreputable street with its
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ill-paved causeway and gutters filled with broken bottles, empty tins
and the foul litter of a low quarter. Only the desire to rush from
recognition drove her through this lane which, tacitly forbidden to
her, she never entered; but even in her precipitate flight its misery
laid a sordid hand upon her.

Women stared at her from open courts as they stood idle, slatternly,
bare-armed, talking in groups; a mongrel dog chased her, barking,
snapping at her heels; a cripple, dirty and deformed, taking his ease
upon the pavement, shouted after her for alms, pursuing her with his
voice whiningly, importunately, insultingly.

She hurried with a greater speed to escape from the depressing
confines of the lane and had almost made her way through, when
she discerned a large crowd of people bearing down upon her. For
one tragic, transient instant she stood still, conceiving this to be a mob
rushing to assault her. Immediately, however, the sound of a band
fell upon her ears, and she observed that the host, surrounded by an
attendant rabble of dirty children and racing, mangy curs, descending
upon her like a regiment marching to battle, was the local branch of
the Salvation Army, newly formed in Levenford. In the rush of its
youthful enthusiasm, its devoted members were utilising the holiday
by parading the low quarters of the town — even at this early hour of
the day — to combat and offset any vice or debauchery that might be
liberated on the occasion of the Cattle Show.

Onwards they came, banners flying, dogs barking, cymbals crash-
ing, the band blaring out the hymn: “Throw out the Life-line”, whilst
the soldiers of both sexes joined their voices loudly with harmonious
fervour.

As they advanced she pressed herself against the wall, wishing the
pavement to open beneath her feet and engulf her, and while they
swept past, she shrank into herself as she felt the buffet and sway of
the surging bodies coarsely against her own. Suddenly, as they rolled
past, a female private of the army, flushed with righteousness and
the joy of her new uniform, seeing Mary there so frightened and
humiliated, dropped for a moment her piercing soprano and, thrusting
her face close to Mary’s, whispered in one hot, penetrating breath:
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“Sister, are you a sinner? Then come and be saved; come and be
washed in the Blood of the Lamb!”

Then, merging her whisper into the burden of the hymn, she sang
loudly, “Some one is sinking to-day”, swung again into the fervent
strains and was gone, tramping victoriously down the street.

A sense of unutterable degradation possessed Mary as she supported
herself against the wall, feeling with her sensitive nature that this
last disgrace represented the crowning manifestation of an angry
Providence. In the course of a few hours the sudden, chance direction
of her thoughts into an obscure and foreign channel had altered the
whole complexion of her life. She could not define the feeling which
possessed her, she could not coherently express or even understand
the dread which filled her, but as she stumbled off upon her way
home she felt, in a nausea of self-reproach, that she was unworthy
to live.

v

On the Monday after the Cattle Show a considerable commotion
occurred in the Brodie household. The ra-ta-tat of the postman on
that morning was louder than usual and his mien fraught with a
more important significance, as he handed to Mrs. Brodie a letter
embellished by a row of strange stamps, a thin, flimsy oblong which
crackled mysteriously between her agitated fingers. Mamma, with a
palpitating heart, looked at this letter which she had been anticipating
for days. There was no need for her to consider who had sent it, for
she recognised immediately the thin, “foreign” envelopes which
she had herself solicitously chosen and carefully packed for Matt. She
was alone and, in a transport of gratitude and expectation, she
pressed the envelope to her lips, then close against her bosom, until,
after a moment, as though she had by contact absorbed its hidden
message directly into her heart, she withdrew it and turned it over
in her red, work-wrinkled hands.

Although she felt that the letter was exclusively hers she saw that
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it was addressed to Mr. and Mrs. James Brodie, and she dared not
open it; she dared not run upstairs and cry joyfully to her husband,
“A letter from Matt!” Instead she took this first, precious, unsub-
stantial bulletin from abroad and placed it carefully upon her
husband’s plate. She waited. She waited submissively, yet with an
eager, throbbing impatience, for the news from her son, returning
from time to time into the kitchen from the scullery to reassure
herself that the letter was still there, that this phenomenal missive,
which had miraculously traversed three thousand leagues of strange
seas and exotic lands to reach her safely, had not now suddenly
vanished into the empty air.

At last, after what seemed to her an eternity, Brodie came down,
still showing in his disposition, she observed thankfully, remnants
of the previous day’s pleasure. Immediately she brought him his
porridge and, having placed this gently before him, stood expectantly
a short distance off. Brodie took up the letter, weighed it silently on
the palm of his huge hand, seemed to consider it dispassionately,
weighed it ostentatiously again, then put it down unopened before
him and commenced to eat his porridge. As he supped one spoonful
after another, bent forward in a crouching attitude with both elbows
upon the table, he kept his eyes fixed upon the envelope and
maliciously affected not to see her.

Under the refinement of his malice she remained in the back-
ground, her hands pressed tightly together, her body tense with a
fever of anticipation, until she could no longer endure the suspense.

“Open it, Father,” she whispered.

He affected a violent, exaggerated start.

“Bless my soul, woman, you near scared the life out me, What are
ye hangin’ about there for? Oh! I see! I see! It’s this bit o’ a thing
that’s drawin’ ye.” He jerked his spoon towards the letter and lay
back negligently in his chair, contemplating her. He was, he told
himself in the full flush of his amiability, having a rare game with
her. “Ye’ve the look o’ a wasp ower the jam pot,” he drawled. “The
same kind o’ sickly hunger about ye. I was thinkin’ mysel’ it looked
pretty thin; pretty poor stuff, I've no doubt.”
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“It’s the thin note paper I bought for him to save postage,” Mamma
pleaded. “Ye can get a dozen sheets o’ it into the one envelope.”

“There’s not a dozen sheets here. No, I question if there’s more nor
two or three at the outside. I hope that doesna mean bad news,” he
said sadly, cocking one small, spiteful eye at her.

“Oh! Will ye not open it and put my mind at rest, Father?” she
implored. “I'm fair eaten up with anxiety, ye must surely see.”

He lifted his head arrestingly.

“There’s plenty time — plenty o’ time,” he drawled, spinning out
the words. “If ye’ve waited ten weeks, another ten minutes ’ll not
burst ye. Away and bring me the rest o’ my breakfast.”

Sighing with uncertainty, she was obliged to drag herself away
from the letter and go back to the scullery to dish up his bacon and
eggs whilst she trembled continually in the fear that he might read
the epistle and suddenly destroy it in her absence.

“That’s the spirit,” he cried broadly, as she hastily returned.
“I havena seen ye run like that since the day ye ate the green
grosets. 1 know how to make ye souple. I'll have ye dancin’ in a
minute.”

But she did not reply; he had baited her into dumbness. Accord-
ingly, when he had finished breakfast, he again picked up the letter.

“Well, 1 suppose we better see what is inside it,” he drawled
casually, taking as long as he could to slit the envelope and extract
the largely written sheets. Silence reigned whilst he protracted his
reading of the epistle intolerably, but all the time Mamma’s anxious
eyes never left his face, secking there some expression which might
transmit to her a verification of her hopes and a negation of her fears.
At length he threw it down, declaring:

“Nothing in it! A pack o’ nonsense!”

The moment he relinquished them, Mrs. Brodie threw herself
upon the sheets and, seizing them with longing, brought them close
to her myopic eyes and drank the closely written lines thirstily. She
observed at once from the superscription that the letter had been
written on board the Irrawaddy and that it had been posted almost
immediately the ship berthed.
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“Dear Parents,” she read, “I take up my pen to write you after a
most fearful and unending attack of mal de mer, or more plainly,
sea-sickness. This dreadful affliction settled upon me first in the Irish
Sea, but in the Bay of Biscay I was so ill I wished to die, and would
have prayed to be thrown to the fishes but for the thought of you at
home. My cabin being close and unendurable, and my berth com-
panion turning out to be a vulgar fellow — addicted to a heavy in-
dulgence in drink — I at first attempted to remain on deck, but the
waves were so gigantic and the sailors so uncharitable that I was
forced to descend again to my hot, disagreeable quarters. In this
confined space, as I lay in my bunk I was rattled about in a most
awful and distressing manner, sometimes being lifted up to the
ceiling and sticking there for a minute before falling heavily. When
I had fallen back on my berth my stomach seemed to have remained
above, for so much did I experience a feeling of emptiness and
exhaustion that it seemed as if my middle was devoid of its contents.
To make matters worse, I could in addition eat nothing, but vomited
all the time, night as well as day. My cabin mate, as the term goes
here, who occupied the lower bunk, used the most frightful language
on the first night when I was sick and made me get up in my night-
shirt in the cold heaving cabin to change places with him. The only
thing which kept down and indeed which kept my poor body and soul
together was a nourishing drink which one of the stewards kindly
brought me. He called it stingo, and I must confess that I found it
agrecable and that it was truly the means of saving my life for you.
Altogether it was a frightful time, I can well assure you.

“Well, to continue, by the time we had passed Gibraltar, which is
nothing but a bare one-sided rock, much bigger than our own
Levenford Rock but not so pretty, and were well into the Mediterra-
nean, I managed to get my sca legs. The sea here was more blue than
anything I have seen —tell Nessie it was more blue even than her
eyes—and I was the more able to enjoy this and also the lovely
colours of the sunsets as it was so mercifully calm. I could still hardly
swallow a bite, but at Port Said we took in supplies of fruit and I was
able to eat some fresh dates and some very delicious oranges, which
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were very sweet, and skinned easily like tangerines, but much larger.
I had also a fruit called a papaia which is juicy like a small melon but
with a green skin and a pinkish colour of flesh. Very refreshing! I
think they did me good; in fact, I am sure they did me great good.

“I did not go ashore here as I had been warned that Port Said was
a very wicked place and dangerous for Europeans unless armed. A
gentleman on board here told me a long story about an adventure
he had in a heathen temple and in other places there, but I will not
repeat it from motives of modesty and also as I am not sure that he
was speaking the truth. But it seems that there are astonishing things
out here. In this connection tell Agnes I am true to her memory. I
forgot to say that they come off to the ship in boats at Port Said and
sell very good rahat-lakoum which is an excellent sweet, although
you would never judge so from the name.

“We passed very slowly through the Suez Canal, a narrow ditch
bounded on either side by miles of sandy desert with purple mountains
in the distance. This canal is not much to look at and passes through
some dull-looking sheets of water called the Bitter Lakes, but it is,
they say, very important. Sometimes we saw men with white cloaks,
mounted — not on camels as you at home might have expected —
but on fast horses on which they galloped away whenever they
caught sight of the ship. I must tell you that I also saw palm trees
for the first time —just like the one in the church hall, only very
much larger and thicker. In the Red Sea the heat was very great but
after we had well passed Aden and some curious islands called the
Twelve Apostles, when I was just hoping to have a nice time by
joining the ladies in deck games, conversation, and music, the heat
again suddenly became frightful. Mamma, those drill suits you got
me are no use, they are so thick and heavy. The correct thing to do is
to have them made in India by a native. They say they are very clever
at it and have the right material, which is tussore silk and certainly
not that drill you got me. Also while on this subject, please tell Mary
that the glass piece of the flask she gave me smashed in the first storm,
and Nessie’s compass is points different from the one on the ship.

“Anyway, I went down with the heat, and although eating better —~
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I like the curries very much —1 lost pounds. I am sure I got very
thin and this caused me much embarrassment which, together with
my lack of energy, debarred me from joining in social life and 1
could only sit alone, thinking of my unused mandolin and looking
unhappily at the ladies and at the sharks which followed the ship
in great numbers.

“After the heat came the rain, what is referred to here as a monsoon
—a chota (small) monsoon, but it was wet enough for me —just
like a never-ending Scotch mist which drenched everything all day
long. We went through the mist until we reached Ceylon, putting in
at Colombo. This has a wonderful harbour. I could sce miles and
miles of calm water. Very comforting! We had had it rough in the
Indian Ocean. Some people went ashore to buy precious stones, moon-
stones, opals, and turquoises, but I did not go as they say you are
simply robbed and that the moonstones are full of flaws, that is cracks.
Instead my friend the steward gave me a choice Colombo pineapple.
Although it was large I was surprised to find that I could finish the
whole of it. Very palatable! My bowels were a trifle loose on the
following day and I thought I had dysentery but mercifully have
been spared this, also malaria, so far. It must have been the pineapple.

“However, the worst thing of all was yet to come. In the Indian
Ocean we had a typhoon, which is the worst kind of horrible storm
you could ever imagine. It all began by the sky going quite purple,
then dark yellow like brass. I thought it very pretty at first but
suddenly all we passengers were ordered below and I took this rightly
as a bad omen, for all at once the wind hit the ship like a blow. A
man who was standing at his cabin had his hand caught by the sudden
slam of the door and his thumb was torn right off. A seaman had his
leg broken also. It was terrible.

“I was not sick, but must now confess I was almost apprehensive.
The sea came up, not like the waves in the Bay of Biscay, but with a
fearful high swell — like round hills. I was obliged soon to give over
looking through the porthole. The ship groaned so much in her
timbers I thought she would surely burst asunder. The rolling was
most awful; and on two occasions we went over so far and remained
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there so long I feared we should never come back. But Providence
was kind and finally we reached the delta of the Ganges, great banks
of sand and very muddy water. We had a pilot to take us up from the
mouth of the Hooghly —and we went up the river so slowly that
we took days. On the banks are a multitude of little patches of
cultivation all irrigated by ditches. I have seen coconut palms, also
bananas growing on the trees. The natives here are, of course, black
and seem to work in nothing but loin cloths, although some have
turbans. They squat on their haunches as they work on their patches,
but some also cast nets in the yellow river water and catch fish which
are said to be good. The whites have sun helmets — Father, your
topee is the very thing.

“Now I must close. I have written this letter at intervals, and now
we have docked. I am much impressed with the size of the place and
the docks. The sky here seems full of house tops and minarets.

“I read a bit of my Bible every day. I am not indisposed. I think I
shall do well here.

“With love to all at home, I remain,

“Your dutiful son,
“MATT.”

Mamma drew in her breath ecstatically, as she wiped away the
tears which seemed to have escaped from her over-flowing heart. Her
heart swelled in a pzan of joy and gratitude, singing within her,
“What a letter! What a son!” The news seemed too potent for her,
alone, to contain, and a wild impulse seized her to run into the
open street, to traverse the town, waving aloft the letter, crying out the
brave chronicle of this epoch-making voyage.

Brodie read her mood distinctly, with a derisive penetrating eye.
“Call out the bellman,” he said, “and shout the news through the
Borough. Go on. Have it blurted out to everybody. Pah! wait till ye
git, no’ his first, but his twenty-first letter. He’s done nothing yet but
eat fruit and be namby-pamby.”

Mamma’s bosom heaved indignantly.

“The poor boy’s had a dreadful time,” she quivered. “Such sickness!
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Ye mustna begrudge him the fruit. He was aye fond o’.it.” Only this
aspersion upon her son made her answer him back. He looked at
her sardonically. “It seems ye made a fine mess of the outfit! My
topee was the only fit article he had,” he said, as he rose from the
table.

“I'll take it up with that manager at Lennie’s this very day,” cried
Mamma, in a choking voice. “He told me with his own lips that
drill was being worn out there. The idea of such deceit! It might have
sent my son to his death o’ sunstroke.”

“Trust you to make a mess o’ anything, auld wife,” he launched
at her pleasantly, as a parting shot. But now his arrows did not
penetrate or wound; they did not reach her as she stood in that far-
off land, where tall palms waved majestic fronds against an opal sky,
and soft bells pealed from temples in the scented dusk.

At last she started from her reverie.

“Mary!” she called out to the scullery, “here’s Matt’s letter! Read
it and take it to Grandma when you’ve finished with it” — adding
presently in an absent voice, “then bring it back to me.” Immediately
she returned to her sweet meditation, considering that in the afternoon
she would send the precious missive to Agnes Moir. Mary should take
it down, together with a jar of homemade jam and a cake. Agnes
might have had a letter herself, although that, Mrs. Brodie com-
placently reflected, was doubtful; but at any rate she would be over-
joyed to hear, in any manner, of the heroic tidings of his journey and
the splendid news of his arrival. To send down the letter at once was
also, Mamma was well aware, the correct thing to do, and the added
libations of cake and jam would embellish the titbit delightfully for
Agnes, a good, worthy girl of whom she consistently approved.

When Mary returned, Mamma demanded, “What did Matt’s
grandma say about his letter ?”

“Something about wishing she could have tasted that pineapple,”
remarked Mary indifferently.

Mamma bridled as she carefully took the sacred letter from her
daughter. “The like of that,” she said, “and the poor boy nearly
drowned and consumed by sharks. You might show a little more
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interest yourself with your brother in such danger. Ye've been trailing
about like a dead thing all morning. Now, are ye listening to me? I
want you to run over to Agnes with it this afternoon. And you're to
take a parcel over to her as well.”

“Very well,” said Mary. “When am I to be back ?”

“Stay and have a chat with Agnes if you like. And if she asks you to
wait for tea, I'll allow you to do so. You can come to no harm in the
company of a Christian girl like that.”

Mary said nothing, but her lifeless manner quickened. A frantic
plan, which had hung indefinitely in her mind during the previous
sleepless night, began already to take substantial form under this un-
expected offering of chance.

She had resolved to go to Darroch. To venture there alone would
be for her, at any time, a difficult and hazardous proceeding, fraught
with grave possibilities of discovery and disaster. But if she were to
undertake such an unheard-of excursion at all, the timely message
of Mamma’s was clearly her opportunity. She knew that a train left
Levenford for Darroch at two o’clock, covering the four miles be-
tween the two towns in fifteen minutes, and that the same train
made the return journey, leaving Darroch at four o'clock. If, in-
credibly, she ventured upon the expedition, she saw that she would
have more than one hour and a half to accomplish her purpose, and
this she deemed to be adequate. The sole question which concerned
her was her ability to deliver her message successfully before two
o'clock, and, more vitally, whether she could disentangle herself from
the embarrassing and effusive hospitality of Agnes in time for her
train.

With the object of speed in her mind she worked hard all morning
and had finished her household duties before one o’clock when,
snatching a few mouthfuls of food, she hurried upstairs to change.
But, as she reached her room at the head of the stairs, a remarkable
sensation overtook her. She felt suddenly light, ethereal, and giddy;
before her startled eyes the floor of her bedroom moved gently up-
wards and downwards, with a slow seesawing instability; the walls,
too, tottered in upon her like the falling sides of a house of cards;
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across her vision a parabola of lights danced, followed instantly by
darkness. Her legs doubled under her and she sank silently down
upon the floor in a faint. For a long time she lay recumbent upon her
back, unconscious. Then gradually her prone position restored her
feeble circulation, tiny currents of blood seemed to course again
under the dead pallor of her skin, and with a sigh she opened her
eyes, which fell immediately upon the hands of the clock that in-
dicated the time to be half-past one. Agitatedly she raised herself upon
her elbow, and, after several fruitless attempts, at last forced hersclf
to stand upright again. She felt unsteady and languid, but her head
was light and clear, and with soft, limp fingers, that felt to he:
useless for the purpose, she compelled herself to dress hastily. Then
hurriedly she went downstairs.

Mamma met her with the letter and the package and a host of
messages, greetings and injunctions for Agnes. So engrossed was she
in her benevolent generosity that she failed to notice her daughter’s
distress.

“And don’t forget to tell her it’s the new season’s jam,” she called
out, as Mary went out of the gate, “and that the cake has two eggs in
it,” she added. “And don’t leave the letter. Say I want it back!” she
shouted, finally.

Mary had twenty minutes to get to the station, which was enough
time and no more. The heavy parcel, containing two pounds of cake
and two pounds of jam, dragged upon her arm; in her weak state
the thought of the rich cake sickened her and the sweet jam smeared
itself cloyingly over her imagination. She had no time to deliver it
to Agnes and manifestly it was impossible for her to carry it about
all afternoon. Already in her purpose she stood committed to a
desperate act and now an incitement to further rashness goaded her.
Something urged her to dispose of Mamma’s sumptuous present, to
drop it silently in the gutter or cast it from her into an adjacent
garden. Its weight oppressed her and her recoil from the contempla-
tion of its contents thrust her into sudden recklessness. Beside the
pathway stood a small boy, ragged, barefooted and dirty, who
chalked lines disconsolately upon a brick wall. As she passed, with on¢
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sudden, unregenerate impulse, Mary thrust the bundle upon the
astounded urchin. She felt her lips move, heard herself saying,
“Take it! Quick! Something to eat!”

The smali boy looked up at her with astonished, distrustful eyes
which indicated, more clearly than articulate speech, his profound
suspicion of all strangers who might present him with heavy packages
under the pretext of philanthropy. With one eye still mistrustfully
upon her, he tore open the paper cover to ensure he was not being
deceived, when, the richness of the contents having been thus revealed
to his startled eyes, he tucked the parcel under his arm, exploded into
activity before this peculiar lady might regain her sanity, and
vanished like a puff of smoke down the street.

Mary felt shocked at her own temerity. A sudden pang struck her
as to how she would conceal from Mamma her inexcusable action,
or, failing this, how she might ever explain away the dissipation
into thin air of the fruits of her mother’s honest labour. Vainly she
tricd to obtain comfort by telling herself she would deliver the letter
to Agnes when she returned after four, but her face was perturbed as
she hastened onwards to the station.

In the train for Darroch she made a powerful effort to concentrate
her fatigued attention upon the conduct of her scheme, tracing
mentally in advance the steps she would take; she was determined
that there should be no repetition of the weakness and indecision of
the day before. Darroch she knew sufficiently well, having visited it
several times before it had become vested for her with a halo of
glamour and romance as the place in which Denis lived. Since she
had known that he resided there, the drab town, consisting in the
main of chemical and dye works, the effluent of which frequently
polluted the clear Leven in its lower reaches, had undergone a
manifest and magical metamorphosis. The ill-cobbled, narrow streets
assumed a wider aspect because Denis moved along them, and the
smoke-splashed buildings became more splendid because amongst
them he had his being.

As she drew slowly nearer to this enchanted place Mary, in spite
of her crushing anxiety, felt actually a breathless anticipation.
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Although it was not her intention to see Denis, she could not suppress
a throb of excitement as drawing near to him in his own environment.

When the train steamed into Darroch station she quickly left her
compartment, surrendered her ticket, and was amongst the first of
the small handful of passengers to leave the platform. Walking
without hesitation, and as rapidly as her strength permitted, she passed
along the main street, inclined sharply to the left, and entered a
quieter residential locality. None of the persons she encountered knew
her; her appearance caused neither stir nor interest. Darroch, though
lacking the county atmosphere, was as large a township as Levenford;
was, indeed, the only other large town within a radius of twelve miles,
and it was easy for Mary to slip unnoticed through the busy streets and
to submerge her identity beneath that of the crowd which thronged
them. It was for these very reasons that she had chosen Darroch for
her present purpose.

When she had proceeded halfway along the secondary street she
observed, to her relief, that her memory had served her correctly,
and, confronted by a crescent of terrace houses, she advanced resolutely
to the end house and at once rang the bell loudly. A diminutive maid
in a blue cotton overall opened the door.

“Is the doctor at home?” asked Mary.

“Will you please to come in,” replied the small domestic, with
the indifferent air of one who is tired of repeating the formula
endlessly.

Mary was shown into the waiting room. It was a poor room with
dull walls and a thin, worn carpet upon the floor, furnished by an
array of chairs in varying degrees of decrepitude and a large oak
table bearing several tattered, dog-eared, out-of-date periodicals and
a pink china pot containing a languishing aspidistra.

“What is the name?” apathetically inquired the slave of the door.

“Miss Winifred Brown,” replied Mary distinctly.

Clearly she was, she now saw, a liar! Whilst she should have
been in Levenford, sitting in amiable conference with her brother’s
legitimately engaged fiancée, here she was, having cast her mother’s
parcel from her, four miles away, giving a false name and waiting in
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the house of a strange doctor, whose name and domicile she had
recollected only by fortunate chance. The faint colour which had
entered her face as she enunciated the fictitious name now violently
flushed it at these thoughts, and it was with difficulty that she essayed
to thrust the feeling of guilt from her as she was ushered into the
consulting room.

The doctor was a middle-aged man, bald, untidy, disillusioned,
and the possessor of an indifferent, cheap practice. It was not his
usual consulting hour, which caused him a justifiable annoyance, but
his economic position was such as to compel him to see patients at
any hour. He was a bachelor and his housekeeper had just served him
up a midday meal of fat boiled beef with suet puddings, which he
had eaten hurriedly, and, as a result, the chronic indigestion, due to
badly cooked food, irregular hours and septic teeth, to which he was
a martyr, was beginning to gnaw at him painfully. He looked
surprisedly at Mary.

“Is it a call?” he enquired.

“No! I have come to consult you,” she replied, in a voice which
seemed far away and unrecognisable as her own.

“Be seated then,” he said abruptly. Immediately he sensed the
unusual and his irritation deepened. He had long ceased to derive
interest from the clinical aspect of his cases, and any deviation from
the humdrum routine of ordinary practice associated with the rapid
issuing of bottles, containing dilute solutions of cheap drugs and
colouring agents, always dismayed him; he was, in addition, anxious
to get back to his couch and lie down; a spasm of pain gripped his
middle as he remembered that his evening surgery would be heavy
this night.

“What is it?” he continued shortly.

Haltingly she began to tell him, blushed, faltered, went on again,
speaking in a daze. How she expressed herself she did not know,
but apparently his aroused suspicions were confirmed.

“We must examine you,” he told her coldly. “Will it be now, or shall
you return with — your mother?” Hardly understanding what he
meant, she did not know how to reply. His impersonal manner dis-
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couraged her, his callous air chilled her, and his general slovenly
appearance, with ragged, untrimmed moustache, uncared-for finger
nails, and grease spots on his waistcoat, affected her equally with a
sense of strong antipathy. She told herself, however, that she must
go through with her ordeal, and in a low voice she said, “I cannot
come back again, Doctor.”

“Take your things off, then, and prepare yourself,” he told her
bluntly, indicating the couch as he went out of the room.

In her awkward timidity she had barely time to loosen her clothing
and lie down upon the shabby, torn scttee before he returned. Then
with eyes shut and clenched teeth she submitted herself to his laboured
and inexpert examination. It was agony for her, mentally and
physically. She shrank in her fastidious mind from his coarse and
uncouth presence and the touch of his unskilful fingers made her
wince with pain. At last it was over and, with a few short words, he
again left the room.

Inside the space of five minutes she was back again in her chair,
dressed, and gazing dumbly at him as he lumbered back to his desk.

The doctor was for once slightly at a loss. He had met this calamity
frequently in women of a different class, but he was, despite his
obtuse, case-hardened intellect, aware that this girl, who was nothing
more than a frightened child, was uninstructed and innocent. He felt
that her unconscious defloration had undoubtedly coincided with
her conception. He realised why she had so self-consciously given him
an assumed name and in his dry, empty heart a vague pity stirred. At
first, with all the anxiety of the unsuccessful practitioner jealous of
his meagre reputation, he had suspected that she desired him to
apply some means of terminating her condition, but now he realised
fully the extent of her sublime ignorance. He moved uncomfortably
in his chair, not knowing how to begin.

“You are not married?” he said at length, in a flat voice.

She shook her head with swimming, terrified eyes.

“Then I advise you to get married. You are going to have a baby.”

At first she hardly understood. Then her lips contorted with a
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quivering spasm, her eyes overflowed and tears ran soundlessly down
her face. She felt paralysed, as though his words had bludgeoned her.
He was talking to her, trying to tell her what she must do, what she
must expect, but she scarcely heard him. He receded from her; her
surroundings vanished; she was plunged into a grey mist of utter
and incomparable dejection, alone with the obsessing horror of certain
and inevitable calamity. From time to time fragments of his meaning
came to her, like haggard shafts of daylight glancing suddenly
through the swirling wreaths of fog which encircled her.

“Try not to worry,” she heard him say; then again through the
enveloping pall came the words, “You are young; your life is not
wasted.”

What did he know or care? His well-meant platitudes left her un-
touched and cold. Instinctively she realised that to him she represented
mercly a transient and unwelcome incident in his monotonous day,
and, as she rose and asked to know his charge, she detected instantly
in his eye a half-veiled flicker of relief. Her intuition had not deceived
her, for, having taken his fee and shown her to the door, he fled im-
mediately to his bismuth bottle, took a large dose, settled himself
down, with a sigh of relief, to rest and straight away completely
forgot her.

As she passed out of the house into the street it was just three
o’clock. She had an hour to wait for her train —if ever she would
take it. In a torture of mind she walked down the street whispering
to herself, “God! Oh God! Why have You done this to me? I've
never done You any harm. Stop this from happening. Stop it!” A
blind unrcason possessed her as to why and how her body had been
singled out by the Almighty for this obscene experiment. It struck
her as a supremely unjust manifestation of the Divine omnipotence.
Strangely, she did not blame Denis; she felt herself simply the victim
of some tremendous, incomprehensible fraud.

No! She did not blame Denis; she felt, instead, that she must fly
to him. Caution was now abandoned to the winds in the extremity of
her anguish and, with a strained face, she walked along Main Street,
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at the far end of which stood the Lomond Wine and Spirit Vaults —
Owen Foyle, proprietor. Around the corner was a wide, double gate
leading into a yard, from which an open, winding stair ascended to
the Foyle house.

She crept up this stairway and knocked faintly at the door. From
inside came the tinkle of a piano. The tinkle continued, but no one
came in answer; then she heard a voice cry, “Rosie, me chick, is that
somebody at the door? See if anybody’s there.” Some one replied, in
childish tones, “I'm at my scales, Mother; you go, or wait and let
them knock again.” And the sound of the piano was resumed with
redoubled energy and a loudness expressive of intense application.

After a moment’s irresolute pause Mary was about to knock upon
the door more loudly, when suddenly, as she advanced her hand, a
sharp whistle shrilled from outside the yard and drew gradually
nearer to her.

She turned and, at the same moment, Denis appeared at the foot
of the stairs, his head tilted back enquiringly, his eyes widening with
surprise as he perceived her. Observing immediately that Mary was
in acute distress, he ran up the steps.

“Mary!” he exclaimed hurriedly, “what is it?”

She could not reply, could not utter his name.

“What is the matter, dearest Mary?” murmured Denis, coming
close to her, taking her cold hand and smoothing it gently in his. “Is
it your father?”

She shook her head without gazing at him, knowing that if she did
so, she must break down abjectly.

“Come away,” she whispered. “Come away before anyone comes.”

Oppressed, he followed her slowly down the steps.

In the street, he asked fiercely, “Have they been bad to you at
home? Tell me quickly what the trouble is, dear? If anybody has
touched you, I'll kill him.”

There was a pause, then she said slowly, indistinctly, painfully,
dropping each word from her lips like a leaden weight:

“I am going to have a baby.”

His face whitened as if he had received a frightful wound and
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became gradually more pale, as though his strength and vigour
flowed out from him. He dropped her hand and looked at her with
dilated, starting eyes.

“Are you sure?” he jerked out at last.

“I'm sure.”

“How do you know?”

“Something seemed wrong with me. I went to a doctor. He told
me.”

“A — a doctor? It’s certain, then?”

“Certain,” she echoed dully.

It was irrevocable, then. With one sentence she had thrust upon
his shoulders a load of misery and responsibility, which turned him
from a gay, whistling boy into a mature and harassed man. Their
love-making had been a trap, the playful dalliance and the secret
meetings of the past merely snares to lure and entangle him in this
draggled predicament. The pleasant, sanguine expectations of marry-
ing her, all the alluring preparations which he had contemplated,
now felt like chains binding and drawing him towards an obligation
he must inevitably fulfil. A heavy sigh burst from him. In the
masculine society in which he moved nothing was considered more
derogatory to the male, or more ridiculous, than to be victimised
into a marriage of necessity. His prestige would be lost, he would
be lampooned at the street corners, his name would become an
obloquy. He felt the position so intolerably for himself that he was
moved by a desire to escape and in a flash he thought of Canada,
Australia, America. He had often thought of emigrating and the
prospects that existed in these new countries for an unattached young
man never appealed to him more entrancingly than at this moment.
Another thought struck him.

“When did the doctor say that you would — * he paused, unable
to complete the sentence. Nevertheless she was now able to under-
stand his meaning.

“He said February,” she replied, with an averted face.

Only five more months and he would be the father of her child!
That exquisite night they had spent together by the Leven was to
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produce a child, a child that would be nameless unless he married
her immediately. The pressing necessity for marriage again obtruded
itself distastefully upon him. He did not know how long she might
remain undiscovered before the condition of her pregnancy became
obvious. Although he had at times heard stories bandied amongst his
companions of how peasant girls working on the land had remained
in this state of pregnancy, undetected until the actual birth occurred,
he doubted if Mary had the strength or fortitude to continue the
concealment for any length of time. And yet she must do so. He was
not in a position to provide a home for her immediately. She must
wait. There was, of course, nothing visible yet. He looked at her
closely, and as he observed her pendent figurc, weighted with an
infinitely heavier despondency than his, for the first time he began
to think of her rather than himself.

Now that she had told him she waited helplessly, as if, attending
in submission for him to direct her movements, her attitude invoked
him dumbly as to what she should do. With a powerful effort he
pulled himself together; yet, as he spoke, his words sounded harsh
and unconvincing in his ears.

“This is a bit of a mess we're in, Mary, but we’ll straighten it out
all right. We must go and talk it over.”

“Have I got to go back home to Levenford?” she asked in a low
tone.

He pondered a minute before replying. “I'm afraid it’s best for you
to do that. Did you come in by train?”

“Yes, and if I'm going back, I must leave here at four.” He took
out his watch, which indicated half-past three. Although they had
exchanged only a few sentences they had been standing there, in
the street, for half an hour.

“You can’t wait till the next,” he agreed. “It’s too late.”

An idea struck him. The waiting room at the station was usually
empty at this time; they could go there until her train departed. He
took her arm and drew it into his. At this, the first sign of tenderness
he had manifested towards her since she had told him the dreadful
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news, she looked at him piteously and her drawn features were
transcended by a pale smile.

“I've only got you, Denis,” she whispered, as they moved off to-
gether. At the station, however, the waiting room was unfortunately
full; an old woman, some farm servants and two dye workers from
the print works sat staring at each other and at the plain board walls.
It was impossible to talk there, so Denis took Mary to the far end of
the platform, where, as the short walk had given him time to collect
himself and the soft fecl of her arm reminded him of her charm and
beauty, of the delightful attractions of her fresh body, he mustered
a smile.

“It’s not so bad, Mary, after all, so long as we stick together.”

“If you left me now, Denis, I should drown myself in the Leven.
I'd kill myself somehow.”

As her eyes met his, he could see that she meant absolutely every
grim word she uttered, and he pressed her arm again, tenderly. How
could he, even for an instant, have considered leaving this lovely,
defenceless creature who, but for him, would still have been a virgin
and who now, because of him, was soon to be a mother. And how
passionately attached to him she was! It thrilled him with a fierce joy
to sec her complete dependence upon him and her submission to his
will. His spirit was recovering from the cutting injury which it had
received and he began to think coherently, as his normal self.

“You'll leave everything to me!” he said.

“Everything,” she echoed.

“Then you must go home, dear, and try to behave as if nothing
had happened. I know how difficult it will be but you must give me
as long as possible to make our arrangements.”

“When can we be married?” It cost her a powerful effort to utter
the words, but in her new-found knowledge she felt dimly that her
body would remain unchaste until she knew when he would marry
her.

He reflected.

“I have a big business trip towards the end of the year — it means
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a lot. Could you wait until after then?” he asked doubtfylly. “I could
fix up everything by then — and we could be married and go straight
into a little cottage somewhere — not in Darroch or Levenford — but
perhaps in Garshake.”

His idea of a cottage in Garshake cheered them both and each
immediately visioned the quiet, old village that clustered so snugly
around an arm of the estuary.

“I could wait for that,” Mary replied wistfully, viewing in her
mind’s eye one of the small, whitewashed cottages of which the
village was composed — one smothered in red rambler roses, with
a doorway festooned by creeping nasturtiums — in which her baby
would mysteriously come into her arms. She looked at Denis and
almost smiled.

“I'll not fail you, dear,” he was saying. “If you will be brave — and
hold out as long as ever you can.”

The train was now in the station, and the old woman, the farm
servants and the two workmen were scrambling to their places.
She had time only to take a hurried farewell of him as he helped her
into a seat, but, as the train began to move, he ran along beside her
until the last moment, holding her hand, and before he was forced
to let go, she called to him, courageously:

“I'm remembering your motto, Denis, dear!” He smiled and
waved his cap bravely, encouragingly, in reply, until the train circled
the bend and they were torn from each other’s sight.

She was certainly valiant, and now that she knew the worst she
was prepared to cxercise all her hardihood to achieve her only hope
of happiness. Seeing Denis had saved her. He was, and would be,
her salvation, and strengthened by the thought that he shared her
secret, she now felt fortified to endure anything until he would
take her away with him for good. She shuddered at the recollection
of her visit to the doctor but firmly she blotted out from her mind the
odious experiences of the last two hours. She would be brave for
Denis!

Back again in Levenford she hastened to deliver the letter to Agnes
Moir and discovered to her relief that Agnes had gone upstairs for
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tea. She therefore left the letter for her at the shop with all Mrs.
Brodie’s messages of attachment and affection and escaped, mercifully,
without questioning.

As she took the way home she reflected that her mother was sure to
discover at a later date her defection in the matter of the parcel, but,
involved in a deeper and more serious trouble, she did not care. Let
Mamma scold, weep, or bewail, she felt that she had only a few months
more until she would be out of a house which she now detested.
Every sense within her turned towards the suggestion Denis had
tentatively advanced and in her imagination she consolidated it into
actuality; thrusting the thought of her present condition from her, she
concentrated her sanguine hopes eagerly upon the cottage she would
share with him in Garshake.

VIII

Brobik sat in his office reading the Levenford Advertiser, with the
door slightly open so that he could, at infrequent intervals, raise a
vigilant eye towards the shop without interfering with the comfortable
perusal of his paper. Perry was ill, confined to bed, as his agitated
mother had announced to Brodie that morning, with a severe boil
which partially prevented his walking and debarred him entirely
from sitting down. Brodie had muttered disagreeably that he re-
quired his assistant to stand up, not to sit down, but on being assured
that the sufferer would certainly be relieved through constant poul-
ticing and be fit for duty in the morning, he had consented with a
bad grace to allow him the day off. Now, enthroned on his chair
at the top of the steps leading to his sanctum, Brodie devoted an
almost exclusive attention to the report of the Cattle Show. He was
glad that business was quiet this morning and that he was not
constrained to lower himself to the menial work of the shop, which he
detested and which was now entirely Perry’s. obligation. A few
moments ago he had been obliged to leave his seat to serve a labouring
man who had rolled uncouthly in, and, in his indignation, he had
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hustled the man out with the first hat he could lay hands on. What
did he care, he asked himself, whether or not the thing suited? He
couldn’t be bothered over these infernal trifles; a thing like that was
Perry’s job; he wanted to read his paper in peace, like any other
gentleman.

With an outraged air he had come back and began again at the
opening lines of the report.

“The Levenford and District Annual Cattle Show,” he read, “took
place on Saturday the 21st inst. and was attended by a large and
distinguished gathering.” He perused the whole report slowly, care-
fully, sedulously, until at the finish of the article he came upon the
paragraph beginning: “Amongst those present.” His eye glimmered
anxiously then flared into triumph, as he saw that his name was
there! Amongst the distinguished names of the borough and county,
towards the end of the list, no doubt, but not absolutely at the end,
stood the name of James Brodie. He banged his fist triumphantly
upon his desk. By Gad! That would show them! Every one read the
Levenford Advertiser — which was published once a week, on Friday
— and every one would see his name flourishing there, near to no less
a personage than the Lord Lieutenant of the County. Brodie glowed
with vanity. He liked the look of himself in print. The capital “J” of
the James had a peculiar, arresting curl and as for his surname — nay,
his family name — spelt in the correct manner, not with a “y” but
with the terminal “ie”, he was prouder of this than of all his other
possessions together. He cocked his head to one side, never removing
his eyes from this arresting name of his. Actually he had read through
the wordy report, tantalising in its verbosity, simply to find himself
living in the public eye through the medium of these two printed
words. He gloated over them.

James Brodie! His lips unconsciously formed the words as he rolled
them silently over upon his tongue. “You're a proud man, Brodie,”
he whispered to himself. “Eh! You’re proud; and by God! you have
reason to be.” His eyes blurred with the intensity of his feeling and
the entire list of dazzling personages, with their titles, honours and
distinctions, fell out of focus into one solitary name which seemed
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indelibly to have stamped its image upon his retina. James Brodie!
Nothing seemed to surpass these simple yet suggestive words.

A slight deviation of the current of his ideas caused his nostrils to
Jdilate with resentment at the thought of having been called upon
to lower himself in his own eyes, by serving a common workman
this very morning. That had been well enough twenty years ago
when he was a struggling man forced into business by necessities
over which he had no control. But now he had his hired servant to
do this work for him. He felt the encounter of this morning a slur
upon his name and a choleric indignation swelled within him at the
unfortunate Perry for having failed him.

“I'll boil him,” he cried, “the pimply little snipe.” He had never
becn meant for business, that he had always known, but, as he had
been compelled to adopt it, he had transmuted its substance into
something more appropriate to his name and bearing. He had never
considered himself a man of commerce but had, from the first,
adopted the part of the impoverished gentleman obliged to live by an
unfitting and unbecoming occupation. Yet his very personality had,
he felt, strangely dignified that occupation into something worthy of
him. It had ceased to be paltry and had become unique. From the
outset he had never run after people; they had, indeed, been obliged
to whistle to his tune and to meet him in all his foibles and vagaries,

In his early days he had once thrown a man out of his shop for an
impolite word; he had startled the town into recognising him; he did
not curry favour but stood bluntly as if to say, “Take me as I am or
leave me”; and his anomalous policy had been singularly successful.
He had achieved a reputation for rude honesty and downright deal-
ing; the more arbitrary of his maxims were repeated like epigrams
in the gossip of the town; amongst the gentry he had been recognised
— in the local term — as a “character”, and his original individuality
had acquired for him their patronage. Yet, the more his personality
had unfolded, the more he had disdained the vehicle of its expansion.

He felt himself now a personage, superior to the claims of trade.
A vast satisfaction possessed him that he should have attained emi-
nence, despite the unworthy nature of his profession. His vast pride
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could not differentiate between the notoriety he had achieved and
the more notable distinction which he desired. He was spurred on-
ward by his success. He wished to make his name resound. “I'll show
them,” he muttered arrogantly. “I'll show them what I can do.”

At that moment some one came into the shop. Brodie looked up
in irritation, his lordly glance daring the intruder to demand attention
from the compeer of the county’s nobility; but curiously, he was not
asked to descend. A young man leapt lightly over the counter,
mounted the steps and came into the office, shutting the door behind
him. It was Denis Foyle.

Three days ago, when Denis had seen the train take Mary away
from him, an avalanche of remorse had fallen upon him and had
immediately swept over and engulfed him. He considered that he
had acted towards Mary with a cold and cowardly selfishness. The
sudden blow to his self-esteem had taken him so completely unawares,
that he had, for the moment, forgotten how much he really cared for
her. But he did love her; indeed, he realised more maturely, and in her
absence, that he craved for her. The burden of her condition lent
her, in his more complete consideration, a pathetic appeal which he
had previously resisted. If his situation was unpleasant, hers was un-
bearable, and he had offered nothing in alleviation but a few weak
and mawkish condolences. He had writhed inwardly to contemplate
what she must now think of his abject and unresourceful timidity, and
the realisation that he had no certain access to her to tell her all that
he now experienced, to express his contrition and adoration with the
utmost fervency, filled him with despair.

For two days he endured these steadily growing feelings, when,
suddenly, a definite and extraordinary line of action presented itself
to him. He thought it bold, strong and daring. In reality it was the
reflex of the battery of self-reproaches upon his taut nerves, and
although it was merely rash, presumptuous, and foolish, it represented
an outlet for his constrained feelings and he saw in it the opportunity
to vindicate himself in his own and in Mary’s eyes.

Essentially, it was this urge to justify himself which now moved
him, as he stood before Brodie, saying:
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“I came in like this, Mr. Brodie, because I thought you mightn’t
agree to see me otherwise —I'm Denis Foyle of Darroch.”

Brodie was astounded at the unexpectedness of this entry and
at the audacity it betokened, but he made no sign. Instead he settled
himself more deeply in his chair; his head seemed to sink right into
the magnitude of his shoulders, like a rock sunk on the summit of a
hill. “Son of the pub keeper?” he sneered.

“Exactly,” replied Denis politely.

“Well, Mister Denis Foyle” —he emphasised the mister ironi-
cally — “what do you want here?” He began to hope to goad Foyle
into an assault, so that he might have the pleasure of thrashing
him.

Denis looked straight at Brodie and, disregarding the other’s man-
ner, proceeded according to his plan.

“You may be surprised at my visit, but I felt I must come to you,
Mr. Brodie. I have not seen your daughter, Miss Mary Brodie, for
over three months. She has consistently avoided me. I wish to tell
you frankly that I have an attachment for your daughter and have
come to ask your permission to allow me to see her.”

Brodie gazed upwards at the young man with a heavy masklike
face which showed nothing of the tide of rising amazed anger he
felt at the other’s demand. After a moment’s lowering stare at Foyle
he said, slowly, “I am glad to hear from your own lips I have been
obeyed! My daughter has refused to see you because I forbade her
to look at ye! Do you hear me? I forbade her, and now that I've seen
what ye are I still forbid her.”

“Why, Mr. Brodie, may I ask?”

“Must I explain my actions to you? The fact that I order it is
enough for my daughter. I do not explain to her; I command.”

“Mr. Brodie, I should be glad to know your objection to me. I
should do my best to meet you in any way you desired.” With all his
power Foyle tried to propitiate the other. “I'm very anxious to please
you! Let me know what to do and I'll do it.”

Brodie fleered at Him:

“I want ve to take your smooth face out o’ my office and never
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show it in Levenford again; and the quicker ye do’t the better ye'll
please me.”

With a deprecating smile Foyle replied:

“Then it’s only my face you object to, Mr. Brodie.” He felt he
must win the other around somehow!

Brodie was beginning to become enraged; the fact that he could
not beat down this young sprig’s eyes, nor yet provoke him to
temper, annoyed him. With an effort he controlled himself and said
sneeringly:

“I'm not in the habit of exchanging confidences with your kind,
but as I have a moment to spare, I will tell you what I object to. Mary
Brodie is a lady; she has blood in her veins of which a duchess might
be proud, and she is my daughter. You are a low-down Irish scum, a
nothing out of nothing. Your father sells cheap drink and I've no
doubt your forbears ate potato peelings out o’ the pot.” Denis still
met his eyes unflinchingly, although the insults quivered inside him.
Desperately he forced himself to be calm. “The fact that I am Irish
surely does not condemn me,” he replied in a level voice. “I don’t
drink — not a drop. In fact, I'm in a totally different line of business,
one which I feel will one day bring a great return.”

“I’'ve heard about your business, my pretty tatie-picker. Long trips
over the countryside, then back to loaf about for days. I know your
kind. If ye think that you can make money by hawkin’ tea around
Scotland then you're stupid, and if ye think ye can make up for
your rotten family by takin’ up a trashy job like that, then you're
mad.”

“I wish you would let me explain to you, Mr. Brodie.”

Brodie contemplated him savagely.

“Explain to me! You talk like that to me, you damned commercial
traveller. Do you know who you're speakin’ to? Look!” he roared,
flourishing the paper and thrusting it in front of the other. “See this, if
you can read! These are the people I associate with—— " He inflated
his chest and shouted, “I would as soon think of letting my daughter
consort with you as I would let her mix with swine.”

With a considerable effort Foyle controlled his temper.
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“Mr. Brodie,” he pleaded. “I wish you would listen to me. Surely
you must admit that a man is what he makes himself — that he
himself controls his own destiny, irrespective of what his parents may
be. I am not ashamed of my ancestry, but if that it what you object to,
surcly it does not damn me.”

Brodie looked at the other frowningly.

“Ye dare to talk that damned new-fangled socialism to me!” he
roared angrily. “One man is as good as another, I suppose! What
are we comin’ to next. You fool! I'll have none of ye. Get out!”

Denis did not move. He saw clearly that this man was not amenable
to reason; that he might batter his head against a stone wall with more
avail; he saw that, with such a father, Mary's life must be a procession
of terrifying catastrophes. But, because of her, he determined to main-
tain his control, and, quite quietly, he said, “I am sorry for you, Mr.
Brodie. You belong to an age that is passing; you do not understand
progress. And you don’t understand what it is to make friends; you
must only make enemics. It is not 1 who am mad!”

Brodie got up, lowering, his rage like that of an angry bull. “Will
you get out, you young swine?” he said thickly, “or will I smash
you?” He advanced towards the other heavily. In a second Denis
could have been out of the office, but a hidden antagonism had been
aroused in him by Brodie’s insults and, although he knew he ought
to go for Mary’s suke, nevertheless he remained. Confident that he
could take care of himself, he was not afraid of the other’s lumbering
strength and he realised, too, that if he went now, Brodie would think
he had driven him out like a beaten dog. In a voice suffused by re-
sentment he exclaimed:

“Don’t touch me! I've suffered your insults, but don’t go any
further!”

At these words Brodie’s anger swelled within him until it almost
choked him.

“Will I not, though,” he cried, his breath coming in quick noisy
gusts. “I've got ye like a rat in a trap and I'll smash ye like a rat.”

With a heavy ferocious stealth he advanced slowly towards the
other, carefully manceuvred his towering bulk near to him; then,
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when he was within a yard of Denis, so near that he knew it was im-
possible for him to escape, his lips drew back balefully upon his gums,
and suddenly he raised his mammoth fist and hurled it with crushing
force full at young Foyle’s head. A sharp, hard, brittle crack split
the air. There had been no head for him to hit; quicker than a light-
ning flash, Foyle had slipped to one side and Brodie’s hand struck the
stone wall with all the power of a sledge hammer. His right arm
dropped inertly to his side; his wrist was broken. Denis, looking at
him with his hand on the door knob, said quietly:

“I'm sorry, Mr. Brodie. You see that after all there are some things
you do not understand. I warned you not to try anything like that.”
Then he was gone, and not a moment too soon. The heavy, ma-
hogany, revolving chair, thrown across the room by Brodie’s left
arm like a shot from a catapult, crashed against the light door and
shivered the glass and framework to atoms.

Brodie stood, with heaving nostrils and dangling arm, staring
stupidly at the wreckage. He felt conscious of no pain in his injured
arm, only an inability to move it, but his swelling breast was like to
burst with defeated fury. The fact that this young pup above every
one had bearded him, and gotten away with it, made him writhe
with wounded pride; the physical hurt was nothing, but the damage
to his pride was deadly.

The fingers of his left hand clenched convulsively. Another minute,
he was certain, he would have cornered and broken him. But to have
been outdone without so much as a blow having been struck against
him! Only a faint remnant of self-control and a glimmering of sense
prevented him from running blindly into the street after Foyle, in an
effort to overtake and crush him. It was the first time in his life that
any one had dared to get the upper hand of him, and he ground his
teeth to think that he had been outfaced and outwitted by the effron-
tery of such a low-born upstart.

“By God!” he shouted to the empty room, “I'll make him pay
for it.”

Then he looked down at his useless hand and forearm which
had already become blue and swollen. He realised that he must have
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the condition seen to and also that he must invent some story to
explain it — some balderdash about having slipped on the stairs, he
thought. Sullenly he went out of the shop, banged shut the front
door, locked it, and went off.

Meanwhile it had dawned upon Denis, since his departure, that by
his rash action he had done incalculable harm to Mary and himself.
Before the interview he had imagined that he might ingratiate himself
with her father and so obtain his consent to see her. This, he had
assumed, would make it easy for them to arrange the events towards
a definite plan of escape. Indeed, he had fondly estimated that Brodie
might view him with less disapproval, might even conceive some
slight regard for him. To have succeeded in his project would un-
doubtedly have expedited the course of such sudden steps as they
might later be obliged to take, would also have tempered the shock
of the subsequent and inevitable disclosure.

He had not then known Brodie. He had frequently considered
Mary’s delineation of him, but had imagined that her account was
perhaps tinged with filial awe or that her sensitive nature magnified
the stature of his odious propensities. Now he fully understood her
terror of Brodie, felt her remarks to have erred on the side of leniency
towards him. He had a few moments ago seen him in a condition
of such unbalanced animosity that he began to fear for Mary’s safety;
he cursed himself repeatedly for his recent imprudent action.

He was completely at a loss as to what step to take next, when sud-
denly, as he passed a stationer’s shop in the High Street, it occurred
to him that he might write her a letter, asking her to meet him on the
following day. He entered the shop and bought a sheet of notepaper
and an envelope. Despite his anxiety his power of blandishment re-
mained, and he wheedled the old lady behind the counter to sell him
a stamp and to lend him pen and ink. This she did willingly, with a
maternal smile, and whilst he wrote a short note to Mary, she watched
him solicitously out of the corner of her eye. When he had finished
he thanked her gracefully and outside, was about to drop the letter
in the pillar box when a thought struck him and he withdrew his hand
as if it had been stung. He turned slowly round to the kerb and then



140 HATTER’S CASTLE

after a moment, at the confirmation of his thought, he tare the letter
into small pieces and scattered them in the gutter. He had suddenly
realised that if, by chance, this communication were intercepted,
Brodie would immediately apprehend that he had wilfully deceived
him, that Mary had been meeting him continually and clandestinely.
He had made one serious mistake that day and he was determined not
to commit another. Buttoning up his jacket tightly, he plunged his
hands in his pockets and, with his chin thrust pugnaciously forwards,
he walked quickly away. He had decided to reconnoitre the neigh-
bourhood of the Brodie’s house.

Unfamiliar with the locality, he became slightly out of his reckon-
ing in the outskirts of the town, but, by means of his general sense of
direction, he made a series of detours and at length arrived within
sight of Mary’s home. Actually he had never seen this house before,
and now, as he surveyed it, a feeling of consternation invaded him.
It seemed to him more fitted for a prison than a home and as inappro-
priate for the housing of Mary’s soft gentleness as a dark, confined
vault might be for a dove. The squat, grey walls seemed to enclosc her
with an irrevocable clasp, the steep-angled ramparts implied her
subjection, the deep, embrasured windows proclaimed her detention
under a constrained duress.

As he surveyed the house, he murmured to himself, “I'll be glad
to take her away from there and she’ll be glad to come. That man’s
not right! His mind is twisted somewhere. That house is like him,
somehow!”

With his mind still clouded by apprehension, he wormed himself
into a hollow in the hedgerow behind him, sat down on the bank, lit
a cigarette, and began to turn over certain projects in his mind. Faced
with the imperative necessity of seeing Mary, he began to review
mentally a series of impossible plans and incautious designs of achiev-
ing the object. He was afraid of making another imprudent blunder,
and yet he felt that he must see her at once, or the opportunity would
be for ever lost. His cigarette was almost burned out when suddenly
the stern look vanished from his face and he smiled audacieusly at
the obvious simplicity of the excellent expedient which had struck
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him. Nothing was to prevent him now, in open daylight, from ad-
vancing boldly and knocking upon the front door. Mary would almost
assuredly open the door herself, whereupon he would sign immedi-
ately for silence and, after delivering a note into her own hands, leave
as urbanely and openly as he had come. He knew enough of the house-
hold to understand that, with Brodie at business and little Nessie at
school, the only other person who might answer the door would be
Mrs. Brodie. If this latter contingency occurred, she did not know
him, Brodie would not yet have warned her against him, and he
would merely enquire for some fictitious name and make a speedy
and apologetic departure.

Rapidly he tore a leaf out of his pocketbook and scribbled on it,
in pencil, a short message, telling Mary that he loved her and asking
her to meet him outside the Public Library on the following ‘evening.
He would, for preference, have selected a more secluded meeting
place, but he feared that the only pretext she might advance for leaving
the house would be to visit the Library. When he had finished he
rolled the paper into a small, neat square, pressed it tight in his palm,
and, flicking the dust from his clothing, sprang up. He turned his
head briskly towards his objective and had assumed all the ingenuous
artlessness of a simple visitor, when all at once his face fell, his brow
darkened, and he flung himself violently back into his hiding place.
Coming along the pavement, and approaching the house from the
lower end of the road, was Brodie himself, his wrist bandaged, his
arm supported by a sling.

Denis bit his lip. Nothing, apparently, went right with him! It
was impossible for him to approach the house now and he realised
bitterly that Brodie, in his resentment, would almost certainly caution
the household against him and so jeopardise his chances of utilising
the scheme successfully upon another occasion. With a heavy heart he
considered, also, that Brodie’s anger might react upon Mary, although
he had so carefully protected her during his unhappy interview at the
shop. He watched Brodie draw nearer, detected with concern that
the injured wrist was encased in plaster, observed the thunder black-
ness ot his face, saw him crash open the gate and finally let himself
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into the house. Denis experienced a strong sense of misgiving. So
long as Mary lived beside that monstrous man, and in that monstrous
house, he realised that he would never be at rest. Straining his ears
for some sound, some cry, some call for help, he waited outside inter-
minably. But there was only silence — silence from behind the cold,
grey walls of that eccentric dwelling. Then, finally, he got up and
walked dejectedly away.

IX

Mary Brobie sat knitting a sock for her father. She leaned slightly
forward, her face pale and shadowed, her eyes directed towards the
long steel needles which flashed automatically under her moving
fingers. Click-click went the needles! Nowadays she seemed to hear
nothing but that sound, for in every moment of her leisure she knitted.
Mamma had decreed sententiously that, as the devil found work
more readily for idle hands, Mary must keep hers employed, even in
her spare moments, and she had'been set the task of completing one
pair of socks each week. She was now finishing her sixth pair!

Old Grandma Brodie sat watching, with her lips pursed up as if
they had been stitched together. She sat with her withered legs crossed,
the pendent foot beating time to the clinking music, saying nothing,
but keeping her eyes perpetually fixed upon Mary, inscrutable, seem-
ing to think all manner of things that no one, least of all Mary, could
know of. Sometimes, Mary imagined that those bleared, opaque
eyes were penetrating her with a knowing, vindictive suspicion, and
when her own eyes met them, a spark of antagonism was struck from
the stony pupils. She had, of late, felt as if the eyes of the old sibyl were
binding some spell upon her which would compel her to move her
tired fingers ceaselessly, unwillingly, in the effort to utilise an un-
ending skein of wool.

It was an agreeable diversion for the crone to watch the young girl,
but, in addition, it was her duty, the task assigned to her six weeks
1go. Her head shook slightly as she recollected that incredible after-
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noon when her son had come in, with his arm bandaged and his face
black as night, remembered the solemn conclave between Brodie
and his wife behind the locked door of the parlour. There had been
none of the usual bluster, no roaring through the house, only a dour
grinding silence! What it had been about she had been unable to
guess, but certainly some grave disaster had been in the air. Her
daughter-in-law’s face had been drawn with fright for days after-
wards; her lips had twitched while she had enrolled her as an aux-
iliary in the watching of Mary, saying only, “Mary’s not allowed out
of the house. Not a step beyond the front gate. It’s an order.” Mary
was a prisoner, that was all, and she, in effect, the gaoler. Behind the
mask of her face she revelled in the thought of it, of this disgrace
for Mary. She had never liked the girl and her occupation now af-
forded her the deepest gratification and delight.

Her present meditations were interrupted by the entry of Mrs.
Brodie. Mamma’s eyes sought out Mary.

“Have you turned the heel yet?” she enquired, with a forced as-
sumption of interest.

“Nearly,” replied Mary, her pale face unchanging from its set,
indifferent apathy.

“You're getting on finely! You'll set your father up in socks for
the winter before you've finished.”

“May I go out in the garden a minute?”

Mamma looked out of the window ostentatiously. “It’s smirring of
rain, Mary. I think you better not go just now. When Nessie comes
in maybe it'll be off, and you can take her out for a stroll around the
back.”

Mamma’s feeble diplomacy! The will of Brodie, wrapped up in
too plausible suggestions or delivered obviously in the guise of up-
lifting quotations from Scripture, had pressed round Mary like a
net for six weeks, each week of which had seemed like a year —a
year with long, long days. So oppressed and weakened in her resist-
ance was she now that she felt obliged to ask permission for her
every action.

“May I go up to my room for a little, then?” she said dully.
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“Certainly, Mary! If you would like to read, ear, take this;” and,
as her daughter went slowly out of the room, Mrs. Brodie thrust
upon her a bound copy of Spurgeon’s sermons that lay conveniently
ready upon the dresser. But immediately Mary had gone, a glance
passed between the two women left in the room and Mamma nodded
her head slightly. Grandma at once got up, willingly forsaking her
warm corner by the fire, and hobbled into the parlour, where she sat
down at the front window, commanding from this vantage a com-
plete view of any one who might attempt to leave the house. The con-
stant observation ordained by Brodie was in operation. Yet Mamma
had hardly been alone a moment before another thought crossed
her mind. She pondered, then nodded to herself, realising this to be
a favourable opportunity to execute her husband's mandate, and,
holding her skirts, she mounted the stairs, and entered her daughter’s
room, determined to say a “good word” to Mary.

“I thought I would come up tor a little chat,” she said brightly.
“I havena had a word with you for a day or two.”

“Yes, Mamma!”

Mrs. Brodie considered her daughter critically. “Have you seen
the light yet, Mary?” she asked slowly.

Mary knew instinctively what was coming, knew that she was to
receive one of Mamma’s recently instituted pious talks which had
made her at first either tearful or rebellious, which had never at any
time made her feel better spiritually, and which now merely fel: sense-
lessly upon her stoic ears. These elevating discourses had become
intolerable during her incarceration and, together with every other
form of high-minded exhortation, had been thrust upon her, heaped
upon her head like reproaches, at all available opportunities. The
reason was not far to seek. At the conclusion of that awful session in
the parlour Brodie had snarled at his wife, “She’s your daughter!
It’s your job to get some sense of obedience into her. If you don’t, by
God! I'll take the strap across her back again — and over yours too.”

“Do you feel yourself firm on the rock yet, Mary?” continued
Mamma earnestly.

. “T'don’t know,” replied Mary, in a stricken voice.
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‘Ecan see you haven’t reached it yet,” Mamma sighed gently. “What
a comfort it would be to your father and me if we saw you more
abounding in faith, and goodness, and obedience to your parents.”
She took Mary’s passive hand. “You know, my dear, life is short.
Suppose we were called suddenly before the Throne in a state of un-
worthiness— What then? Eternity is long. There is no chance to
repent then. Oh! I wish you would see the error of your ways. It
makes it so hard for me, for your own mother that has done every-
thing for you. It’s hard that your father should blame me for that
stiff, stubborn look that’s still about ye — just as if ye were frozen up.
Why, I would do anything. I would even get the Rev. Mr. Scott him-
sclf to speak to you, some afternoon when your father wasna in! I
read such a comforting book the other day of how a wayward woman
was made to see the light by one of God’s own ministers.” Mamma
sighed mournfully, and after a long impressive pause, enquired:

“Tell me, Mary, what is in your heart now?”

“I wish, Mamma, you’d leave me a little,” said Mary, in a low
tone. “I don’t feel well.”

“Then you've no need of your mother, or the Almighty either,” said
Mamma with a sniff. Mary looked at her mother tragically. She
realised to the full the other’s feebleness, ineptitude and impotence.
From the very beginning she had longed for a mother to whom she
could unbosom her inmost soul, on whom she might have leaned
clingingly, to whom she might have cried passionately, “Mother,
you are the refuge of my torn and afflicted heart! Comfort me and
take my suffering from me! Wrap me in the mantle of your pro-
tection and shield me from the arrows of misfortune!”

But Mamma was, alas, not like that. Unstable as water, and as
shallow, she reflected merely the omnipresent shadow of another
stronger than herself. Upon her lay the heavy shade of a mountain
whose ominous presence overcast her limpid nature with a perpetual
and compelling gloom. The very tone of this godly conversation was
merely the echo of Brodie’s irresistible demand. How could she
speak of the fear of Eternity when her fear of Brodie dwarfed this
into insignificance, into nothingness? For her there was only one
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rock, and that the adamantine hardness of her husband’s furious
will. Woe! Woe to her, if she did not cling submissively to that! She
was, of course, a Christian woman, with all the respectable convic-
tions which this implied. To attend church regularly on Sundays,
even to frequent, when she could escape from her duties, an occa-
sional fervent, week-night meeting, to condemn the use of the grosser
words of the vocabulary such as “Hell” or “Damn”, fully justified
her claim to godliness; and when, for her relaxation, she read a work
of fiction, she perused only such good books as afforded the virtuous
and saintly heroine a charming and godly husband in the last chap-
ter, and afforded herself a feeling of pure and elevated refinement.
But she could no more have supported her daughter in this crisis
of her life than she could have confronted Brodie in his wrath.

All this Mary comprehended fully.

“Will you not tell me, Mary?” Mamma persisted. “I wish I knew
what was goin’ on inside that stubborn head of yours!” She was
continually in fear that her daughter might be secretly contemplating
some discreditable step which would again arouse Brodie’s ungovern-
able fury. Often in her shuddering anticipation she felt, not only
the lash of his tongue, but the actual chastisement with which he
had threatened her.

“There’s nothing to tell you, Mamma,” replied Mary sadly. “Noth-
ing to say to you.”

She was aware that if she had attempted to unburden herself, her
mother would have stopped her with one shrill, protesting cry and,
with deaf ears, have fled from the room. “No! No! don’t tell mel
Not a word more. I won’t hear it. It’s not decent,” Mary could almost
hear her crying, as she ran. Bitterly she repeated:

“No! I've nothing at all to tell you!”

“But you must think of something. I know you’re thinking, by
the look of you,” persisted Mrs. Brodie. Mary looked full at her
mother.

“Sometimes I think I would be happy if I could get out of this
house and never come back,” she said bitterly. Mrs. Brodie held up
her hands, aghast.
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“Mary!” she cried. “What a thing to say! Ye should be thankful
to have such a good home. It’s a good thing your father doesna hear
ye—he would never forgive such black ingratitude!”

“How can you talk like that,” cried Mary wildly. “You must feel
as I do about it. This has never been a home to us. Can’t you feel it
crushing us? It’s like part of father’s terrible will. Remember I
haven’t been out of it for six weeks and I feel — oh! I feel broken to
pieces,” she sobbed.

Mrs. Brodie eyed these tears gratefully, as a sign of submission.
“Don’t cry, Mary,” she admonished; “although ye should be sorry
for talking such improper nonsense about the grand place you’re
privileged to live in. When your father built it *twas the talk o’
Levenford.”

“Yes,” sobbed Mary, “and so are we. Father makes that so, too.
We don’t seem like other people. We're not looked on like ordinary
people.”

“I should think not!” bridled Mrs. Brodie. “We’re far and above
them.”

“Oh! Mother,” cried Mary, “you would never understand what I
mean. Father has frightened you into his own notions. He’s driving
us all into some disaster. He keeps us apart from people. We've got
no friends. I never had a chance like anybody else; I've been so shut
off from everything.”

“And a good job too,” interposed Mamma. “It’s the way a decent
girl should be brought up. You should have been shut off a bit more,
by the way you’ve been goin’ on.”

Mary did not seem to hear her, but, gazing blindly in front of her,
pursued that last thought to its bitter end. “I was shut up in a prison
—in darkness,” she whispered; “and when I did escape I was
dazzled and lost my way.” An expression of utter hopelessness spread
slowly over her face.

“Don’t mumble like that,” cried Mamma sharply. “If ye can’t
speak up honestly to your mother, don’t speak at all. The idea! Ye
should be thankful to have folks to take care of ye and keep ye in
here out of harm.”
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“Harm! I haven’t done much harm in the last few weeks,” echoed
Mary, in a flat voice.

“Mary! Mary!” cried Mamma reprovingly. “You should be show-
ing a better spirit. Don’t answer so sulkily. Be bright and active and
show more respect and deference to your parents. To think of the
low young men of the district running after you should bring the
blush of shame to your face. You ought to be glad to stay in to escape
from them and not be always hanging about looking so gloomy.
Why! When I think what you're being protected from — ” Mamma
stopped for very modesty and shuddered virtuously as she pushed
Spurgeon’s sermons nearer Mary. Concluding on the highest and
most elevated note, she arose and, as she retreated to the door, said
significantly, “Have a look at that, my girl. It'll do ye more good than
any light talk ye might hear outside.” Then she went out, closing the
door behind her with a soft restraint which harmonised with the
godly thoughts which filled her mind.

But Mary did not touch the book that had been so persistently thrust
upon her; instead, she looked hopelessly out of the window. Heavy
masses of cloud shut out the sky, turning the short October afternoon
more quickly towards the night. A soft, insistent rain blurred the
window panes; no wind stirred; her three silver birches, bereft of
leaves, were silent in a misty, melancholy reverie. She had of late
gazed at them so often that she knew them in every mood and thought
of them as her own. She had seen them shed their leaves. Each leaf
had come fluttering down sadly, slowly, like a lost hope, and with each
fall Mary had cast away a fragment of her faith. They had been like
symbols to her, these three trees, and so long as they had breathed
through their living foliage, she had not despaired. But the last leaflet
had gone and this evening, like her, they were denuded, enwrapped
in cold mist, lost in profound despondency.

Her child was living in her womb. She had felt it throb with an
ever-increasing surge of life; this throbbing, living child that no one
knew of but Denis and herself. She was undiscovered. Concealment,
which had at first so much worried her, had not been easy, but now it
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did not trouble her at all; for, at this moment, her mind was occupied
by a deeper and more awful contemplation.

Yet, as she sat so passive by her window, she recollected how the
first movement within her had caused her a pang, not of fear, but of
sublime yearning. She had been transcended by a swift illumination
which lit up the dark spaces of her mind, and a fierce desire for her
child had seized her. This desire had, through many dark hours, sus-
tained her fortitude, had filled her with a brave endurance of her
present misery. She had felt that she now suffered for the child, that
the more she endured, the more she would be recompensed by its
love.

But that seemed a long time ago, before hope had finally left her.
She had then still believed in Denis.

Since that afternoon when she had gone to Darroch she had not
seen him. Imprisoned in the house by the will of her father, she had
lived through these six, unendurable weeks without a glimpse of
Denis. Sometimes she had imagined she had seen his figure lurking
outside the house; often, at night, she had felt that he was near; once
she had wakened with a shriek to a faint tapping on her window;
but now she realised that these had been merely illusions of her dis-
ordered fancy and she was finally convinced that he had deserted her.
He had abandoned her. She would never see him again.

She longed for night to come to bring sleep to her. In the beginning
of her sorrow she had been unable to rest; then, strangely, she had
slept profoundly, with a slumber often pervaded by exquisite dreams,
dreams that were filled with an extraordinary felicity. Then she was
always with Denis amongst enchanting surroundings, exploring
with him a sunlit land of gay, old cities, and mingling with laughing
people, living upon strange and exotic foods. These pleasant phan-
tasies, by their happy augury for the future, had at one time cheered
and comforted her; but that was past; she sought now no visions of
unreality. The sleep which she desired was a dreamless one. She had
resolved to kill herself. Vividly she remembered her words to him on
Darroch Station, when she had, with an unconscious, dreadful fore-
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boding, told what she would do if he deserted her. Her only refuge lay
in death. Unknown to any one she had concealed in her room a packet
of salts of lemon which she had removed from the high shelf above the
washtubs in the scullery. To-night she would go to bed in the usual
way and, in the morning, they would find her dead. The living child
that had never breathed would be dead too, she realised, but that was
the best thing that could happen. Then they would bury her with her
unborn child in the wet earth and she would be finished and at peace.
She got up and opened a drawer. Yes! It was there safely. With calm
fingers she opened slightly one end of the white packet and gazed at
the harmless appearance of the contents within. Unconsciously, she
reflected how strange it was that these inert, innocent crystals should
be so full of deadly potentiality; yet she was aware that they held no
menace for her, but only a benign succour. They would enable her
with a single, quick motion to escape from the hopeless, cumulative
bondage of her existence and, when she swallowed them, she would
drain in one final, convulsive gulp the last bitter dregs of life itself.
Tranquilly, she reflected that at bedtime she must bring up water in
a cup to dissolve the crystals.

She replaced the packet, closed the drawer, and, returning to the
window, sat down and began again to knit. She would finish the
sock to-night for her father. As she thought of him, she had no active
emotion towards him — everything within her was passive, as
though her feelings had already died. He never spoke to her. His
arm was healed. His life went on unchanged and, even after she was
dead, would go on unchanged, with the same unfailing regularity, in
the same proud indifference, smoothed by the same adulation and
cringing subservience from Mamma.

She stopped knitting for a moment and glanced out of the win-
dow. Nessie was coming in from school. Compassion invaded her
for her small, susceptible sister who had been at first infected with her
misery. She would be sorry to leave Nessie. Poor Nessie! She would
be all alone! Strangely, however, the diminutive figure did not enter
the gate, but instead, stood in the gathering dusk, making a peculiar,
determinate sign. It was not Nessie, but another small girl who,
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posted indomitably in the rain, waved her arm upwards with a sig-
nificant, yet hidden intention. Mary looked at her fixedly, but as she
did so the movements ceased and the little puppet moved away. Two
people then came into view and passed out of sight down the road,
leaving it void and black as before. A sigh burst from Mary, expressive
of the dispersion of a dim, unborn hope; she rubbed her eyes vaguely
and covered them dumbly with her hands.

She removed her hands and immediately again viewed the child,
waving more emphatically, more appealingly than before. She stared
uncomprehendingly, then, feeling that she must be the victim of some
strange hallucination of her disordered senses, expecting the phe-
nomenon to vanish as instantaneously and magically as it had ap-
peared, slowly, unbelievingly, she opened her window and looked out.
Immediately, out of the dim obscurity, a round object, thrown with
unerring accuracy, struck her upon the shoulder and dropped with a
soft thud at her feet, whilst at the same instant the street became
vacant and empty. Mechanically Mary closed the window and sat
down again. She would have dismissed the whole episode as a delusion
of her tired brain but for the fact that upon the floor lay the missile
which had impinged upon her out of the gathering darkness, like a
small meteor falling from the invisible sky. She looked at the round
object more closely. It was an apple.

She stooped and retrieved the apple, which felt smooth and polished
and warm, as if for a long time it had been harboured in hot, human
hands, and as she held it in her small palm, she scarcely knew why
she should have abandoned her knitting for the contemplation of so
absurd an object. It was, she recognised — of the pippin variety —a
King Pippin — and immediately there flashed across her memory a
remark once made to her by Denis: “We're fond of apples at home,”
he had said; “we always have a barrel of King Pippins standing in the
pantry.” At this sudden thought, from merely looking perplexedly at
the apple, she began to inspect it closely and discovered, to her surprise
and growing agitation, a faint circular cut, made necessarily by a fine
blade, encircling the entire core. Her wan cheeks flooded with a high,
nervous colour as she plucked at the short dried stem which was
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still adherent to the apple, but they paled instantly and the blood
drained from her face, as a neat round plug of the firm, white fruit
came away easily in her grasp, revealing a hollowed-out centre which
was packed tightly with a roll of thin paper. With frantic haste and a
pitiful agitation her nervous fingers fumblingly extracted and un-
rolled the cylinder, then, suddenly, the action of her fluttering heart
almost ceased. It was a letter from Denis! He had written to her. He
had not abandoned her. Her wild, incredulous eyes fastened them-
selves avidly upon this letter which had reached her with all the
timely mercy of a reprieve. Feverishly she read on, saw that it had
been written almost a fortnight previously, that it addressed her in
most fervent terms. A great joy came upon her like a full, dazzling
light suddenly turned upon her, blinding her by its unexpectedness,
warming her with its radiance. The words of the letter shone before
her eyes, their meaning flooded her like a glow of heat penetrating a
chilled and icy body. She had been mad to doubt him. He was Denis
— her Denis — and he loved her!

He loved her, had tried with all his power to reach her, had at-
tempted, even, to place a message through her window by night. She
saw now that she had been right in feeling that he was near to her,
but her foolish cry of fear had driven him away. Still, nothing mat-
tered in the face of his wonderful news. Her heart beat as she read
that he had taken their house — the cottage in Garshake. They could
move into it upon the first of January. It was called Rosebank —in
summer a bower of roses, in winter a warm, safe haven to enclose
them both. He was doing all that lay within his power and he was
not afraid! She was touched beyond measure at his endeavours, at
what he had done for her. How he had worked for her! He would
have come to her openly, but for the fact that their plans were not
mature. They must have a roof to cover them, a house to shelter them,
before they could take any drastic step; until then, he must be wary
for her sake. Yes! she must wait — wait a little longer; wait until his
last summer trip of the year was over, until he could devote himself
to her. Then he would take her away with him for ever, care for her,
and look to her safety and comfort. Her eyes grew dim with tears
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of happiness as she read his promises to cherish her. Could she wait?
She must wait. She could endure anything, so long as he took her
to him in the end.

When she had finished the letter, for a2 moment she remained quite
still, as though the shock of unexpected happiness had petrified her
into stone and she sat like a marble effigy, rigid and motionless. Then,
slowly, a pulsating essence flowed through her veins; mysterious
currents, set in motion by the moving words of his letter, circulated
in her being; after what had been an eternity of deathlike inanition she
lived and, as in an awakening Galatea, a tinge of life pervaded her,
colour rushed into her face, her body, her limbs. Her eyes sparkled
eagerly with the joy of living, her constrained lips parted softly,
fervidly, and the sad immobility of her face was transfigured by a
rush of sanguine joy. Like a watcher forgotten upon some solitary
isle, who, worn with an endless, fruitless vigil, has long abandoned
hope, the sudden sight of the means of her rescue filled her with
an unbelievable, almost unbelieving ecstasy. The loud beating of
her reawakened heart sang in her ears with a rapturous refrain; the
pale hands holding the letter became animate, vitalised and active;
eagerly the fingers seized a pencil that lay near and wrote urgently
on the reverse side of the paper.

It was a short note, saying that she was well and, now that she had
heard from him, happy. She said nothing of the tortures of mind she
had suffered, or of the abyss into which she had been sinking. She
told him she would abide gladly in her present home if only he came
for her in December, and she blessed him repeatedly for his letter.
She had not time to write more, for, outside the house, in the rapidly
fading light, she discerned that the patient, tenacious figure of the
child had again reappeared and was gazing expectantly towards the
window. It was Rose — it must be Rose — that small devoted sister
he had spoken of. She blessed Rose! And now, replacing the message
in the hollow apple, she raised the window sash and, throwing with
all her strength, watched the sphere go sailing through the air and
bound twice upon the road before coming to rest. Dimly she glimpsed
Rose running to recover it, saw her extract the letter and place it in
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her coat pocket, observed her wave her hand significantly, trium-
phantly, and, as if to symbolise the sweetness of her triumph, go off
down the road, exultantly munching the bruised and battered pippin.
A quiver of grateful admiration ran through Mary as the small
figure passed out of sight, marching indomitably with the same in-
vincible air, the same jaunty courage, as Denis. A slight smile of
recollection moved her as she remembered Rose’ careless touch upon
the piano. The folly of judging the intrepid messenger by the execu-
tion of those scales!

And now Mary arose and stretched her limbs luxuriously. She
raised her arms above her head in an attitude of unconscious aspira-
tion and, whilst her figure seemed to draw itself upwards, her head
fell back, her throat grew taut. As she gazed towards heaven, her face
filled with a 'supreme thanksgiving, which seemed insensibly to pass
into an invocation for the future. She was alive again, brave, filled
with new hope, new courage. Little prickling streams ran through
her skin. Suddenly, as she lowered her arms and again relaxed her
body, she felt hungry. For weeks she had eaten nothing but the in-
sipid, choking mouthfuls thrust down at meal time under the eje
of her father, and the delicious return of the zest to live now made her
voracious.

Within her body the unformed child leapt and throbbed, as if in
sympathy and gratitude for the reprieve which had been granted to it.

And Mary, feeling the weak impotence of that thankful impulse,
was moved with a sudden pity. In the revulsion of her feeling she
turned quickly, in a passion of self-reproach, to the drawer where she
had concealed the salts of lemon, and lifting the packet in a frenzy
of disgust, concealed it in her hand and hastened downstairs. As she
hurried past the half-open door of the parlour, she saw old Grandma
Brodie nodding drowsily, and she realised happily that Rose had not
been observed, that for once the sentinel slept at her post. Quickly
she went through the kitchen and entered the scullery where, with a
feeling of aversion, she thrust the contents of the packet, not back upon
its shelf, but into the sink, where a rapid stream from the tap washed
it away from her for ever. Then, witb 2 pew freedom, she went to a
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cupboard, poured out a glass of milk and cut herself a thick wedge
of cold steamed pudding left over from dinner. The pudding was
luscious and full of soft, sweet currants; her teeth bit into it with relish.
The milk tasted like a draught of some rich nectar, cool as the froth
from melting snowflakes. She was prolonging her meal as long as
possible, by sipping slowly and nibbling the last crust of pudding,
when her mother entered the scullery. Mamma looked at Mary
curiously.

“You're hungry?” she remarked. “I wish I could eat like that. The
sermons have improved your appetite.”

“Let me cut you a piece of this, Mamma.”

“No! We're to have it heated up to-morrow. It doesn’t matter about
me.”

By her attitude Mrs. Brodie conveyed that Mary was selfish to con-
sume the pudding, that she herself would have desired it, but that
she was deliberately sacrificing her personal gratification in the in-
terests of the common good. Mary looked apologetic. With the first
mouthful she had enjoyed for weeks she had been made to feel greedy.

“I'm glad to see you in a better frame of mind, anyway,” said
Mamma, noting the look. “Keep it up for your father to-night. I want
him to see I've been speaking to you.”

Here a light step sounded in the hall. This time it was, in reality,
Nessie, who came in gaily, glistening like a young seal from the
rain.

“It’s awfully wet now,” she cried; “and I want a piece and jelly.”

Her mother looked at her fondly. “Ye’ve a braw colour on your
cheeks, dear. That’s the way I like my bairns to look; not white and
miserable.” This was a veiled hint to Mary, and as a further reproof
to her elder daughter, Mumma gave Nessie, as a treat, not bread
and jelly, but white bread with butter and carraway seeds spread
upon it.

“Carvie! Lovely!” cried Nessie; “and I deserve it. Oh! Mary, you
do look better to-night yourself. I'm glad! You'll soon be bonny like
me,” she added with a giggle, inconsequently twirling about.

“Why do you deserve it, pettie?” queried Mamma.
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“Well!” replied Nessie importantly, “we had the school inspector
this afternoon, and the whole junior school had what he called a
memory test, and who do you think was first?”

“Who?” demanded Mamma, with bated breath.

“Me!” shrieked Nessie, waving her bread and carvie.

“My word!” said Mamma. “Your father will be pleased.” She
looked at Mary, as if to say, “That’s the kind of daughter I prefer.”
Actually she was not in the least exultant at the scholastic success.
What delighted her was that she had, in this achievement, a tangible
asset to put the lord and master of the house in a complacent frame
of mind.

Mary looked at Nessie tenderly, feeling how near she had been to
leaving her for ever.

“That was just splendid!” she said, and placed her cheek lovingly
against her sister’s cold, wet face.

X

A stiLiNEss lay over Levenford. Sunday afternoon was always quiet;
the morning bells had then rung themselves out; the bustle of the
shops and the noise of shipyards were hushed; no step echoed in the
empty street; the people, sunk in the lethargy produced by a heavy
dinner following a long sermon, sat indoors, stiffly trying to read, or
slept uncomfortably in their chairs.

But this afternoon was unusually still. A dull, yellow sky pressed
down upon the town and imprisoned it in a vault of heavy silence.
Within this vault the stagnant air was difficult to breathe and filled
the lungs with a sense of vitiation. The streets seemed narrowed, the
houses nearer to each other, and the Winton and Doran Hills, usu-
ally so majestic and remote, were low and close at hand as if, cowering
from the encroaching sky, they crept in upon the town for protection.
The trees stood petrified in the sultry air, their stripped branches
drooping like stalactites in a cave. No birds were to be seen. Desolate
and depopulared. the landscape lay in such an oppressive silence as
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might precede a battle, and the deserted town, empty ot ute and
movement, stood like a beleaguered city fearfully awaiting the onset
of an attack.

Mary sat upstairs at her bedroom window. Now, at every oppor-
tunity, she stole away to her room, finding in that retreat alonc a sanc-
tuary in which she obtained solitude and refuge. She felt ill. In church
that morning an intolerable sickness had seized her and during
dinner she had been compelled to remain quiescent and uncomplain-
ing while her head and body ached incessantly. Now, as she sat with
her chin cupped in both hands, looking out upon the strange im-
mobility of the land, she wondered if it lay within her power to last
out the next two days.

With a faint shudder, she reviewed in her mind her struggles of
the past eight weeks. In his first note Denis had asked her to wait
only until the middle of December, but it was now the twenty-eighth
day of that month and she had still to endure the torture of her life at
home for another two days. It was, she realised, not his fault. He had
been obliged to extend the scope of his business activities in the North
and was now acting for his firm in Edinburgh and Dundee. They
were pleased with his work; the delay was in actuality advantageous;
but at present she found it hard to bear.

Only two more days! Then with Denis beside her in their snug,
strong cottage by the Garshake shore —a fastness to enclose them
both — she could face anything. She had visioned their cottage sc
continuously that it stood always firm, white and steadfast in her
mind, like a beacon, a shining emblem of protection, drawing her
towards its safety. But she was losing faith in her ability to continue
the struggle against the growing lassitude of her body and the ever-
present dread of discovery.

She was, in effect, seven and a half months pregnant, but her fine,
firm body had, until lately, retained its shape adequately. She had
grown more mature and paler in her face, but no noticeable distortion
in her form had taken place, and any alteration in her appearance
had been attributed to the effects of the more rigid discipline to which
she had been subjected. But recently, she had been obliged to lace
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herself more tightly, and to strain to hold her back and shoulders
erect in order to maintain, in the face of greater difficulty and with
unceasing effort, the semblance of her natural figure. The cramping
grip of her corset almost stifled her, but she was now compelled to suf-
fer this continually, to sit passively under the cold eye of Brodie whilst
she felt her child turn protestingly under the unnatural restraint, and
to preserve in the face of everything an aspect of unconcern and tran-
quillity.

She imagined, too, that of late, in spite of her every precaution,
Mamma had entertained a vague uneasiness regarding her. Fre-
quently she had looked up to intercept a doubting, questioning glance
levelled acidly at her. Faint unformed suspicions, she realised, moved
like latent shadows in her mother’s mind, and only the preposterous
nature of their purport had hitherto prevented them from assuming

more definite shape.

The last three months had dragged past more slowly and more
feurfully than all the years of her life which had preceded them, and
now, with the climax imminent and relief at hand, her strength
seemed to be leaving her. To-day, a numb pain in her back added to
her distress, and at intervals small, sweeping waves of suffering
traversed her. As the memory of all that she had endured rose poig-
nantly before her, a tear splashed down her cheek.

This quiet movement, the coursing of a teardrop down her face,
which disturbed her sad, statuesque passivity, had its counterpart in
nature. Whilst she gazed, the front gate, which had all day hung half-
open upon its listless hinges, was impelled into sluggish motion and
swung slowly shut with a loud clang, as though an invisible hand had
negligently pushed it. A moment later, a heap of dead leaves which
lay in the far corner of the courtyard stirred, and a handful eddied,
raised themselves spirally upwards on the air with a sighing susur-
rus, then subsided and were still.

Mary viewed both of these movements with a sensation of dis-
turbance; perhaps her state induced such disquiet, for they had been
in themselves insignificant, but the contrast of the sudden, unwar-
ranted movements against the close, imperturbable quiet of the day
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was starkly arresting. The hush outside deepened, whilst the brassy
sky grew more sombre and crept lower to the earth. As she sat, qui-
escent, awaiting another surge of pain, the front gate again swung
gently open, hesitated, and recoiled with a more resounding con-
cussion than before; the long- drawn-out, noisy creak of the opening
gate came to her like an interrogation and the quick-following clang
like an abrupt and decisive reply. A faint ripple undulated across the
field which lay opposite and the long grasses ruffled like smoke; under
her staring eyes, a wisp of straw lying in the roadway was suddenly
whisked high into the air and flung far out of sight by an unseen and
inexplicable force. Then the silent air was filled with a soft, quick
pattering, and a mongrel dog came racing down the street, its sides
panting, its ears laid back flat, its eyes cowering. With a startled
curiosity Mary marked its stricken aspect and asked herself the reason
of its haste and terror.

The answer to her unspoken question came like a sigh from a
long way off, a low-pitched hum which swept in from beyond the
Winton Hills and echoed around the house. It encircled the grey
walls, twisted sinuously through the embrasures of the parapet,
whirled amongst the chimneys, spun around the solemn, granite
balls, dwelt an instant at Mary’s window, then receded in a gradual
diminuendo, like the roar of a defeated wave upon a shingle shore. A
long silence ensued, then the sound returned, swelling in from the
distant hills more loudly, remaining longer than before, and re-
treating more slowly to a vantage point less remote.

At the end of this last, shivering drone the door of the bedroom
opened and Nessie came precipitately in. “Mary, I'm frightened,”
she cried. “What'’s that noise? It’s like a great, big, humming-
top.”

“It’s nothing but the wind.”

“But there’s no wind at all. Everything’s as. quiet as the grave —
and what a colour the sky is! Oh! I'm feared of it, Mary.”

“There’s going to be a storm, I think, but don’t worry; you’ll be
all right, Nessie.”

“Oh! Dearie me,” cried Nessie, with a shiver, “I hope there’ll be
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no lightning. I'm that scared of it. If it hits you they say it burns you
up, and if you sit near steel that attracts it more than anything.”

“There’s not a steel thing in the room,” Mary reassured her.

Nessie came closer.

“Let me stay with you a little,” she entreated; “you seem to have
been far away from me lately. If ye let me bide with you that sound
will not seem so fearsome.” She sat down and placed her thin arm
around her sister; but instinctively Mary drew away.

“There you are again! You won't ecven let me touch you. You
don’t love me like you used to,” Nessie grieved, and, for a moment,
it looked as though she would rise and go out in childish pique. Mary
sat silent; she could not justify her action, but she took Nessie’s hand
and pressed it gently. Partly reassured by this gesture, Nessie’s hurt
expression faded and she pressed Mary’s hand in return. Thus,
hand in hand, the two sisters looked out silently upon the panting
earth.

The atmosphere had now become dry and rare and infused with
an acrid, saline character which irritated the nostrils like brine. The
dun sky had darkened to a blackish purple, meeting the near horizon
like smoke, blotting out distant objects and throwing into strange
relief those that were near. The sense of increasing isolation from the
outer world thus produced was terrifying to Nessie. She gripped
Mary’s hand more tightly as she cried, “These clouds are coming on
top of us. It’s like a big black wall. Oh! I'm feared of it. Will it fall on
us?”

“No, dear,” whispered Mary, “it can’t hurt us.” But the dark, en-
closing barrier still advanced, and upon its summit streaks of lighter
saffron lay, like spume upon the crest of a breaking comber. Against
this background the three birch trees had lost their soft, silvery mobil-
ity; stiff and livid, they gripped the soil more tenaciously with their
sinewy roots, their stems standing straight, with closely furled
branches, like masts awaiting oppressively the batter of a hurricane.

From amongst the now hidden hills came a secret mutter like the
tattoo of muffled drums. It seemed as if it rolled along the crests of
the hilltops, bounding down the ravines, across the streams and up the
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gulleys, the close-following notes chasing each other with a frantic
revelry.

“That’s thunder,” shivered Nessie. “It’s like guns firing.”

“It’s a long way off,” Mary comforted her. “It may pass over us
without breaking here.”

“I feel it’s going to be a terrible storm. Will we both go to Mamma,
Mary?”

“You go if you like,” replied Mary, “but you’re just as safe here,
dear.”

The thunder drew nearer. It ceased to rattle continuously and
instead pealed brokenly; but now each peal was loud as an explosion
and each succeeding explosion more violent than the one before. This
ominous quality of approach conveyed to Nessie the impression that
she was the focus of some blind, celestial fury, which was surely con-
verging upon her and would ultimately destroy her.

“I'm sure it'll get us,” she gasped. “Oh! there’s the lightning.”

An ear-splitting crash accompanied the first flash of lightning, a
thin, blue streak which darted raggedly across the dead sky, as if
the detonation of the thunder had suddenly cracked the bowl of
the firmament, allowing, for one quivering instant, a dazzling and
unearthly light to penetrate.

“It’s forked!” cried Nessie. “That’s more dangerous than sheet.
Come away from the window!” She tugged at Mary's arm.

“You're as safe here as anywhere,” Mary repeated.

“Oh! It’s no good saying that. This room of yours gets the worst
of it! I'm going away to Mamma. I'll put my head below the blankets
in her room till that awful lightning stops. Come away or you’ll be
struck;” and she rushed out of the room in a panic.

Mary did not follow her but continued to watch the growing storm
alone. She felt like a lonely watcher in a tower, obsessed by pain and
danger, for whose diversion a gigantic tourney was waged by nature’s
forces. The discord which raged outside was a drastic anodyne, whick
served to distract her from her increasing pain, the pangs of which
seemed to her to be slowly intensifying. She was glad to be alone once
more, glad that Nessie had left her. It was easier for her to suffer
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in solitude. The thunder fulminated wildly, and the lightning cas- ‘
caded like fluid across the sky with a blinding intensity. Often, the
onset of her pain would synchronise with a flash, and then she felt
that she, a speck within the universe, was linked by the chain of light
to this titanic upheaval of the heavens.

As the distracting influence of the storm upon her failed, the dis-
turbance ceased to be palliative; she began, involuntarily, to interpret
it in terms of her bodily suffering and became herself involved in the
tumult around her. The rolling waves of thunder lifted her in their
upward sweep and carried her off upon their undulating echoes,
until, suddenly, a violet lightning flash would stab her with pain
and cast her down again upon the ground. When the thunder failed,
the wind, which had been rapidly increasing in volume, swept her
back again into the midst of the chaos. This wind especially fright-
ened Mary, began, indeed, to terrify her. The first soughing onset and
retreat which had whirled the leaves and then left them motionless,
had been but the prelude to a series of deeper and more powerful at-
tacks. Now there was no retreat and with crushing vigour the full
force of the blast struck the land. Mary felt the strong, stout house
tremble to its foundations, as though an infinity of tearing fingers
were rending each stone from its bed of mortar. She saw her own
trees whipped downwards, like drawn bows bent double under some
prodigious strain; with each gust they bent; then, liberated, again
sprang upwards with a twanging sound. The arrows they released
were invisible, but they penetrated Mary’s room as shafts of pain. The
long grasses in the field were no longer gently ruffled, but were flat-
tened as though a gigantic scythe had decimated them. Each fierce
blast of the gale battered at the windows, rattling them in their frames,
then rushed howling around the house, with all the uncouth demons
of sound loosed and rampant upon its wings.

Then the rain began. It fell at first in heavy, solitary gouts which
stained the wind-swept pavements with spots each as large as a crown
piece. Faster and faster came the drops, until a solid sheet of water
deluged the earth. Water splashed upon the open roadways, hissed and
dripped from the roofs and gutters of houses, spattered against trees,
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flattened shrubs and bushes by its very density and weight. Water
flooded everything. The gutters were at once filled to overflowing
and ran like torrents; the streets became watercourses, and running
streams, filled with floating debris, sluiced along the main thorough-
fares.

With the commencement of the rain the lightning gradually ceased,
the thunder passed over, and the air chilled perceptibly; but the storm,
instead of abating, grew more violent with every moment. The wind
gained velocity. Mary heard it drive the rain in waves, like sea surf,
upon the roof of the house! then she faintly heard a snap and saw the
flagstaff, riven from the turret, fall clattering to the ground.

At this she got up and began to pace up and down the room, hardly
able to endure the racking ache which now seemed continually an
element of her being. She had felt nothing of the kind before, noth-
ing to equal this in all her life. She wondered, uncertainly, if she
should ask her mother for some remedy, thinking that a hot applica-
tion might perhaps do good, but, reluctantly, she abandoned the idea
as dangerous. She did not know that such an antidote would have
been ineffectual, for, although she had no apprehension of her con-
dition, she was already advanced in the throes of a premature labour.
Like the untimely darkness of the premature night which now began
to fall upon the outraged earth, this precipitate travail had already,
and too soon, begun to lay its mantle of suffering upon her. The
mental hardships she had undergone were demanding an un-
dreamed-of toll, which she could not escape, and she had now, in all
her unpreparedness, unconsciously begun to solve the dreadful mys-
tery of the nativity of her child.

By this time she felt that it was impossible for her to go downstairs
for tea, and, in despair, she loosened her corset and began again to
pace up and down the narrow confines of her room. Between these
pacings she stopped, supporting her body between her open palms.
She discovered that it was easier for her to meet the paroxysms in
a stooping posture and, from time to time, she stood crouching
against the end of her bed, her forchead pressed downwards against
the cold metal of the rails.



164 HATTER’S CASTLE

As she remained heedlessly like this, in one of these spasms, sud-
denly the door opened and her mother entered the room. Mrs. Brodie
had come to satisfy herself that Mary had suffered no ill effects from
the storm and to reprimand her for not taking greater precautions,
for Nessie had run to her with the story that lightning was striking
into the room. She was herself terrified by the tempest and her over-
strung nerves were quiveringly set for an outburst of recrimination.
But now, as she stood, unobserved, regarding her daughter, the re-
buke that lay half-formed upon her lips remained unuttered. Her
jaw dropped slowly, she gasped, whilst the room, rocked by the fury
of the wind, seemed to oscillate about her. Mary’s abandonment, her
relaxed attitude, the profile of her unrestrained figure, plucked at the
instrument of the mother’s memory and touched a hidden chord in her
mind, bringing back suddenly the unforgettable remembrance of
her own travail. An illuminating flash, more terrible than any light-
ning stroke, pierced her understanding. All the latent, the unthought-
of and unthinkable misgivings which had been dormant within her,
bounded before her in one devastating conviction. The pupils of her
eyes dilated into pools of horror and, clutching her shrunken bosom
with her left hand, she raised her right drunkenly and pointed her
finger at Mary.

“Look — look at me!” she stammered.

With a start Mary turned and, her brow dewed with perspiration,
looked at her mother dumbly. Immediately the mother knew, knew
inexorably, and Mary saw that she was discovered. Instantly a shriek
burst from Mrs. Brodie like the cry of an outraged animal. Higher
and more piercing than the wind it shrilled inside the room and
echoed screechingly through the house. Again and again she shrieked,
lost in the grasp of hysteria. Blindly Mary clutched at her mother’s
dress.

“I didn’t know, Mamma,” she sobbed. “Forgive me. I didn’t know
what I was doing.”

With short, stabbing blows Mrs. Brodie thrust Mary from her. She
could not speak; her breath came stertorously from her in panting
spasms.
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“Mamma! Dear Mamma! I understood nothing! I didn’t know I
was wicked. Something’s hurting me now. Help me!” she begged her.

The mother found her tongue with difficulty.

“The disgrace! Your father!” she moaned. “Oh! It’s a nightmare.
I'm not awake.”

She screeched again madly. Mary was terrified; this outcry im-
prisoned her in a cell of iniquity; she heard in each scream the wide
broadcast of her disgrace.

“Oh! Please, Mamma, don't call out like that,” implored Mary,
her head hanging abjectly; “only stop and I'll tell you everything.”

“No! No!” shriecked Mamma. “I'll hear nothing! Ye'll have to face
your father. I'll be party to nothing. 'm not responsible. It’s only
yourself to blame.”

Mary’s limbs trembled violently. “Dear Mammal! Is there no excuse
for me?” she whispered. “I was so ignorant.”

“Your father will kill ye for this,” screamed Mrs. Brodie. “It’s your
fault.”

“I implore you, Mamma,” pleaded Mary feverishly, “not to tell
father. Help me for two days more —only two days” — she cried
desperately, trying to bury her head on her mother's breast — “dear,
kind Mamma. Keep it between us till then. Only two days more!
Please — Oh! Please!”

But again her mother, terrified beyond reason, thrust her off and
cried out wildly:

“You must tell him at once. I'm no’ to blame. Oh! The wickedness
of ye to get us into such trouble. Oh! The wickedness, the wicked-
ness!”

Then, with a bitter finality, Mary realised that it was hopeless
to entreat her mother further. A great fear descended on her and,
with it, the rushing desire to escape. She felt that if she left her,
Mamma might recover her control. She desired urgently to get out
of the room, and pushing past her mother, she began hastily to descend
the stairs. But when she was halfway down, suddenly she raised
her head and saw at the foot of the staircase, standing in the hall,
the heavy figure of her father.
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Brodie had the custom, every Sunday afternoon after dinner, of
resting. He went with the regularity of clockwork into the parlour,
closed the door, drew the curtains, removed his frock coat and laid
his ponderous bulk down upon the sofa, where he slept heavily for
two or three hours. But to-day he had been disturbed by the storm,
and he had slept only in snatches, which was worse than not sleeping
at all. The loss of his sleep had aggravated him, rendering his temper
sour, and, in addition, he took it as a matter of great annoyance to
his sense of order that his time-honoured ritual should have been
deranged in such an outrageous fashion. The culmination of his
vexation had been achieved when he had been aroused from a snatch
of sleep by the fall of the flagstaff from his house. He was in a flaming
rage and, as he stood in his shirt sleeves, looking at Mary, his upturned
face reflected the bitter resentment of his mood.

“Have we not enough noise outside that you must start that infernal
din upstairs?” he shouted. “How can a man sleep with such a fiendish
blattering in his ears? Who was making that noise? Was it you?”
He glared at her.

Mamma had followed Mary and now stood swaying upon the top
landing, rocking herself to and fro, with her arms clasped upon her
breast. Brodie turned his inflamed eye upon her.

“This is a braw house for a man to rest in,” he flared. “Do I not
work hard enough for ye through the week ? What is this day made
for, will ye tell me? What's the use of all that godly snivellin’ talk of
yours if ye must go and ring our ears like this. Can I not lay down for
a minute without this damned wind howlin’, and you howlin’ like
a hyena too?”

Mrs. Brodie did not reply but still swayed hysterically at the top
of the stairs.

“What are you going on about? Are you gone silly?” bawled
Brodie. “Has the thunder turned your reason to make ye stand like
a drunken fishwife?”

Still she was silent, and it then dawned upon him, from her
manner, that some disaster had occurred. :

“What is it?” he shouted roughly. “Is it Nessie? Has the lightning
hit her? Is she hurt?”
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Mamma shook her whole body in a frantic negation — the catas-
trophe was worse than that!

“No! No!” she gasped. “It’s her —her!” She raised her hand
accusingly against Mary. Not even the most shadowy instinct of
protection was in her. Her terror of Brodie in this awful calamity was
so unbounded that her only impulse was to disclaim all responsibility,
all knowledge of the crime. She must at all costs defend herself from
any charge of liability in the matter. :

“For the last time,” raged Brodie, “I ask ye what it is. Tell me,
or by God I'll come up to ye both.”

“It wasn’t my fault,” cringed Mrs. Brodie, still shielding herself
from the undelivered charge, “I've brought her up always like a
Christian girl. It’s her own natural badness.” Then, realising that she
must tell or be beaten, she strained her body to the utmost, threw her
head back and, as if each word cost her an unbearable effort of
ejaculation, sobbed: “If you must know. She’s going — she’s going
to have a child.”

Mary stiffened, whilst the blood drained from her face. Her mother,
like Judas, had betrayed her. She was lost — trapped — her father
below, her mother above.

Brodie’s great frame seemed to shrink imperceptibly; his bellicose
eyes became faintly bemused and, in a muddled fashion, he looked
at Mary.

“What wha’ — " he muttered. He raised his eyes uncomprehend-
ingly to Mamma, saw her frantic plight, and again lowered his gaze
upon Mary. He paused, whilst his mind grappled with the incon-
ceivable, unfathomable news. Suddenly he shouted, “Come here!”

Mary obeyed. Each step she took seemed to lower her into her own
tomb. Brodie seized her roughly by the arm and looked her up and
down. A sickening feeling went through him. “My God!” he
repeated to himself, in a low tone. “My God! I believe it’s true. Is it?”
he cried thickly. Her tongue lay mutely in her mouth from shame.
Still holding her arm, he shook her unmercifully, then, releasing her
suddenly, allowed her to recoil heavily upon the floor.

“Are you with child? Tell me quickly or I'll brain you,” he shouted.

As she told him, she thought he would surely kill her. He stood
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there looking at her as if she were a viper that had stung him. He
raised his arm as if to strike her, to crush her skull with one blow of
his hammer fist, to wipe out with one blow her obliquity and his
dishonour. He wanted to strike her, to trample on her, grind her
under the heels of his boots into a mangled, bloody pulp. A vast
brutal passion seethed in him. She had dragged his name into the
mire. The name of Brodie! She had lowered his heritage into the
slime of ill fame. The whole place would reek of it. He would see
the smirks, the sneers, the significant nods as he strode down the
High Street; at the Cross he would hear the stray word of mockery
and the half-muffled laugh of derision. The niche he had cut and was
still carving for himself would be shattered; the name, the reputation
he had made for himself would be ruined and he himself cast down-
wards in contumely through this thing that lay weeping at his feet.
But he did not strike her. The intensity of his feeling burned suddenly
into a heat which turned his gross rage into a subtle and more
dangerous channel. In a different manner he would show her! He saw
sharply a means of vindicating his honour. Yes, by God! He would
show them in the Borough how he dealt with this sort of thing. They
would see the stand that he was taking. She was now no daughter of
his. He would cast her from him as unclean.

Then, suddenly, a second, loathsome suspicion came into his mind,
a suspicion which gathered in aversion, becoming more certain the
longer he contemplated it. He touched Mary with his huge, heavy
boot.

“Who was the man?” he hissed at her. “Was it Foyle?” He saw
from her look that he was right. For the second time that hateful
young upstart had dealt him a crushing blow, this time more deadly
than before. He would rather it had been any one, the basest and most
beggarly scoundrel in the town, any one but Foyle! But it was he, the
smooth-faced, blarneying, young corner boy who had possessed the
body of Mary Brodie; and she, his child, had suffered him to do so.
A lucid mental picture, revolting in its libidinous detail, rose up and
tortured him. His face worked, the skin around his nostrils twitched,
a thick, throbbing vessel corded itself upon his temple. His features,
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which had at first been suffused with a high angry flush, now became
white and hard as chiselled granite. His jaw set ruthlessly like a trap,
his narrow forehead lowered with an inhuman barbarity. A cold
ferocity, more terrifying than the loud-mouthed abuse which he
usually displayed, tempered his rage like an axe blade. He kicked
Mary viciously. The hard sole of his boot sank into her soft side.

“Get up, you bitch!” he hissed, as he again spurned her brutally
with his foot. “Do you hear me? Get up.”

From the staircase the broken voice of Mamma senselessly repeated,
“I’'m not to blame! I'm not to blame!” Over and over came the words,
“I'm not to blame. Don’t blame me.” She stood there abjectly,
cringingly, protesting ceaselessly in a muttering voice her incul-
pability, whilst behind her the terrified figures of Nessie and the old
woman were dimly outlined. Brodie gave no heed to the interruption.
He had not heard it.

“Get up,” he repeated, “or I'll help ye up”; and, as she rose, he lifted
her to her feet with a final jerk of his foot.

Mary staggered up. Why, she thought, did he not kill her and be
done with it? Her side, where he had kicked her, stabbed with a
piercing hurt. She was too terrified to look at him. She felt that he
was torturing her only to destroy her in the end.

“Now,” he ground out slowly from between his clenched teeth,
with words that bit into her like vitriol, “you’ll listen to me.”

As she stood there, bent and drooping, he moved his head slightly
and thrust forward his hard, relentless face into hers. His eyes gleamed
closely, with a concentrated, icy glitter that seared her with its chill.

“You’ll listen to me, I say. You'll listen to me for the last time. You
are not my daughter any longer. I am going to cast you out like a
leper! Like a leper — you filthy slut! That’s what I'm going to do to
you and your unborn bastard. I'm going to settle with your fancy man
in my own time, but you — you’re going out to-night.”

He repeated the last words slowly, whilst he pierced her with his
cold eyes. Then, as though reluctant to abandon the satisfaction of
her abasement under his glare, he turned slowly, walked heavily to
the door and flung it open. Immediately a terrific inrush of wind and
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rain filled the hall, clattering the pictures on the walls, billowing the
hanging coats on the stand, and rushing upwards with the force of
a battering-ram towards the clinging group upon the stairs.

“It’s a beautiful night for a stroll,” snarled Brodie, with drawn lips.
“It’s dark enough for you to-night! You can walk the streets to your
heart’s content to-night, you strumpet!”

With a sudden thrust of his arm he caught her by the neck and
compressed it within his huge, prehensile grasp. No sound but the
howling of the wind filled the hall. Of the three terrorised onlookers,
the uncomprehending child, the mother, and the half-fearful, half-
gloating old woman, not one spoke. They stood paralysed to silence.
The feel of her soft yet resistant throat fascinated him; he wanted to
squeeze it like a pipestem until it snapped, and, for an instant, he stood
thus, fighting the impulse; but he started violently and, with a sudden
tug, dragged her to the door. “Now,” he shouted, “you’re going out
and you’ll never come back — not until you crawl back and grovel
down to lick these boots that have kicked you.”

At that, something within Mary spoke. “I will never do that,” she
whispered from her pale lips.

“No!” yelled Brodie. “You will never come back, you harlot!”

He pushed her, with a violent, final thrust, from him. She dis-
appeared into the raging blackness beyond. As she vanished com-
pletely to sight and sound, as though she had stepped over a precipice,
he stood there in an ecstasy of passion, his fists clenched, filling his
lungs with the wet, saline air, shouting at the pitch of his voice, “Don’t
come back, you whore! you whore!” He shouted the last word again,
and again, as if its repetition afforded him, in its coarse vituperation,
a satisfaction, an alleviation of his fury. Then he turned upon his heel
and shut her out into the night.

XI

Mary rested where she had fallen. She felt stunned, for Brodie’s
final, brutal thrust had throws her heavily, flat upon her face, into
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the rough, gravel courtyard. The rain, driven in straight, parallel
spears, impinged painfully upon her lightly covered body and
spattered the surface of the puddle in which she lay. Already she
was soaked to the skin, but the wetness of her rain-saturated clothing
brought, at that moment, only a refreshing coolness to the fever that
burned within her. She had felt under her father’s terrible eyes that
he would surely murder her and now, although her bruised and
aching body still burned, a sense of escape filled her mind and
transfigured its terror to lightness and relief. She had been cast out
shamefully, but she was alive; she had left for ever a home which
had become lately a hated prison; and now she plucked together her
shattered forces and bravely fixed her mind upon the future.

Denis, she became aware amongst the fearful confusion of her
thoughts, was perhaps sixty miles away; she was enveloped in a storm
of unprecedented magnitude; she had no coat, no hat, insufficient
clothing and no money; but now she had courage. Firmly she com-
pressed her wet lips as she desperately endeavoured to examine her
position. Two courses lay open to her: the one to attempt to reach
the cottage at Garshake, the other to go to Denis’ mother at Darroch.

It was twelve miles to Garshake and, beyond the fact that she
knew that it was named Rosebank, she had no knowledge of where
the cottage stood; besides, even if she succeeded in getting inside, she
would be alone, penniless and without food; and now she realised
that she needed succour of some kind. She therefore abandoned all
thought of reaching Rosebank and turned, inevitably, to the alter-
native idea. She must go to Denis’ mother! At least she would receive
shelter from her, shelter until Denis returned. His mother would not
refuse her that; and she hearteningly recollected that once Denis had
said to her, “If the worst happened, you could come to my mother.”
She would do that! She must do that.

To get to Darroch she would be obliged to walk. She was not
aware of any train which left Levenford for Darroch on Sunday
night; and if one did run she did not know its time of departure,
nor had she the cost of her ticket. Two routes therefore offered them-
selves for her choice. The first was the main artery of communica-
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tion between the two places, a broad main thoroughfare nearly five
miles long, the other, a narrow, unfrequented road running directly
across the open countryside, narrowing here to a lane and there to
a mere track, but avoiding the circuitous windings of the outskirts
of both towns, and shorter than the former by almost two miles. Her
strength was now so insufficient, and her sufferings so great, that she
decided to take the latter route because it was the lesser distance. She
thought she could walk three miles.

Prostrate upon the ground and protected by the high wall of the
courtyard she had not appreciated the full power of the storm, which
was, indeed, the worst which had ravaged the Scottish Lowlands
for over a century. The wind, springing from the southwest, tore past
at the unprecedented velocity of sixty miles an hour. In the town
only those driven by necessity were abroad, and of these only the
hardiest remained for more than a few moments in the open. Slates
torn from the roofs of houses sailed downwards through the air,
each with the force and cutting violence of a falling guillotine; whole
chimney pots were wrenched off, flung through the air entire, and
dashed upon the cobblestones below; the large, thick, plate-glass win-
dow of the Building Society’s office was blown into pieces, like dry
parchment, by the force of the wind alone. Amongst the roar of the
hurricane the reports of falling objects as they struck upon the
streets came continuously, like a bombardment. In the Newtown
the gable of a newly erected house was caved in by the blast and the
wind, entering the aperture like a wedge, prised off the roof and
seized it. Off flew the entire roof, its sides extended like the planing
wings of a bird, soaring through the air, until finally the wind ceased
to support it and it dived like a plummet into the black water of the
estuary a full three hundred yards away.

In the low-lying parts of the town the ceaseless rain caused such
flooding that entire areas lay under water; houses stood apart like
isolated dwellings rising from a strange lagoon, and the deluge,
rushing around them, percolated the walls, entered through doors
and windows, and completely inundated the lower floors.

The lightning which ran riot over the surrounding countryside
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produced a less diffuse but more deadly havoc. A shepherd, herding
on the Doran hills, was struck instantly dead; two farm servants
sheltering under a tree were struck down and their charred bodies
crushed by the fall of the riven tree; livestock suffered severely; count-
less sheep and cattle were killed as they lay in the open or sought
a more precarious shelter under trees, and a full score of cattle
crouching against a wire fence were electrocuted by the conduit
of the fluid current.

A thunderbolt fell, and, crashing into a sailing barque at anchor
in Port Doran Bay, sank it instantly. Other ships, in the river mouth
and in the Firth, dragged their anchors and broke their moorings and
were battered by the waves as they ran aground on the Doran shore.

Unaware of all this, Mary slowly raised herself to her feet. The
wind took hold of her and almost cast her down again, but she
bore against it, and, inclining her body sharply into the teeth of the
gale, set out through the pitch of the night. Her sodden garments
flapped about her like drenched sails and hampered her movements,
clinging bindingly to her legs at each step she took. As she left the
front of her home a leaden gutter, stripped from the coping by a
single gust, came hurdling viciously towards her, like a last malevo-
lent gesture from the house; but, though it passed dangerously near
her head, it missed her and buried itself deeply in the wet ground.

She had not proceeded a hundred yards before she was compelled
to rest. Though this point marked the situation of the last lamppost
of the road, now the darkness was unrelieved and, for a moment,
she imagined the light had been blown out, but as she resumed her
way, she tripped upon the prone column of the disrupted lamp. With
head downwards she stumbled on, feeling her way like a blind
woman and keeping the road only through her sense of direction
and by her familiarity with it. The noise about her was frightful, so
deafening that if she had shouted aloud she would not have heard
her own voice. The wind, like some gigantic orchestra, traversed
madly the gamut of its compass. The deep diapason of the pipe organ
mingled with the reedy treble of clarionets; bugles shrilled against
the bass of oboes; the wailing of violins, the clash of cymbals, the
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booming of drums were blended together into an unearthly cacoph
ony of dissonance.

Every now and then, out of the blackness, unseen objects struck
her. Flying twigs of trees stung her face, torn-up branches and shrubs
flung themselves against her. Once a soft tentacle entwined itself
about her neck and arms. She shrieked with terror, lifting her sound-
less voice against the hurricane, thinking that living arms had
corded themselves about her, but, as she raised her hands in panic,
she discovered that she was enveloped by a sheaf of hay blown from
some obliterated stack.

With the utmost difficulty she had now traversed about a mile
of her journey, and, though she was not yet halfway towards her
objective, the most fearful part lay immediately ahead. Here the
road closed in almost to a pathway and wandered, unflanked by
any guiding fence or boundary, without line of demarcation from
the adjacent woodland, through a thick grove of firs. This wood was
always tenebrous, with gloomy trees that whispered elegies, but
now, in this fearsome night, which itself lay around her like a
dense forest, the wood became frightful and repulsive, like the central
darkness, the very heart of the forest of the night. She shuddered
to think of entering it. Once, when a child, upon an expedition with
some others, she had lost herself amongst these stern, austere trees,
had run amongst them, forlornly seeking her companions, and she
now recalled with painful vividness her youthful terror, a terror
which returned upon darker wings as, mustering all her courage
and her strength, she plunged into the coppice.

It was almost impossible to trace the pathway. Gropingly she
crept along, keeping both arms extended, with flat palms outstretched
in front of her. This extension of her arms gave her an excruciating
hurt in that side of her chest where her father had kicked her, but
she was obliged to hold them so in order to protect her head and face
from the contact of the trees, and to ascertain more exactly the direc-
tion of her laborious progress.

The wind which, in the open land, had maintained a constant
direction, now whirled around the tree trunks with a hundred cur-
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rents and eddies, in a manner which rendered direct forward move-
ment impossible. Mary was tossed this way and that way, like a ship
beating its course amongst a swirl of treacherous tides, without
moon or stars to guide her in the perilous pitch of the night. She had
begun to wander from the path when, suddenly, an erratic vortex
caught her, swept away her balance, and flung her violently to the
left. She fell with all her weight, and the palm of her left hand im-
paled itself upon the dagger-sharp point of a low, broken fir branch
which projected horizontally from the main trunk. For one agonis-
ing moment her hand remained nailed to the wood, then she plucked
it free and staggered to her feet.

Onwards she went. She was now utterly lost. She wanted to get
out of the wood but she could not. Dizzily she felt her way from tree
to tree, the blood streaming from her wounded hand, permeated by
terror, by the throbbing of her injured side and the recurrent pains
within her body. Chilled to the bone, her wet hair streaming dankly,
her skin infiltrated with rain water, she mazed about the wood in
the darkness. She stumbled and got up, swayed backwards and
staggered onwards, to the insane music of the tornado as it bellowed
through the trees. The pandemonium of sound dinning upon her
cars seemed of itself to swing her about, controlling her movements
by its stupendous rhythm. Light-headedly she gyrated amongst the
rending of uprooting trees, lost to everything but pain and her desire
to escape from the horror of this besetting forest.

Her head became light and giddy, and now it seemed to her
that the blackness was peopled with wild, living creatures that dashed
about her, touching her, plucking at her with their fingers, pressing
against and hurrying past her in an orgy of stampeding movement.
She felt the cold, gusty breathing of the wet things as they slid and
buffeted their way through the forest. They whispered into her ears
strange, sad tidings of Denis and of her child; they bellowed loudly
in her father’s tones and wailed like her mother. Every sound about
her she construed into the weird and incoherent speech of these
visionary beings. At intervals she knew she was going mad, that ne
forms surrounded her, that she was alone, deserted, forgotten in
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the wood, but as she staggered on, her mind again became obscured,
clouded by the visions of her terror.

Suddenly, when it seemed as though she must completely lose her
reason, she paused in a kind of numb wonder. She raised her tor-
tured eyes upwards to the sky and beheld the moon, a thin crescent,
pale and without radiance, which lay flat upon its back amongst the
banked clouds, as though the gale had blown it over. She saw it only
for a moment, then it was obscured by the racing clouds, but she
observed that the wind now came upon her in one direct, tearing
line of motion, that she no longer felt the hard trunks of the firs.
She was out of the wood! She sobbed with relief, and immediately
ran blindly to escape from it and from the gibbering creatures it con-
tained. She had lost the road, together with all sense of her bearings,
and the instinct of flight alone impelled her as, with a crouching,
stumbling motion, she hastened anywhere. The wind was now assist-
ing her, lifting her from her feet and lengthening her shambling
steps. She was in some kind of field and long, dank grasses whipped
her legs as she slid forward upon the soft turf. It was not cultivated
land, for she passed amongst clumps of bracken, slipped and stumbled
against half-buried, moss-grown boulders, and ripped through clusters
of bramble bush; but she was now beyond logical thought and did
not pause to deduce her whereabouts from the nature of the country
she traversed.

Then, all at once, amongst the tumult, she became aware of a deep,
sonorous cadence, which, as she went on, grew louder, and swelled
to the roar of rushing water. It was the sound of a broad river, swollen
to overflowing, and so engorged by turbid waters that its rushing tur-
bulence sounded in her ears like the resonance of a cataract. With
every step she took, this sound grew louder till it seemed as though
the river, glutted with the débris of the uplands, advanced menacingly
upon her, bearing, unseen amongst the seething waters, palings and
fencing, the wreckage of a dozen bridges, whole tree trunks and the
bodies of dead sheep and cattle.

She was upon its very brink before she understood that it was the
Leven; the same Leven which had sung to her so softly with its
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lilting purl, which had added to the rapture of Denis and herself as,
meandering past, it had serenaded their love. Now, like herself, it
was altered beyond recognition. The moon was still obscured and
nothing was visible to her, but as she stood terrified, listening upon
the high, exposed bank, for an instant, in her fearful extremity, she
was tempted to let herself slide into these invisible, booming waters
below, to forget and be forgotten. A shudder ran through her bruised
body as she repulsed the thought. Like a command to live came the
thought that, no matter what happened, she still had Denis. She
must live for Denis, and now she felt him beckoning to her. She
turned abruptly from the sound as though to cut off its appeal but, as
she moved, in the careless hurry of her recoil, her wet shoe slipped,
she stumbled, her foot again slithered on the surface of a greasy
clod and she shot feet first down the steep slope. Her hands clutched
desperately at the short grass and rushes of the bank, but the weeds
that she grasped broke immediately in her clasp or uprooted easily
from the wet soil. Her feet tore two furrows in the yielding clay as
she dug them fiercely into it in a fruitless effort to save herself. With
her arms she clung to the wet bank, but she found nothing to retard
her descent.

The smooth surface of the declivity was as steep and treacherous
as that of a glacier and, instead of arresting her fall, these frantic
movement: nly served to increase her speed. She was precipitated
with irresisuble momentum into the unseen river below. She en-
tered the water with a soundless splash and immediately sank down
amongst the long water weeds which grew from the bottom, whilst
water rushed into her lungs as she gasped from shock and terror.
The force of the current drove her body rapidly along the river bed,
amongst the entangling grasses, and swept her downstream for thirty
yards before she came at last to the surface.

She could not swim but, instinctively, with the effort of preserva-
tion, she made a few, fecble, despairing strokes, trying to keep her
head above the surface of the water. It was impossible. The intensc
spate of the torrent had raised a series of high, undulating waves
which swept repeatedly over her, and finally a swirling undertow
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caught her legs and sucked her down. This time she remained under
so long that her senses almost left her. Bells rang in her ears, her
lungs were ballooned, her eyeballs bursting; red stabs of light danced
before her; she was suffocating. But she came once more to the
surface and, as she emerged, inert and half insensible, the end of
a floating log of wood was flung by a wave into her right armpit.
Unconsciously, she seized it and feebly clasped it against her. She
floated. Her body was submerged, her hair streaming behind her
in the current, but her face lay above water and, with great, gasping
breaths, she filled and refilled her chest with air. With all feeling
suspended but the necessity of respiration, she clung to the log,
amidst the strange flotsam that dashed every now and then against
her, and was borne rapidly down the river. Her rate of movement
was so great that, as consciousness returned to her more fully, she
realised that, if she did not quickly reach the bank, she would soon
be swept amongst the sharp rocks which spiked the rapids that lay
immediately above Levenford. With the remains of her strength,
and still clinging to the log, she kicked out with her legs. The cold
of the river water was infinitely more cutting than of the rain, cutting
from the frigidity of an ice-crusted, snow-capped mountain source
and from the added chill of tributary hill streams fed by melted
snow. This cold pierced to the marrow of Mary’s bones; her limbs
lost all sensation and, although her legs moved feebly at the com-
mand of her will, she did not feel them stir. The air, too, had become
so frigid that hailstones began to fall. They were large pellets, hard
as stone, sharp as icicles, that churned the water like shot and bounced
off the log like bullets. They rained mercilessly upon Mary’s face
and head, bruising her eyes, whipping her cheeks and cutting her
lower lip. Because she must hold the log so grimly with both her
hands she could not shield herself and she was compelled to suffer this
pitiless, pelting shower, unprotected. Her teeth chattered; her
wounded hand was seared and freezing; dreadful cramps seizea
her middle; she felt she was perishing from the cold. The immersion
in the glacial water was killing her. At that moment, as she struggled
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towards the bank, a single thought obsessed her — not of herself or
of Denis, but of the child within her. A compelling instinct suddenly
flowered within her as though a message, passing by some strange
communication between the child and her own being, had suddenly
told her that, if she did not quickly get out of the water, it must die.

Never before had she thought so lovingly of the child. At times she
had hated it as part of her own despicable body, but now an over-
powering desire for it overtook her. If she died it must die. She
thought of the living infant, entombed in her drowned body, floating
out to sea, moving more and more feebly in the prison of her lifeless
flesh. Without speech she prayed that she might live, live to give
it birth.

She had now reached a point where the engorged river had burst
its banks and overflowed into the neighbouring fields. She could
feel this quieter water to the left of her and, with her puny force, she
essayed to direct herself to it. Again and again she tried to draw
away from the main stream, only to be sucked back again. She had
almost abandoned hope when, at a sharp bend of the river, her log
was suddenly deflected from its course by a powerful eddy, and she
floated into an area where she could feel no waves, no swirl, no wild
onrush. She let the log drift on until it came to rest, then, trembling,
she lowered her legs. They touched bottom and she stood up, thigh
deep in the water. The weight of the water and her frozen state almost
prevented her moving, but, though gaining only inches at a time, she
moved slowly away from the sound of the river. At length she was
clear of the flood. She looked round. To her intense joy she saw,
amidst the impenetrable darkness around her, a light. The sight of
this light was like a divine balm laid suddenly upon each of her
wounds. For what seemed to her like years she had been moving in
a world of tenebrous shadows, where each step was fraught with ob-
scure suspense and an unseen danger that might annihilate her.
The faint, unflickering ray gleamed serenely and in the dim illumina-
tion she saw comfort and serenity. Hereabouts, she recollected, was
situated a small and isolated croft, but whosoever dwelt here could
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never refuse to shelter her in her terrible condition on so terrible a
night. Cowering, she advanced towards the light.

Now she could hardly walk. Low in her body a heavy weight
seemed to bear her down and lacerating pains tore her with every
movement. Bent almost double, she persisted on her way. The light
had been so near and yet, the farther she advanced, the more it seemed
to recede from her! Her feet squelched deep into the inundated
ground so that it was an effort to withdraw them, and with each
step she seemed to sink deeper into the marshland which she was
now obliged to cross. Still, she progressed, going deeper and deeper
into the swamp, sinking to her knees as she plodded through a foul
mixture of mud and water. One of her shoes was plucked from
her foot by the adhesion of the quagmire and she was unable to re-
trieve it; her skin, blenched white by her prolonged immersion, now
became smeared and splashed with mire; the remnants of her clothing
trailed behind in draggled tatters.

At length, it appeared to her that she was slowly gaining ground
and approaching nearer to the light of the croft, when abruptly,
following a forward step, she failed to find bottom with her feet.
She began to sink into the bog. She shrieked. The warm, quaggy mud
sucked at her legs with a soft insistence, drawing her downwards
into its embrace. She was unable to withdraw either foot and, at
her struggles, gaseous bubbles erupted from the slough and stifled
her with their miasma. Downwards she sank. It seemed to her that
she had been saved from the clean, cold death of the river in order
to be destroyed more fittingly here. This sludge was a more suitable
winding sheet than the pure water of the mountain streams. In such
corruption as this her violated body had been destined to disintegrate
and, dissolving, become finally part of its substance. To have sur-
mounted such peril as she had that night endured and to be robbed of
succour when within sight of it, infuriated her. In a passion of en-
deavour she struggled to support herself; with a shriek she flung
herself forward, clawing wildly at the wet moss which covered the
surface of the morass. The glutinous stuff offered little hold, but with
such frenzy did she tear at it with her extended fingers that she suc-
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ceeded, with a last superhuman effort, in drawing herself clear by
the power of her arms alone. Then, pantingly, she dragged her body
to a firmer part of the marsh, where she lay completely exhausted.
She could now no longer walk and therefore, after a few moments
rest, she began to crawl slowly forward on all fours like a stricken
animal. But in escaping from the bog she had utilised the last dregs
of her strength; although she was on solid ground and no more than
fifty yards from the house, she realised that she would never attain it.
She gave up, and, sobbing weakly, lay on the ground, hopeless, with
powerless limbs relaxed, whilst a fresh downpour of rain deluged
her. Yet, as she lay there, the faint lowing of cattle came to her through
the storm. After a moment she again heard the sound and, looking to
the right, she perceived, dimly outlined in the obscurity, the darker
outlines of a low building. She became aware through the drifting
vapours in her brain that here was shelter of some kind. Raising her-
self, she staggered with a last, delirious effort, into the shed and
collapsed unconscious upon the floor.

The sanctuary she had attained was a poor outbuilding, the mean
byre of the small farm. Being built of thick stones with the crevices
closely stuffed with moss, it was warm inside; and, having so insig-
nificant a height, the chilling blast rushed over it, so that it had,
in addition, escaped the fury of the wind. The air was filled with
the blended odours of straw, dung, and the sweet smell of the
animals themselves. The three milch cows standing in their stalls
moved with gentle, resigned movements, their bodies almost invisible,
their pale udders faintly luminous amongst the shadows. The cows,
their large, sad eyes inured to the darkness, looked with a docile
timidity at the strange human creature which rested, scarcely breath-
ing, upon the floor of the byre. Then, having identified it as passive
and harmless, they turned their heads disinterestedly and again
began calmly ruminating with silent moving jaws.

For only a few moments Mary remained in happy insensibility.
She was restored to consciousness by the powerful spur of pain.
Waves of pain swept over her. The pain began in her back, travelled
round her body and down the inside of her thighs with a slow, ful-
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minating grip which gradually crept to an intolerable crisis. Then
suddenly it left her, limp, drained and helpless.

During the whole of her tragic journey she had endured these
pangs. Now they became insupportable, and, lying amongst the
ordure of the shed, she suffered with closed eyes. Her arms and
legs were extended flaccidly; her body was pressed into the steaming
dung and plastered with drying mud. Moans of pain broke from
between her clenched teeth; a damp sweat beaded her forehead and
trickled slowly over her shut eyelids; her features, disfigured by filth
and distorted by her insupportable experiences, were rigidly set, but
around her head the emanation of her sufferings seemed to have
condensed in a faint, translucent radiance which encircled her dying
face like a nimbus.

The inactive intervals of her pains grew shorter whilst the parox-
ysms lengthened. When a pain abated the passive anticipation of the
next was torture. Then it would begin, graspingly envelop her,
permeate her with agony, and squander itself through her every
nerve. Her cries were combined with the shriek of the ever present
wind. Everything she had undergone was as nothing compared to
her present torture. Her body writhed about the stone floor feebly;
blood mingled with the sweat and dirt about her. She prayed for
death. Dementedly she called upon God, on Denis, on her mother.
She besought the clemency of her Saviour in gasps, which broke in
anguish from between her clenched teeth. In answer to her cries only
the wind responded. Rising up, it shrieked and mocked at her as it
rushed above the shed. She lay abandoned until, at last, when she
could not have lived through one further exacerbation, the gale rose
to its loudest, highest pitch and, amidst the culmination of the storm,
she was delivered of a son. Till the last torture abated she was con-
scipus. Then, when there was no more pain for her to endure, she
relapsed into the deep well of forgetfulness.

The child was small, puny, premature. Bound still to its insensible
mother it clawed feebly at her, and at the empty air, with its diminu-
tive fingers. Its head sagged upon its frail neck. It rested there, scarcely
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breathing, while the mother lay slowly blanching from a slow, seep-
ing hemorrhage. Then it cried with a weak and fitful cry.

As if in answer to that call the door of the shed opened slowly
and the rays of a lantern dimly penetrated the darkness. An old
woman came into the byre. A thick, plaid shawl was wrapped around
her head and shoulders; her wooden, solid clogs clattered as she
walked. She had come to reassure herself as to the safety and comfort
of her beasts and now she went to them, smoothing their necks, pat-
ting their sides, talking encouragingly to them. “Eh, Pansy lady,” she
muttered. “Come up, Daisy! Come awa’, Belle; come up, leddy,
leddy! Come, leddy, leddy! But what a night! What a storm! But
dinna steer, dinna fash, ye’re a’ richt, my hinnies! You've a good,
stout roof abin ye; ye maunna be frichted! I'm near enough tae ye.
You'll be——" Abruptly she broke off, and raised her head into
a listening attitude. She imagined she had heard within the byre a
faint, puling cry. But she was old and deaf and her ears rang with
the echo of the hurricane, and, mistrusting her own perception
of the sound, she was about to turn away and resume her task
when she distinctly heard the slight, plaintive call repeated.

“Guidsakes! what —is't—at a’, at a’,” she murmured. “I'm shair
I heard something —— Something unco’ like a wean greetin’.” With
an unsteady hand she lowered her lantern; peering about in the dark-
ness; then suddenly she paused, with incredulous, awestruck eyes.
“The Lord save us!” she cried. “It’s a bairn and —and its mother.
God in Heaven, she’s deid! Oh! The nicht that this has been! What
a thing for ma auld een to see!” In a second she had placed her lan-
tern on the stone floor and was down upon her aged knees. She had
no fastidious delicacy as she plied her coarse hands with the adept,
experienced movements of a woman of the soil to whom nature was
an open book. Quickly, but without flurry, she disengaged the child
and wrapped it warmly in a corner of her plaid. Then she turned to
the mother and, with an expert pressure, at once evacuated the womb,
and controlled the bleeding. All the time she spoke to herself, while
she worked: “Did ye see the like! She’s nearly gane! The puir thing!
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And her so young and so bonnie. I maun dae ma best for her. That’s
better though. Why in God’s name did she no’ come to the house,
though. I would have letten her in. Ah, well, 'twas the will o’ the
Almighty I cam’ out to the beasts.” She slapped Mary’s hands, rubbed
her cheeks, covered her with the remainder of the plaid, and
hastened off.

Back in her comfortable kitchen she shouted to her son, who sat
before the huge crackling log fire: “Quick, man! I want ye to run
like fury to Levenford for a doctor. Ye maun get yin at a’ costs.
There’s an ill woman in the byre. Go, in God's name, at once, and
no’ a word frae ye. It’s life or death.”

He stared at her dully. “What,” he cried stupidly, “in our byre?”

“Ay,” she shouted, “she's been driven in by the storm. If ye dinna
hurry, she’ll be gane. Haste ye! Haste ye awa’ for help.”

He got up mazedly and began to struggle into his coat.

“It’s the maist unheard-o’ thing,” he muttered; “in our byre. What’s
wrang wi’ her, ava’, ava’?”

“Never mind,” she flared; “gang awa’ this meenute. Never mind
the horse. Ye maun rin like fury.”

She hustled him out of the door, and when she had assured herself
that he had gone, took a pan, poured into it some milk from a jug
on the dresser, and hurriedly heated it upon the fire. Then she took
a blanket from the kitchen bed, her own bed, and rushed again to
the cowshed, with the blanket on her arm and the hot milk in her
hand. She wrapped Mary tightly in the blanket and, raising her
head gently, poured with difficulty a few drops of hot milk between
her blue lips. She shook her head doubtfully. “I'm afraid to move
her,” she whispered; “she’s gae far through.”

Taking the infant in the crook of her arm, she removed it to the
warm kitchen, and returned with a clean, damp cloth and another
blanket for Mary.

“There, ma bonnie, that'll hap ye up warm,” she whispered, as she
encompassed the limp form in this second covering. Then, tenderly,
with the cloth, she wiped the mud from the white cold face. She
had done all that was possible, and now she waited patiently, crouch-
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ing down, without once removing her eyes from Mary, from time to
time chafing the lifeless hands, stroking the cold brow beside her.
For almost an hour she remained thus.

At last the door was flung open and a man entered the byre in a
bluster of wind and rain.

“Thank God ye’ve come, Doctor,” cried the old woman. “I was
feared ye wouldna.” .

“What 1is the trouble?” he demanded abruptly, as he advanced
towards her.

In a few words she told him. He shook his head dispassionately
and bent his tall, spare form down beside the figure on the floor.
He was a young man, this Doctor Renwick, skilful in his work, but
new to Levenford and anxious to build up a practice, and this had
drawn him out on foot on such a night when two other doctors ap-
proached before him had refused to go. He looked at Mary’s pale,
sunken face, then felt her soft, fluttering pulse; whilst he contemplated
the second hand of his watch with a serene tranquillity, the old
woman gazed at him anxiously.

“Will she die think ye, Doctor?”

“Who is she?” he said.

The old wife shook her head negatively.

“I dinna ken, ava’, ava’. But what a bonnie, wee thing to suffer
so much, Doctor.” She seemed to entreat bim to do all he could.

“The baby?” he enquired.

“In the kitchen! 'Tis alive the now, but ’tis a puir, feeble bit
bairn.” The physician in him looked coldly, critically at the inert figure
before him, but the man in him was touched. He seemed to trace,
with his experienced eye, the record of all her sufferings, as though
the history of these was indelibly delineated upon l'er features. He
saw the pinched nostrils of the thin straight nose, the sunken rings
of her dark eyes, and the piteous droop of the pale, soft lips. A feeling
of compassion awoke in him, tinctured by a strange, flowing tender-
ness.

He took up again the frail, relaxed hand and held it in his as
though to transfuse a current of life from his vital body into hers;
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then, as he turned the hand and saw the gash which transfixed the
palm, he cried, in spite of himself, “Poor child! She’s so young and
helpless.” Then, ashamed of his weakness, he continued roughly,
“She’s in a bad way. Hemorrhage, bad hemorrhage, and shock.
Shock from God knows what misery. It’s a case for the Cottage
Hospital,” he added finally.

At these words the young farmer, who had been silent in the
background, spoke from the door:

“I'll have the horse in the shafts of the cart in a minute if ye like,
Doctor.”

Renwick looked at the old woman for confirmation. She nodded
eagerly, her hands supplicating him.

“Very well, then!” He braced his shoulders. In this case he saw no
chance of fee, only its difficulties and danger, and a hazard to his
unformed reputation. But he was moved to take it. He felt he must
take it. His dark eyes lit with a flashing desire to save her. “It’s not
only the shock,” he said aloud; “I don’t like her breathing. Might be
pneumonia there, and if so——" He shook his head significantly,
turned and bent over his bag, and, extracting from it some temporary
restoratives, applied these as best the circumstances permitted. When
he had finished, the cart, a rough farm waggon as deep and heavy as
a tumbrel, stood ready at the door. The infant was swaddled in
blankets and placed carefully in one corner, then they lifted Mary
up and placed her beside her child. Finally, Renwick clambered in
and, while he supported Mary in his arms, the crofter jumped into
his seat and whipped up the horse. Thus they set out into the night
for the Cottage Hospital, the strange ambulance bumping and jolting
slowly along, the doctor protecting the limp figure in his arms as
best he could from the shocks of the rough road.

The old woman saw them disappear, then she sighed, turned, shut
the byre door, and with bowed back went slowly into her house. As
she entered the kitchen, the grandfather’s clock in the corner chimed
eight, solemn strokes. She went quietly to the chest of drawers,
picked up her Bible and, slowly assuming her old steel spectacles,
opened the book at random and began soberly to read.
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XII

THE wind, which blew fiercely in the west, blew still more furiously
in the east. On the Sunday afternoon when havoc ranged in Leven-
ford and amongst the surrounding townships, still greater devastation
roamed amongst the counties of the Eastern seaboard.

In Edinburgh, as Denis buffeted his way along Princes Street, the
wind, tearing along the grey, weather-beaten thoroughfare, bal-
looned his coat about his ears and lifted him off his feet. He loved
that wind; it made him feel strong to fight a passage against it. Hat
in hand, his hair disordered, his lips parted, he cleaved his way along.
The wind sang against his teeth like the song of a gigantic humming-
top, and he sang too, or uttered spontaneous, inarticulate sounds.
expressive of the virile exuberance that seethed within him. Of the
few people in the street, most turned involuntarily to look at him, and
muttered enviously, from blue, shivering lips, “My certies, he’s a
hardy chiel, that one!”

It was quarter to four. Denis had made an early tea at McKinley’s
“Family and Commercial Temperance Hotel.” They did things well
there — no show, indeed, but a lavish abundance of good food —
and he had eaten his way through a large trencher of sausages and
white pudding, cleared a plateful of oatcakes, and emptied the teapot
in Ma McKinley’s own private parlour. Old Mother McKinley
would do anything for Denis — just the way he had with her and
with most people —and he always went there when in Edinburgh.
She had, in parting, given him a thick packet of sandwiches to sus-
tain his body until his late arrival in Dundee and a large, smacking
embrace to support his spirit until she saw him again. It was good to
have friends like that, he thought warmly, as he felt the comforting
wad of sandwiches buttoned against his side, whilst he strode out
on his way to Granton, to take the ferryboat across the Firth of Forth
for Burntisland. His only grievance against the weather was his
fear that it might prevent them running the ferry, but if there was
no boat, he was, he told himself facetiously, feeling vigorous enough
to swim across the Firth.
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Although it blew so hard, there was as yet no rain and, as it was
only three miles to Granton, he disdained the usual conveyance to
the ferry and decided to walk. It was fine to be alive! This wind
intoxicated him; the feel of it upon his cheek made him want
to live for ever. As he drove his feet hard upon the pavement, he
knew he would cover the distance easily under the hour at his
disposal.

His reflections, as he strode along, were pleasant. Business was
opening out beyond his expectations and to-morrow, in Dundee, he
hoped to consolidate his position with Blain and Company. Young
Mr. Blain was the force in the firm; he liked him immensely and
he felt that if he could convince him, persuade him to deal with
Findlay’s, the day would be won. He began to think out a smart,
little speech to open his conversation on the morrow. He declaimed
the address magnificently to the wind and to the empty streets as he
walked along, enjoying himself immenscly, emphasising his points
by telling gesticulations, so that by the time Granton was reached
he had riddled young Mr. Blain with epigrams, bombarded him with
technicalities, and reduced him to impotence by solid argument.
Now, to his relief, he observed that the ferry bumped at her smaa
pier with every indication of departure, and hastening his steps, he
went on board the vessel. From the low deck of the boat the Firth
looked darker and more threatening than from the jetty, with white
spume slapping over the crests of the slate-grey waves. The smull boat
rocked heavily and the rope hawsers attached from the vessel to the
squat bollards on the quay creaked and thumped, as the combined
strain of wind and tide pulled upon them. Denis, however, was an ex-
celient sailor and, unperturbed, he joined three other passengers who
were gathered in the bow of the boat, looking gloomily across
the Firth, a disconsolate sense of danger binding them closer to-
gether.

“I don’t like the look o’ it,” said one.

“Aly, it’s gey and threatenin’ like,” said another.

“I'm beginning to wish I had taken the wife’s advice and stayed
at home,” said the third, with a feeble attempt at jocularity.
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Denis rallied them.

“Do you think the captain would put out the boat if he wasn’t
sure of getting over?” he cried heartily. “It’s only five miles across —
a mere nothing. Why, in twenty years we’ll be jumping across a
ditch like this, or walking over on stilts.”

They looked at him doubtfully, but he laughed, joked, bantered
them until they surrendered, and, in the space of five minutes, he had
them enrolled under his banner. They accepted him as a leader; their
fearful anticipation vanished; indeed, one of the group produced a
small, flat bottle.

“Will we have a wee drappie before we start?” he asked, with a
wink. It was the height of conviviality! The host partook first, then
the two others sipped with the moderation of guests, but Denis re-
fused.

“I'm so full of sausage, 'm afraid to chance it,” he replied, with
a gesture of broad pantomime towards the unruly water, indicating
that his sole desire in life was to retain the excellent meal he had
just paid for. They laughed delightedly; the fact that this reckless,
intrepid youth might be as ridiculously ill as he suggested filled them
with a returning scnse of their own worth. And Denis encouraged
them, adapting himself to the level of their society with verve and
telling stories with such spirit that they did not fully observe the de-
parture or the tossing in the Firth. One grew greenish and another
swallowed queasily, but they would have died rather than disgrace
themselves in the eyes of this young Hector now relating to them,
in the climax of his fifth story, the brilliant repartee which the Irish-
man had made to the Englishman and the Scotsman, under circum-
stances of a particularly ludicrous and embarrassing character.

The few other passengers were less assured and remained huddled
together as the boat pitched about like a cockleshell in the stormy
water. They clung to the stanchions, lay upon the deck, or were openly
sick, whilst the spray-laden wind howled through the rigging, and
the fierce, snapping waves burst over the low bulwarks, covering the
deck with a sheet of water which flooded from side to side with each
roll of the ship.
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But at length they drew near Burntisland, passed out of the stormy
water and, after considerable manceuvring, made fast. The skipper
of the little vessel came off the bridge, dripping in his oilskins.

“I'm not sorry to be in,” Denis heard him say. “I didna like it. It’s
the worst crossing we’ve ever made.”

The passengers disembarked hastily, although some had suffered
so acutely that they were obliged to be carried off the ship on to the
jetty, and here the small band of heroes bade Denis farewell.

“You're not going any further, then?” said Denis.

“Na! Na!” said the spokesman, looking up at the clouds. “We're
all Burntisland lads, praise be, and it'll be a long time before we have
another jaunt o’ this nature to Edinburgh. Hame looks guid enough
to me after that blatter o’ sea.”

They shook hands with him, solemnly, feeling that they would
never forget him. “Man, ke was a cure, yon fellow that cam’ ower
the Forth i’ the storm,” they would repeat to each other long after-
wards. “He didna give a hang about anything.”

When they had left him, Denis made his way to the station. The
train for Dundee, being run in conjunction with the Granton ferry,
and due to depart at 5.27 p.a1., was already waiting, and as it was
now twenty minutes past five, he walked along the platform, looking
through the windows to secure an empty third-class compartment. A
larger- number of people than might have been expected from the
nature of the weather, were travelling, and he traversed the length of
the train up to the engine without seeing a vacant carriage. At
the engine, the guard stood talking to the driver and Denis, recog-
nising in the former an acquaintance that he had made — with
his usual facility — upon a previous journey, went up and accosted
him.
“And how’s Davie McBeath?” he cried. The guard turned his
head, and, after a moment’s hesitating scrutiny, his eye cleared.

“It’s yourself, then, Mr. Foyle,” he replied cordially. “I couldna place
ye for a minute.”

“Sure there’s not another like me out of Donegal,” grinned Denis.

"Do you get weather like this over there?” asked McBeath.
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“Mitchell,” he indicated the driver, “and me are just discussing the
gale; we're no so sure of the wind. It’s in a bad quarter.”

“Will it push the old, puffing billy backwards?” laughed Denis.
Mitchell shook his head doubtfully.

“It’s no’ just exactly that,” he exclaimed, and his look spoke more
than his words; then, turning to his mate in the cab he asked:

“How is the gauge, John?”

The black face of the stoker looked up, his teeth showing whitely
as he smiled.

“You've enough steam to take ye to Aberdeen!” he said. “Ay, and
further than that, if ye like.”

“Dundee’ll be good enough for me, and for you too, Johnnie
Marshall,” replied the other dryly.

“Will she stand it, think ye?” enquired McBeath seriously, for
the moment ignoring Denis.

“I canna say,” replied Mitchell cryptically, “but we're shair tae find
out, ay, and soon enough.”

“What's all the mystery?” asked Denis, looking from one to the
other.

The grinning face of the stoker looked up from the open door of
the furnace, whilst the reflection of the flames played across his
dusky, shining face.

“They'’re a’ feared o’ a wee bittie 0’ a brig,” he guffawed, as he
shovelled; “they dinna ken what steel and cement mean yet.”

“Get awa’ ye, man,” growled Mitchell angrily. “Ye've twa mile
o’ it and that wind is blowin’ richt at it—ay and hammerin’ like
the picks o’ ten thousand devils.” At his words a hush seemed to
fall on the group, then with a start McBeath looked at his watch.
“Well,” he said, “whatever we think, the schedule says go, and go
we must. Come away, Mr. Foyle.”

“What exactly is the trouble?” asked Denis, as he walked up
the platform with the guard. Davie McBeath glanced at him out of the
corner of his eye, but he did not reply; instead, he changed the
subject significantly, saying:

“That’s a grand new ulster you’ve got.”
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“You like it.”

“Ah! I do that! It’s a real cosy thing for a night llke this, and
real smart too.”

“Is it smart enough for a wedding, Davie?” asked Denis, nudging
the other confidentially.

“It is that!” replied the guard unthinkingly; then he looked up
interestedly.

“What! What! Ye're not thinkin’ o’ —— " Denis nodded his head.

“I'm not thinking, man. I'm certain. Tuesday’s the day, and like
enough I'll wear this coat. Sure, it’s part of my trousseau!”

McBeath gazed at the other quizzically, then his dry features re-
laxed, and they both laughed heartily.

“Weel! Weel! You don’t say!” cried Davie. “Man! You'’re a cau-
tion! Ye're moving ahead fast. I'm sure I wish ye the best o’ every-
thing — to you and the wee lass, whoever she may be. She’ll be braw,
if I ken ye richtly. Come along, now. We canna put a bridegroom
in with all these people in the thirds.” He looked along his nose at
Denis as he opened an empty first-class compartment. “It wouldn’t be
safe.”

“Thanks, Davie,” said Foyle appreciatively. “You're a good sort.
I'll send you a bit of the cake to sleep on.” Then he added, more
seriously, “See you later, at Dundee.” The guard gave him a smile and
a nod as he walked off, and a moment later the whistle blew, the
flag waved, and the train moved out of the station.

Alone in his magnificence, Denis looked about him with satisfac-
tion, and, leaning back upon the cushions, he raised his feet upon
the opposite seat and fixed his eyes meditatively upon the ceiling.
But slowly his gaze grew distant, and, piercing the low roof, reached
far away. He was thinking of Mary.

He would, he reflected soberly, be married on Tuesday, not ex-
actly in the manner he had hoped, nor in the fashion he had some-
times planned, but married none the less. The manner of the mar.
riage did not matter, the fact remained that he would be no longer
a bachelor, and already he began to feel older and more responsible.
A comforting glow pervaded him as he considered the nobility of
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his action in accepting, so willingly, this responsibility. He repulsed
the thought that he had ever wished to repudiate the consequences
of his love. “No,” he cried aloud, “I'm not the sort of skunk to let
down a girl like Mary.” He became aware vividly of her trust, her
loveliness, her faith in him, thought of her at first tenderly, then with
a faint anxiety; thinking of the storm, he hoped, for her sake, that
it had not touched Levenford. Here, despite the happy tenor of his
mind, he began to feel unaccountably depressed; the subdued hap-
piness which had succeeded his exuberance at the commencement of
his journey now turned slowly to an unaccountable melancholy. He
tried to shake this off, fixing his mind on the roseate future that
awaited Mary and himself in their cottage at Garshake, envisaging
the wonderful career he would carve for himself, thinking of the
holidays, the trips abroad they would later enjoy — but he could not
dispel the shadow that had clouded his bright optimism. He began
to be afraid for her and to ask himself if he had been wise to postpone
taking her from her home until so late.

It began now to rain, and the windows of his compartment became
blurred with a dismal covering of wet and slush. The pounding wind
flung great gobs of sleet against the sides of the train with a sound
like the slash of a wet cloth, whilst the rain hissed upon the roof of
the carriage like fierce streams from the nozzle of a gigantic hose.
His depression deepened and his mind filled with a more mournful
misgiving, as, with a sad regret, he visioned the sweet, mysterious
beauty of her body and thought how he had deflowered that beauty.
At his violating touch a child had become a woman, who must have
suffered bitterly by his act; her slender virginity had become bloated
through him, and, in the effort of concealment alone, she must have
endured misery; the intimate symmetry of her form appeared to
him as something which he had destroyed, which she would never
again regain. A sigh broke from him as, slowly, the train drew to a
standstill at a wayside station. The train, which was not express,
had already made several halts at intermediate stations without his
having particularly observed them, but here, to his annoyance, the
door of his compartment opened and an old countryman entered.
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He seated himself blandly in the opposite corner, steaming from
the rain, whilst puddles of water ran off him on to the cushions and
floor; emanating from him, and mingling with the steam, came the
spirituous odour of a liquid more potent than rain-water. Denis
stared at him, then remarked coldly, “This is a firstclass compart-
ment.”

The old fellow took a large red-and-white spotted handkerchief
from his pocket and blew his nose like a trumpet.

“’Deed it is,” he said solemnly, affecting to look around the car-
riage. “I'm glad you told me. It’s a rale pleasure for me to travel in
style; but the firstclass that ye speak o’ doesna make muckle
difference to me, for I havena got a ticket at all;” and he laughed
uproariously, in a tipsy fashion.

Denis was so far below his normal humour that he failed to appre-
ciate the situation. In the ordinary way he would have amused him-
self intensely with this unexpected travelling companion, but now
he could only gaze at him glumly.

“Are you going far?” he finally asked.

“To Dundee — bonnie Dundee. The town ye ken — not the man.
Na! Na! I'm not thinkin’ o’ the bonnets o’ bonnie Dundee —1I
mean the bonnie town o’ Dundee,” the other replied, and having
thus explained himself with a grave and scrupulous exactitude, he
added, meaningly, “I hadna time to get my ticket, though.”

Denis sat up. He would, he realised, have to endure this for the
rest of the journey and he resigned himself to it.

“What's the weather like now?” he asked. “You look wet!”

“Wet! I'm wet outside and inside. But the one counteracts the
other, ye ken, and to a hardy shepherd like me wet clothes just
means lettin’ them dry on ye. But mind ye, it is a most awful, soughin’
night, all the same, I'm glad I'm not out on the hills.”

He nodded his head several times, took a small, foul stump of
clay pipe from his pocket, lit it, covered it with its metal cap, and,
inverting it from the corner of his mouth, sucked noisily; when he
had filled the carriage with smoke, he spat topiously upon the floor
without removing the pipe from his mouth.
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Denis looked at the other with compassionate disgust, and as he
tried to picture this gross, bibulous old yokel as a young man,
wondered moodily if he himself might ever degenerate to such a
crapulous old age, and his melancholy grew more profound. Uncon-
scious of the effect he had produced, the old shepherd continued,
“Ay! It’s good-bye to the hills for me. That sounds kind o’ well,
think ye no’? Ay! Good-bye to the hills. Man!” — he laughed, slap-
ping his thigh — “It’s like the name o’ a sang. Good-bye to the Hills.
Weel, onyway, I'm going back to my native town, and you’ll never
guess what for.” He tittered vehemently, choking himself with
smoke.

“You’ve come into some money, perhaps?” hazarded Denis.

“’Deed, no! The bit of money I've got is what I've saved by hard
and honest work. Try again.” As Denis remained silent he went on
garrulously.

“Ay! you'd never think it, but the plain truth is that I'm go-
ing——" He paused to wink prodigiously, then blurted out, “I'm
goin’ to Dundee to get married.” Observing with manifest enjoy-
ment the effect he had produced, he meandered on —

“I'm a hardy blade, although I'm not so souple as I was, and
there’s a fine, sonsie woman waiting for me. She was a great friend of
my first wife. Ay! I'm to wed early the morn’s mornin’. That’s the way
I'm takin’ this train and breakin’ the Sabbath. I maun be in time,
ye ken.”

As the other wandered on, Denis gazed at him with a curious re-
pulsion, due, in the main, to the strange coincidence of his own
circumstances. Here, then, was another bridegroom, linked to him
in this narrow compartment by a bond of corresponding position.
Did this disreputable veteran mirror the image of his contumely, or
reflect to him a dolorous premonition of his future?

In dismay Denis asked himself if he were not as contemptible in
the eyes of his own kind as this grey-beard was in his. A tide of self-
depreciation and condemnation rushed over him as he began to re-
view the manner of his life. An unusual humility startled him by
the rapidity and force of its onset, and in this despair he remained,
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subdued and silent, until the train clattered into the. station of St.
Fort. Here his companion rose and got out of the compartment,
remarking, as he did so. “We've a good way to go yet. I'll just
get out and see if I canna get haud o’ something to keep out the
cauld. Just a wee dram to warm the inside o’ the stammack.” In
a moment, however, he came back, to say reassuringly, “I'll be
back! I'm not away, mind ye. I wouldna leave ye like that. T'll be
back to keep ye company till we get to Dundee.” Then he tramped
off.

Dennis looked at his watch and saw that it was five minutes past
seven. The train was up to time, yet, as he put his head out of the
window, he found that the strength of the wind had increased beyond
endurance. Passengers getting out of the open doors were bowled
along the platform, and the heavy train, as it stood stationary, seemed
to rock upon its wheels. Surrounding McBeath he saw a wind-beaten
group clamouring:

“Is it safe for us to gang on, guard?”

“What a wind it is! Will the train stand it?”

“Will it keep on the line?”

“Lord save us, what a night this is! What about the bridge? Oh!
I wish we were a’ hame!”

He thought his friend the guard looked perturbed and irritable, but
although McBeath did indeed feel anxious, with the charge of a
hundred people upon his mind, he maintained in his replies the even
and imperturbable calm of officialdom.

“Safe as the Bank of Scotland, Ma’am.”

“Wind forsooth! Tuts, it’s only a bit breezie, man. Think shame
o’ yourself.”

“Ay, it'll haud the line and ye’ll be hame wi’ your lassock in an hour,
ma fine wumman!” Denis heard him repeat placidly, composedly,
impenetrably. His calmness seemed to reassure them completely, and
at his comforting words the people scattered and entered their com-
partments.

At length the all clear was given and the train again began to
move. As it did so Denis observed the figure of his travelling com-
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panion staggering against the wind in an effort to attain the rear-
most carriage, but in his anxiety and haste, the old shepherd slipped
and fell prostrate upon the platform. The train drew away from him,
he was irrevocably left behind and, as they moved out of the station,
Denis caught a last glimpse, under the gusty flicker of the station
lamp, of the perplexed, discomfited face, filled with almost ludicrous
desolation. As he sat in his corner, while the train approached the
southern edge of the Tay Bridge, Denis reflected with a sombre
humour that the other would assuredly be late for his nuptials in the
morning. Perhaps it was a lesson meant for him. Yes, he must profit
by this strange, unpleasant coincidence. He would not fail Mary on
Tuesday!

The train moved on and, at thirteen minutes past seven, it reached
the beginning of the bridge. At this point, before entering upon the
single line of rails over the bridge, it slowed down opposite the signal
cabin, to allow the baton to be passed. Without this exchange it was
not permitted to proceed, and, still filled by a sense of misgiving,
Denis again lowered his window and looked out, to observe that
everything was correct. The force of the gale almost decapitated him
but, in the red glare cast by the engine, he discerned, stretching dimly
into the distance, the massive girders of the bridge, like the colossal
skeleton of an enormous reptile, but of steel, strong and adamantine.
Then, all at once, he saw the signalman descend the steps from his
box with consummate care, clutching the rail tightly with one hand.
He surrendered the baton to the stoker, and, when he had accom-
plished this, he climbed back into his cabin with the utmost diffi-
culty, fighting the wind and being assisted up the last few steps by
the hand of a friend held out to him from within.

And now the train moved off again and entered the bridge.
Denis raised his window and sank back in his seat composedly, but,
as he was carried past the signal box, he received the fleeting impres-
sion of two pale, terrified faces looking at him from out of it, like
ghostly countenances brushing past him in the blackness.

The violence of the gale was now unbounded. The wind hurled
the rain against the sides of the train with the noise of a thousand
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anvils and the wet snow again came slobbering upon the window
panes, blotting out all vision. The train rocked upon the rails with a
drunken, swaying oscillation, and although it proceeded slowly,
cautiously, it seemed, from the fury and rush of the storm, to dash
headlong upon its course. Thus, as it advanced, with the blackness,
the noise of the wheels, the tearing rush of the wind, and the crashing
of the waves upon the pier of the bridge below, there was developed
the sensation of reckless, headlong acceleration.

As Denis sat alone in the silent, cabined space of his compartment,
tossed this way and that by the jactation, he felt suddenly that the
grinding wheels of the train spoke to him. As they raced upon the
line he heard them rasp out, with a heavy, despairing refrain: “God
help us! God help us! God help us!”

Amidst the blare of the storm this slow, melancholy dirge beat
itself into Denis’ brain. The certain sense of some terrible disaster
began to oppress him. Strangely, he feared, not for himself, but for
Mary. Frightful visions flashed through the dark field of his imagina-
tion. He saw her, in a white shroud, with sad, imploring eyes, with
dank, streaming hair, with bleeding feet and hands. Fantastic shapes
oppressed her which made her shrink into the obliterating darkness.
Again he saw her grimacing, simpering palely like a sorry statue
of the Madonna and holding by the hand the weazened figure of a
child. He shouted in horror. In a panic of distress he jumped to his
feet. He desired to get to her. He wanted to open the door, to jump
out of this confining box which enclosed him like a sepulchre. He
would have given, instantly, everything he possessed to get out of the
train. But he could not.

He was imprisoned in the train, which advanced inexorably, wind-
ing in its own glare like a dark, red serpent twisting sinuously for-
ward. It had traversed one mile of the bridge and had now reached
the middle span, where a mesh of steel girders formed a hollow tube
through which it must pass. The train entered this tunnel. It en-
tered slowly, fearfully, reluctantly, shuddering in every bolt and
rivet of its frame as the hurricane assaulted and sought to destroy
the greater resistance now offered to it. The wheels clanked with
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the ceaseless insistence of the tolling of a passing bell, still protesting,
endlessly: “God help us! God help us! God help us!”

Then, abruptly, when the whole train lay enwrapped within the
iron lamellae of the middle link of the bridge, the wind elevated itself
with a culminating, exultant roar to the orgasm of its power and
passion.

The bridge broke. Steel girders snapped like twigs,cement crumbled
like sand, iron pillars bent like willow wands. The middle span
melted like wax. Its wreckage clung around the tortured train, which
gyrated madly for an instant in space. Immediately, a shattering rush
of broken glass and wood descended upon Denis, cutting and bruising
him with mangling violence. He felt the wrenching torsion of metal
and the grating of falling masonry. The inexpressible desolation of a
hundred human voices, united in a sudden, short anguished cry of
mingled agony and terror, fell upon his ears hideously, with the
deathly fatality of a coronach. The walls of his compartment whirled
about him and upon him, like a winding sheet, the floor rushed over
his head. As he spun around, with a loud cry he too shouted, “God
help us!” then, faintly, the name “Mary!”

Then the train with incredible speed, curving like a rocket, arched
the darkness in a glittering parabola of light and plunged soundlessly
into the black hell of water below, where, like a rocket, it was instantly
extinguished — forever obliterated! For the infinity of a second, as
he hurtled through the air, Denis knew what had happened. He knew
everything; then instantly he ceased to know. At the same instant
as the first faint cry of his child ascended feebly in the byre at Leven-
ford, his mutilated body hit the dark, raging water and lay dead,
deep down upon the bed of the firth.






BOOK II

I

THe cutting cold of a March morning lay upon the High Street of
Levenford. Large, dry snowflakes, floating as gently and softly as
butterflies, insistently filled the air and lay deeply upon the frosted
ground. The hard, delayed winter had been late of coming and was
now tardy of passing, thought Brodie, as he stood in the doorway
of his shop, looking up and down the quiet, empty street. Strangely,
the quietness of the street consoled him, its emptiness gave him freer
space to breathe. During the last three months it had been hard for
him to face his fellow townsmen and the lack of stir about him came
as a respite to his suffering, but unbroken pride. He could, for a
moment, relax his inflexible front and admire his own indomitable
will. Yes, his task had been difficult for the last three months but, by
God, he had done it! The arrows they had launched at him had been
many and had sunk deeply, but never by a word, never by a gesture
had he betrayed the quivering of his wounded and outraged pride.
He had conquered. He pushed the square hat farther back upon his
head, thrust his thumbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, and, with
his blunt nostrils doggedly sniffing the keen air, gazed aggressively
down the silent thoroughfare. In spite of the biting cold he wore no
overcoat or scarf; his intense satisfaction in the hardihood of his
physique was such that he disdained this sign of weakness. What
would I do with a coat, with My constitution? was his contemptuous
attitude, despite the fact that this morning he had been obliged to
break a thin skin of ice upon the cold water in his ewer before he
could sluice himself. The frigid weather suited his disposition. He
revelled in the iron frost, filled his chest invigoratingly with the chilled
air, whilst the suction of his breath drew the white, sailing snowflakes
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on to his tongue, where they lay like melting hosts, filling him with
a new refreshing force.

Suddenly he saw a man approaching. Only Brodie’s stimulated
pride kept him at his door, for he recognised the figure as that of the
glibbest, smoothest gossip in the Borough. “Damn his sleekit tongue,”
he muttered, as he heard the slow, muffled steps approach and saw
the other deliberately cross the roadway. “I would like to rive it
from his mouth. Ay! he’s comin’ over. I thought he would.”

Up came Grierson, wrapped to his blue ears. As Brodie had antici-
pated, he stopped.

“Good morning to you, Mr. Brodie,” he began, stressing the “you”
with a nicety of accent that might have been interpreted as defer-
ential, or merely as ironic.

“Morning,” said Brodie shortly. He had suffered acutely from the
hidden venom of that tongue in the past and he distrusted it pro-
foundly.

“The frost still holds firm, I fear,” continued the other. “It’s been
a hard, hard winter, but, man, it doesna seem to affect you a bit. I
believe you're made o’ steel; you can thole anything.”

“The weather suits me weel enough,” growled Brodie, eyeing the
other’s blue nose contemptuously.

“The trouble is, though,” replied Grierson smoothly, “that a’ these
hard frosts maun break some time. The ice has got to crack one day.
There maun be a thaw, and the harder the frost the softer the thaw.
There’ll be a big change in the conditions here some day.” He raised
a guileless glance towards the other.

Brodie fully understood the double significance of the words, but
he was not clever enough to reply in kind. “Is that so?” he said
heavily, with a sneer. “Man, you're clever, clever.”

“Na, na, Mr. Brodie. It’s juist fair intuition! What the Romans
ca’ed takin’ the omens frae the weather.”

“Indeed! Ye're the scholar as weel, I see.”

“Man!” went on Grierson, unperturbed, “this morning a wee
robin redbreast flew into my house — it was so perished like.” He
shook his head. “It must be awfu’ weather for the birds — and ony-
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body that hasna got a home to go to.” Then, before Brodie could
speak he added, “How are all the family?”

Brodie forced himself to reply calmly, “Quite well, thank ye.
Nessie’s gettin’ on grandly at school, as no doubt ye've heard. She’ll
be runnin’ awa’ with all the prizes again this year.” That’s one for
you, thought Brodie, with your big, stupid son that’s always done
out of first place by my clever lass.

“I hadna heard! But it’s fine all the same.” Grierson paused, then in
a soft voice, remarked, “Have ye had ony word from the other daugh-
ter lately — Mary, I mean?”

Brodie gritted his teeth, but he controlled himself and said stowly,
“I’ll thank you not to mention that name again in my hearing.”

Grierson manifested a great show of concern.

“’Deed, I'm sorry if I've upset you, Mr. Brodie, but I had aye a
bit regard for that lass o’ yours. I was gey upset at her lang illness,
but I had heard tell the other day that she had gotten a post away in
London, and I was wonderin’ if it was through these folks in Dar-
roch — the Foyles, I mean. Still, I've nae doubt ye ken as little as me.”
He screwed up his eyes and glanced sideways at the other, as he
continued:

“Ay, I took great notice o’ the affair. In a human sort o’ way,
ye ken. I was real touched when the wee, bit bairn died in the
hospital.”

Brodie eyed him stonily, but the torture continued.

“They say it was a real bonny wean and the doctor was much upset
when it slipped through his fingers. He took a great interest in the
mother’s case. I'm no’ surprised either; it was so unusual, with the
complications o’ pneumonia and all.” He shook his head mournfully.
“Man! What a calamity, though, that the father wasna’ spared to
make an honest woman o’ — ahem, ahem! Forgive me, Mr. Brodie!
I clean forgot! I was just lettin’ my silly tongue run away wi’ me.”

Grierson was abjectly apologetic. He had rubbed Brodie on the
raw, made him wince, and was clever enough to know when to
withdraw.

Brodie looked right through the other. Inwardly he writhed, but
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in a low, strained voice he said, “Let your mealy-mouthed tongue
run on like the Wellhall burn; it makes no odds to me.”

It was a mistaken attitude, for it immediately offered an oppor-
tunity to renew the baiting which Grierson was not slow to seize.
He laughed, with a soft, unctuous titter.

“That’s richt, that’s richt! That’s the spirit that never flinches!
I can’t but admire ye, Mr. Brodic,” he went on, “at the firm stand
ye've taken amongst the disgrace o’ it all. A man that had such an
important standin’ in the Borough might easily have been broken
richt to bits by such a comedown, for there’s no doubt that for months
the whole town has been ringin’ wi’ it.”

“The gabble of the Cross is of no moment to me,” retorted Brodie,
with a heaving breast. He could have killed the other with his
glance, but he could, with dignity, use no other weapons, and his
pride forbade him to retreat.

“Ay, ay,” replied Grierson speculatively, “but it might shake up
another man to be the butt 0’ a’ these dirty divots, and the laughin’
stock o’ the place. Man!” he added, in a low tone, almost as an
afterthought, “it would be enough to drive an ordinary man to the
drink for consolation.”

Brodie lowered at him from beneath his bushy eyebrows. Had they
been calumniating him on that score, too? “Nothing like a wee
droppie to cheer up a man, especially in this weather,” drawled Grier-
son, in an insinuating tone.

“Well, I maun be off. It’s cold work standin’ bletherin’. Good day
to you, Mr. Brodie.” Grierson passed quickly out of range with meek,
bowed head, without giving the other time to reply. Although he
shivered from his stand in the freezing air, inwardly he warmed
himself at a fire of delicious self-appreciation. He glowed at the
thought of the quiver in Brodie’s fierce eye as his delicately pointed
harbs had sunk home, and feasted his recollection on the great, heaving
sigh that the cumulation of their poison had finally produced. He
chuckled at the richness of the jest to relate at the club this evening;
they would laugh till they burst at the story as he would tell it. He tee-
heed to himself in anticipation. And why shouldn’t he have lowered
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the stuck-up runt? What did he think he was, with his insolent,
haughty airs? Besides, what man would have turned his own child
out, like a dog, on such a night? It had been the death of the bairn.
Ay, he had nearly killed Mary by it too, if reports were to be believed!
Pneumonia, and child-birth fever, and God only knows what she
had suffered. It was scandalous, yes, even if she was a precious —.
He went on and out of sight, still hugging his reflection closely.
Brodie watched him down the road, his lips drawn into a thin,
crooked line. That was the way of them, he thought. They would
try to stone him, to kick him, to batter him to bits now that he was
down. But, at the very idea, he drew himself up proudly. He was not
down! Let them that suggested it wait and see. The whole, damnable
business would have blown over, would be only dimly remembered, in
another month or two. His real friends, the gentry, the big people of
the district, must feel for him only sympathy and regret. But, at the
memory of what he had endured, his tense lips quivered slightly.
All those weeks whilst Mary had lain between life and death at the
Cottage Hospital, he had stood with the hard, craggy indifference of
a rock, immovable in his determination to outcast his daughter. By
her own act she had outlawed herself and he had proclaimed openly
that he would let her rot beyond the bounds of decent society. Under
the wordless wilting of his wife, under the loud-tongued gossip and
hotly fluctuating opinion of the town, under the pressure of a biting,
private interview with Doctor Renwick, under the contumely of
public affronts and reproaches, he had remained immutable and un-
yielding. He had not looked near her and the consideration of his
inflexible resolution now soothed his ruffled spirit. But they did not
know what he had suffered; the blow to his pride had been almost
mortal. With a grim relief he diverted his thoughts to the solace which
had comforted him through these bitter months, and he allowed his
mind to dwell gloatingly upon the Tay Bridge disaster! He did not
consider with any satisfaction the death of the bastard infant— he
had from the first disowned it — but the thought of Foyle’s broken
body -— the pitiful remains of which had been recovered and now lay
putrifying in Darroch soil — had rarely been out of his thoughts. I*
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was the salve for his wounded arrogance. His imagination had riot-
ously indulged itself amongst a host of vivid, morbid details. He did
not care that a hundred others had perished; the loss of the entire
train was but the instrument of a just vengeance. This one man had
wronged him, had dared to oppose him, and now he was dead. It
was a sweet consolation!

He was turning to go into his shop when he was again accosted.
A little man, with all the restless timidity of a rabbit, had bolted out
from next door to speak to him. It was Dron. Contempt marked
Brodie’s drawn features as he gazed at the jerky agitation of the
other, and his self-assurance, restored always by an appreciation of
the terror he could inspire in others, returned, whilst he surmised
disdainfully the object of the little man’s visit. Would he be going
to tell him about the arrival of his brat? he wondered, as he noted
the peculiar, suppressed look that marked him.

Dron’s aspect was certainly remarkable, as, trembling with a re-
pressed excitement, rubbing his hands rapidly together with a rustling
sound, his pale eyelashes blinking ceaselessly, his legs shaking as
though with tetanus, he essayed, stammeringly, to speak.

“Out with it, then,” sneered Brodie, “and don’t keep me on my
own doorstep any longer. What species o’ animal is it ye’ve been
blessed wi’ this time?”

“It’s no exactly that,” said Dron hurriedly, with a fresh spasm of
fidgets. Then he added slowly, like one who has rehearsed it carefully,
“I was just wonderin’ if you were quite sure you didna want these
premises o’ mine I offered you last back end.” He jerked his head in
the direction of the empty shop. “You may have forgotten that you
threw me out on the pavement that day, but I havena! I havena for-
gotten that ye flung me out on the broad o’ my back.” His voice rose
in a shrill crescendo at the last words.

“Ye fell down, my little mannie, that was all. If ye chose to sit on
your backside outside my place o’ business I canna blame ye; but
if it’s no’ as pleasant a position as ye might find, then talk to your
wife about it. It’s no affair o’ mine,” said Brodie calmly. Yet the other’s
eye fascinated him, pervaded as it was by two antagonistic emotions
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warring for supremacy, filled by such a look as might occupy the half-
terrified, half-exultant eye of a rabbit that views an enemy caught in
its own snare.

“I was askin’ ye if ye were sure,” Dron palpitated, without heeding
the interruption; then he hurried on:

“I say are ye quite sure ye dinna want these premises o’ mine? Be-
cause if ye did want the shop, ye canna have it. I havena let it! I havena
let it! I've sold it! I've sold it to the Mungo Hat and Hosiery Com-
pany.” He shouted out the last words in triumph, then he rushed on.
“I've gotten more than my price — for they have unlimited capital.
They’re going to fit up a grand, big emporium with everything, and
a special window and a special department for hats and caps. I knew
ye would like to hear the news, so I couldna wait. The minute I
had signed the contract I came round.” His voice rose gloatingly,
almost to hysteria. “Put that in your pipe and smoke it, you gurly,
big bully!” he yelled. “Smoke it till it sickens ye. That’ll learn ye
to mishandle folks weaker than yoursel’.” Then, as if in fear that
Brodie would attack him, he whirled around and scuttled off to his
burrow.

Brodie stood perfectly still. Dron’s pusillanimous ebullition dis-
turbed him not at all, but his news was catastrophic. Would misfor-
tune never desert him? The Mungo Company, originating in and at
first confined solely to Glasgow, had for some time past been reaching
out tentacles into the adjacent countryside; like pioneers, realising the
advantage of the principle of multiple shops, they had invaded most
of the townships in Lanarkshire and now they were stretching slowly
down the Clyde. This incursion, Brodie knew, had meant disaster
for many a local shopkeeper; for not only did the Company indulge in
such flashing pyrotechnics as bargain sales and glittering window
displays, wherein their articles were marked, not in plain honest
shillings, but in deceptive figures ending cunningly in 11%4., and
were actually adorned by trumpery cards which tempted the fancy
seductively under such terms as, “The Thing for the Bairns”, or
“Real Value”, or even “Exquisite”, but they cut prices ruthlessly in
the face of competition. They were in Darroch and Ardfillan, that he
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knew, but, although they were not exclusively hatters, he had often
flattered himself into thinking that they would leave Levenford
alone because of his old-established, deeply rooted business. He had
told himself disdainfully that they wouldn’t sell a hat a year. And
now they were coming! He was aware that it would be a fight, and
he would make it a bitter fight, in which he would let them try what
they could do to James Brodie, then take the consequences. A sudden
realisation took him of the proximity they would occupy to him and
a bitter surge of black resentment made him shake a menacing fist
at the empty shop as he turned and went into his own.

To Perry, meekly ubiquitous as always, he threw out: “What are
ye glumping at there, you dough-faced sheep? Do some work for
a change. That empty look of yours fair scunners me.”

“What would you like me to do, sir? I'm not serving.”

“I can see you're not serving. Do you mean to infer that I have
no customers, me that’s got the best and most solid business in the
town. It’s the snow that’s keeping folks away, you fool. Clear up the
place a bit, or take a bar of soap and go out and wash your feet,”
shouted Brodie, as he banged into his office.

He sat down. Now that he was alone and his bold front to the world
slightly lowered, the almost imperceptible change in him became
faintly discernible in the tincture of hollowness which touched the
smooth, firm line of his cheek, in the tenuous line of bitterness that
ran downwards from the angle of his mouth. On his desk the Herald
lay unopened — he had not looked at a paper for months, an omis-
sion supremely significant — and now, with a gesture of negligent
distaste, he slashed it off his desk and on to the floor with a fierce
swap of his open palm. Immediately his hand sought his pocket, and
he drew out, with familiar unconsciousness, his pipe and tobacco
pouch, looked at them suddenly as if he wondered how they had come
into his hands, then laid them on the desk before him, with a grimace
of aversion. He did not wish to smoke on this morning which had
been so consistently miserable for him. Although there was a bright
coal fire in the room, despite his vaunted indifference to the inclem-
ency of the weather, he suddenly felt chilly: whilst a shiver ran
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through him he reflected on what Grierson had said. “There’s noth-
ing to keep out the cold, or cheer a man up, like a wee droppie.” A
wee droppie! What an expression for a grown man to use, thought
Brodie; but it was like Grierson to talk like that, with his soft, pussy
voice and his creeping, sneaking ways. The obvious construction of
the remark which rose to his mind was that, at the Cross, they
had him a drunkard already, he who hadn’t touched drink for
months.

He jerked out of his seat impatiently and looked through the frosted
window at the snow which was everywhere, on the ground, on the
frozen Leven, on the house tops, in the air, falling relentlessly, as
though it would never cease to fall. The drifting flakes appeared
to Brodie each like an oppression in itself supportable, but becom-
ing insufferable by weight of numbers. As he cogitated, a dormant
molecule of thought began to swell within his mind. He felt in his
dull brain the blind injustice of the veiled accusation that he had been
consoling himself with drink. “That’s it,” he muttered. “I'm gettin’
the blame and none of the comfort.” The desolation of the scene again
struck frigidly upon him. He shivered once more and continued to
talk to himself. This propensity of articulate self-communion was
entirely new, but now, as he spoke thus, the process of his ideas be-
came more lucid and less entangled. “They say I'm takin’ a dram,
do they; it’s the sort of thing the measly swine would say, without
rhyme nor reason; but, by God! I will take them at their word. It’s
what I'm needin’ anyway, to take the taste o’ that braxy out o’ my
mouth — the poor, knock-kneed cratur’ that he is, wi’ his ‘wee drop-
pies.” Him and his sleekit ‘beg your pardons’ and ‘by your leaves’,
and his scrapin’ and bowin’ down in the dirt. Some day I'll kick him
and keep him down in it. Ay, I maun have something to clean my
mouth after this mornin’s wark.” His face grimaced dourly as he
added ironically, still addressing the empty room, “But thank you all
the same, Mister Grierson — thank you for your verra acceptable sug-
gestion.”

Then his features changed; suddenly he experienced a wild and
reckless desire to drink. His body felt strong, so brutally powerful
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that he wanted to crush iron bars, so eagerly alive, with such vast
potentiality for enjoyment, that he felt he could empty huge reservoirs
of liquor. “What good does it do me to live like a blasted stickit
minister — they talk about me just the same. I'll give them something
to babble about, blast them!” he cried, as he pulled his hat down over
his eyes and strode darkly out of the shop.

A few doors off stood a small, quiet inn, “The Winton Arms”,
owned by an elderly, respectable matron named Phemie Douglas,
famed for her liquor, her virtue, and her snug sitting room — known
as “Phemie’s wee back parlour” to the choicer spirits amongst the
better class of the townspeople, for whom it was a favourite resort.
Brodie, however, on entering the tavern, avoided this social centre,
as he now had no time for words; he wanted to drink, and the longer
he waited the more he desired it. He entered the public bar, which
was empty, and demanded from the barmaid a large whisky toddy.
“Hurry up and bring it,” he said, in a voice dry from the violence of
his craving. Now that he had ordained that he would drink, nothing
could stop him, nothing arrest the swelling urge which made his
throat dry, caused his hands to clench and unclench restlessly, made
his feet stamp chafingly upon the sawdust floor of the bar whilst he
awaited the hot whisky. When she brought it, he drank the scalding
liquid in one, long breath.

“Another,” he said impatiently.

Altogether he had four, large whiskies, hot and potent as flame,
which he consumed as rapidly as he obtained them, and which now
worked within him like the activation of some fiery ferment. As he
glowed, he began to feel lighter; the shadows of the last three months
were lifting; they still swirled like smoke clouds about his brain, but
nevertheless they lifted. A sardonic leer played about his mouth as a
sense of his superiority and of his invulnerable personality impressed
him, but this was the sole expression of the thoughts which rushed
within him. His body remained quiet, his actions grew cautious,
more restrained; he remained absolutely within himself, whilst his
bruised pride healed itself in the roseate thoughts which coursed
swiftly through his mind. The barmaid was young, attractive, and
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quite desirous of being talked to by this strange, huge man, but
Brodie ignored her, did not even observe her, as, wrapped in the
splendid emancipation from his hateful despondency and engrossed
in the incoherent but dazzling consideration of his future plans and
triumphs, he remained silent, staring blankly in front of him. Finally
he asked for a bottle of whisky, paid for it, and went out.

Back in his office he continued to drink. His brain clarified with each
glass, grew more dominant, more compelling; his body responded
more quickly and more perfectly to his movements; he now sanctioned
with an intense approval all his recent actions.

The empty bottle stood on the table before him, bearing on the
label the words: “Mountain Dew”, which struck his bemused fancy
as notably appropriate; for now he felt as powerful as a mountain
and as sparkling as dew.

“Yes,” he muttered, addressing himself to the bottle, “you mark my
words; they can’t down me. I'm more than a match for them. I can
master them. Everything I did was right. I wouldna draw back a
step o’ the road I took wi” her. Just you wait and see how I'll go ahead
now. Everything will be forgotten and nothing will stop me! I'll get
the whip hand o’ them.”

Actually he did not know whom he was indicting, but he included
largely and indeterminately in that category all whom he imagined
had opposed him, slighted him, or failed to recognise him as the man
he was. He did not now think of the threatened opposition to his
business, which became, in the swollen magnitude of his disdainful
pride, too petty, too ridiculously ineffectual to affect him adversely.
The opposition which he recognised was universal, intangible, yet
crystallised in the feeling that any man’s hand might be raised against
his sacrosanct dignity; and now this obsession, always latent within
him, strengthened and become more corrosive in his mind. And yet
conversely, whilst the danger to his position loomed the more largely
before him, his faith in his ability to conquer such a menace was aug-
mented and exalted in such a manner as to render him almost om-
nipotent.

At last he started, took out his watch and looked at it. The hands,
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which appeared larger and blacker than usual, showed ten minutes to
one.

“Time for dinner,” he told himself agreeably. “Time to see that
braw, tidy wife o’ mine. It’s a grand thing for a man to have such a
bonnie wife to draw him hame.” He got up impressively, but with
a slight, almost imperceptible sway, and walking solidly out of his
office, disregarding the awestruck, cringing Perry absolutely. He
stalked through the shop and into the street, gained the middle of
the street, and held it like a lord. Along the crown of the causeway he
swaggered, head erect, shoulders thrown back, planting his feet in
front of him with a magnificent sense of his own importance. The few
people who were abroad gazed at him in amazement, and as, from the
corner of his eye, he saw them glance, their astonishment fed his
vanity, his intoxicated assurance battened on their wonder. “Take
a good look,” his attitude seemed to say. “It’s Brodie you're lookin’
at— James Brodie, and, by God, he’s a man!” He walked through
the snow the whole way home as though he headed a triumphal
procession, keeping so exactly in the centre of the road, and holding
so undeviatingly to his course that such traffic as traversed the streets
had perforce to go around him, leaving him the undisputed king of
the causeway.

Outside his house he paused. The white envelope of snow vested it
with an unreal and delusive dignity, softening the harsh lines, re-
lieving the squat and rigid contours, blending the incongruous ele-
ments with its clinging touch so that, before his fuddled eyes, it reared
itself in massive grandeur, looming against the opaque, slate-coloured
sky with an illusion of infinite dimensions. He had never liked it
so well or admired it so much and a sense of elation that he should
possess it held him as he marched to the front door and entered his
home.

In the hall he removed his hat and, with wide extravagant gestures,
scattered in all directions the thick snow that had caked upon it,
amusedly watching the mushy gobbets go slushing against the roof,
the walls, the pictures, the chandelier; then, wildly, he stamped his
heavy boots upon the floor, dislodging hard, pressed lumps of ice and
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snow. It would give that handless slut of his something to do to clean
up his mess, he thought, as he walked into the kitchen with the air
of a conqueror.

Immediately, he sat down and delved into the huge steaming bowl
of broth, sweet with the essence of beef and bones, and stiff with the
agglutination of barley, that stood on the table anticipating his arrival,
the ignored reminder of his wife’s devotion and forethought. Just the
thing for a cold day, he thought, as he supped greedily with the zest of
aravenous animal, lifting huge, heaped spoonfuls rapidly to his mouth
and working his jaws incessantly. The meat and small fragments
of bone that floated through the pottage he rent and crushed between
his hard teeth, revelling in the fact that for weeks his appetite had not
been so keen or the taste of food so satisfying upon his tongue.

“That was grand,” he admitted to Mrs. Brodie, smacking his lips
coarsely at her, “and a good thing for you. If ye had singed my broth
on a day like this I would have flung it about your lugs.” Then, as
she paused at the unusual praise, he bellowed at her, “What are ye
gawkin’ at; is this all I've to get for my dinner?”

At once she retreated, but, as she hastily brought in the boiled beef
and platter of potatoes and cabbage, she wondered fearfully what
had drawn him from out his perpetual, grim taciturnity to this roar-
ing, devilish humour. He hacked off a lump of the fat beef and thrust
it upon his plate; he then loaded it with potatoes and cabbage, and
began to eat; with his mouth full, he regarded her derisively.

“My, but you are the fine figure of a woman, my dear,” he sneered,
between champing mouthfuls. “You’re about as straight as that lovely
nose o’ yours. No, don’t run away.” He raised his knife, with a broad,
minatory gesture, to arrest her movement, whilst he finished masticat-
ing a chunk of beef. Then he went on, with a fine show of concern,
“I must admit ye havena got bonnier lately; all this worry has raddled
ye; in fact, you're more like an old cab horse than ever now. I see
you are still wearin’ that dish clout of a wrapper.” He picked his
teeth reflectively with a prong of his fork. “It suits you right well.”

Mamma stood there like a wilted reed, unable to sustain his de-
risive stare, keeping her eyes directed out of the window, as though
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this abstracted gaze enabled her better to endure his taunts. Her
face was grey with an ill, vitreous translucency, her eyelids retracted
with a dull, fixed despondency; her thin, work-ugly hands played
nervously with a loose tape at her waist.

Suddenly a thought struck Brodie. He looked at the clock. “Where’s
Nessie?” he shouted.

“I gave her some lunch to school, to save her coming back in the
snow.”

He grunted. “And my Mother,” he demanded.

“She wouldna get up to-day for fear of the cold,” she whispered.

A guffaw shook him. “That’s the spirit you should have had, you
fushionless creature. If ye’d had that kind o’ gumption ye would have
stood up better, and no’ run down so quick.” Then, after a pause,
he continued, “So it’s just you and me together. That’s very touchin’,
is't not? Well! I've grand news for ye! A rich surprise!”

Immediately her look left the window; she gazed at him with a
numb expectation.

“Don’t excite yourself, though,” he scoffed, “it's not about your
fine, bawdy daughter. You'll never know where she is! It’s business
this time. You're always such a help and encouragement to a man
that I must tell ye this.” He paused importantly. “The Mungo Cloth-
ing Company have taken the shop next door to your husband —ay —
next door to Brodie —the Hatter.” He laughed uproariously. “So
maybe ye'll find yourself in the poorhouse soon!” He howled at his
own humour.

Mrs. Brodie restored her gaze into space. She suddenly felt weak
and sat down; but as she did so his mocking eye darkened, his face,
already flushed with hot food, flamed sullenly.

“Did I tell ye to sit down, ye limmer! Stand up till I've done
with ye.”

Like an obedient child, she rose.

“Maybe the fact that these blasted swine are goin’ to have the
audacity to settle on my doorstep doesna mean much to you. You
get your meat and drink too easy perhaps, while I've got to work
for it. Does your weak mind not see it’s going to be a fight to a finish
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— to their finish?” He banged his fist on the table. His ranting gaiety
was wearing off and giving place, instead, to a morose reactionary
temper. “If ye canna think — ye can serve. Go and get my pudding.”

She brought him some steamed apple dumpling and he began
to attack it wolfishly, whilst she stood like some bedraggled flunkey
at the other end of the table. The news he had given her caused her
little concern. In the shadow of Brodie’s dominant personality she
did not fear pecuniary disaster; although he kept her household al-
lowance parsimoniously tight, she understood, always, that money
was free with him, and often she had seen him draw out from his
pocket a shining handful of golden sovereigns. Her dejected spirit was
grappling with another care. She had not received a letter from
Matthew for six weeks, and, before that, his communications to her
had been growing steadily briefer, and so irregular as to cause her
the deepest vexation and misgiving. Mary she had now abandoned as
irrevocably lost to her; she did not even know her whereabouts, except
that it had been rumoured that the Foyles had found her a situation
of some sort in London, but of what nature she did not know; now
it was Matthew upon whom she built her entire hopes and affection.
Nessie was so absolutely Brodie’s exclusive favourite that only Matt
was now left to Mamma. But, apart from this, she had, indeed, always
loved him best and, now that he was neglecting to write to her, she
imagined that ill health or misfortune had surely befallen him. Sud-
denly she started.

“Give me some sugar. What are you moping and moonin’ about ?”
Brodie was shouting at her. “This dumplin’ tastes like sorrel. You've
got as much hand for a dumplin’ as my foot.” The more the effect of
the liquor left him the more surly he became. He snatched the sugar
basin from her, sweetened the pudding to his liking, then consumed
it with every indication of dissatisfaction.

Finally he rose, shaking himself in an effort to dispel the heavy
lethargy which was beginning to affect him. Going to the door he
turned to his wife and said cuttingly, “Ye’ll get sitting down now!
I've no doubt the moment my back’s turned you’ll be crouching at
the fire wi’ your trashy books, while I'm away working for you.
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Don't tell me you're not lazy; don’t tell me you'’re not a slut. If I say
s0, then ye are — and that’s the end o't. I know ye for what you are —
you lazy besom.” In his own increasing ill-temper he sought sullenly
for some new means of wounding her and, as an idea of a parting shot
of extreme subtlety struck him, his eyes gleamed maliciously, with the
humour of using Dron’s news of this morning, speciously, as a pre-
text for her discomfiture.

“Now that we've got opposition in the business,” he continued
slowly, pausing at the door, “we must economise. There’ll have to
be less wastin’ and throwin’ out in this house, and for a start I've
made up my mind to cut down your allowance for the house. Ye'll get
ten shillings a week less from now on and don'’t forget I want no
savin’ on my food. Ye maun just cut out what ye waste and give me
the same as usual. Do ye hear me. Ten shillings a week less for ye!
Think over that when ye're at your novelettes.” Then he turned and
left the room.

I

WHEN her husband had gone Mrs. Brodie did, indeed, sit down,
feeling that if, by his departure, she had not been permitted to rest
her tired body, she would have fallen at his feet upon the floor from
sheer weariness and from a gnawing pain within her side. This pain
was peculiar, like a slow, harassing stitch which, though she was so
inured to it as almost to ignore it, continually dragged upon her
strength and rendered her, when she remained standing for any
length of time, unduly and incomprehensibly fatigued. But, as she
sat there, it was apparent from her features, which had aged con-
siderably in the last three months and which now bore the look of
remote concentration, that she was not occupied by the consideration
of her own physical disabilities, but was influenced by a deeper and
more moving cause for sorrow.

Brodie’s last threat had not yet greatly affected her; she was, at the
moment, too crushed to realise its portent and, although she vaguely
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understood that his conduct had been unusual and his manner ex-
ceptional, she had no suspicion of the cause. Nor was she greatly per-
turbed at his abuse. On this especial side of her nature she was so
calloused to the lash of his tongue that she now hardly noticed 2
variation in the mode of her chastisement, and against any of his
sneering charges it never occurred to her to attempt to defend herself;
she could not have uttered the mildest or most logical assertion in
her favour contrary to his will. Long ago she had realised, with a
crushing finality, that she was chained to a man of domineering in-
justice, that her sole defence would be to develop a supine indifference
to every irrational imputation with which he vilified her. She had not
entirely succeeded and he had broken her, but she had at least evolved
the faculty of inhibiting him from her meditation in his absence from
the home. Therefore, the moment he went out, she directed her
thoughts away from him and automatically they returned to the ob-
ject of her recent solicitude — her son.

At first, Matt’s letters had reached her with a satisfying and affec-
tionate regularity, and with these initial letters he had every month
sent her the sum of five pounds to invest for him in the Levenford
Building Society. She had loved the tone of these early letters; they
had been to her so engrossingly interesting, of such an elevated senti-
ment, and so filled with strongly expressed moral rectitude. Then,
gradually, a slow transition had occurred, and his letters, though
still appearing regularly with each mail, had dwindled in volume
and altered in principle, so that, though she had devoured the few
husks of scanty and frequently disturbing news within them, her
maternal craving had not been satisfied; nor had the half-hearted,
stereotyped expression of regard, with which they had iavariably con-
cluded, stifled her vague misgivings. When he had thus cut down
his epistles to the shortest and most meagre limits, she had begun to
write to him reprovingly, but alas, ineffectually, and his acknowledg-
ment of her first letter in this spirit had been to ignore it completely
and to miss the mail for the first time since he had left her. His omis-
sions subsequently had grown more frequent, more disturbing, and
now she had not heard from him for nearly six weeks.
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Agnes Moir had suffered in the same respect and his later letters
to her had been indifferent in sentiment to the point of actual cold-
ness, filled with veiled, then direct allusions, to the unsuitability of
the Indian climate for a wife, and interpolated by intimations as to
his unworthiness — or unwillingness — to accept her chastely prof-
fered matrimonial re‘lationship. Miss Moir’s soft, amorous nature had
received a rude and painful check by these chilling and infrequent
effusions. Now, as she thought of Agnes, Mamma, with the irrational
yet inherent notion of secking consolation in a despondency equal to
her own, decided, despite her own lassitude and the inclemency of
the weather, to visit her future daughter-in-law. A glance at the
clock told her that she had two free hours which she could utilise
for this purpose without being missed by any of the household —an
important point as, since Mary’s banishment, Brodie expected her
to account to him for her every absence from the house.

Accordingly, she got up and, ascending to her room, discarded
her wrapper by allowing it to slide from her to the floor; without once
regarding herself in the glass she made her toilet by giving her face
a quick wipe with the wetted end of a towel. She next withdrew from
the wardrobe what revealed itself to be, after removing several pinned,
protecting sheets of paper, an old sealskin jacket. The jacket, a relic
of the days before her marriage, was now worn, frayed, shiny, and
in places of a drab, brownish tinge. It had been kept and worn in-
termittently for a period of over twenty years, and this decayed and
dilapidated coat, which had once enclosed her young, virgin figure,
held as much tragedy as Margaret Brodie herself. She did not, how-
ever, view it in this sombre light, regarding it as sealskin, real sealskin,
no longer perhaps elegant in cut, but still genuine sealskin, and treas-
uring it accordingly as the most splendid garment she possessed. For a
moment she forgot her sorrow as, holding up the jacket, denuded of
its wrappings, to the satisfaction of her appraising eyes, she shook it
gently, touched the faded fur with caressing fingers; then, with a
sigh, as though she had shaken out from its musty texture faded
recollections of her forgotten youth, slowly she assumed it, when at
least it had the merit of covering her rusty gown and sheathing warmly
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her decrepit figure. Her next action was to cram upon her untidy hair,
and to stab carelessly into position, a black hat plumed with a
withered pinion which trailed, with a frightful travesty of coquetry,
behind her left ear; having thus accomplished completely her attire
for the outer air, she hastened downstairs and left the house with a
mien which was almost stealthy. )

In the street, unlike her husband, she did not swagger her way
down the middle of the road, but instead crept along the inner side
of the pavement with short, shuffling steps, her head inclined, her
face blue with cold, her figure shirking observation, her entire aspect
a graphic exposition of resigned martyrdom. The snow turned her
dull sealskin to glittering ermine, blew into her eyes and mouth and
made her cough, penetrated her thin, inadequate boots and soaked
her feet so profusely that, long before she reached the Moir’s shop,
they squelched at every step.

Despite the unexpectedness of this visitation, Agnes was delighted
to see her and welcomed her warmly, whilst a quick look passed be-
tween the two women, each searching the other’s eyes for some
recorded sign of better tidings. Immediately they knew their eager
hope to be unfulfilled, deferred, and their eyes fell dejectedly; but
still they voiced the question which each had, silently, already an-
swered.

“Have you had anything this week, Aggie?”

“Not yet, Mamma.” She fondly addressed Mrs. Brodie by that
term in the sanguine anticipation of her future relationship. “Have
you?”

“No, dear, not yet, but maybe the mail is delayed by the bad
weather,” said Mrs. Brodie, in a despondent tone.

“I shouldn’t be surprised,” replied Agnes forlornly.

Actually each attempted to delude the other, for they knew by
heart the arrival of the posts from India, and the mystery of the
passage of mail ships was now to them an open book; but to-day,
under the intolerable burden of their growing uncertainty, this feeble
effort of deception was useless and they now gazed at each other
blankly, for a moment, as if they had already exhausted their entire
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range of conversation. Agnes, by virtue of her position-as hostess,
recovered first, and collecting her forces said, considerately:

“You'll have a cup of tea with me, Mamma. You're all wet and
cold from the snow.”

Mrs. Brodie assented dumbly and followed her into the little back
shop where, amidst a profusion of empty biscuit tins, sweet bottles,
and wooden chocolate boxes, a small iron stove threw out a meagre
heat.

“Sit down there, Mamma,” continued Agnes, opening the metal
window of the stove and placing a chair before this small glowing
mouth. “The weather’s keeping us as quiet as can be, so I'll have
time for a crack with you.”

By mutual consent an armistice was tacitly proclaimed for the
cessation of their unhappy exchanges, and, whilst Agnes boiled the
kettle, Mamma steamed her damp boots at the fire and agreed
meditatively:

“Ay! "Twas snowin’ heavy again as I came along. It’s good to see
a blink of heat on a day like this.”

At these words Agnes threw a small shovelful of coke on to the
red embers and enquired:

“Will you have tea or cocoa, Mamma? I've got some fresh Epps’
in this week.”

“I think I would prefer the cocoa. It’s more sustaining, and nourish-
ing like, than tea, on a cold day. That’s one thing about you, Agnes,
you always offer a body something tasty.”

“I can surely do that for you, Mamma,” replied Miss Moir, pursing
her lips significantly. “It would be a pity if I couldn’t put myself
about a bit for you. Will ye not take your coat off?” and she made an
advance to assist in the removal of the sealskin.

“No! No! Thanks,” cried Mamma hastily, with a drearful con-
sciousness of her deficiencies underneath. “I'll not be biding that
long.” But her eyes watered gratefully as she took the cup of hot
cocoa and sipped it appreciatively; she even accepted and nibbled a
swecet biscuit; then, as comfort stole through her, she sighed:
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“It’s been a hard winter for me. I dont know how I've come
through it.”

“I well know that, Mamma! You have suffered.”

“Ay, I've suffered! I never thought I could have endured such
disgrace, Agnes. I didn’t merit it. And I think her father blames me
for not having watched Mary better.” She could hardly bring herself
to articulate her daughter’s name, it had been so firmly proscribed
from her lips.

“Nobody could be blamed for her fall but hersclf, Mamma. Your
influence could only have been for good — wickedness is in the
person that sins. You'll just need to let me take her place.”

“That’s good o’ ye, Agnes, but there’s times at night I can’t get
her out of my head. I never thought 1 should miss her so much — she
was always that quiet and douce about the house —and I don’t even
know where she is.”

“You must forget her now,” insisted Agnes gently.

“Her father wouldna let me speir a word about her. Not even
when she was near dyin’ in the hospital. Not even when the puir bairn
died.”

Agnes drew her mouth together.

“I'm not sure if I should tell you, Mamma,” she began slowly, “and
it’'s not a pleasant subject for me—it’s not the thing for a nice
girl to be connected with, even indirectly —but I heard the other
day that she was in London.” She gave to the name of the city an
accent of imputation and opprobrium which seemed to summarise
ner opinion of its manifold potentialities for wickedness.

“Do ye know what she’s doing?” cried Mamma.

Agnes veiled her eyes and shook her head.

“I can’t be sure,” she replied, lowering her voice, “but I've been told
— only been told, mind you — that it’s service.”

“A servant!” gasped Mamma. “Oh, dearie me! what a thing to
come to! It’s terrible! What would her father say if he knew! A Brodie
a servant!”

“What else is she fitted for?” replied Agnes, with a faint toss of
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her head. “We should be thankful it’s an honest occupation, if indeed
it is so.”

Despite the bond between Mrs. Brodie and herself it gave her a
pleasurable sense of moral and social superiority to impart this news,
which she had avidly sought amongst the tittle-tattle of the town.

“A servant in London!” repeated Mamma faintly. “It’s awfu’. Could
these folks in Darroch no’ have done something for her?”

“Indeed, that’s the very point,” cried Agnes. “These Foyles wanted
the child for the sake of the son’s memory, so as to take it back to
Ireland with them — they’ve gone back there, ye know. Ye can’t
believe all ye hear; of course, there’s all sorts of stories about, but I
believe the truth is that, when it died, they took a spite at her and
got rid of her the quickest they could!”

Mrs. Brodie shook her head negatively.

“That wouldna be difficult,” she retorted. “Mary was always an
independent girl; she would take charity from nobody — no, she
would work for her living first.”

“Well, anyway, Mamma, I didn't like telling you, but I thought
it best you should know. Anyway, your responsibility for her is
ended. Mind you, although she has lowered the name of my in-
tended, I bear no grudge against her. I hope she may in time repent;
but you have got others to think of.”

“Ay, that’s true, Agnes! I maun swallow the bitter pill; but I will
say this— 1 never thought much of Mary, never valued her until
I lost her. Still I maun forget, if I can, and think of them that’s left
to us.” She sighed heavily. “What’s come over our poor Matt at
all, at all? It fair breaks my heart not to have news o’ him. Can he
be ill, think ye?” They were now embarked upon the consideration
of the subject vital to them both and, after a moment’s thought, Miss
Moir shook her head dubiously.

“He’s said nothing about his health,” she replied. “He’s been off
his work once or twice, I know, but I don’t think it was from sick-
ness.”

“Maybe he wouldn’t like to frighten us,” said Mrs. Brodie dif
fidently. “There’s agues and fevers and jaundice and all kinds of
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awfu’ troubles out in these foreign parts. He might even have got
sunstroke, although it’s strange to think of such a thing with all this
snow about us here. Matt was never a strong boy.” Then she added
inconsequently. “He aye had a weak chest in the winter, and bron-
chitis, that needed thick garments.”

“But, Mamma,” cried Agnes impatiently, “he would never get
bronchitis in a hot country. They would never get snow like this in
Calcutta.”

“I ken that, Agnes,” replied Mrs. Brodie firmly, “but a weakness
like that might work inwardly in a hot country, and forebye if he
opened his pores he might sit doun and get a chill, as easy as look
at ye.”

Agnes did not seem to take kindly to this train of thought and she
arrested it by a pause, after which she said slowly:

“T’ve been wondering, Mamma, if some of these black persons have
not been exerting an evil influence over Matt. There’s people called
Rajahs —rich heathen princes — that I've read awful things about,
and Matt might be led away. He might be easily led,” she added
solemnly — recollecting, perhaps, her own enticement of the receptive
youth.

Mrs. Brodie instantly had visions of all the potentates of India lur-
ing her son from grace with jewels, but indignantly she repudiated
the sudden, baleful thought.

“How can ye say that, Agnes?” she cried. “He kept the best of
company in Levenford. You should know that! He was never the
one for bad companions or low company.”

But Agnes who, for a Christian woman, had an intensive knowl—
edge of her subject, which must necessarily have come to her through
the marvellous intuition of love, continued relentlessly:

“Then, Mamma, I hardly like to let the words cross my lips, but
they have wicked, wicked attractions out there — like dancing girls
that — that charm snakes and dance without — ” Miss Moir, with
downcast eyes, broke off significantly and blushed, whilst the down
on her upper lip quivered modestly.

Mrs. Brodie gazed at her with eyes as horrified as if they beheld
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a nest of those snakes which Agnes so glibly described; demoralised
by the appalling suddenness of a suggestion which had never before
entered her mind, she wildly visualised one of these shameless houris
abandoning the charming of reptiles to charm away the virtue of her
son.

“Matt’s no’ a boy like that!” she gasped.

Miss Moir compressed her lips delicately and bridled, then raised
her heavy eyebrows with an air of one who could have revealed to
Mrs. Brodie secrets regarding the profundities of Matthew’s passionate
nature which had hitherto been undreamed of. As she sipped her
cocoa her attitude seemed to say, “You ought to know by now the
propensities of your children. Only my inviolate and virtuous maiden-
hood has kept your son pure.”

“Ye've no proof, have ye, Agnes?” wailed Mrs. Brodie, her ap-
prehension strengthened by the other’s strange air.

“I have no definite proof, of course, but I can put two and two
together,” replied Miss Moir coldly. “If you can read between the
lines of these last letters of his, he’s always at that club of his, and play-
ing billiard matches, and out at night with other men, and smoking
like a furnace.” Then, after a moment’s silence, she added petulantly:
“He should never have been allowed to smoke. It was a step in the
wrong direction. I never liked the idea of these cigars; it was down-
right fast!”

Mrs. Brodie wilted visibly at the obvious insinuation that she had
countenanced her son’s first step on the road to ruin.

“But, Aggie,” she blurted out, “you let him smoke an’ all, for I
mind well he persuaded me by saying ye thought it manly.”

“You’re his mother. I only said it to please the boy. You know I
would do anything for him,” retorted Agnes, with a sniff which
verged almost into a sob.

“And I would do everything for him too,” replied Mrs. Brodie
hopelessly; “but I don’t know what’s going to come of it all.”

“I've been seriously wondering,” pursued Agnes, “if you ought not
to get Mr. Brodie to write a strong letter to Matt, sort of, well, remind-
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ing him of his duties and obligations to those at home. I think it’s
high time something was done about it.”

“Oh! That wouldna do at all,” cried Mamma hastily. “It would
never do. I could never approach him. It’s not in me, and besides it’s
not the kind of thing his father would do.” She trembled at an idea so
antagonistic to her invariable line of conduct towards Brodie, so
contrary to her usual concealment of everything that might provoke
that imperial wrath, and she shook her head sadly, as she added, “We
maun do what we can ourselves, for his father wouldna stir his finger
to help him. It may be unnatural, but it’s his style. He thinks he’s done
a’ he should do.”

Agnes looked grieved. “I know Matt was always afraid — always
respected his father’s word,” she said, “and I'm sure you don’t want
any more discredit on the family.”

“No, Agnes, I don’t like to contradict you to your face, but I'm
certain you're not on the right track. I would never believe wrong of
my boy. You're anxious, like me, and it’s put you on the wrong idea.
Wait a bit and you'll have a grand, big budget of good news next
week.”

“It can’t come quick enough for me,” replied Miss Moir, in a frigid
tone which coldly indicated her grievance against Mrs. Brodie in
particular, and her growing resentment, fed by the recollection of
Mary’s recent disgrace, against the name of Brodie in general. Her
breast heaved and she was about to utter a bitter, contumacious re-
proach when suddenly the shop door bell went “ping”, and she was
obliged, with heightening colour, to rise servilely to answer the call
and to serve a small boy with an inconsiderable quantity of con-
fectionery. This supremely undignified interruption did nothing to-
wards restoring her equanimity but, instead, activated her to a lively
irritation and, as the penetrating voice of her client demanding a
halfpennyworth of black-striped balls clearly penetrated the air, the
obstinate perversity of her temper deepened.

Unconscious of the working of this angry ferment in Miss Moir’s
exuberant bosom, Mrs. Brodie, in her absence, sat huddled in her chair
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before the stove, her thin chin sunk in the scraggy wetness of the
sealskin coat. Surrounded externally by struggling currents of
steamy vapour, there struggled also, within her mind, a dreadful
uncertainty as to whether she might not be responsible for some
vague and undetermined weakness in Matt, through a fault in his
upbringing. A frequent expression of Brodie’s a decade ago flashed
into her mind, and she now saw vividly, in her anguish, her husband’s
contemptuous face as, discovering her in some fresh indulgence to-
wards Matthew, he snapped at her, “You're spoiling that namby-
pamby brat of yours. You'll make a braw man o’ him!” She had,
indeed always attempted to shield Matt from his father, to protect him
from the harshness of life, to give him extra luxuries and privileges not
accorded to her other children. He had never had the courage to
play truant from the Academy, but when he had desired, as he fre-
quently did, a day off or had been for some reason afraid to attend
school, it was to her that he had come, limping and whining,
“Mamma, I'm sick. I've got a pain in ma belly.” Whenever he had
feigned illness, of whatever kind, he had affected always that limping,
hobbling, lame-dog gait, as though the agony arising in any organ of
his body flew immediately to one leg, paralysing it and rendering
him incapable of locomotion. She had seen through him, of course,
but though undeceived by his pretences, a wave of her foolish maternal
love would rush over her and she would compliantly answer, “Away
up to your room then, son, and I'll fetch ye up something nice. Ye've
got a friend in yer mother, anyway, Matt.” Her stultified affections
were obliged to find an outlet and she had lavished them upon her
son, feeling the imperative need, in that harsh household, of binding
him to her by bonds of love. Had she spoiled his manhood by her
indulgence? Softened her son into a weakling by lax, tolerant fond-
ness? Immediately her mind formulated the idea, her heart indig-
nantly repudiated it, telling her that she had shown him nothing but
kindness, gentleness and lenience, had wished for him nothing
but what was good; she had slaved for him too, washed, darned, knit-
ted for him, brushed his boots, made his bed, cooked the most appe-
tising meals for him.
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“Ay,” she muttered to herself, “I've served that laddie hand and
foot. Surely he can never forget me? I've taken the very bite out my
mouth for him.”

All the toil she had expended upon her son, from the washing of
his first napkins to the final packing of his trunk for India, rose up
before her, and she was confronted with a sense of bewildering futility
of all her love and service in the face of his present treatment of her.
She blindly asked herself if it were her incompetence alone which had
rendered her enormous and unremitting efforts useless, so that he
now used her so indifferently and left her in such harassing sus-
pense.

Here, a sudden sound startled her, and she looked up wanly, to
observe that Agnes had returned and was addressing her in an uneven
tone of ill-repressed vindictiveness.

“Mamma,” she cried, “I'm going to marry Matt. I'm going to be
his wife and I want to know what’s going to be done about this.
You’ve got to do something at once.”

- Mamma regarded her humbly, with the mild, moist blue eyes
that shone meekly from under the grotesque, bedraggled black hat.

“Don’t start on me, Agnes dear,” she said submissively. “I've had
enough to stand in my time without having a hard word from you.
I’'m not fit to answer ye back, ye can surely see,” and she added feebly,
“I'm just a done woman.”

“That’s all very well,” cried Agnes in a huff, “but I'm not going
to have Matt taken away like this. He belongs to me as much as
any one. I'm not going to give him up.”

“Aggie,” replied Mamma, in a dead voice, “we don’t know any-
thing; we can’t tell what’s happening; but we can pray. Yes! That's
what we can do. I think I would like us to put up a prayer in this
very room. Maybe the Almighty, the same Lord God that looks down
on Matt in India, will look down on us two anxious women here
and show us a light to comfort us.”

Agnes, touched on her weakest side, was mollified, and the stiff-
ness of her figure relaxed, the glitter faded from her eye as she said,
“Maybe you're right, Mamma. It would be a comfort.” Then, more
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as a polite formality than anything else, she asked, “Will you speak,
then, or will I?”

“You do it better than me,” said Mrs. Brodie unassumingly. “You
put up a word for us both.”

“Very well, Mamma,” replied Agnes complacently.

They knelt down in the small, stuffy room, amongst the jumbled
clutter on the floor of bottles, boxes, tins, surrounded by the untidy
litter of straw packing and sawdust, their altar a packing case, their
ikon a framed advertisement upon the wall. Still, they prayed.

Agnes, kneeling straight and upright, her thick, short body tense
with an almost masculine vitality, and potent with the pressure of
her restraint, began to pray in a loud, firm voice. Amongst the godly
people in the church movements with which she was identified Miss
Moir was noted for the power and richness of her spontaneous prayer,
and now the words flowed from her lips in an eloquent stream, like
the outpourings of a young and fervent priest supplicating for the
sins of mankind. Yet she did not petition, she seemed indeed to
demand, and her dark eyes glowed, her full bosom heaved with the
intensity of her appeal. All the fire of her nature entered that pas-
sionate prayer. Her words were proper, modest, stereotyped, but in
essence it was as though she throbbingly implored the Almighty not
to cheat her of the man she had captivated and subdued by the meagre
charms with which He had endowed her. No one had ever looked
at her but Matt, she knew her attractions to be limited, and, if he
failed her, she might never marry. All the suppressed feeling
dammed within her had been restrained within bounds only by
visions of the joyous promise of the future and she now tacitly im-
plored the Almighty not to defraud her of the fulsome fruition of
these desires in the state of holy matrimony.

Mamma, on the contrary, seemed to sink down in a supine mass,
like a heap of discarded, draggled clothing; her head sagged with a
pleading humility; the faint, speedwell blue of her pathetic eyes was
washed with tears; her nose flowed with lacrymation. As the loud,
fervent words fell upon her ears, the image >f her son rose before her
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and, while at first she applied her handkerchief furtively, soon she used
it profusely, and at length she wept openly. All the time, her heart
seemed to beat out the words, “Oh! God! If I did wrong over Mary,
don’t punish me too much. Don’t take Matt away from me. Leave
me, still, my son to love me.”

When the prayer was ended there was a long pause, then Agnes
rose, extended her hand to Mamma and helped her to her feet;
facing each other closely, amicably, the two women now regarded each
other with a glow of understanding and sympathy. Mamma nodded
her head gently, as if to say, “That’ll do it, Agnes. It was wonderful.”
New life seemed to have possessed them both. This outpoured confes-
sion of all their hopes, fears and desires to the unknown heavens
towards a Supreme, Omniscient and Omnipotent Being left them
assured, comforted, and fortified. Now they were positive that all
would be well with Matthew and, as Mamma at length turned to go,
invigorated and refreshed, a look passed between them expressive of
their sweet, secret cooperation and they kissed each other a sanguine
affectionate good-bye.

II1

Towaros the middle of March, the empty shop next door to Brodie’s
became the nucleus of a seething activity. Previously, when, in its un-
occupied wretchedness, it had been to him a perpetual eyesore against
the refinement of his establishment, he had viewed it with contemp-
tuous disgust; but immediately after Dron’s communication that it
had been sold, he began to see it with a different, a peculiar and
more intense disfavour. Every time he passed in or out of his own
quarters he darted a furtive, antagonistic glance at the vacant, dilapi-
dated premises, quickly, as if he feared to have that glance inter-
cepted, yet vindictively, as though he vented his spleen upon the in-
animate building. Its two empty windows were no longer vacuous, but
became to him hateful, and each morning as he came along, fearing,
yet hoping, that signs of the incoming of the new company would be
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evident, and still the same shabby, void aspect met his gaze, he experi-
enced a compelling desire to hurl a heavy stone with all his force, to
shiver the blank and glass panes. As day followed day for an entire
week, and still nothing happened, this deferred action angered him
— he had been so strung up for battle — and he began to ponder ob-
tusely if the whole idea was not simply a spiteful invention of Dron’s,
concocted in order to irritate him. For the space of one full day he felt
convinced that the shop had not been sold and, during that time, he
scoffed openly, with a flaunting triumph, but immediately, a short
announcement in the Levenford Advertiser, stating briefly that the
Mungo Company would open a new branch at Number 62 High
Street at the beginning of the month of April, and that the fullest de-
tails would be given in the following week’s issue, destroyed this
transitory illusion; the conflict, occurring solely in Brodie’s own per-
verted mind, between himself and the inert building reopened more
bitterly than before.

Shortly after this pretentious announcement in the Advertiser, a
dapper, urbane visitor had come into Brodie’s shop and, with an
agreeable yet deprecatory smile, presented his card in introduction.

“Mr. Brodie, I am, as you see, the district manager of the Mungo
Hat and Hosiery Company. I want us to be friends,” he said, holding
out his hand affably.

Brodie was dumbfounded, but beyond ignoring the proffered hand,
he gave no indication of his feelings and made no departure from
his usual manner. “Is that all ye want?” he asked abruptly.

“I understand your very natural feelings,” the other began again.
“You already consider us your enemies. That is really not strictly so.
Although we are, in a sense, business opponents, we have found by
experience that it is often mutually advantageous for two establish-
ments of the same nature — such as yours and ours — to be together.”

“Do ye tell me, now,” said Brodie ironically, as the other paused
impressively, and, not knowing his man or the symptoms of his
gathering wrath, expansively continued.

“Yes, that is so, Mr. Brodie. We find that such a combination at-
tracts more people to that particular centre, more shopping is done
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there, and this, of course, is advantageous to both shops. We multi-
ply the trade and divide the profits! That’s our arithmetic,” he con-
cluded, as he imagined rather neatly.

Brodie looked at him icily.

“You'’re talkin’ a lot of damned lies,” he said roughly. “Don’t think
ye can pull the wool over my eyes like that, and don’t refer to my busi-
ness in the same breath as your own gimcrack huckster’s trade.
You’ve come here to try and poach on my preserves and I'm goin’ to
treat you like a low poacher.”

The other smiled. “You surely can’t mean