
THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN SHUTTERS
were empty, except where in the distance the bent figure

of an old man was seen hirpling off to his work, first

twisting round stiffly to cock his eye right and left at
the sky, to forecast the weather for the day.

From the chimneys the fair white spirlies of reek were
rising in the pure air. The Gourlays did not seem to be
stirring yet; there was no smoke above their rooftree to
show that there was life within.

Postie jerked his thumb across his shoulder at the
House with the Green Shutters.

" There'll be chyiges there the day," he said, chir-
ruping.

" Wha-at! " Toddle breathed in a hoarse whisper of
astonishment, " sequesteration? " and he stared, big-
eyed, with his brows arched.
" Something o' that kind," said the post carelessly.

" I'm no' weel acquaint wi' the law-wers' lingo."
" Will't be true, think ye? " said Sandy.
" God, it's true," said the post. " I had it frae Jock

Hutchison, the clerk in Skeighan Goudie's. He got fou
yestreen on the road to Barbie and blabbed it—he'll
lose his job, yon chflp, if he doesna keep his mouth shut.

—True, aye! It's true! There's damn the doubt o'

that."

Toddle corrugated his mouth to whistle. He turned
and stared at the House with the Green Shutters, gawcey
and substantial on its terrace, beneath the tremulous
beauty of the dawn. There was a glorious sunrise.

" God! " he said, " what a downcome for that hose! "

" Is it no'? " chuckled Postie.

" Whose account is it on? " said Toddle.
" Oh, I don't ken," said Postie, carelessly. " He had
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