
THE HOUSE WITH THE GBEEN SHUTTERS
All over the little town the women of Barbie were equally
busy with their steps and door-mats. There was scarce
a man to be seen either in the Square, at the top of
which (Jourlay stood, or in the long street descending
from its near corner. The men were at work; the chil-
dren had not yet appeared; the women were busy with
their household cares.

The freshness of the air, the smoke rbing thin and
far above the red chimneys, the sunshine glistering on
the roofs and gables, the rosy clearness of everything
beneath th ^ dawn, above all the quietness and peace, made
Barbie, usually so poor to see, a very pleasant nlace to
look down at on a summer morning. At this hour there
was an unfamiliar delicacy in the familiar scene, a fresh-
ness and purity of aspect—almost an unearthliness—as
though you viewed it through a crystal dream. But it
was not the beauty of the hour that kept Gourlay musing

' at his gate. He was dead to the fairness of the scene,
even while the fact of its presence there before him
iwove most subtly with his mood. He smokeH in silent
enjoyment because on a morning such as this, everything
he saw was a delicate flpttery to his pride. At the he-
ginning of a new day to look down on the petty burgh
m which he was the greatest man, filled all his being
with a consciousness of importance. His sense of pros-

,

perity was soothing and pervasive; he felt it all round
,

him like the pleasant air, as real as that and as subtle;
bathing him, caressing. It was the most secret and in-
timate joy of his life to go out and smoke on summer

:

mornings bv his big gate, musing over Barbie ere he
i possessed it with his merchandise.

He had growled at the quarry carters for Being late in
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