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pered. He passed a hand across his eyes. “It is 
Macgreegor, isn’t it?”

Something melted in Jack’s breast at the sound of the 
old boyish nickname. “Sure thing,” he said, kneeling 
beside him.

Garrod reached out his hand, and Jack took it. 
“Thank God, you’re here,” he murmured in the soft, 
hurried accents of the fever patient. “I’m going, 
Macgreegor. I’ve made a rotten mess of it, haven’t 
I ? I’ll be glad to go if I can square myself with you 
first. Where are we? It doesn’t matter. Can any­
body take down what I want to say?”

Mary’s eyes were big with tears. She produced the 
pencil Jack had given her, but it appeared there was 
not a scrap of blank paper in the outfit, not a scrap 
of paper except the little Testament with its ugly stains. 
Davy handed it to her. On the fly leaves, with their 
damp, red borders, Mary prepared to write as Garrod 
dictated.

“Lift me up a little, Macgreegor,” Garrod said. 
“I can breathe easier. Your arm under my shoulders. 
That’s good. It’s like the day at Ste. Anise’s when I 
fell out of the tree. We were seventeen then. You 
were always holding me up one way and another, 
Macgreegor. You never knew what you were to me. 
It was quite different from your feeling for me. I can 
say it now, anyway. I was a bit cracked about you.”

“You’ll wear yourself out talking,” said Jack with 
gruff tenderness.


