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TO MY BROTHER

J. F. C.

The shadow-play of which this tale is made
Is also yours. It moved before your mind
And mingled with the visible and stayed
Explanatory, mystic, there behind
All knowledge, always, powerful, a pit
Of ghosts from whom our being springs. They dwelt

Where you and I were born,  Their lives are knit
With yours and mine, and what they did and felt
Dictates what you and I must feel and do
In our own shadow-play through which we move,
Hardly less ghosts than they. If they were true
We have our life and love that truth to prove.







CONTENTS

CHAPTER

i
III.

THE FOUNDATIONS OF A FAMILY

CHILDHOOD DAYS

THe WipE, WiDE WORLD

IV. THE PETER LESLIES
V.
VI.

SUFFERING

Worps

. AFFAIRS

. TiBBY M‘PHAIL

. . .
bE |

. THE DESCENT UPON THRIGSBY

. MAKING PLANS . . . s 013
. ALETTER FROM EDINBURGH

. JOHN ASTONISHES THE FAMILY
. CLIBRAN HALL
. GREIG AND ALLISON-GREIG
« MARGARET DISSATISFIED
. CATEATON'S BANK
. SELINA LESLIE

. Jonn's WeDDING

XIX. AGNES OF THE LAKE 130
. HUBERT As DEVIL'S ADVOCATE

. ANDREW'S WILL
. A LETTER FROM BERLIN
XXIII. Tae Empry HoUSE

.« 171
. FANNY SHAW

. ToM AND AGNES
vii



viii
CHAPTER

XXVI
XXVII

XXXV,
XXXVI.
XXXVII,
XXXVIIL.
XXXIX.
XL.

XLI.
XLII.

ro—

e

IR EPEPERS

XXVIII.
XXIX,
XXX.
XXXI.
XXXII.
XXXIII.
XXXIV,

THREE PRETTY MEN

. THE STRUGGLE WITH VANITY

. AMBITION

Tom’s MARRIAGE

NEWS FROM JOHN

MORLEY STREET TRANSFIGURED
Sancao WiLcox

MRgs LESLIE IN DISTRESS
AcoMB TO THE RESCUE

JonN’s RETURN

A LETTER FROM ROME

MRgs ELIAS BROADBENT
CATHERINE .

MR JosEPH MOON AND THE SUCCESSION
BeLL, LAWRIE & Co.

DIsSASTER

A LETTER FROM LONDON

MARGARET GATHERS HER FAMILY ROUND HER

PAGE
195
202
208
220
230
242
251
260
280
292
295
306
319
332
342
357
363

Tl

HE
ith
gore look

aughter
Vicol Lav
he died s
rear. Sh
hriving i

Wehind T
$ondescen
#ccept so

inister’s
lothed he
he death
She had
nd with ¢
tention
ition as h
p his soul
ift and m

ghe slaying

pok his s
ce she 1}
‘ading he
ing, mo
ecalled *

e smiled ]
anted, an

Secath, he

ice as it t
at shocke
in his lifq

A



THREE PRETTY MEN

CHAPTER

I
THE FOUNDATIONS OF A FAMILY

HE history of a family commences at the point where
it begins to be ashamed of its origin. The Lawries there-
re look no farther back than Margaret Keith, the laird’s
flaughter who married the pale, large-eyed minister, Thomas
Vicol Lawrie, son of a butcher, but A.M. of Edinburgh. When
he died she brought up his five children on ninety pounds a
ear. She need not have done this, for her brothers were
#hriving men, but, as they had never forgotten the butcher
W$ehind Thomas’ degree they were unable to offer help without
ondescension. Neither without condescension could Margaret
Bccept so much as good-day from man, woman or child, As
inister’s wife she had ruled firmly in the wide parish and had
lothed herself in a dignity of which she was not going to allow
he death of her husband to strip her.
She had a grim struggle with Death, fought so strenuously
nd with so fierce a spirit that the gentle Thomas, who had no
tention of dying, could not bear up against it, saw his con-
ition as he had seen so much else, through her eyes, and gave
p his soul with the sweet smile which had been almost his only
ift and more than any other quality had brought him out of
he slaying of animals into the cure of souls. At first Margaret
pok his smile for a sign that she was winning, but almost at
ce she knew that, as always at crucial moments, he was
vading her, going over in his heart to the side of her adversary,
Poing, moreover, maddeningly, out of amiability and what
e called “ that foolish weakness of yours, Tom.” Also, when
e smiled like that, she never could resist giving him what he
anted, and now as he smiled she could not resist, and, desiring
cath, he was taken. She watched the smile die out of his
ice as it turned to a mask of a spiritual beauty and strength
at shocked and offended his wife, so little had she suspected
in his life. Yet she could not but realise it : there was the
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2 THREE PRETTY MEN

shock of truth upon her mind, and as a widow she was vowed
to him as she never had been as a wife, and with all the
obstinacy of her nature, she was more firmly in revolt against
the vulgarity of the butcher and the shop. She cut them right
out of her life and, now that he wasdead, set the Rev. T. Lawrie,

A.M., above all the Keiths with their lands, and their ancestors,
knights and courtiers though some of them had been. And

when the Keiths condescended to the children of the Rev. T. §
Lawrie she routed them, applied to the Widows’ Pension Fund, |

put on her jack boots and rode into the nearest town where

there was a good academy. There she took a wee house, §
gasping at the thought of the rent before she knew whether she §

was going to have an income or no.

However, there came the assurance that she would have
ninety pounds a year and she vacated the manse without telling
her brother or anyone in the parish except Doctor M‘Phail,

who in the kindness of his heart made her an offer of forty -.

pounds a year if she would take charge of a natural child of his,

a girl of seven, and bring her up with her own family. The 3

offer was rejected without indignation, but Margaret promised
that she would, as far as possible, keep an eye on the child,
who, otherwise, would be left to the mercies of her mother, a
feckless trollop though a beaut?]r. The Doctor had been the
best friend of the minister and his
greatest comfort :

“We'll not have another minister like him. Strong at the

praying, he was, without being terrible. His preaching could §
turn the whole congregation of wicked sinners like myself §

into little children. Aye, he was a poet, and had he lived we
should have had a new paraphrase of the Psalms. When I look

at his sons I wonder if any of 'em will beat him, will there be
one that has the gift was in him, though he but half knew
it himself. There’s Tom the spit of yourself, and John’s a §
flesher blood and bone. I would say Jamie had most of his 3

father’s sweetness but for the awful rages he will get into. A

good lad that, but there’s his mark on every one of his brothers

and sisters as you know.”

Until her widowhood Margaret had taken her children in the |
lump, Jamie, Tom, John, Margaret and Mary, as good Keiths.

As she watched them now, she decided that the two girls were
Keiths, Jamie with his terrible temper unaccountable, and |
Tom pure Lawrie in spirit, with John mere Lawrie in flesh.
In feature Tom was the most like his father, but he had his
mother’s expression, who, therefore, loved him with more than §
maternal love. It was Tom who would be the good boy to
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THE FOUNDATIONS OF A FAMILY 3

' was vowed uphold the family, Tom who would win the fame denied his
vith all the father by his early death, Tom whose destiny his brothers and
volt against sisters must serve if they and the world were to meet on good
t them right terms.
r.T. Lawrie, There was something of revenge in Margaret’s spirit. If the
ir ancestors, world would only allow her ninety pounds a year with which
been. And 8 to prepare her children to make a figure in it, it must not in
the Rev. T. @8 the future complain if when the time came they demanded
nsion Fund, their due to the uttermost farthing. England was a rich
town where country. There were Keiths in England getting riches out of
wee house, 88 her and making themselves fine men, and there were poor lads
whether she 88 from St John’s Town and Motherwell who had gone over into
¥ England and were richer even than any of the Keiths. The
would have 8 Macleans had already a Baronet in the family and his son a
thout telling ¥ clerk in the House of Lords.
or M‘Phail, Margaret was a passionate widow. She hated being one of
fer of forty " many widows receiving charity and she used to say to Tom :
child of his, 8 “ We'll pay them back, won’t we, Tommy ? Ten years at
umily. The "8 most will be nine hundred pounds. We'll pay that back easy
et promised ¥ when we're rich and you're a fine man.”’
n the child, And Tom used to say :
r mother, a “It’s Jamie'll be the grand man. He’s the one at the
id been the W academy, except in the arithmetic, where he’s a born fool. I
the widow’s

can beat him at the arithmetic and John would if he weren’t
a lazy gowk. Besides Jamie'll be the first to go.”
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CHAPTER 11
CHILDHOOD DAYS

was in a small grey town on the sea looking over to the
of Cumberland. These were their Blue Mountains beyond
which lay adventure and five kingdoms each waiting for its
prince or princess. Four kingdoms and a half would be more
accurate, for, when John thought of his, he decided that he
would have to sell half of it in order to have some money by
him. He had already begun to put by his bawbees, whereas
Tom used to lend his upon interest to Jamie, who would
squander all he laid hands on in buying fishing tackle or kites—
he was a great one for kite-flying—or goodies and ribbons for §
the lassies, his sisters and others. He crippled himself for ¥ the melan
weeks once in order to buy his sister Mary, the only student ¥ intention (
of the family, a copy of Kempriére's Classical Dictionary in I be witho
which to verify her references in the verses she was always | “ Well,
writing, though he would tease her over her productions until out.”
she wept. His unkindness, however, was forgotten in his “ Aye,”
generosity and she was more devoted to him th~n he knew and all of us,”
often saved him from the consequences of his escapades both That in
at home and at the academy. She would help him with his could take
arithmetic and got him to teach her Greek, as he learned it, adopted a
for as a girl she was precluded from that study. As a result family. T
Greek was the only subject to which he applied himself, for all tained his -
the others he took easily and brilliantly, digesting just enough expression
to satisfy or to hoodwink the dominie. The only two prizes 8 he had, she
he ever got were for Greek and for Latin verses, and both these authority.
with performances so excellent that the dominie, lifted by en- § touching a
thusiasm above routine, had visions of an education leading 8 that was a
even unto Parnassus, or, failing that, a Professor’s chair. He ® support. I
called on Margaret and praised Jamie to the skies, not only as § and was op
a scholar, but also as a moral influence. he was by ¢
“It is fine,” he said, ““ how they look up to him. It is the These Ka
dream of every schoolmaster to have a boy like that pass  always ine:
through his hands, to have at least one name rising above the tearing out
crowd of ministers and farmers and clerks that constitute his Tom, some
enormous and dour family.” Only once

4

]‘I{E wee house in which the Lawries were brought up
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CHILDHOOD DAYS 5

“ Aye,"” said Margaret, “ you'll hear of my sons.”

“The lad should go to Edinburgh, not only for the learning,
but for his character, to be among great men, in a city where
he can see any day illustrious men shedding their lustre upon
the streets.”

“T've good promises for my sons,” replied Margaret.
“ They're to go among the English.”

“That’s a pity,” said the dominie.

“Pity ? My brothers and cousins are there. It is a great
rich country.”

“ It is a country without character if history goes for any-
thing, though I'll not deny they have great universities.”

“There’ll be no university where my sons are going, except
the university of life.”

“‘There are some characters need stiffening for that.”

“Would you send my son Tom to the university ? "’

“I would not. He’s a good lad, Tom, but no scholar.”

““He has twice the sense of his brother.”

“I'm not denying that. Sense isn’t everything.”

“ It has been to me.” Margaret was growing impatient with
the melancholy man’s insistence on a project which she had no
intention of considering. ‘It has been to me. Where would
I be without it ? ”

“Well, I'll give Jamie his due. He’ll find his own way
out.”

“ Aye,” replied Margaret, “ and Tom will find a way out for
all of us.”

That in effect was Margaret’s programme for Tom. She
could take charge of him as she never could of Jamie, who had
adopted a position separate from and annoyingly above the
family. There was no assertiveness about him. He main-
tained his position rather by absence of opinions than by any
expression of them. Obedient and considerate to his mother,
he had, she felt, enormous reservations in his acceptance of her
authority. He eluded her, not as his father had done with a
touching and inspiring smile, but with a nervous blankness
that was almost defiance. In this he was entirely without
support. Even Mary was secret in the allegiance she owed him
and was openly against him in the periods of disgrace to which
he was b genera]g consent damned after his “ rages.”

These had been frequent in him when he was a child, nearly
always inexplicable, coming with hardly a sign of a storm,
tearing out of him in his exasperation at some stupidity in

Tom, some slyness in John, or some slavishness in his sisters
Only once did he turn on his mother.
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He was working in the kitchen, writing an essay for a prize 8 by the n
{which he did not win). His mother was cooking at the same W disgustin,
table and, being rather happy, made a clatter with her spoons 8 whirling
and dumped down her pastry-board with a careless slam.  his ordin
He did not mind that, but when she assumed a kindly voice § But it w:
and said: “‘ There’ll be pastry bits to-night, Jamie,” he growled 8 upon him
out: “I'd liefer you'd give them to the pigs.”—‘ Pigs, W was denie
indeed | ”—‘‘ Ay, they’re better than we are wi’ our damned Only M
pride. Aye, I'd liefer be one in a sow’s litter than what I am.” & to him tc
He said this in a thin furious voice that showed all the blister- M into trou
ing heat that was in him. One nigh

Margaret stared at him, took up a spoon, put it down and M Tom and
took it up again. neighbow

“ Leave the room,” she said. N Anabasis

Jamie took up his essay and tore it across and across, W and start:
crumpled the pieces up and thrust them into his trousers §§ morning,
pocket. Then with a sob he plunged out of the room, be- ¥ alternatel
wildered, angry, blind with shame, shaken with a despairing 8 “ What
mortification at his inability to understand what it was in ® “I'md
himself that could so break down his control and mock his 8 “To he
natural desire for affection, peace, good-humour. He did not $ wi’ the ac
even know what he had said—something about pigs—so com- @ once, I do
plete was the possession under which he laboured. The pain | “For w
in his mother’s face was clear enough, but not less clear than | “I'd w
the anger and the injured pride and outraged authority, things 3 hate them
which that power in him must deny. It was not enough to ® “Isthe
avoid them. That was somehow mean and revolting to him. § “ Never

Not to give her pain would have been sweet to him if there “ Never
could have been any other means of escaping it. There was Jamie fl
none. The wrath had to be evaded or faced and he could not § through ti
but do the last. the boy t¢
He was fifteen when he was guilty of this explosion and his M said:
mother chose to punish him by sewing up his trousers pockets, & “I'd fee
saying as she did so that it would keep ﬁjs hands out of them fule.”
and prevent him slouching. Also, she refused to speak to him “Tom !
and addressed herself to him when necessary through his “1 dinn
brothers. He kept his mouth shut for a whole fortnight and #  With th
avoided the house as much as possible. At first it was some “ We're
comfort to him that his disgrace threw a shadow over the whole to keep a
household, but his brothers and sisters quickly recovered and Edinburgh
he was left to grizzle over the problem o? his inability to be as to make fo
happy as they. What brought him the greatest suffering was of Napolec
that he could not remember what he had said ; not the words, circumstan
hardly the sense, though the feeling was plain enough : only 8 mother anc
too plainly evil. Only the evil, the sins denounced in the kirK 4 “ The idc
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CHILDHOOD DAYS 7

by the minister had a terrifying effect on him ; they were
disgusting in their cold malignancy. This thing was all of
whirling fire and magnificently strong, bearing the weight of
his ordinarily despondent personality as easily as a feather.
But it was unrecognised and ignored : only its strange effect
upon himself was seen and regarded as a nuisance, so that he
was denied the affection for which he hungered.

Only Mary was unable to bear his silence and to leave it
to him to break it. She was worried because he was getting
into trouble at the academy, for leaving his tasks undone.
One night she followed him up to the room he shared with
Tom and found him glaring out of the window into the
neighbour’s garden. She sat on the bed and opened the
Anabasis of Xenophon on which he should have been working
and started to construe the sixteen lines he had to do for the
morning, and to write down the words, Greek and English,
alternately.

“What are you doing, wee Mary ?

“I'm doing our Greek, Jamie.”

“To hell wi’ the Greek,” he said. “ I'll soon be finished
wi’ the academy and all that. A wish I could be a man all at
once, I do.”

“For why ?”

“I'd understand a thing or two, then, maybe. Ech! I
hate them creeping into your body inch by inch, I do.”

“ Is there wunnerful thoughts in your head, Jamie ? ”

“Never a one.”

“Never a one ? Better the Greek than nothing.”

Jamie flung himself on the bed, and together they plodded
through the page of the wisdom of Socrates. It was hard for
the boy to keep his attention fixed. Suddenly he sat up and
said :

“ I'd feel better, wee Mary, if I didna think Tom sic a terrible
fule.”

“Tom! Ye mustn’t judge.”

“I dinna judge, I know.”

With that he began to whistle. Then he laughed.

“ We're all planned for, to be put out, me in the Keith mills
to keep a place warm for Tom. You're to go out to the
Edinburgh Keiths, that’s Mrs Forshaw, to be a governess and
to make footprints for Margaret tostepin. I’'ve been thinking
of Napoleon and wondering what he would do in the like
circumstances. He wasn’t so unlike me, with a wonderful
mother and all.”

“Theidea! Napoleon!”
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I would hate to be a soldier. I'd §

“Not so like neither.
rather die.”
“ D’you think you'll remember the Greek to-morrow ? ”’
. I’lfl make a show. You're a good little maggot, wee

Mary, and I'll read your poems to-night, and I’ll go down and |

tell my mother I’m a beast and a pollution of the air she and §;

her children breathe.”
remembered what he had said to her.
“ What a—!”
“ What is it ? ’ asked Mary.
“The things in my head’ll no fit into yours.”

With that he went down into the kitchen and apologised to
his mother, who told him she was proud of him and bade him 3
never forget that he was a Keith as well as a Lawrie, and, to %

boot, a minister’s son. These were then three good reasons
why it behoved him not to be as other men.

Margaret had been and still was rather frightened and was
talking her way back to assurance.

seemed to him only to be taking an unfair advantage of his
apology. He was filled with resentment and disliked being

told not to be as other men when there were so many whom he
could admire and wish to love.—Doctor M‘Phail, Ben Lamont, *

the minister’s son, who was at Oxford University, the Customs
officer and Farquharson, the tailor, and his Uncle Shiel, who
was a farmer in the Glen Kens and with his open house
gave his nephews and nieces a happiness to which they could
turn from the ambitious future that, whether they K

sidered whether they liked it.

their superiority to the people who lived in houses similar to

their own was, outside their assumption of it, real enough to }

make their soaring future axiomatic. The success of Jamie

and Mary in book-learning was fortified by the physical §

prowess of Tom and John, who, though they fought like terriers
with each other, were instantly combined against an?r onslaught
upon either. As for Margaret, she was a beautifu

earth, an opinion which she accepted as gracefully as she did
everything and with a deprecating indifference which gave
her for all but John, who hated her, a potent charm.

Altogether they were a happy family in a place and a country |
a Their living was hard
and their food was plain and they were given to understand

where happiness was never too common.

Jamie was much too |
fearful of her to conceive that such could be her case and she §

ked it §
or not, awaited them. As a matter of fact they never con- §
They were taught that they §
must rise above ninety pounds a year—charity at that—and

child, and °
everybody loved her and thought her much too good for this |

He drew in his breath, for he had just 3%
“Bygorm ! he cried. ¥
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soldier. I'd Sthat though their future would be splendid it would certainly
i not be easy. Margaret was shrewd enough and very skilful
orrow ? it imbuing her children with a proper spirit. She did not
naggot, wee Sinterfere overmuch with their quarrels among themselves but
30 down and nly when their conduct was in any detail unworthy of the
 air she and Wfamily, of a father who was surely an angel, of a mother who,
he had just Sin spite of all obstacles, had kept the home together, and by
1™ he cried. Sforce of character had turned disadvantage to advantage,
WTom particularly was often regaled with stories of the men
Hfrom the countryside who, without birth and with small educa-
{ tion, had gone to the mills of Lanarkshire or Lancashire, ‘“‘got
pologised to Mon ”’ and become fine men.
d bade him | “ Oh aye,” Tom used to say, ““ I'll get on.”
mie, and, to @ ““ And you'll not forget your brothers and sisters.”
ood reasons 8 “ I'll not forget my mother.”
Then Margaret would embrace him and tell him she was
ed and was Ssure he would never do that.
much too So intent was she on preparing her sons for success that she
ase and she Most sight of their moral education and assumed that, as sons of
tage of his ¥a minister, their religion must be satisfactory. The Sabbath
liked being Wwas observed rigidly in her house. The blinds were down all
y whom he ®day and no book was allowed to be read but the Bible, and here
n Lamont, again Jamie got into trouble, for he was found to have torn the
ne Customs Wpages outof his Bibleand substituted those of The Faerie Queene.
Shiel, who SWhen he was asked why he had done this thing he said :

pen house | “T prefer’t.”

they could  But his treasure was confiscated and burned for an abortion,
2y liked it San unholy book in holy covers.

never con- 88 For a few Sundays after that trouble Margaret made her

that they Meldest son, for his good, read aloud to her from the Bible, but he
that—and would read nothing but the genealogical tables, saying that
similar to Myeoat was a good word and would make a fine oath. Here
enough to Mhe discovered his mother’s one weakness towards him. His

of Jamie Wcomical, solemn way of saying absurdities appealed to her
; PhYS§Cﬂ‘ Wsense of humour and when he spoke to her then she could never
ke terriers Mkeep up her stern front. But because he made her laugh she
onslaught Mdistrusted him only the more and would write long letters about
child, and Shim to Doctor M‘Phail or her cousin, Shiel. The Doctor had
d for this M Jamie to stay with him a few months before he was to go on
18 she did Whis adventure into the world, observed the boy carefully, drew
rich gave Shim out, stirred up his pride by laughing at him, came to his
wn conclusions and wrote to Margaret :

a country

washard § “The boy has no danger but his own innards. I've warned
\derstand Whim and recommended Turkey rhubarb, He was interested
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and asked questions about himself. He’s been at mﬁ books
too, the rogue. I've done for him what I imagine his own

blessed father would have done and now we must throw him §
out to sink or swim.”

The Doctor gave Jamie a copK of Burns’s Poems and a golden
sovereign with King William'’s

teen shillings in silver for it, recouping himself for a long
outstanding loan, with interest, o{ two shillings and sixpence.
Four shillings were spent on a feast in honour of the departure

for the foundations of the family fortune, three were given to§

Mary towards a set of the Waverley Novels which she coveted,
and the rest disappeared in the purchase of knives and goodies
and fishing hooks for school friends. To disguise this reckless
expenditure, ten shillings had to be borrowed from Tom on a
promise to repay out of the first month’s salary.

ead on it. When he got home §
he gave it to Tom ; who, with help from John, produced seven- §

T is time
which th

, Over

Ming the histo

they are t

Mary gacked her brother’s wooden chest for him and @'

moistened his shirts with her tears. Margaret painted him a
text, “ The Greatest of These is Charity,” and Tom and John
bought him a walking-stick. Farquharson the tailor had made

him what he called an English suit, and for the first time in his §

life he wore a collar of the type made popular by Lord Byron,
the martyr to liberty, who had died on Mary’s birthday, at
Missolonghi.

The whole family walked out to the carrier’s to say farewell §

and Jamie alarmed them all and disgusted Tom by bursting
into tears. He was thinking that he might not see them or
the country he had loved to roam in for years, and when the
carrier drove off and his kinsfolk were soon out of sight he was
sick with a feeling of loneliness and enraged by his inability
to imagine what he was going towards. He yearned after
his mother and ached t{o be with her and to stay by her side,
to repair the loneliness from which she too, in his imagination,
had suffered. But he was soon seized with a natural young
curiosity, watching the horses, the driver, the other occupants
of the cart, the hills diminishing as they were approached,
feeling for the whiskers which he hoped were appearing on his
cheeks, and every ten minutes pulling out of his fob the new
watch sent to him by his Uncle Shiel.
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1ced seven- |

for a long THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD

idséggigffe T is time to give ‘yreaders a hint as to the period through
e given to | which they are to follow the establishment of the illustrious
1 coveted, amily, over whose members they have the advantage of know-

nd goodies N8 the history of the time. Such an advantage is unfair and
is reckless [ they are to understand James and his kinsfolk they must
Tom on a gorget it and remember only that Queen Victoria had lately
pscended the throne, that ships had recently crossed the
him and @i\tlantic under steam and that, though Napoleon Bonaparte
ted him a @#vas long since dead, yet he was in the imaginations of all men
and John he most lively figure, the arrivist who had arrived, but, being
had made [Pnly @ Frenchman, he had had to depart. Had he been an
ime in his [ENglishman, & la bonne heure! It was annoying to have a
rd Byron, hit of a girl on the throne, but Englishmen could always smile
thday, at @t Fate and show themselves gentlemen. As for the Scots,
. being romantic, and, thanks to John Knox, educated, they
7 farewel] @ould beat the English at their own game, because they could
bursting JFegard it as a means and not as an end. They were charged
them or @ith destiny, the service of the clan, and a shining name was
when the @f more worth to them than riches, though these were necessary
it he was q(ri security’s sake, a guarantee that their light would not be
1 ik d.
;r:iat:};g It was almost a tradition in the Keith family, for instance,
her side, fithat the English were soft and slow, a blind race, tripping their
sination. BBVay alon§ and needing a dog to guide them. James Lawrie’s
| youné ead was full of this tradition on his long, uncomfortable journey
scupants Py sea and land. He was very sick on the water and very cold
roached @1 the land, for it was early spring and dirty weather and he
g on his Mook his first railway journey over the thirty miles from the
the new MFoast to Thrigsby without marvelling at it. The smell of the
engine on the Glasgow packet-boat had given him a fierce hatred
pf machinery driven by steam, and the discomfort of the open
ruck called a third-class carriage made him incapable of any-
hing but a long'ng for his journey’s end. When at last he
eached it and was turned out with his chest he sat on it
Bhivering, with his mind a blank, so utterly was he disappointed
Wby the aspect of the city in which he was to seek his fortune.

II
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It was so black, so huddled, so ungenial, with its tall chimneys
and slate roofs, dank and wet under the rain. It looked mean
and poverty-stricken, disordered and uncared for. And there
was not a soul in the station to speak to him or even to notice
him. Also for many hours he had had nothing to eat: his
stomach was protesting and he hardly cared what became of
him.

He tried once to accost a stranger in his best English but
it was not understood, nor could he make anything of the
stranger’s speech. Then he was overcome with shyness and
could attempt no more. For half-an-hour he sat on his chest,
deciding that he would leave it there and walk home or run
away to a war.

At last he was greeted by a woman who said he was a likely
lad and had a lucky face, in itself a gift sufficient to put heart
into a creature. Doctor M‘Phail had warned him against
women and he was filled with dread. However, there was so
much kindness in her face and she was so persistent in her
attentions that at last he loosened his tongue and told her
he was a Scotsman come to be placed in the world with his
kinsman, Andrew Keith.

“ Andrew Keith, isit ? "’ said she. “ Well I never! Why
Andrew Keith lives just round the corner from me.”

At this point she was joined by a little undersized man with
enormous shoulders and a birth-mark over one eye.

“Eh! Mike,” she said, “ isn’t that lucky. Here’s Andrew
Keith’s own nevvy come to Thrigsby and no one to meet him.
You can carry his chest home and him and me’ll go off and
have summat t’eat and join you later.”

She took Jamie by the arm and led him slowly out of the
station, he looking back for his chest, and not daring to protest
in his anxiety not to make a fool of himself in this first en-
counter with the great world of England. Mike had hoisted
the chest on to his broad shoulders and came lurching and
staggering after them. The woman talked all the time.

“ We've heard tell you was coming,” she said. ‘ There’s
always a deal o’ talk about Andrew Keith and his doings.
The good-looking Keiths they’re called in Thrigsb

1 Y and it was
said that the best favoured of ’em all was coming.”

Mike had caught them up, passed them and disappeared
at a run round the corner. Realising that he had made a fool
of himself, Jamie started to run after him, but when he turned
the corner there was no sight of the man, neither, on retracing
his steps, could he discover trace of the woman. He went cold
with shame and dread of the confession he would have to make
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' to his uncle. It was growing dusk and he determined to make

his way to Clibran Hall, where presumably he was expected,
to pretend that he had lost his luggage on the railway and so
bury the tale of his folly for ever.

Clibran Hall was a couple of miles out from the centre of the
town, half-way to the weaving village of Clure, which young
Lawrie reached before he discovered he had passed the house
he was seeking. When he asked at an inn how far he was from
Andrew Keith’s house, a man sitting in the bar parlour spat
on the floor, raised his pint pot and threw its contents in the
boy’s face, growling out words in the unintelligible language of
the place. However, the landlord of the inn bade the man
behave himself and told Jamie he must go back two miles until
he came to a great yellow house with a hornbeam by the gate.
Jamie remembered the house but could not imagine that any
relative of his could live in so huge a mansion. It was three
times as big as Ardross, the home of the Keiths.

He had begun now to recover from his mortification at the
loss of his chest, feeling quite sure that he would be able to
carry if off with a lie, which he had enjoyed inventing down
to the smallest detail. His arrival among the English had
become more interesting to him and he was so filled with ad-
miration for his lie as a lie that he thought of telling Andrew
Keith the truth first and the lie afterwards, so that he too might
appreciate and admire. His Uncle Shiel would certainly have
done so, and he imagined Andrew Keith to be not unlike Uncle
Shiel. Great was his disappointment then, when, on his
admission to the great yellow house, he was taken in charge
by a red-faced butler, who, on hearing his name, told him he
was to wait.

“ But I’m expected,” said Jamie, smelling good roast mutton
and getting very hungry. “Mr Keith’s my uncle, and I've
come all the way from Scotland.”

“ Mr Keith is at dinner and is not to be disturbed.”

Jamie was turned into a little den of a library that reeked
of stale tobacco smoke, and was crowded from floor to ceiling
with books. On a table was a tray with glasses, a decanter of
wine and a biscuit-box. Jamie took down Tom Jones and was
soon deep in it, sitting near the biscuits and nibbling at them
until he realised to his dismay that he had eaten them all.—
“ No luck to-day,” he thought and started out on another lie.
It was not half ready when the door opened and Andrew Keith
entered.

“Hum, ha!” he said, bringing his lips close together and
blowing out his nostrils. ‘““ Hum, ha. Reading are we ? ”

e e = e e




14 THREE PRETTY MEN

Jamie jumped to his feet and stood blushing and anxious.
Andrew held out two fingers, which his nephew seized and
shook roughly.

“ Manners, manners. Stand up and let me have a look at
you. Would we like a glass of Madeira wine after our journey ?
A glass of wine and a biscuit.”

His face was still shining with the good dinner he had eaten.
Jamie shook with rage as he said it and forgot his lie about the
biscuits. His uncle looked into the box, guessed what had
happened and clapped the lid on it again without a word.
Then he poured out half-a-glass of Madeira and handed it to
his nephew, sank back into a big horsehair chair, and, placing
spectacles on his jutting nose, proceeded to inspection.

“ Areg’lar Lawrie,” hesaid. * Drink your wine, boy. You
won’t be able to afford wine this many a year. And now tell
we what you want to do, how you left your good mother, what
kind of a journey you had and what you saw by the way.”

Andrew Keith had a large white face surrounded with a
thin fringe of grey whisker, a long chin that sank deep into his
chest as he looked up with his small keen eyes under their
puckered lids. He wore a white silk tie filling in the aperture
of his low-cut waistcoat, and seeming to the alarmed boy an
extension of his face. Jamie stuttered out :

“ I—I was very sick on the boat.”
“ Ah, hum. No steamboats when I made the journey; no
railways ; glad enough we were in those days of the Duke’s
Canal. Ah! It’s all made easy for you youngsters. Though
there’s the same rules to be observed—fear God, honour the
King and your parents and those set in authority over yon,
apply yourself t(;lf/our duty, read little but wisely, and when
you talk, keep your words in reason. I—ah, hum—am
going to give you a thorough trial, to see what stuff you are
made of, for ¥our mother’s sake. You come on her side from
an honourable and an ancient family. Keep that in your
mind in all your dealings and do nothing which could injure its
—ah—solid place in the world. You will begin, as I began,
as every young man should begin, at the bottom. The success
you meet will be the result of your own endeavours and my good
:lvill—when you have deserved it.—Now, what is your first
uty ? ”

Jamie glanced nervously round the comfortable room.
The Madeira wine warming up his little clamorous stomach
had made him light-headed. He hazarded :

“To get rich.” At once he knew that was wrong and
replaced it with : “ To be an honour to my family.”
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“Tut,” said Andrew. *“We’ll be content if you’re no
disgrace. What has your schooling been ? ”

“I've a prize for Latin verses.”

“Oh aye, it’s good to be a scholar when you have your
position, but not till then. A bit of the Latin is very powerful
with these ignorant folk here. But that’ll do. Ye've got me
havering. Ye can go to your bed now and, when you say your
prayers, thank God for it and think of the many would be glad
of it.”

He shifted his wine-glass from his right hand and held
out two fingers. Jamie remembered his chest, hesitated and
trembled out his lie.

“ A’ve lost ma kist.”

“ Your chest, lad ? ”

‘“ Aye, wi’ a new suit, and three sarks, and a pair of boots,
some books, a box o’ shortbread and a kite.”

“ Lost your chest ? ”

“ Aye. It was the railway train.”

Andrew brinked. ‘ They screwed your head on for you
before they cut your apron strings.”

The taunt so enraged Jamie that he burst into tears and
blurted out the truth how his chest had been stolen from him
after he had brought it safely through all his long journey.
His uncle became kinder then, rose from his chair, patted his
shoulder and told him he would see the police in the morning.
The bell was rung, the butler appeared, received instructions
to find a nightshirt and led the unhappy James off to an
enormous room, heavily curtained, where he had a huge
four-poster bed. He shuffled out of his clothes and into his
borrowed nightshirt and lay terrifying himself with the idea
that the top of the four-poster was coming down slowly, slowly
to suffocate him.

He felt very, very small in the soft featber mattress which
billowed up on either side of him. The linen sheets were very
cold to his body and he missed Tom, without whom he had
not slept for years. . . . The world on the other side of the
mountains was distressingly large, black, empty, indifierent ;
he had made all that uncomfortable, tedious journey to find a
great, callous world full of thieves and big-faced uncles, who
seemed not only indifferent to the great intention with which
he had come among them, but even hostile to it. This in-
difference, this hostility made the world for him as big, as
stuffy, as ominous as the four-poster bed in which he lay.
It was a cruel denial of all that he had imagined. Though he
had chafed against the small life at home, yet there had been
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CHAPTER IV
THE PETER LESLIES

REAKFAST was at seven, on the stroke, and this meal
Jamie was permitted to share with his uncle. There
were a pork-pie and beer for Andrew : porridge and milk for
the boy : and honey in the comb for both. After a decent
interval they set out for the counting-house behind Princess
Street. It was a square, plain building among other square,
plain buildings, hard by a canal. The street was thronged with
men and boys going to their work, and already there were
drays and lorries clattering over the cobbles. Already out
of some of the square buildings came the whir and thud of
engines. The noise and the bustle awed and excited Jamie.
He began to feel important, as though it was all because of
himself and his uncle. The men on the pathway made room
for them as they approached and some of them said, “ Morning,
sir.”  Then, watching his uncle, Jamie saw that he was taking
no notice, but pursed up his lips and tucked down his head
and walked a little quicker. So Jamie pursed up his lips and
tucked down his head and walked a little quicker, fixing his
eye on the brass plate which said Keith Bros. & Stevenson.
Inside himself he cried : ‘ That’s me, James Keith Lawrie,”
and indeed, as he crossed the threshold, the building seemed to
grow perceptibly smaller, only to swell out enormously at once,
as he realised that he did not know his way about in it. He
shambled up behind his uncle and followed him through a
roomful of young men (a horrible ordeal), along a passage and
into a quiet, remote chamber with a huge desk, a thick Turkey
carpet, a loud-ticking clock, a shelf of books, a portrait of the
Duke of Bridgewater, a wooden model of a steam-engine, and
a miniature bust of Arkwright. Here Andrew Keith seemed
to be more sure of himself than in his big house ; his manner
changed ; his face grew almost animated. He took out his
watch and compared it with the big clock which he could see
through the high grimy window. It wanted two minutes to
nine. There were letters on the table. He fingered these,

pleased to have so large a pile of them. At last he cleared his
throat and addressed Jamie :
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18 THREE PRETTY MEN

“ This is where you will begin your career. Find your way
about the office and the warehouse and then we will give you a
spell at the mill. You will be given every opportunity to learn
every side of the trade because you are my nephew, but while
you are learning you must forget that you are my nephew.”

“Yes,” said %amie.

“You may come to see me every other Sunday, but here
in the office we shall only meet as employer and employee.”

“Yes,” said Jamie.

“ Much will depend on your choice of friends and in that it
would be well for you to remember who you are.”

Jamie was suffering from a reaction and the only echo this
saying found in him was the question: “ Who am I?”

Andrew continued :

“ It only remains to warn you against the temptations of a
great city, but a young man with so good a mother as you
have had should be able to resist them.’

“ Yes,” said Jamie rather pleasantly excited by the warning.

‘“ Above all, keep clear of politics until you have an income
and a vote to steady you.”

A middle-aged man entered and wished Mr Keith good-
morning.

“ My kinsman, James Lawrie,” said Andrew.

The middle-aged man grunted :

“In my room, sir ? ”’

“No. Heis to begin with Leslie. Tell Leslie I wish to see
him and come back yourself when he is gone.”

The middle-aged man disappeared and was replaced by a
thin, gloomy man who stood glowering down at his boots as
Andrew presented his nephew.

“ Leslie,” he said, “ has very kindly consented to take you
into his house. My nephew, Leslie, has had the misfortune to
lose his luggage on his journey here. You will kindly apply to
the cashier for seven pounds ten to buy him the necessary
clothes and boots.”

“ Yes,” said the gloomy man, “ my wife will see to it.”

“T could do it myself,” interjected Jamie, hating the idea
of being handed over to a woman.

“Mr Leslie will see to it,”” said Andrew severely. * It is
time for you to begin your duties, but first could you describe
the persons who robbed you of your chest ? ”

“The man,” replied Jamie eagerly, vividly remembering,
““was short and broad-shouldered, shabbily dressed, and he
wore clogs. He had a big red mark over his right eye and
the woman called him Mike. She was pleasant-looking, with
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bright eyes and full lips. She was short and had a very big
bosom.”

“That’ll do,” Andrew cut him short. “ I’'m sure Mr Leslie
will be a good friend to you.”

Leslie led Jamie down a long passage and up a few stairs
into a bare room along all sides of which were desks and tall
stools. At the end of this room was a little square window
and next to it a desk, at which sat another boy who, as they
approached, buried his nose in a great ledger lying open before
him.

“ Bell,” said Leslie, ““this is Lawrie. He will take over
Your work from to-morrow, when you are to go into Mr Clu-
ow’sroom. Show him what you have to do, and in the dinner
hour you can take him over the warehouse.”

Jamie and Bell eyed each other shyly. Bell grinned as

Leslie turned away. Jamie took his grin for friendliness and
warmed to him.

“Is it very difficult ?

“ Combing your hair’s a sight harder.”

“Oh!”

“ You'd better begin copying letters and if anybody comes
to the window you can ask them what the hell they want and
tell me.”

So Jamie began by copying letters all very much alike about
bales and freights and deliveries. These letters only inter-
ested him when they referred to payment and were offensive.
Then he rather relished copying them, though he was always
relieved when there came a tap at the window and he was told
Wyman, McClure, or Tibbett’s, or Clomen & Co. wished to be
attended to. Then he referred to Bell, and Bell referred to Mr
Wilcox, and Mr Wilcox referred to Mr Leslie, who said *“ Damn ”’
and went out of the room. Though he was interested time
went slowly and he often fell to watching Bell who would stop
in the middle of a sentence with his pen poised above the paper
and stare vacantly in front of him and suck his teeth or hum
to himself, or slowly scratch his head. Occasionally Mr
Wilcox would say in a dreamy, empty voice—* Mesopotamia,
Mes-o-pot-am-i-a,” ringing the changes on the syllables until
Mr Leslie told him to dry up.

In the dinner hour when Jamie asked why Mr Wilcox said
‘““ Mesopotamia,” Bell told him that old Cocks-and-hens was a
great reciter and often performed :(—

“ Penny readings, Waterloo and that. Makes ye fair laugh.
I heard him once tell Mr Leslie there was a man once could say
Mesopotamia so as to make thousands of people cry.”
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Jamie tried it to himself and found that he could very nearly
bring tears to his eyes, and he became interested in Mr Wilcox :
so much so that when Bell took him round the warehouse he
said very little and came away with a confused memory of
enormous piles of cloth with men lazily moving round them.
He was rather shocked by the indolence and the quiet of it all,
for his idea of the big city had been one of fierce energy. How-
ever his interest in Mr Wilcox remedied his disappointment
and when Bell took him out into the streets he shook off the
sleepiness which had begun to overcome him, yet, not wishing
to be taken for a new-comer, he strove as much as possible
to conceal his interest and excitement. Bell showed him the
new Queen’s Theatre, the Town Hall, the Gentleman’s Concert
Hall, and the new station, but Jamie merely glanced at them
and said: “Ou, aye,” or, when he remembered that he was in
England, “ Oh ! yes.”

His clothes made him very unhappy. Farquharson had
made his coat very short in the back and his trousers tight
about his calves. He was glad, indeed, that he had lost his
chest and would soon be in appearance as the others.

At the coffee-house where they dined he was introduced to a
number of young men and youths, but he was afraid of them
and kept his mouth shut. They all laughed a great deal and
he understood none of their jokes.

The afternoon was like the morning, except that a traveller
came in with tales of success and adventures on the road and
an exciting account of riots in London. Mr Wilcox said :
‘“ What we need is a great orator. These men don’t know how
to handle an audience. England is going to the dogs.”—
“Not,” replied the traveller,  while trade grows the way it
does.”—“ Trade ! ” sniffed Mr Wilcox. *“I know all about
that. What’s the good of it if it only leads to more trade ? ”
—His scorn seemed very fine to Jamie, who had begun to
be bored by the letters he was copying.

Work stopped early in the afternoon and conversation flowed
freegr: Mr Leslie moving in and out of the room with his
hands full of papers and ledgers. Other men came in and went
out and when at last activity ceased Mr Wilcox asked if he
might recite Z%e Isles of Greece, which he had prepared for
that evening. Mr Leslie grunted and Mr Wilcox took up his
stand by the fireplace, flung back his head and declaimed
Byron’s lyric. When he had finished he said : *“ By Heaven, that
is as good as a taste of liberty, and I'm hanged if I wait for the
clock tostrike.” With that he clapped his hat on his head, and

strode magnificently from the room. Bell laughed and said :
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“You've hurt his feelings by not asking him to recite some-
thing else.” He laughed again when Jamie replied : “ I wish
I had.”

It was nearly dark when Mr Leslie put on his hat and coat
and tucked a ledger under his arm and asked Jamie to come
with him. They walked through the streets for some miles
without a word. Mr Leslie went so fast with his loping steps
that Jamie had to stride his hardest to keep up with him. At
last the thin man said gloomily: “ Mind children ? ”—" 1
have minded my sisters,” replied Jamie.—‘‘ I mean, you don’t
object to them ? ”—‘“ No.” The question surprised Jamie, to
whom it had never happened to object coolly or on principle
to anything. ‘“No,” he said. “ No.”

They came to a row of little houses that looked out over
fields from which a mist was rising. ‘ This is where I live,”
said Mr Leslie. “ Would you rather I lent you a nightgown or
send you out to-night with Mrs Leslie to buy your things ? ”

Jamie said he would rather borrow for that night and make
his purchases the next day. The long silent walk had de-
pressed him and also he was anxious not to cause his host any
trouble. He had been feeling that he was not wanted, for he
knew how in his own family the presence of a stranger would
have been resented. Besides he was anxious to do the buying
of his clothes himself so that he might be certain of getting
what he wanted.

Mr Leslie entered the house first, to find his wife waiting for
them lamp in hand. She put up her face and her solemn
husband stooped and kissed her and said, as he took his coat
off :

“ Well, here is Mr Lawrie.”

“ But you said he was to be a lad. Why, he is nearly as
tall as you are. He-he!”

And Jamie realised that he was quite as tall as Mr Leslie
and he fetched up as deep a voice as he could in himself to say :

“ Good-evening, Mrs Leslie, it is very good of you to have
me.”

‘“He-he!” she giggled. “ We are only too pleased to
oblige Mr Keith.”

Mr Leslie had already proceeded to the back of the house and
thither they followed, Leslie giggling and Jamie saying to
himself that if she didn’t stop he would hit her in the back of
the neck. She was a very little woman, with high shoulders
and a short waist, so that her crinoline seemed immense,
rather like a huge cushion in which she was immersed. How-
ever after his day spent among men Jamie was grateful to her
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for being a woman and was not disposed to be critical. Home-
sickness with him had taken the form of a longing for his sister
Mary.

T%Ile room in which he found himself was full of little Leslies
all crowded round their father to watch him remove his boots.
There were two boys and three girls, who at once became very
shy and stole glances at each other as the lodger was presented
to them. He shook hands with them all; cold, bony hands
they had ; and at once they became busy, preparing the supper.
The eldest girl disappeared with her father’s boots and returned
in a moment with a toasting-fork and two rounds of bread
which Mr Leslie proceeded to toast. As he toasted he looked
round the room. Presently he gave a cry of fury, threw down
his toasting-fork and disappeared under the table. In a
moment or two he emerged with a few crumbs in the palm of
his hand.

“Who,” he asked, ““ who is supposed to have brushed the
carpet pict

“ Se-Selina,” said Mrs Leslie in a quavering voice.

“1 have at least the right,” cried Mr Leslie in an injured
tone, ““ I have at least the right to expect that, while I am at
work, slaving to keep life in your bodies, my house will be kept
decent.”

“Oh! Peter,” cried his wife. ‘ Before Mr Lawrie too.
Whatever will he think of us ? ”

“ Selina,” said Peter, “ go to bed ! ”

Selina put out her tongue at her eldest brother and went out
of the room.

Then Mr Leslie picked up his toasting-fork.

“ Ruined a piece of bread too.”

“ We didn’t do that, papa,” protested the eldest boy.

“Oh, George,” giggled his mother, “don’t torment your
father. What must you think of us, Mr Lawrie ? ”

“1 don’t think anything,” replied Jamie nervously, wonder-
ing if Selina, who was a rather pretty child, was really to go
supperless.

The eldest boy looked mischievous and said : *“ Does your
father——?”

“Mr Lawrie’s father,” said Peter solemnly, “Mr Lawrie’s
father is dead.” .

That Froduced an oppressive silence which lasted through
the meal and until the children had kissed their father and
mother good-night. Jamie kissed the girls and shook hands
with the boys, who grinned at him, and on his host’s invitation
drew up to the fire.
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“He-he! Mr Lawrie,” said Mrs Leslie. “ What do you
think of Thrigsby ? ”

‘“ He’s seen nothing of it yet,”” said her husband.

“He-he! Mr Lawrie, I hope you like the office.”

“ How can he tell yet whether he likes it or not ? ”

“He-he! Mr Lawrie, I should have known you were your
uncle’s nephew anywhere,”

“I don’t see the least likeness.”

“He-he ! Mr Lawrie, you mustn’t mind my husband.”

“Why should he mind me, except at the office when he
must do as I tell him ?

So the conversation went on until it was time for bed and
then Mr Leslie sent his wife upstairs, raked out the fire, shut
the doors, lighted Jamie up to his room, brought him a night-
gown and said he hoped he would sleep well and be up in time
for breakfast at eight. Jamie said he would, but was half
resolved to get up and go out into the night and sleep in the
streets, anywhere where he could feel free of his memory of the
supperless Selina, the giggling Mrs Leslie and the cutting,
precise tones of her husband.—** I will go,” he thought, ‘“ and
awaken my uncle. I will bring him to the window and speak
to him from the garden out of the darkness and tell him that
as his nephew I am entitled to more consideration than he has
shown me. I will tell him that if I am to lodge in the house of
one of his clerks I would prefer it to be with Mr Wilcox.”
The thought of his uncle, however, subdued his rebellion. He
was already afraid of Andrew, and because of his fear he
decided that he hated Peter Leslie, and would never stay but
would go in search of his chest, disappear, make his fortune,
return, provide Mary with a library and his mother with a
coach and six.—Was this the fortune he had come to seek, all
the way from Scotland ? He was canny enough and did not
expect success immediately to crown his efforts, but he did and
he had the right to look for more inspiring company than a
man who crawled after crumbs under the table, though to be
sure illustrious men had picked up their first sixpence in the
streets. Oh! but Andrew Keith had done no such thing, and
Andrew Keith should have known better than to condemn his
nephew to lodge with the Peter Leslies. “ And,” added Jamie
in his excited thoughts, ‘“and that nephew a Lawrie.” —He
got impatient with these thoughts of his but his bed was hard
and knobbly and would not let him rest.—* I'd make him eat
his crumbs,” he cried. *“ And I'm danged if I sit copying
letters in the room with him. Ay, I'll talk with Mr Wilcox,
and Bell can answer the folks at the window. Ech! I’m an
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ingrate, and my thoughts are wicked.”—They were beginning
to be haunted with visions of maidens, so out he got and
dropped down on his knees and prayed a good, long Scots prayer
of self-denunciation at the end of which he slipped in a plea for
Mrs Leslie—* O Lord, put it into her heart not to giggle when
she speaks to me ”—and a blessing upon his mother. That
done, he got into bed again and went to sleep almost in tears
at the emotion he had contrived to put into the word
Mesopotamia.

Selina woke him up in the morning. “ Hullo!” he said.
“ Hungry ? ”

“Ohno! Why?”

“ Didn’t you have no supper ? ”

“Of course not,” she said. “I had my supper in the
kitchen. I always do, you know. Papa is in a very good
temper this morning. He is talking in his whistling voice to the
Cat.”

Echoing through the house Jamie heard a shrill falsetto
screaming : “ Oh! she was the filthy foumart, the foul and
filthy, and the feetid.”

However, when he came downstairs, there was no sign of
humour upon Mr Leslie’s countenance. Breakfast was hurried
through and Mrs Leslie said she would meet Jamie in the
dinner hour to buy his clothes. He tried to protest that he
was quite capable of getting them for himself but Mr Leslie
was firm and said that he must obey orders, and that Jamie
must learn to obey them too.—“ Whose orders ? * asked Jamie.
—* Your uncle’s, Mr Lawrie,” replied Mrs Leslie.—*“ Oh ! my
prophetic soul! ” cried Jamie. ‘I would have saved a bit
of the seven pound ten.”—* That,” interjected Mr Leslie,
“is still possible. Your wages are to be paid to me and I
am to allow you eight shillings a week, until the seven pounds
ten are paid off, when I am to raise the sum to ten shillings a
week.”—Jamie went as red as a turkey and gobbled like one
in his rage and shame.—He felt that his uncle was mischievous
and malevolent and all-powerful and his high spirit could not
bow to his bidding. Resentment had been obscure in him
until tyranny touched his pocket.—* I’ll go in rags ! " he said.
—“Oh! Mr Lawrie!” giggled Mrs Leslie. “ You can’t do
that. What would your mamma think if we let you go about
in rags ? for I regard myself as more responsible to your
mamma than to your uncle, Mr Lawrie.”

Have his mother, have Tom know that he had lost his chest ?
Never ! Jamie capitulated.

The morning had produced three more little Leslies, two girls
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and a baby boy who was tied to the leg of the dining-table and
allowed to sprawl as he pleased over the floor.

“You see,” said Mrs Leslie, “ I can’t help feeling for you as
a mother and thinking how my own boys will be when they
leave me.”

‘“ My mother,” said Jamie, ‘“ brought us up on ninety pounds
a year, and is proud of it.”

“ You must be very fond of her, Mr Lawrie. I shall write
to her—"

“ What on earth can you say to her ?” grumbled her
husband.

“Oh! just a little friendly something.”

Jamie liked her for that. She had found the phrase to
describe herself, and it fortified him in his dislike of her un-
bending husband.—* I think I shall be very happy here,” he
said. “Until I find my way about.—And I am sure my
mother will be glad to hear from you.”

Mr Leslie drew his purse from his pocket, placed some silver
coins on the mantelpiece, and announced that it was time to
go. He gave orders that the parlour was to be swept and
dusted by Friday night when Mr Wilcox and perhaps one or
two others would be coming in for a friendly evening.—" Will
they require refreshments ? ’ asked Mrs Leslie.—* Of course
there will be refreshments. Cakes and gingerbread and I will
buy a bottle of sherry wine. You didn’t think I would invite
my friends here to starve.” Mr Leslie had a most exasperating
trick of emphasis. He seemed to be always vibrant with irrita-
tion. In his most empty remarks, even his most insignificant
gesture, he was Leslie confra mundum, and he inspired Jamie,
as he did his children and the clerks at the office with awe.

There was absolutely no deception about the Leslie house-
hold. It existed by, with or from Peter, the most uxorious
of men, and therefore, in his own eyes, the best of husbands and
fathers. He had no other conviction. In order to be the best
of husbands and fathers he did his duty by his employer and
fulfilled his duty to God as a churchwarden at the newly built
church of S. James the Less in Kennedy Street. (Half the
streets in that district of Thrigsby bore Scots names.) No
denying Peter’s authority in his own home. If his children
asked Why, he replied : ‘“ Because I say so”; and if they
made the least show of protest he would say : ‘ Don’t argue
with me!”

He took charge of Jamie’s religious education and persuaded
him to sing in the choir. This meant that two at least of the
young man’s evenings in the week were safely accounted for.
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CHAPTER V
SUFFERING

F there was no subtlety about Peter Leslie, so that you
had the whole man in his conceit, there were continual
astonishments in his wife. Her thoughts were like flies on a
wall, bewildering to herself and to those with whom she con-
versed until they learned to ignore her prattle, and to accept
the friendly happiness that bubbled out of her. Jamie learned
to do this almost insensibly from her children who never paid
any attention to anything she said and treated her always with
affectionate indulgence. She had stores of fables and old
songs which were an even greater delight to her than they were
to her family. Indeed it always seemed an effort to her to
remember that she was older than her children and she would
make that effort only when her husband was in the house.
Jamie used to marvel at her indifference to Selina’s or Layton’s
misdeeds. She would never be angry, but would say, as if to
remind herself : “ You know your father will be quite upset ! ”’
and then she would take steps to repair or conceal the damage,
even sometimes going as far as to pawn her clothes or her
jewels to obtain money. But against Peter she would never
defend Selina or Layton, though she would argue for the little
ones who could not present a case against injustice.

She admitted Jamie to her family and treated him as a child,
that is to say, as her equal. He responded and was devoted to
her, though his happiness with her aggravated his sensibility
and made the adult affairs in which he had to take part outside
her house repellent to him. Peter became a bugbear for he
was so obsequious in the office, so self-assertive (not to say self-
worshipful) at home. And Jamie suffered, continually and
obscurely, suffered so acutely at moments that he was
astonished at his own general cheerfulness. How to make a
career in a world that took absolutely no notice of him, snarled
at him when he did ill and ignored what he did well, and was
not in the least interested to find out what he could or could
not do? The indifference of the world outside Mrs Leslie
aggavated his tendency to feel that he was at least as great
as Napoleon, and when he bungled a job at the office he would
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tell himself that it was because the work was beneath his
powers. Heavens! How slowly the days would go, how the
weeks would drag, how the life at home shipped away from him,
leaving him flaccid, cut off from his original source of energy !
The letters that came from home were a mockery : his brothers
regarded him with envy, his mother with pride and hope. He
was out in the world making a career! Making a ——?
Making a fool of himself, falling in love with Mrs Leslie and
Selina (aged 13) in turn. And that was a new source of
misery. Selina would tease him and Mrs Leslie was entirely
impervious to his passion and would kiss and fondle him
innocently and maternally, until he would be sick with hatred
of Peter as the insuperable bar to the satisfaction of his desires.
He gave up singing in the choir on that account. His conscience
would not allow him to sing the Magnificat or the Nunc
dimattis while his heart was full of loathing of Peter Leslie
sitting there so smug in the churchwarden’s pew with his wife
and five children behind him. Jamie gave up singing in the
choir and when Peter inquired into the matter said that the
church was too High for him and took himself off to a Low
one, where he became enamoured of a maiden, the daughter of
a saddler, forgot both Mrs Leslie and Selina and was for a few
months extremely and lugubriously pious.

His intentions were honourable. He was invited to tea
by the saddler in the best parlour above the shop, and, being
entirely at a loss for conversation, avowed himself and was
accepted as a suitor. He was horrified but unable to extricate
himself. The duties were arduous, the maiden exacting and
devout. On Sundays the unhappy youth was kept praying
and singing from early morn to late night. When he was left
alone with the object of his affections for an hour in the after-
noon she made him read aloud from the sermons of the late
Vicar of Thrigsby.

It was a great relief to him when his uncle was informed of
the affair and crushed it with a word. The saddler was given
to understand that young Lawrie was not and had no chance
of being his uncle’s heir and when Jamie next visited the parlour
above the shop it was to find a spotty-faced rival nursing the
volume of sermons. Now rivalry was odious to his temper.
He hated a contest and avoided this as he had avoided all
others in his life. Having no wish to beat or be beaten he
renounced his affections and aspirations, and attended yet
another church, emphatically Broad, vowing that he would
not again have his religion disturbed by his affections, which
he had begun to distrust. They had so often led him into
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terrible thoughts, an alarming perception, for instance, of the
shape of Mrs Leslie beneath her crmolme Another appalling
discrepancy ! Why should a woman’s form be so unlike that
of her clothes ? And why—for questions breed like maggots
in the brain—why should the emotions roused by woman in
her clothes be so shocked and confused by the idea of their
removal >—Such thoughts, such questions as these had
writhed even through the Vicar’s sermons.—Even religion,
therefore, was an inadequate protection. However, such as it
was, Jamie clung toit. He wanted to show himself worthy as
the son of his mother and the nephew of his uncle, to prosper
in his career, to have his little corner of the world at his feet.
But how todoit ? Ah! there was the rub. He insisted on
knowing how it was to be done, and could not accept it as a
thing that would happen, just as at a very early age he had
rummaged among Doctor M‘Phail’s books to satisfy himself
as to the manner of his birth and thereafter had taken the
keenest interest in the serving of a sow on his uncle’s farm and
had contrived to be present at her delivery of twelve little pigs.
—Hearsay was no good to him and yet he clung to religion
because he was almost as much afraid of his thoughts as he was
of his affections.—Poor wretch! And this is to be his story,
the tale of his joy and suffering who could never accept either
except upon his own terms, and yet, through life, never lost
his faith in his fellow-men, nor abandoned hope of satisfaction
in living among them !

Uncle Andrew commanded his presence at dinner one
Sunday.

“ Well, well, and how are we getting on? And how do we
like our work ? ”

“1 don’t find it very difficult, thank you, Uncle.”

“Ah! we don’t find it difficult. No, no. Only the brain,
the controlling brain, is sensible of the difficulty of making a
profit.—You never thought of that ? Hah!”

“Yes. Ididthink of that.,” Thiswas not true but Jamie’s
mind rushed at the idea, and, as usual, pushed beyond it, and
made him say :

“Yes. I suppose that is why the brain takes the

rofit.”
P Eh!” Andrew regarded his nephew with dislike and
uneasiness, half suspecting him of impertinence behind the
innocence of his boyish face. “Eh? Eh, hem! The
labourer is worthy of his hire.”

But Jamie was no longer interested. He had failed to grasp
the idea which had heated his brain. He was much more
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interested in wondering how long he would be expected to stay
after dinner.

“ I have good accounts of you in the office and I am pleased
to hear that you are regul};.r in attending church. I like
regularity. Keep your Sundays regular and it steadies you
from Monday to Saturday. Nothing better for a young man.
But—m-m-m-—saddler’s daughter—marriage—No ! ”’

“No!” repeated Jamie emphatically. “No!”

““ What the devil do you mean ? I hadn’t said what I was
going to say.”

“No. I mean, if you knew Mrs Leslie and how hard put
to it she is to make both ends meet, you’d think twice about
marrying"’

“ Silence, sir ! I did not put you to lodge with Leslie that
you might spy upon their affairs.”

“ Good Lord,” thought Jamie. “ I’'ve done it now.”

Then suddenly Andrew became kind in his tone and said :
“You must learn to keep your tongue in your head—you’ve
a? old head for your years—or I don’t know what will become
of you.”

Then Jamie felt very sorry for himself and answered meekly :

*“ Yes, Uncle.”

“ You’ll be sent to the mill soon and after that a taste of the
travelling will do you no harm. Do you know French ? ”

“A little.”

‘“ Better rub up your French. We may be wanting pre-
sentable young men to go to France. If you like I'll pay for
you to have French lessons. That will help to keep you out of
mischief in the evenings.”

“ Thank you, Uncle.—(Will he pay ?) ”

That ended the meal, but not the discomfort of uncle and
nephew, Jamie gazing at the big white face was awed by it
and expected some wisdom, some oracular guidance to come
out of it. No such thing happened however and he had to
reconcile himself to being sent empty away. Mischief in
the evenings ! What mischief ? He felt insulted. He was
getting tired of the assumption that he was a danger to him-
self, which he was beginning to find on all sides—in Peter
Leslie, in Mrs Leslie, in his mother’s letters and now in his
uncle, the master of his destiny. At least they might let him
know in what the danger consisted, instead of hinting at it.
They had all recommended religion as a safeguard and he had
no objection toreligion. It had its merits though in the English
Church they were rather watered down ; there were no good
hair-raising prayers from the pulpit, neither were sermons so
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withering and scornful ; on the other hand there was something
good-tempered and satisfactory about English hymns, though
the rhymes in them were rather far-fetched. Also going to
church provided something to do and people to see on Sunday,
and, besides, it made him feel sly and mischievous as though
he were lying in wait to cry Peep-bo to that from which he was
hiding.—What was it? Ah! that danger, that mischief!—
He felt very sure his uncle knew what it was. Almost he was
convinced that it was in his uncle’s power to chain it up or to
loose it upon him. And all that came out of his uncle was a
recommendation to learn French, which was absurd.

It was maddening that all his visits to his uncle should end
thus fantastically. Old Andrew was the only human being in
Thrigsby to whom he owed any natural affection, and his
mother was constantly assuring him that he owed a great deal.
But no sooner did he enter the door of the house than his
natural affection was laid down with his hat and overcoat and
he knew that he would spend the time gazing fascinated at the
white face like a rabbit at a snake. The white face haunted
him. It swung in the spaces of his universe like a moon. His
fear of it oozed over into the emotions reserved for his religion
and became one with it. But as yet he had no other thought.
The moon-face was the only light upon his life and by it he
walked, warily because of the shadows, but, as yet, light-
heartedly enough.

“Oh! yes, Uncle, I would be gey and pleased to go to
France. It is a great, rich country.”

“ I was never there but once, but I am told it will be a good
market.”

Market ! Jamie swallowed that word though it was like a
prickly burr upon the romantic notions that had begun to stir
n his head. Old Andrew squashed them further by saying :

* Now that you have taken your place in the office, I think
it would be well if you made the acquaintance of your cousins
the Greigs. They will be a very powerful family and useful
to you in your career.”

“ Yes, Uncle.”

When Andrew talked like that Jamie simply did not under-
stand him. In his idea, his career was to grow naturally out
of his extraordinary or ordinary merits. (For he had begun to
see that they remained to be proved.) Careers were begotten
not made, and so far he had no occasion to doubt that his
would be conceived, shaped and born complete in all its parts.
The possibility of its being mis-shapen was not worth a thought
and never got one. It was to grow like a leaf out of Andrew’s
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perfection, though not so did Jamie think of it, but rather of
Andrew producing it, pressing it into his hand with his
extended two fingers as he did once with Tommy years ago
when he tipped him. And herein lay one source of our hero’s
discomfort. Time after time did he go to his uncle’s house
and not even a portion of the career was forthcoming : talk of
being moved to the mills, of travelling, and now of being sent
to Féance, and then these awful suggestions that he had better
make himself pleasant to people who would later on be useful
to him : never any hint from the white face of acknowledging
that his nephew gua nephew was remarkable. That was
implied, though Jamie never saw it, in the mere fact of his
resence at the table. The implication forced him to sink his
individuality, to be nephew but not James ; and so he suffered,
he suffered absurdly in all his dealings: he suffered from
contact with his uncle, from the dutiful correspondence he
kept up with his mother, before his God, and in the presence
of every woman he ever encountered, regardless of age. The
ridiculous adventure with the saddler’s daughter was the only
relief he ever had. Reading the Vicar’s sermons to her he
could pour floods of emotion into the sluggish periods, and
though the maiden never suspected them, they were as great
a relief to him as the word Mesopotamia was to Mr Wilcox.
But there again he suffered because he was left ashamed of
himself. Shame aggravated his excitement and he was every
moment conscious of himself, hot and molten and overrunning
a world which was far too small to hold him. Even God was
rather diminished since it was some reflection upon His powers
that he had failed to design a world large enough for a
man.
In vain did he practise that self-abasement for which, as a
Scotsman, he had a native talent and an enormous appetite.
It turned his suffering into torment and gave him the horrid
pleasure of martyrdom. Not daring yet to tell himself that he
was suffering for the sins of the world he was soon persuaded
that he was bearing so much for his mother and his brothers.
In this he was aided by his mother from whom he had been
unable to conceal his distress. She took it for a sign that he
was coming to heel and was being licked by the world into
appreciation of his duty towards herself. At great length she
told him how the pain of parting with him was being healed by
the knowledge of his industry, the nobility with which he bore
his solitude, and his kindness and consideration to his hostess.
—For Mrs Leslie sent in a monthly report.—He took all this
approbation with a proper modesty, but, fundamentally, with
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indifference. It did not allay his suffering: that endured
until he had a letter from his mother when he had been nearly
ten months from home. As usual Margaret exhorted him to
go in fear of the Lord, and of his Uncle Andrew, and respectful
humility before herself and his dead father and wound up with
the tale of a domestic tragedy. His sister Margaret had
washed her head one Saturday night and as she dried her hair
before the fire, a spark had flown out ; her hair, her beautiful
soft hair had all been burned away, down to the scalp. The
poor child was extremely ill. Her hair would never grow
again and she would have to wear a wig, but, of course, could
not possibly wear a wig until she was of an age to put her hair
up in a net. Till then she would have to conceal her mis-
fortune with a mutch.

This story was to Jamie enormously funny. He could see
Margaret in a wig or in an old woman’s mutch and he laughed
over the thought of it. He would have welcomed a calamity
in his own life, but, as none was forthcoming, he was glad of
this of his sister’s and it was as absurd to him as any of his own
would have been. In some mysterious way he thought of it
as a slap for old Moon-face.—* How’s that for a proof that
there’s a stir in the world ? A wee lassie wi’ a wig! Have ye
ever thought o’ anything finer than that in your office or your
big house ? But that’s the droll thing has Kappened in a wee
house in Scotland.” —Then began in Jamie the first stirrings of
defiance. He was so alarmed by them that he went to every

sible service on the next Sunday : in the evening with the

lies, and, sitting behind Selina, so that he could not but see
her plump little legs as she knelt, he vowed that he loved her
and her alone and would wed her so soon as she was a woman,
before she had encountered the cruel, the vile world, and devote
his life to the protection of her innocence. This idea crept
into him as his suffering left him and he was shocked by the
violence with which it gripped him. It was an ideal! She
should never suffer, she should never wear a wig, she should be
white and stainless while the bestiality of the world daubed its
slime upon his heroic soul. He was filled with courage and
exaltation marred only by a doubt as to whether he ought not
there and then to inform Mrs Leslie of his intentions. Courage
failed him, but that night, when Selina came to curtsey to him,
as her mother insisted she should, he astonished her, himself
and the assembled family by imprinting a chaste and paternal
kiss upon her brow.—Ah! but he suffered no more, and
thought he would never suffer again, for the world had grown
large once more, an enormous shrine for his ideal which took
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shape dimly as a statue of the Virgin Mary bearing a very
remote resemblance to Selina. He called it Selina and was
content—even to go on waiting in the room at the office with

Peter Leslie and Mr Wilcox until the word came for him to go
to the mills or on the road.

e R e

it -

A A e ey T

AR S R

e A"

o Ty

e e

i
B

s T




CHAPTER VI

WORDS

consequence of driving Mary out into the world
before her time. It was the common resolve of the family that
Maggie should have the best wig that money could buy in a
couple of years when she should be old enough to wear it.
Mary wrote to Jamie to tell him he must subscribe while she
herself would begin to earn money at once. Come what might
Maggie should not go out bald into the world. The threat of
this catastrophe roused Jamie as his own discontent had never
done. He asked to be removed from the office and was placed
in the warehouse, given the work of a clerk who was dying of
a consumption, and half that clerk’s salary, his board and
lodging with the Leslies being paid by his uncle—He needed
very little money and did not yet resent his state of depend-
ence and supervision. He was earning very near the amount
which had sufficed for his whole family and more than twice
the sum paid to his sister for her teaching in Edinburgh.
Measuring his conditions by that standard he thought he had
every reason to be satisfied.—When he was no longer with
Peter Leslie during the day he began almost to like him, and
to appreciate his simplicity, his contentment, his freedom
from doubt or qualm. Also as the father of Selina there was
something to be said for him.—Selina was adorable, growing
every day in grace as every day she put on beauty and wore it
as though she were afraid of it, afraid of herself. Big eyes she
had, too big for her face, which was framed in gold ringlets on
either side. And as she grew she put on more and more clothes
which stiffened her, made her more unreal, more apt to Jamie’s
idealism. When she went into her crinoline, as she did on
Sundays, she was altogether removed from her devoted and
secret lover, who for that felt only the more worshipfully that
she was Woman.—He thanked Heaven for guiding his heart
to a pure love in the dyears of peril.—How good Selina was on
Sundays ! She would sing and pray in church with a demure
concentration that moved Jamie to a choking love and at the
same time reproached him for being moved and urged his
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attention to follow hers—straight up the aisle to the chancel
rails. And as they walked home to the dinner of roast beef,
Yorkshire pudding and pastry she would allow Jamie to carry
her prayer-book, precious burden ! and ask him if he did not
think her papa was the best man in the world. Jamie, to
please her, would agree and forget the bullying she had had
from her parent before the woman in her began so astonishingly
to emerge from the child. Her papa was the best of men and
her mamma was already ““ poor dear.”

The arrival of Selina in the adult world startled Mrs Leslie
into an attempt to be old. She bought a cap and tried it for
a week but then discarded it. Also she entrusted Selina with
certain of her duties but soon reclaimed them. There was
something of a tussle between mother and daughter. Mrs
Leslie won and reduced Selina to the position of her pupil to
learn the mystery of keeping house, baking bread, sewing and
mending. As she mastered these accomplishments Selina
paraded them before Jamie, who marvelled, and before her
father who began to dote on her, and to allow her to a certain
extent to replace her mother in his thoughts. The household
for a time became happier because of the miracle which had
taken place in it. Finding a young creature whose charm was
accessible to him saved Jamie from much tormented egoism and
little by little he found the courage to be lyrical. Much of his
life outside the warehouse seemed to him to be pure song, and,
because he had this outlet, his work was less baleful to him, nor
was he oppressed by the tyranny of those above him. He
began to write long, warm and happy letters to his mother,
who dashed him rather by urging him to take life more seriously
and to remember his responsibility to those he had left behind
him. ‘“ Remember,” she said : * The glory of a woman is her
hair "’ (poor Maggie !), ““ but the glory of a man is his strength.
Your Uncle Andrew is very pleased with you. Never forget
his generosity and remember that slow and sure are bound to
succeed. Brilliancy was always your danger, but brilliancy
is a glittering snare. Oh! I do pray that you may be kept
safe in the terrible city until I can come with Tom and feel
sure of you. Iam a little anxious about Mary. It seems that
she is mixing with philosophers. They will turn her head.
It is so fortunate that she is not beautiful.”—‘* The glory of a
woman,” cried Jamie to himself,  is her tenderness, her purity,
all that makes her woman, so delicate and soft, the spirit of
the dove amid harshness and despair.” He said this because
Selina’s hair was not one of her strong points and also because
he was not aware of being particularly strong. Hair and
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strength therefore were not words which he could charge with
his lyrical impulse, and that was the great discovery on which
he was living now so happily.

After her arrival in Edinburgh his sister Mary took to send-
ing him her poems—Odes to the East Wind, to the Castle, to
High Street and the Wynds, to Mr H. and 'to Professor B.’s
plaid. He was roused to emulation and found that he could
do much better himself, though, perhaps, not quite so well
as Robert Burns. However he had his moments and leaped
from one to another towards maturity, and with each leap he
adored the idea of Selina more and was less amorously con-
scious of her. At last, when he woke to the fact that Selina
had a number of other admirers, and in spite of her youth,
was extremely adroit in playing them off one against the other,
he was astonished to find that he did not mind in the least.
He wrote innumerable poems to her name and never showed
herone. Theonly f})erson who was allowed to read a few of the
more impersonal effusions was Mr Wilcox, who, finding them
unsuitable for recitation, was discouraging.

The miracle of Selina had its effect also on Mr Wilcox,
whom Jamie had always thought of as a person beyond re-
demption old. He became, suddenly, in the course of one
afternoon, a companion, almost an equal. He sought Jamie
out one day in the warehouse to ask him if he would mind, just
for once, playing the part of a boy in a little farce he was getting
Wnothing very great—just something to amuse at a Ladies’

iﬁht at the Gentlemen’s Concerts. As Jamie hesitated, Mr
Wilcox proceeded to say that he knew Church people did not
altogether approve of the theatre—he knew that—but this
was for a charity. So grateful was Jamie to Mr Wilcox for
his sudden accession to the ranks of acknowledgeable and not
awful persons that he consented. He would have given him
the clothes off his back in that moment! It was an easy
matter to give the scruples of the religion to which he was
attached by the image of Selina. So he gave them and pro-
mised and was at once attacked by conscience. He dared say
nothing to the Leslies whose most reckless gaiety was a
Spelling Bee. He had to invent excuses to be able to attend
rehearsals and he felt so guilty as he made them that Peter at
once began to suspect him and became sarcastic :—* Has our
¥ou:]1§ friend begun to take lessons in Chinese or Choctaw ? . . .

will not allow Mrs Leslie to sit up for you. I will sit up
myself.”—" Oh | I don’t want you to do that, sir. I am not
likely to be late, but I could take the key,” replied Jamie.
—Thekey! Not for one moment would Peter part with that.
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Not even his wife was entrusted with it ; never. To avoid
letting it out of his hands Peter would go to the farthest
limits of ingenuity, exhibit in the matter of sitting up at night
the most heroic endurance.—*‘ No, sir,” he cried. ‘‘ This is
not an apartment house, nor is Mrs Leslie a landlady. We do
not take lodgers. We are only too happy to oblige your
uncle and to admit you to our family. Admitted to it, you
must acknowledge me as the head of it.”—* As I have done,
and do.”—" Then where,” said Peter suddenly flattered into
self-betrayal, ““ where are you going ? "’—*‘ About my business,”’
almost shouted Jamie, and Peter countered with: “ You are
not old enough to have any.”

Off went Jamie fuming. Peter had gone too far that time.
His curiosity was getting beyond a joke. It was time he
learned that he had to deal with a Lawrie. He might pry and
spy—as he did—upon his own family, insisting on reading all
letters that came to the house and most of those that went
out of it, but when it came to a Lawrie—hands off| In his
indignation Jamie knocked Peter down from the pedestal on
which as Selina’s father he had set him and put Mr Wilcox on
it in his stead.

That worthy gave his young friend a drink when he arrived,
rum-toddy hot. His rooms were cosy, and, Jamie felt, ex-
citingly disreputable, though in the detail of its furniture it
was not unlike the Leslies’ dining-room. Perhaps it was the
play bills on the wall—Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, Sadler’s
Wells, and the prints of the great Kemble, Sarah Siddons and
the Little Theatres in the Haymarket.

“ Extraordinary,” said Mr Wilcox, “ how like you are to
Kemble ; something between him and Henry Fielding. Ah!
What would I not have given to have had your nose. A
tragic nose : no mistake about it ; a nose like that gives you
the air, the tragic air, the dignity. Now with your nose and
my talent, do you know where I should be ? ”

“Ido not,” replied Jamie.

‘““ At the top of the tree. Where was Kean when they dis-
covered him ?—But a face like mine is a calamity. Can you
express a tragic fire in a suet dumpling ? You just watch my
face when it should be showing horror.” He recited the last
few lines of Clarence’s speech from Richard I111. with such
vigour and intensity that Jamie shivered all up his spine and
paid no heed to the amazingcontortions going on on Mr Wilcox’s
round pale face. It took longer for the auditor than for the
reciter to recover.

“Well? ” asked Mr Wilcox.
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"l':'hat was very good,” replied Jamie.—‘‘ I've never seen
a .’l

P'G):)odl I should think so. It’s the Swan, but it wants
dignity : it wants Kemble, it wants Kean, it wants a face like
yours. Try, do try.”

So Jamie repeated the words until he had them nearly by
heart. Then he let fly.—“Oh! oh! oh!” cried Mr Wilcox
in ecstasy. ““It’s a mask, it’s a tragic mask, your face; but
don’t lose yourself, never, never lose yourse]f?’ Keep in the
last inch and a bit, so that you know that it is yourself being
not yourself.—Ah! that’s better. Ah! that’s acting that is.
—Remember, it’s a dream.—‘ Some lay in dead men’s skulls.’
—Come, I'll read you the play.”

So saying, Mr Wilcox stood up by the mantelpiece and read
aloud for a couple of hours, at the end of which, closing the
book, he said :—“Ah! that’s literature, that is! That’s
what you should be up to with those verses of yours ; get them
so that they fill your voice.”

“1I wrote one the other day which I said over to myself.
I had a bath and T said it out loud.”

“ Let’s have it then ! Let’s have it ? ”

“ But what about the rehearsal ? ”’

“ Oh, we can’t rehearse after the Bard. We can do without
rehearsal. You don’t have anything to say. You're just a
boy in the street. I'm a blind beggar. You steal my dog.
A real dog on the stage. That’s what keeps Punch and Judy
alive—dog Toby. But let’s have it—the poem I mean.”

Jamie gulped down a nausea which was creeping over him

and in a huge voice, as near a copy as he could get to Mr
Wilcox’s, he roared :

¢TI am thy daunted lover and I go
Abashed, ashamed and fearful of thy ‘No!’
Ah! could I say what hopes within me swell
I'd change the world with my heart’s miracle.”

“Too thin! Too thin!” cried Mr Wilcox. * But gifted,
gifted. . . . Come, what follows ? ”

Tears rushed to Jamie's eyes:—‘“ That’s all!” he con-
fessed. “ It didn’t seem to me to need any more. At least I
didn’t feel any more.”

Mr Wilcox tried to console him by saying that he might use
it for an encore piece, but the unhappy youth was bng:d
consolation. It was torn out of his fancies. Mr Wilcox,
Shakespeare, King Richard had provided him with a reality
by the test of which all his life since he had come to Thrigsby
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withered away. What words! Like the tail of a comet. He
caught hold of it and was whirled away.—He had another
rum-toddy and sat with Mr Wilcox talking, talking, of the
theatre, of life, of love, of the abominations of commerce, of
the remorseless tyranny of Keith Bros. & Stevenson.—" Can

ou conceive,” said Mr Wilcox, shining rummily, ““ Lord Byron
in our office? He would dash himself to death against
the bars of his cage. Ledgers and books do not a dungeon
make, nor office walls a prison. I am free as my talent,
my art——"—"Free! Free!” echoed Jamie.—“And you,
a poet, handsome as a god, brilliant as a Bacchus, will
never be a slave.”—"“Never|” sobbed Jamie, “ never!” He
caught sight of the misty face of the clock. It said half-
ElaSt eleven. He rose unsteadily to his feet and lurched away.

alf way home he was seized with a poetic impulse and stood
in the middle of the road until he had found a rhyme for Wig.
—At last he found himself back at the Leslies’. Peter was
waiting up for him. Jamie burst into tears and rushed away
upstairs to hear, as he reached the landing, Peter’s deep voice
saying: “Pah! Degraded beast!”
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CHAPTER VII
AFFAIRS

“Y WAS fou,” said Jamie as he woke up and it was as

I though someone else had spoken the words in a tone of
loud reproach, and as he went down the stairs they creaked
“Fou!l Fou!” at every step. No one looked at him, no
one spoke to him at breakfast, after which Peter astonished
him by saying a long grace, ending :—‘“ Lord, make us fit
to eat our food this day.”—Jamie caught Selina’s eye. It
made him blush.—"“Does she know ? ”’ he thought. “I am
unworthy. I am sullied.”

But as soon as he was out of the house his contrition
vanished. He squared himself and felt that he was a man
and had asserted himself. Old Peter had not dared to say
anything.—“ Oh aye,” he said to himself, “ I'm sullied and the
deil’s the better forit.” And he began to take a keen pleasure
in the moming air, in the fields along which he had to skirt,
with the black river flowing through them ;' in the girls with
their shawls over their heads going to the mills ; in the children
trotting along with their fathers ; in the tall smoking chimneys
that grew more and more closely together as he approached the
war house. And suddenly he found his rhyme to wig :

‘“ Wee Maggie need not scratch her wig
When flies upon it dance a jig.”

He laughed merrily and his heart was filled with affection for
Maggie and the sense of home possessed him so that he became
almost defiant of the town wherein he was a foreigner.—
Thrigsby on the Irk. What a name for a river! But the
Thrigsbeians were pleased with it. They were pleased with
everything. Always, they said, they were a day ahead of the
rest of England.—" I'm pleased with myself too,” said Jamie,
and for a moment or two he felt so. Then he thought with
shame of Mr Wilcox praising his face, his nose ; and yet, coming
from Mr Wilcox there was no cause for shame. The man was
carried away. Fou? Nay, drunk with words.— I must go
canny,” thought Jamie. ‘“ I wouldna be like Mr Wilcox for the
world. But all the same I'd rather be he than Mr Leslie.”
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There was a very pleasant savour in thus weighing up this
strange world, his ideas of which were beginning to take shape.

He found Mr Wilcox pacing up and down outside the office
door waiting for him.—“ Ah! ah!” hecried. ‘I was afraid
you were not coming. I was afraid you were perhaps—ah—
the worse. I was oppressed by a feeling that ? had been in-
considerate. I find it hard to remember that you are so young.
And from the way Mr Leslie looked at me when he came in I
was afraid—"

“If I murdered my mother,” replied Jamie, “ I would not
tell Mr Leslie.” And he was hurt and puzzled because Mr
Wilcox laughed, for he was unaware of the grotesqueness of
hiswords. Mr Wilcox whistled *“ Scots Wha Hae,” and brought
his hand down on his young friend’s shoulder and said :—*“ Oh |
he’s a good sort is old Leslie and I've seen him liquored too.”—
“Mr Leslie ? "’—Mr Wilcox winked :—*“ A fine sight,” he said,
“but I'm bound to say that I think it was an accident, as
indeed it is with most of us.”

Jamie was grateful to him for that. It removed the sting
from Peter’s words, and gave him absolution. He had fallen,
yes, but as he might fall in the street from treading on the peel
of an orange. How wonderfully Mr Wilcox smoothed out the
difficult path! Mr Wilcox appeared, and lo! there were no
difficulties ; only pleasures and proud accomplishments. He
made a man feel that he was a man, with a place in the world,
and a big voice inside him wherewith to make himself heard.
Feeling altogether a man, Jamie held out his hand and Mr
Wilcox took it and clasped it warmly, genially, comradely.

“Good ! said Mr Wilcox, ““ we'll have other evenin§s."

“Aye!” replied Jamie, “ but I'll no be fou again. It’s in
my head still and my tongue is parched.”

“Tut!” said Mr Wilcox. “ You know what it is and if
you do no worse than that you’ll come to no great harm.”

“Harm ? " replied Jamie. ‘““It’s good I'm to come to,
I'm the eldest of my family and my youngest sister has had a
great misfortune.”

“ You'll do,” said Mr Wilcox, “ you’ll do, but devil take me
if I know what you're to do in Keith’s.”

Jamie set his jaw, squared his shoulders and with the one
word : “Work | ” plunged in at the warehouse door.

Just before the midday interval he was sent for to his
uncle’s room. Moon-face sat there with his finger-tips pressed
together, crooning through his shut lips. The little eyes under
the puckered lids shot a curt greeting. Fear and exasperation
ran though Jamie, but he pulled himself together and, glaring
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at the heavy figure sitting at the table, he said to himself :
‘““He’s aman, and I'm a man. Figs to him.”—And there shot
into his mind what he had lately heard in the office, how
Andrew Keith’s wife had run away from him, with a Turk.
A Turk, bigod ! Almost a nigger! And how on the day she
did it Andrew came down to the office as though nothing had
happened, and that very day scooped in one of the bi§gest deals
he had ever handled. And she was a very beautiful woman
was Mrs Andrew.—"‘ Yes, sir,” said Jamie.—" Sit down.”—
Jamie sat down wondering if Peter Leslie had told. But there
was no menace in Andrew’s face ; only the usual stony indiffer-
ence. What a monument of a man! Perhaps in his icy way
his view of his nephew’s downfall was as generous as Mr
Wilcox’s. To Jamie’s relief Andrew’s first words were almost
kindly. There was a thaw in the frozen air.

“ Let me see,” said Andrew.

“Yes, Uncle.”

“ You are now in the warehouse.”

“Yes, Uncle.”

‘“ And liking it, I hope ? "’

“Yes, Uncle. I like some of the men very much.”

“That is not what I asked. The work, I meant. I want to
know how much you have learned since you have been with us.
Can you describe for me the processes of the business ?—Where
does the cotton come from, what do we do with it, where do
we send it ? "’

‘It comes from America. We spin it and weave it and ship
it to all parts of the world but especially to the East.”

“ Good, but it is not quite so simple as all that.”

“No, Uncle.”

“ And why is it not so simple ? ”

_ “I suppose because there are so many other people doing
it

Andrew swung round and glared at his nephew.

‘ Have you learnt nothing of the reputation of the firm ? ”

“Oh yes, Uncle. It is one of the biggest firms. But you
;e;) ]I( h'ave only had to do with the order-books and the stock-

s.”

“Ever heard of a place called the Exchange? There are
people called brokers, there are people called agents! You
may have heard of them ?

“Oh! yes.”

*“Then what do you imagine they are all doing ? "

i’ Buyiniand selling.”

“ But what ? "
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Jamie was by now completely bewildered.

“ You may not be aware that I have written books on the
subject.”

““No, Uncle.”

“Did you come into my firm to learn the business, or did
you not ? "’

““Yes, Uncle. You told me to learn French and I have been
doing so. I thought perhaps I was to go to Lille with Mr
Mackintosh.”

“ You must know something of the business before you can
represent the firm.”

‘““ Indeed, sir, I did learn what I could from the stock-books
and the order-books.”

““You could have learnt that in a week and then come and
asked to be transferred.”

Jamie was humiliated and enraged. He had been hurt at
being so thoroughly ignored and now to find that the ignoring
had been deliberate was too much. Andrew had said “ Em-
ployer and employee.”—Employees never were allowed near
Andrew. Why was no one ever straightforward with him except
poor silly Wilcox, old Cocks-and-hens ?

“1 confess,”” said Andrew, ‘‘ that I am disappointed, grieved
and disappointed. I gave you an opening for which many
young men would give their eyes and you behave as though
the firm existed merel¥ to provide you with an occupation.
I am used to that from my clerks, but from my own
nephew——"'

‘ But you said I was to forget here—you said it in this roora
—you said that I was to forget that I was your nephew.”

‘Well, well,” said Andrew. “ You're frank, that’s some-
thing, that’s something. But I want you to get on. You'll
never get on unless you take an interest and find things out for
ourself. I have been in correspondence with your mother.

our brother Thomas is a little young to make a start, but
she is anxious to be with you, though %have assured her that
your conduct has been altogether satisfactory.”

Jamie blushed.

“ We have arranged therefore that after your holiday which
you are to take in August, she and your brothers and sisters
shall return with you and set up in some small house. I shall
start you then with a substantial addition to your present

nominal salary. Until your holiday you must make up for
lost time."”

“Yes, Uncle.”
“That will do.”
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“I'm sorry I havedisappointed you. I really was interested.
The men—"

“Men,” said Andrew, ““ are not interesting.”

“ But Mr Leslie—"

‘““ Is Mr Leslie to be your modeloram I ? ”

Involuntarily Jamie groaned :

“ Neither, God help me ! ”

“What did you say? ” asked Andrew, and Jamie on a
sudden flux of emotion cried :

‘“ Please, Uncle Andrew, let me go. I want to please you
and my mother. I have no other ambition. I don’t want to
say anything which will distress you, but I am afraid we do
not understand each other very well. You must give me time.
To-day I am afraid I am not very well. I don’t altogether
know what I am saying.”

“Tut, tut,” rejoined Andrew and he rose and planted himself

in front of the fire, tucked down his head and swung his hands
behind his back.—‘‘ You must,” he said, “ you must learn to
take a serious view of things. Here in Thrigsby we are creat-
ing the future of England. Look at the Peels! It was their
determination that the great business houses should be repre-
sented in the Government. What they aimed at they achieved.
Let that be your motto. What is the motto of the Keiths ?—
Surge! 1 on’t forget it. We're plain men in Thrigsby. No
fal-lals about us, but we hit the mark every time. Think of
the Peels and cultivate the civic virtues.”—Andrew opened
his mouth a little wider for a flow of eloquence, but Jamie cut
him short with “ Yes, Uncle,” and bolted from the room. He
could bear it no more, but no sooner was he out in the passage
than he was filled with alarm. This time surely he had done
it! His uncle would never forgive him. He must go back
at once and apologise, for he had his mother to think of and
Tom and wee Maggie. So he crept back and tapped nervously
at the door.—" Come in | "—He sidled in. Old Andrew was
at his table sitting with his finger-tips pressed together. He
looked up.—"“ Well ? ”

“ I—I——"" said Jamie, ““I thought I heard you call.”’—
“I? No,oh,no!”—Themoon face wasblank and forbidding.
—“1 was afraid,”” said Jamie, “I had interrupted you.”—
‘I‘No,"no. I had said all I wished to say.”— I'm sorry if

There was a long pause. At last Andrew exclaimed : “ Get
out.”

Jamie with one bound was through the door. He closed
it and leaned against the wall shaking with merriment. His
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fears had been so absurd. Already Moon-face had forgotten
him. All that he had said had been just talk. With painful
suddenness Jamie realised that he ought to have been flattering
the old man. The idea was horrible to him and he shook it
away and sought relief in mockery: “ O uncle, teach me to
walk in thy footsteps, that I may be terrible to my nephews
when I have any, and they may respect me and wonder what
the devil’s going on behind my big white face ! ”’

He sought out Mr Wilcox then and asked him : “Do you
think I'll ever make a Parliament man ? ’—*“ Well,” rejoined
Wilcox, ““ your face would look well on a statue when you're
dead.”—" I've been talking to my uncle, and I'm to be like
the Peels.”—"“ I don't thini you’re hard enough and I don’t
think you'll ever be rich enough. These cotton-spinners think
it’s their merits makes London look at them, but it isn’t ; it’s
their money.”’—"“ I think I could spend money all right.”—
“I've no doubt of that, but you'd never make it except you
married a rich wench.”—Jamie’s thoughts flew to Selina.
“T’ll never do that,” he said and then broke away : ““ Tell me,
Mr Wilcox, how much do you know about the business ? "’—
“Why, it goes on. It turns over a mint of money. I getm
little bit out of it and that’s all I care about. Why should I?
As long as I don’t make mistakes, no one has anything to say.
But then I am a fool and do not matter.”’—* I shouldn’t have
thought you were a fool, Mr Wilcox.”—“ Oh ! yes, but not a
damned fool. We must get in that rehearsal before next
Saturday. I was a fool last night and I can’t be too sorry
about it. I ought to have remembered who you are and
that I am so much older than you.”—“ But I don’t mind a
bit,”” protested Jamie, “ truly I don’t. I'm not going to
shout it from the house-tops of course. And as for you
being a fool, Mr Wilcox, well—you shine when I compare
you with my uncle. Indeed I think you have something like
genius.”

Mr Wilcox brought his fist down on his desk and tilted back
his stool. ‘“ Well, I'm hanged,” he cried, “if you haven’t
hit what I've been thinking these last ten years. But if he'’s
the fool and I'm the genius why is he where he is and why am
I the quill-driver? ”

“ Indeed, Mr Wilcox,” replied Jamie, ““ I don’t know, but I
should like to know.”

“ For one thing "—Mr Wilcox let his stool fall back—** for
one thing he’s impressive and I'm not. But you mustn’t call
me Mr Wilcox. Call me Sammy.”

“T would be glad if you would call me Jamie.”
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“ We must have a drink on this,”’ said Mr Wilcox, ““ and you
shall write an Ode to Friendship.”

They shook hands and on that Peter Leslie came in with an
open ledger in his arms. He looked his most primly severe at
the two. Mr Wilcox had reached out for his hat.

“ Going out, Mr Wilcox ? "

“ Call of nature, Mr Leslie, call of nature.”

““There is a slight mistake somewhere. I can’t trace a reply
of ours. We must stay until it is put straight.”

‘“ Is it my mistake ? *’

‘“ It is a mistake for which the room is responsible.”

" O cursed spite, that ever I was born to put it right. Tl
be back soon.’

Mr Wilcox hurried Jamie away to the Blue Boar where in
good ale, hurriedly, they pledged their friendship.—‘ After the
holidays,” said Jamie, * fsh:fll be able to ask you to come and
see me. I am leaving the Leslies and my mother is coming to
live with me.”’—“ Don’t you make no mistake, young feller my
lad, I'm not the sort of friend you ask to see your Ma. Is she
old Andrew’s sister ? ’—* Yes.”—"Ah | that accounts for a
good deal that does. No. You must understand that. I'm
no good at Ma’s. I am a man’s man-friend, I am: I must get
back to Peterkin. He’s a Ma if you like. Every year or so he
used to come down to the office and say: ‘Another boy,’
or ‘ A girl this time,’ and I used to chip him and say: ‘But you
haven’t been away.” He never saw the joke. Hu! Hu.”—
Jamie did not see it either and stood trying to puzzle it out
while Mr Wilcox paid for the drink, reminded him that he must
come for rehearsal before the Saturday and hurried away.—
Very slowly Jamie walked out into the street : ‘‘ You haven’t
been away. Why should he have been away, unless Mrs Leslie
were very ill? Even so she would have had someone looking
after her, a nurse or a doctor.” Then he fell to puzzling out
the implied resemblance between Peter Leslie anm mother.
~—He was distressed. The humour of Mr Wilcox had estranged
him, almost carried him over to the army of alien persons
headed by Moon-face. By way of reclaiming him Jamie began
to revolve in his mind the composition of the suggested Ode to

Friendship. He got as far as * Bond of souls desirous of—""'
Ofwhat? Truth?—Youth—Ruth—Sooth—Love? Above—
Dove—Prove—Cove—Knowledge ? College. And that led
back to the image of Mary sitting by the window in the little
house in Kirkcudbright drumming out syllables with her fingers.
He became desperately home-sick, was frightened of the streets
and the noise, the huge buildings. In desperation he ran back
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to the warehouse and plunged into work saying to himself :
“T do understand it, I do, I do. It is very wonderful and I
like it.” Yet behind this desperation were words :—" He
that hath no friend is not, One half a man, I'd rather be a
friendly sot, Than mar the plan, Great Nature made in giving
hearts, To be endued with human arts.”’—He would not admit
the verse-form, but stuck to it that in checking figures relating
to bales of cloth, he was learning the business and assisting his
uncle to create the future of England.




CHAPTER VIII
TIBBY M‘PHAIL

HE young Leslies always said that their mother could

see through walls and hear a pin drop in the next street,

and Jamie often felt that she knew more about him than he

knew himself. He was not altogether surprised therefore

when she warned him against Mr Wilcox, in spite of the care

he had taken to conceal the evenings spent with that worthy,

and the performance at the Gentleman’s Concert Hall, Mr

Wilcox had taught him to smoke and introduced him to his
own brand of tobacco.

““He, he, Mr Lawrie,” said Mrs Leslie one night when Peter
was late at the office. “I'm sorry you've taken to smoking.
I have made my own boys promise me that they will not touch
tobacco until they are twenty-one.”’

Jamie blushed. ““I just thought I'd try it,” he replied.
Against Mrs Leslie he could never keep up his manly dignity
for long. She did not mince matters. “It’s a nasty dirty
habit,”” she said, ““ and it runs away with a terrible lot of money
which reminds me that you want a pair of new boots. I
couldn’t let you go back to your mamma with your feet worn
out as they will be if you wear those boots much longer.”” And
she pursued the subject until she had forced Jamie into the
confession that he had no money put by whatever and could not
afford a new pair of boots for at least a month.—** Money does
fly,” said Mrs Leslie, “ but it oughtn’t to, you know, when you
have no one else to spend it on. It isn’t my place to say any-
thing, I know, but Mr Leslie is Scotch too and he really has been
very worried over your seeing so much of Mr Wilcox.”—* I
like Mr,Wilcox.”—" Oh | yes, sodo I, but he s such a bachelor,
now isn't he ? And Mr Leslie was quite proud of being chosen
to have you in his house, Mr Lawrie, and you know you haven’t
been to church for weeks and weeks.”—" But really, Mrs
Leslie, when I say I like Mr Wilcox it doesn’t mean that I like
everything he does and says. Believe me, Mr Wilcox does not
set himself up as a model.”—"“Oh! you dear boy!” Mrs
Leslie flung her arms round his neck and kissed him. “ Of
course I know you would never come to any harm, but Mr
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Leslie has been worried and I thought I had better say some-
thing. I haven’t been very horrid, have I ? ”"—That was how
she always ended with her children when she had to give them
the winnowing words made necessary by the growing menace
in her husband.—" It’s always better to have it out, don’t you
think ? ” she added. And Jamie, holding her hand and
marvelling how young she looked replied : I would hate to
have anything in my life which I w0uﬁl have to keep back from
you.”—" I must kiss you again for that. O! I do hope my
own boys will feel the same about me. I shall be truly sorry
when your mamma comes and takes you away from me,
though I am dying to meet her, for she must be a wonderful
woman.’'—*“ She is that.”—“ I hope you will live near.”—‘* I
would like it. I prefer this part o?’l‘hrigsby to any other.”—
“So do I. 1t is really quite genteel if it weren’t so near the
synagogue and the prison.”

So they rattled on, Jamie delighted to have done with con-
cealment and deception, Mrs Leslie rejoicing to have her
sinner, if not repentant, at least frank. He promised her he
would have a pair of new boots before he went home for his
holidays, and, by seeing Mr Wilcox only once or twice a week,
he contrived it.

He applied himself more diligently to his work and went on
‘Change with Mr Clulow and marvelled at the crowds of
men standing for hours apparently only to discuss politics or
racing, with business somehow being done among them. Mr
Clulow was very kind and explained something of the mystery
of prices and futures and Jamie began to feel that somehow the
office also was romantic and interesting and he found Mr
Wilcox’s contempt of it all rather irritating.—With Bell he
went over to Liverpool one day and saw the ships loading and
unloading. He loved that. It made him feel that the world
was wide and yet that his place in it was important. It was
all very well for Mr Wilcox to talk of liberty. What dearer
liberty was there than the feeling he had then as he stood
watching the ships in the wide river, the ships by the wharfs,
the ships coming and going, not for a mere childish joy, but
with a purpose. He almost forgot that he was a Scotsman
and came near to admitting that there was something in
England, something in Thrigsby after all.—And so there is;
the noble effort in the conquest of mankind by man.—Ships

were ever after that the symbol of liberty, the emblem of the
free toiling spirit. He was lifted out of himself, and knew that
his feeling was genuine, because when he sought for words to
describe it he was shamed into silence.

D
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However his habit of fishing words out of his emotions had
its revenge and drove him on to the composition of a new cycle
of Selina poems. These she found. They pleased her and
she set herself to please him. With the result that he went to
church, took a walk with her after evening service, declared
his love for her and kissed her.—‘ Shall I speak to your
mamma about it ? ”—" Don’t be silly,” said Selina.—So the
affair was clandestine and for a few weeks its folly provided
a pleasurable warmth. When Jamie left on his holidays they
had a magnificent parting.—‘‘ Every night,” said Jamie, ‘I
shall think of you and compose a poem.”’—* Every night,”
said Selina, ““ I shall think of you and keep a rose under my
pillow.”—" When I am rich,” said Jamie, “ I will retire and
we will live in Scotland.” So saying he handed her a copy of
the poems of Robert Burns. She opened it at *“ The Lass that
made the Bed to me "’ and slapped the pages to with a blush
and a stifled giggle. The colour in her pale cheeks made her
enchanting. “‘ Poor Burns!” sighed Jamie. ‘‘ Poor Robin !
He would have loved you.”—Selina could not contain herself
and her giggle broke into laughter. ‘““ Oh! Jamie,” she said,
“ you would be such a darling if you were an English boy, but
when you are so Scotch you remind me so terribly of papa.”

They could keep it up no longer, and though they kissed,
their kisses were frank and friendly, those of a healthy young
man and woman happy to find that they no longer need per-
suade themselves that they love each other. Selina was
already so like her mother and never could she be a figure of
romance. However, Jamie’s obstinate curiosity would not
let her fade away. “‘ I did love her,” he insisted. “ Ah! but
when I kissed her, I loved her no longer. I loved the budding
woman in her ; the wild rose. Ech! but how soon she turned
to a hip or a haw ! She’ll never read my Burns. How would
she know what hirpling is, or a byke, or a dowie ? She might
ask her dud of a father but he’s no Scot. He’s more English
than the English.”—But he was sad to let her go, sad as he
sailed from Liverpool and watched the lights of the town go
down into the sea. ‘‘I'll no’ be young again,” he thought.
“ I've my mother to think on and I must be wary or Tom will
beat me. I wouldna like it if Tom were to be the first to buy
m¥ mother a jewel, and poor wee Maggie her wig, and, fine,
if I'm to live among the English I must do as the English do.”

It was grand to be in Scotland again, to talk his own language
and clearly and easily to hear what others were saying. It
was good to be away from the streets and the houses and to
come back to the hills, to be driving over the moors, to recog-
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nise the shapes of the earth and the places, the very trees
among which he had been born. Tom had walked out five
miles to meet his brother. Jamie gave a halloo ! as he recog-
nised Tom plodding up the road. Down he jumped from the
carrier’s cart and would have hugged his brother but that Tom
stiffly held out his hand. Jamie wrung it: ‘““Dod, lad ! "’ he
cried, “ good man, Tom ! Why you're near as tall as I ! "—
“T’ll be taller yet,” said Tom. * But I’'m not goin§ to walk
back. Have you the money to pay John Carrier the fare ? ""—
“I have that,” says Jamie, and up they got.—" How’s
mother ? "’ says Jamie.—" She’s well,” says Tom. ‘“And
Maggie ? ”"—" She’s well,”” says Tom and not another word
could Jamie get out of him.—* You'll do fine for Thrigsby,”
said Jamie after a long silence.—" Will I? ”—"Aye. They’re
that fond o’ silence ye can go for a month and never speak to a
soul, if you've a mind to.”—"“ Aye. You've got fine clothes,
Jamie.””—" Dod, you should see the clothes that Uncle Andrew
wears. The big pin in his tie and the great gold chain like
a ship’s cable across his belly. Liverpool’s a fine place and
I'd liefer be there than Thrigsby.”—" Would you so ? "—"1
would.”

Tom was infernally discouraging. More difficult than ever.
He was shy and gawky ; a boy still ; and Jamie felt such a man,
coming home, the first to have ventured forth, like a pioneer,
to spy out the land. Tom was taking him too much for
granted ; Jamie admitted and was surprised at the change in
him and he expected surprise, even admiration, in return.
However he was so happy and felt so big that he did not enter-
tain his disappointment long, but, to fend off his brother’s
dourness began to sing, songs he had learned from Mr Wilcox,
coarse humorous parodies of the ditties of the moment.
Tom pulled a longer and longer face and was not amused. At
last he said : *‘ I'm thinking there must be a deal of wickedness
in Thrigsby.”—"“ Aye,” said Jamie exasperated. ‘‘There’s
never a week but the Mayor and Corporation go home rolling,
and there are halls where they have French women dancing
nightly.”—"Is that so ? ”’ asked Tom.—" Aye, and the Town
Clerk has a mistress from the Malays as brown as Uncle Shiel’s
mare, Blayberry.”—" Good laud | ” Tom looked frightened.
‘“ What like o’ man is Uncle Andrew ? ”"—‘‘ Why, Tom, when
I think of it, he’s the spit of you.”—*Is that so? ” Tom
drew himself up and looked down his nose and seemed very
?Ieased with himself. Jamie laughed and said : “ It’s blethers

was telling you. They're as quiet and God-fearing in

Thrigsby as in Kirkcudbright and not near so drucken. And
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it was not often I saw Uncle Andrew and I'm glad to be home
agaln.”

They were within sight of the Solway now, chopping down
the long road. A clear day, blue shone the water, blue the
Cumberland hills beyond, yellow and grey the houses and
towers of the town.—“I would like Thrigsby better,” said
Jamie, “if you could see yon hills from it.”—‘‘ Romantical
nonsense,”” growled Tom. ‘“ What do you want with hills if
you’re making a position for yourself.”—* At least,”” protested

Jamie, “ at least let me be glad to see them again.”’—" What
like,” asked Tom, ‘“are the men in the office? Are they
clever men ? ’—*“Qh! damn the office.”

The carrier’s cart stopped with a creak and a jolt at the inn
and down the brothers got. Jamie felt bigger than ever. The
town had shrunk so : the streets were so short and from nearly
all either the sea or the green country could be seen. And
there was hardly a face he did not know, hardly a face that did
not light up with interest to see him, so fine in his English
clothes.—" You go on, Tom, and tell them I'm coming.”—
“For why ? ”"—" I've a mind to make an entrance.”—" Like
a damned play-actor? "—" 1 thought it would be fine and
exciting for mother.”—" Blethers,” cried Tom. ‘‘She’d
despise you for it.” Jamie winced and was humbled and
became almost afraid of the meeting with his mother.

She was sitting in her best black silk and her finest mutch,
and had only just composed herself in her chair with her hands
in her lap. The curtains of the window were disturbed :—
“ Gorm,” thought Jamie, “ it’s she who’s play-acting.” And
he went up to her and embraced her. She accepted his
caress with dignity but did not return it and his thoughts flew
to Mrs Leslie and her almost childish impulsiveness. But the
smell of the peat fire was so good, there was such a splendid
display of Scots dainties on the table ; it was the home he had
been longing for ; the furniture he had known all his life ; his
father’s portrait hanging above the chimney-piece ; the family
Bible in the window ; nothing in all his time away had been
one half so pleasant. They might be swelling trade in England,
but had they such homes? Could there be such honest
poverty ? He looked round with such pride and haPpinas
that his mother took his hand and patted it : —" They've not
spoiled you for us, Jamie.”—** Spoil ? ”’ he cried. “ It’s we'll
spoil them. They're an ignorant lot, and sinful.”—" Aye,”
said Tom, “ Jamie says they’re all fools in the office.”—" Ye
should not be puffed up with the weakness of others,” said
Margaret gently.—“ I'm not puffed,” protested Jamie, “ but
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when I look round here I see what I have not seen this long
time and I thank God for John Knox. And what’s the
news? "’

“We have a new doctor, an Edinburgh man, who knows
some of these professors and philosophers Mary is so full of.
Farquharson the tailor has written a book, printed and pub-
lished in London no less. There’s been small-pox in the town
and Dr M‘Phail, who came in to help with it, took it and died,
poor soul. But God has taken him for his good works. I
made a promise that I would take his poor nameless child and
care for her.”

“ Which ? ”’ asked Tom.

““Who should it be but Tibby ? The rest have good mothers.
I would not have her before but Maggie’s old enough now and
we needed help in the house.”

“ And will she come with us to Thrigsby ? ”’ asked Jamie.

““She will. And that’s all my news.”

“ Tell me, has Maggie got her wig yet g

‘ She has not, but it is making.’

There came into the room a thin shy little figure, a girl of
seventeen with a strange ugly face. She had a nose so jutting
and so rugged that, though it was of no great size, it seemed too
large for her face, and yet her chin, long and ?ointed, was almost
as self-assertive. Yet the length of it told for nothing, so long
was her face surmounted with a round and also assertive fore-
head. And behind these remarkable features glimmered pale
shy eyes, full of the most timid and beautiful tenderness.
Jamie rose to his feet and stood staring down at her. She
fixed her eyes on Margaret. She was dressed in a plain cotton
frock that clung about her and showed the young, strong
figure of her. Her hair was cut short at the neck, and being
very thick, stuck out rebelliously, assertively, in protest.

“ Was it four red hem'nis and six fresh I had to buy or four
fresh and six red ? "’ she asked.

“It was four fresh and six red,” said Margaret without
looking at her.

“Thank you.” Asshe turned her eyes shyly took in Jamie’s
tall figure. Her eyes met his and she seemed to shrink away
into herself and Jamie felt something go click inside him so
that he was alarmed, and jerked his head up, partly in surprise,
partlfy by way of asserting himself. He had come to think he

was familiar with all his symptoms in the presence of woman.

““Was that Tibby ? " he asked.

“Aye,” said Tom, ““that’s Tibby. D’ye think she tokens
the Doctor ? ”

e Y T T S T S T
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“I don’t know,” replied Jamie.
laugh or to cry.”

““She’s no beauty,” said Tom, ‘‘ that’s certain.”

““There’s no telling,” asserted Jamie loftily, “ what a girl
will be.” And he felt that he was defending Tibby and was
pleased to feel so.

Maggie and John came in on that. Maggie meek and shy,
John lumpish and boisterous. Poor Maggie with her bonnet
over the kind of mutch she had to wear | She flung her arms
round her brother’s neck and said he must promise never, never
to look at her.—“ And why not ? ”’ asked Jamie. * It would

never be your appearance I would see, but the little Lawrie
soul in you.”

“1don’t know whether to

And John chanted : “ Oh! ain’t we a wonderful familee ? *’

Then they made Jamie tell of his life in Thrigsby and the
riches and power of it, and he described Andrew Keith’s great
mansion, and the great mansion the Greigs had, and the
carriages and servants, and what the Mayor looked like, and
how enormous the warehouse was ; and he made them roar with
laughter with tales of Mr Leslie diving under the table after
crumbs and of Mr Wilcox reciting in the office, and the clerks
running and scurrying when Andrew Keith sent for them or
came through the rooms.

‘“ And d’ye have to be just one with them ? *’ asked Tom.

“Aye,” said Jamie. “ It takes a bit to laugh at their jokes,
but you get used to that.”

“ I would never laugh if I were not amused,”” said Tom.

And at last the subject of Maggie’s wig cropped up. Jamie
wished to know if it was to be very costly. “ Not,” said his
mother, “ so costly as we thought it was going to be.” Maggie
looked nervous and ashamed, and Tom stole a glance round to
the door. “ Ye know,” he said, “ Tibby had a magnificent
head of hair and near Maggie’s colour.”” Maggie burst into
tears: Mrs Lawrie cried: “Tom!” and Jamie thrust his
hands into his pockets and set his chin as he always did when
his emotions baffled him. He could not restrain himself.
“I'm danged ! "’ he roared : “I'm danged if you aren’t the

meanest lot | ”—** Jamie!" cried his mother, and Maggie wept
and through her sobs stammered out: “Oh! Jamie, and

Tibby said you were such a fine figure of a man |
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CHAPTER IX
THE DESCENT UPON THRIGSBY

ALF the holiday was spent in living down that ex-
H plosion : the other half in preparing for the journey of
family and Fossessions by road and rail. For three days the
old policy of silence was adopted. Tibby had her meals with
the family and Jamie, ignored by the rest, would address his
few remarks to her, receiving only “ Yes” and “No " for
answer. No one else spoke to Tibby who would keep her eyes
fixed on Margaret’s face in the pathetic effort to anticipate her
desires. It was easy to see that she was frightened, and she
was very uneasy when at last the silence was broken and Tom
took to levelling heavy sarcasms at his brother, whom he called
“ the philosopher,”—"* Isn’t it called ethics, the philosophy of
conduct ? ”"—"“TIt is.”—" There’ll be more talk of that in
Edinburgh than in Thrigsby, I'm thinking.”—" No doubt.”—
“Ye'll like us better when we’ve all been dipped in Thrigsby.”
—"“Dipped,” retorted Jamie, “ is the word, for ye’re all sheep.”
—“So 1" cried Tom in a white fury, “it’s sheep now! It
was pigs lang syne.”—Then Margaret asserted her authority :
“Tom, be silent.” And Jamie slipped away.

He would spend his days with the dominie or going from
house to house, and shop to office, hunting up old acquaintances
and schoolmates, or he would walk out into the country or
along the shore with the happy company of his budding
thoughts. One day he walked out to the kirk which had been
his father’s and brooded among the graves of the Keiths; and
he saw Doctor M‘Phail’s house standing empty and the death
of that man seemed to bring home to him his responsibility for
himself, for his own life. He visited his Uncle Shiel and the
talked about the Doctor, what a man he had been, what a ric
character, filling the whole countryside with his strong gener-
osity. ““ No wonder,” said Uncle Shiel, ‘“ the women loved
him, for he could make the heart in me as soft as the heart of
a woman, and I'm tough. And how did you find Andrew ? "—
“That,” said Jamie, “ is what I didn’t find. There was the
outside of the man, his great house and his business, but
the man himself——"" Uncle Shiel chuckled : “ He was the
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eldest of us and mysterious and secret. Losh! I used to go
in greater awe of him than of my father, and your mother was
just his slave. I'm only surprised he has not done better for
he could make almost any man take him for a wonder. But
perhaps the English are not so easily deceived.”—" The
English,” replied Jamie, ““ seem to like a man who can laugh.”
—“Deed then,” said Uncle Shiel, ““ 'tis a pity it was not me
went among them and not Andrew. Remember, laddie, that
when you’re weary of riches and all that ye can come to your
Uncle Shiel and snare a rabbit and tickle trout as you used to
do.”—" I might do worse,” mused Jamie, *‘ than come to live
on the farm.”—"That would not suit your mother. She’s
ay girding at me for being and staying a humble man.”

It was growing late and Jamie had to put his best leg fore-
most to reach home before dark. There was a mist and the
sun set red over the hills. A mile or so out of the town by a
bridge over a burn he met Tibby. She had seen him coming,
turned and walked swiftly away. He caught up with her
crying :

“Tibby ! Tibby M‘Phail | ”

She turned on him and said :

“ My name’s Tibby. I have no other.”

“TI've been seeing the Doctor’s house to-day.”

‘“ He was the best man that ever lived.”

n So?my Uncle Shiel was saying. Have you been walking,
Tibby ? *

“ have,"
“ Do you always walk this way ? "
“ I do.l'
“T can guess why.”
She made no answer, only walked a little quicker.
“T hope you'll be happy with us, Tibby. Eh! But you're
a grand walker | ”
“T hope I know my duty, Mr James, wherever I go.”
“ But I meant—really happlﬁ."
She stopped and said : “ Will you walk on, Mr James ? ”
He stood still and tried in vain to catch her glance.
“If I've said anything to hurt you, I'm sorry. I've been
sorry ever since——""
‘“ Let me be, Mr James, and walk on please. They—"
“Ah! what have they done to you now ? ”
“ Please, please—I'll run—1I'll run away if you will not leave
me be.”” And tears began to flow down her cheeks.
“You poor child !  cried Jamie and he took her in his arms
and kissed her, tenderly, pityingly on the lips. She was
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passive, accepted the caress, the tenderness, the pity, and when
he loosed her stood with the tears still flowing. She would
neither move nor speak. He could say nothing and at last he
swept his hat from his head, bowed low and walked away, be-
ginning to understand why she must be left alone and to feel
ashamed of his strained relations with his family. She must be
left alone with her grief and nothing must break in upon it.
“If my father had lived ! ” thought Jamie. ‘‘The Doctor
loved him, and mother too. He was friends with mother.”
And he found that all his rancour had vanished.—He walked
briskly home. In the street at the entrance to the town he
found a horseshoe. Dandling this in his hand he burst in on
his mother crying: ‘ Here’s luck, mother. We'll hang it
over the door at the new house.”—* Over thedoor ? *’ said she.
“ Why, Thrigsby’ll think us daft.”—"* They’re not such gossips
as they are here. Thrigsby’s not a place where everybody
knows everybody. However! If you'd not have it over the
door I'll give it to Maggie and she shall hang it over her bed,
to bring a handsome husband and great riches.”—* Poor
Maggie!"” sighed Margaret. ‘‘She won’t have much thought
of husbands with that head of hers.”—* I'm sorry I was hasty
about that.”—“ Ah | Jamie, that temper of yours will be your
ruin. I was hoping it would be gone by you're a grown man.”
—He protested : “‘ But it wasn’t the same, mother. It was
only that I cannot thole injustice.”—‘“ And that makes you
unjust,” said she. Her logic startled and shocked him : “ Dod,
mother,”” he said. “ You are a one to turn a man back on
himself.—“ Aye,” said Margaret calmly pulling back the
widow’s bands at her wrists, ““and why for not? ” Her face,
her whole manner was pugnacious and Jamie, smiling down at
her, muttered : “ You’d make a bonny fighter, mother.”—
“The Lord be thanked,” said Margaret, “ I have held my own.”
Indeed she looked indomitable with her wide thin-lipped
mouth, her almost startled-looking alert eyes, her blunt nose
wide at the nostrils, her iron-grey hair parted and neatly
smoothed down under her mutch. Jamie could remember her
riding miles in the rain to fetch a remote shepherd, who had
become lax, to the kirk, and he thought: ‘ She’ll be lost in
Thrigsby.” He said aloud : ““ Well, I hope you'll be pleased
with us, mother.”—'‘ Indeed,” she said, “ I will,”” and that
seemed to settle it. There were to be no two ways about it.
Jamie felt constrained to prepare her for any possible dis-
appointment and, after giving her time to roll her resolution
round her tongue he said : ““ You'll be surprised how quietl
things are in Thrigsby. You'll think the English lazy, as
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did.”—“ All the more reasons for my sons to work. It was
work raised the Keithsup. The first that went worked often
with their own hands. My Aunt Ann did, at the weaving,
with her own hands, though she would never have stooped to
such a thing here in Scotland where she was known.”—* It’s
got beyond hands now,” said Jamie. ‘‘ Aye,” returned she.
“It’sgot to brains now, and brains you have.”’—* As to that,”
interrupted Jamie, “ I'm not so certain. I often feel as if my
brains had holes in them like a cullender.”—" Aye,” said

Margaret, ““it’s a pity that Mary has the best brains of the

family, but she has small sense.”—" Oh! well,” said Jamie.

“ We are what we are and we must hold together.”

So the peace was made. Tom discarded his heavy sarcasms
and at meals even Tibby was drawn into the conversation and
partook of the general excitement, which even in herself
Margaret could not altogether subdue, though every night, by
way of reminding her children that they were in the Lord’s
hands, she read whole chapters from the Old Testament and
improvised eloquent prayers for her children in turn, with a
little one thrown in at the end for Tibby.

The wee house was slowly dismantled and the furniture
packed up all except the beds and the kitchen table sent
away and then into its emptiness the minister was brought to
call down a blessing upon its departing inmates. In Thrigsby
Jamie had never felt so near God as he did in Scotland and the
minister’s miserable intimacy was at first rather a shock to him,
but he quickly slid back into the condition of his youth when at
every fervent mention of the wrath of the Deity he shivered
and quailed internally and felt that the divine Eye, Cyclopean,
was upon him : and when the minister lifted up his voice and

brayed of the perils and snares and dangers lying in wait for
the voyagers then he felt that it was indeed a sin to break up
the wee house and he thought that perhaps they would have
done better to hold by their honest poverty in their native land
than to pursue the success of their kinsfolk amongst foreigners.

He sighed when the last Amen went ringing through the house
and almost laughed when Tom, with his eye on the minister,
got in another Amen as the rest were rising from their knees.—

‘ Give the minister a drop of whisky, Tom,” said Margaret.—
““Naethank you! Nae thank you,” said the minister.—*‘ Just
to drink our healths,” protested Margaret.—"‘ A weel ! ” He
took his drop. “‘ God’s blessing on the house and on the new
house and may ye be appreciated as ye have been here, Mrs
Lawrie.”—“ T have been only too aware of my shortcomings,”
said Margaret.—‘‘Mightwe aﬁ, be that,” responded the minister,
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THE DESCENT UPON THRIGSBY 50

reaching out for his hat. He shook hands all round : ““ Ye'll
be good God-fearing lads and a credit to your mother and
Scotland.”’—* God bless Scotland,” thought Jamie, and *“ That
I will,” said Tom.

Thus the journey was consecrated and on the morrow they
all drove in the carrier’s cart across the border over to Carlisle.
It was a sweet, sad September day with a soft light on the
Cumberland hills as they drove towards them.—‘‘ Helvellyn,
Scawfell and Skiddaw,” said Jamie, ““ one for Tom and one for
John and one forme. The three highest points in England.”—
“That’s right, Jamie,” said hismother. *‘ Aim at the highest.”
—“ Aye,” thought he, “ a sight higher than she knows.” He
turned to Tibby :—* This is England, Tibby. How do you
like it? "—"“T see no difference yet,” she replied and at that
they all laughed and she, thinking they were laughing at her,
withdrew into herself and could not be induced to say another
word.

John had marked out a little hog-backed hill. “I'm think-
ing,” he said, “ that ?, n'll be high enough for me, yet awhile.”
—“ It was in yon hills,” said Tom, ‘“ that Mary used to say she
would one day have her house. It was reading Wordsworth
made her say that. Her head’s turned with Goethe now, so
maybe it’s Germany.”—" Good laud | ”’ cried Jamie, exasper-
ated with the sneer in his brother’s voice. ‘‘ What’s poetry
to do with where you live or how ? 'Tis the living breath of a
man and as free as air.”—"Don’t wrangle, boys,"’ said Margaret,
“and Jamie, the Bible is poetry enough for any man, especially
a minister’s son.””—Jamie treasured that saying. It marked
for him the point at which some queer essence in himself left
her and would not be subdued to his affection for her.

At Carlisle they had some hours to wait for the train. They
visited the castle and the cathedral and then waited in the
station sitting by their furniture which had arrived safely and
was piled up on the platform. They sat for nearly an hour
until the train came in. None but Jamie had seen such a
thing before though all had seen pictures of locomotives. They
gaped and Maggie screamed through the roar and clatter of the
engine: “Oh! Jamie! I've left the horseshoe with? John
Carrier. Oh! I'm that sorry! Oh! our luck will be out ! ”
—"“Havers | ” said Tom. ‘‘Speak for yourself. My luck’s
in and I'll not be losing it with any bit of old iron.”—But
Tibby was discovered to have a parcel in her lap and in it was
the horseshoe. Maggie clutched it from her and never again
relinquished it.

Jamie and Tom waited to see every piece of furniture and
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every box put on the train and then they climbed u

E;_into the
bare hutch which was a third-class compartment. They had
oatcake, scones, cheese, cold porridge and whisky with them

and had several meals to while away the long hours during which
they jogged on through the closing day. They were excited to
see the tall chimneys and the gear of the collieries and when
they stopped at Wigan Margaret said : “ It was near here that
the Keiths had their first mill.”—*“ I wish,” said Tom, ““ I had
been the first. I would by now be the richest man in Lanca-
shire.”—And Jamie saw Tibby smile.

It was dark when they reached Thrigsby, near midnight
when they entered 21 Murray Street, which Andrew had
ordered Mr Leslie to take for them.—Maggie had been saying
during the last stages of the journey: “ Will Uncle Andrew
send his carriage for us? ”—"“I've no doubt he will,” was
Margaret’s reply. But there was no carriage and no one to
meet them. Only at the new house there were fires lit and the
beds were put to air and in Margaret’s room were dahlias in a
glass jar. Jamie guessed that Mrs Leslie had put them there,
but he said nothing when his mother said how nice it was of
Andrew to send them. She was put out when she discovered
that the house was one of a row of eight and was overlooked
back and front. “T hope,” she said, “ I hope we shall have
nice neighbours. But your uncle is sure to have inquired into
that.”—" You need not know them,” said Jamie sitting on
her bed after she had slipped into it. “ But I would like,”” she
said, ““ at least to know all about them.”—He remembered

then that though he had lived above a year with the Leslies he
knew almost nothing about the people who lived on either
side of them. The family adventure seemed to him then rather
forlorn, but he put a brave face on it and said : ‘“ Trust the
Lawries to make their mark, mother.” She replied, turning
her face to the wall, “ I put my trust in the Lord.” Jamie

realised that she was childishly disappointed and suddenly he

felt immeasurably older than she, and more responsible for her
even than for poor Maggie.
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CHAPTER X
MAKING PLANS

T was some days before Andrew gave any sign and then
I he wrote a stiff little note of welcome saying that he
would give himself the pleasure of calling on the following
Saturday afternoon. Tom and John were hard at it making
the house ready against his coming and in the evenings Jamie
took his coat off and walked about with a hammer in his hand
and nails between his teeth. The house was roomy, large
enough to provide a separate bedroom for each member of the
family and an attic for Tibby. She had no possessions and
was very proud and pleased when Jamie gave her two pictures
to hang on her walls ; more than that he hung them for her
himself. As in Scotland they had had only one living-room
there was hardly any furniture for the parlour. In the dining-
room the furniture was arranged exactly as it had been in the
old house. The portrait of the Reverend T. Lawrie was hung
above the mantelpiece and the family Bible was placed in the
window. In this room also the books of the family were
shelved, except for Tom’s which he insisted on having in his
bedroom.

On the Saturday Andrew arrived in his carriage and pair,
and the neighbours’ windows were crowded with faces to look
at him. Jamie received him and presented “my brother,
Tom " and “ my brother, John.” Maggie was overcome with
shyness and refused to appear. She was afraid of disgracing
the family with her head, though her wig was almost a master-
piece and only the closest scrutiny could detect it. Margaret
was upstairs composing her nerves and her thoughts, for she
meant to have it out with Andrew and had given her sons a
hint that they must disappear. She sailed in presently just
when Andrew’s grunts and snorts had reduced even Tom, who
in his desire to make an impression had maintained conversa-
tion with an ingenuity and resource that to Jamie seemed
nothing short of miraculous. Planting herself in front of her
brother she forced him to rise and kiss her. He did so
awkwardly and grunted as he sank into his chair again :—
“Well, Maggie,” he said, “ you're lucky with your three fine
61
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sons.”’—"“ Aye,"” she said, * they're Keiths as well as Lawries.”
—Andrew pointed to Tom: ‘“That’s the Keith,” he said—
and Tom gave a feeble little grunt in imitation of his uncle.—
“You like your house? "’ asked Andrew. ‘It’s a bigger
house than 1 had when I first started housekeeping.”’—‘‘ But
you had no family, Andrew,” said Margaret.” ‘I have no
family now,” replied Andrew, ‘‘ and yet I have a bigger house
than the Greigs.”—“Ah | ” said Jamie, ““ but that is for your
})osition."—Andrew quelled him with a look : ““ It is because I
ike a big house,”” he said. And Jamie almost pointedly left
the room.

John followed him in a moment. Andrew called Tom as he
moved and said to him :

““ So you're to come to my office ? "’

“Yes indeed, Uncle.”

“ Well, we'll see what room can be made for you, and then
you must make room for yourself, eh ?

"d()?h | yes, Uncle. Is there any book on the trade I could
read ? "’

“There is my own book.”
“Could I read that? ”’
“T’ll send you a copy with my autograph.”
“Oh! thank you, Uncle.”
Tom thought it time to retire on that and went for a walk
to ease his jubilation. When he had gone, Andrew said :—
“ You've done well, Margaret, though you would have no help
from us.”—"‘ It has been hard,”’ said she. ‘‘ but I would do the
same again. I'm not asking help now. I've brought up my
sons and I'm offering them to the family.”—Andrew gave
something that sounded like a chuckle, a cluck in his throat :
“There’s two sides to a bargain. They’ve got to prove them-
selves. We can get clerks here as plentiful as blackberries.”—
“They'll make their way with or without you,”” chimed
Margaret, settling her hands in her lap. “ But I would prefer
it to be v'ith you to keep them in the family though their name
15 Law: >.”—"They shall have their start,” said Andrew.
‘“ Jamie shall go now to the mills. He might make a good
manager. Tom shall begin under my own confidential clerk.
And for the boy he’ll be the better of another year’s schooling.
There’s a good Grammar School here, good and cheap. His
brothers will easily be able to afford his fees.”—" I'm much
obliged to you, Andrew.”—"“ Oh! I'm brotherly, brotherly.”
So saying he rose, kissed her and walked out, she calling to
John to take his uncle to his carriage. John did so. Andrew
extended his fingers. John didaﬁikewise and their fingers

ik R

o PRBEESTE

@ e s SNSRI ST TR e

crossec
ath al
e hac
Her
ment.”
thing g
came b
“Oh!
“T cou
But did
the bes'
Whet
destinie
rebellio
miles to
Margare
you an
indeed 1

after all
English ¢
like Edv
the Gree
turn on
“Don’t |
have toe(li
uash
?:1’11 be Je
said Jam
Both 1
Margaret
be a man
mills are:
live there
train ever
late.”—"*
Tom.
a new pro
under an
It’s easy {
he moves
looking at
our liking.
buoying h




awries,”
: said—
incle.—
bigger
—“ But
|\ave no
r house
T your
cause I
lly left

1 as he

| then
could

o NIRRT

e SRS SRR
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crossed like swords.—*‘ Gee,” said John as he walked up the
ath after the carriage had driven off : “ I've done for mysel’.”
ﬁe had, and was glad of it.

He returned to Jamie and said : ““ Well, Ae’s a disappoint-
ment.”"—" What did you expect ? "’ asked Jamie.—‘‘ Some-
thing grand and lordly. You were grand and lordly when you
came back and I thought you must hae got it from him."”—
“Oh! Johnny, Johnny, a lordly man must have a soul.”’—
“I could see he made you miserable as soon as he arrived.
But didn’t our Tom make up to him fine? Our Tom’ll have
the best of him yet.”

When Tom returned Margaret informed her sons of the
destinies marked out for them and John only expressed
rebellion : ““School ! he cried. “ Have I come these
miles to go to school again ? ’—* You're youn§ yet,” answered
Margaret, “ and it’s a good school.”—* But I'll be living on
you and my brothers!|” cried John, unable to express or
indeed to understand his real grievance, which was that he
had expected to walk out of the railway station into manhood.
—“ You must not be ungrateful. It is your uncle’s wish, and
after all you have me to thank that you are not now in an
English charity school with yellow legs and a round blue bonnet
like Edward VI.”—* Very well, mother, but I will not learn
the Greek and if they try to put me to the mathematics I'll
turn on my doll-face. They won’t do much with that.”—
‘“Don’t be a young fool,” chimed in Tom heavily. “ You'll
have to learn what the others learn.””—But John was not to be
squashed : “ Jamie’s eldest. If I do what anybody tells me
it'll be Jamie shall tell it.”’—* It’s school for a while, anyhow,”

said Jamie and John bowed to his decision.

Both Margaret and Tom kept silent as to Tom’s future.
Margaret told Jamie how his uncle had said he would one day
be a manager. Jamie was not elated at the proposal. “ The
mills are at Hyde Bridge. If I was a manager I would have to
live there. It’sadark hole. I won’t relish going out there b
train every morning neither. I'll have to be up early and bac
late.”—"* But you'll have a good practical knowledge,” said
Tom. “ You might even invent some new bit of machinery or
a new process would make your fortune or at least put the firm
under an obligation to you. That’s how partners are made.
It’s easy to see that Uncle knows how quick you are, the way
he moves you about.”—Jamie smiled : “ That’s one way of

looking at it and I suppose we can’t have things altogether to
ourliking.” But he was disappointed and hurt. He had been
buoying himself up with the hope that on his return his uncle
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would send for him and, after his long probation, open up
some definite prospect before him. He could not away with
the feeling that in being sent to Hyde Bridge he was shelved.
He had once or twice been to the mills and was left with the
strong impression that the work there was on a different plane.
The men in that little office were of a different class. The
brains of the concern were in Thrigsby. The mill was only a
machine. The idea of monotonous day by day production
repelled him.—* The manager of a mill,” said Tom, “ would
get a fine salary.”’—* There's more than salaries to be thought
of,” replied Jamie. “‘ At least that’s how it seems to me. If
I'm Andrew Keith’s nephew I'm not going to be his employee.
My blood’s his and I back my blood wi’ my brains for to help
him in his work.”—* Qu aye,” retorted Tom, ‘‘ but the business
is his and he has a say in that. Till you're as rich as he is
you're not as good and fine airs are out of place.”—* I measure
no man by his purse, least of all my kinsman,” cried Jamie.—
“ It’s early days,” said Tom, “ to talk of measuring men. You
wait until they let ye. That’ll be your job when you're a
manager.”—‘“ At Hyde Bridge,” said Jamie relapsing into
gloom.

Margaret laughed at them both. “ It’s soon to be putting
old heads on your young shoulders. Who's to tell what will
happen? Itisallin the Lord’s hands. And by the way what
church did you attend ? Presbyterian, I hope.”—" There’s
not a Presbyterian church within three miles, but I went to
the English church. S. James the Less I liked the best ; but
S. John’s is the nearest. Mr Leslie is churchwarden at S.
James "—* Very well then, we will try S. James. Have they
free seats? ' ‘" A few.”—* I'll stick to the Scots Kirk,"” said
Tom, “ if I have to walk ten miles.”

On the Sunday morning accordingly he walked three miles
there and three miles back, with a good stiff dose of his native
religion in the interval, Margaret, James, John and Maggie
went to S. James the Less and there met the Leslies. Mrs
Leslie fluttered round Margaret and told her how happy she
had been to have her big handsome son with her, and Peter,
turning himself for the moment into the spokesman of the
Anglo-Scots community, delivered a little speech of welcome.
Selina meanwhile made herself very pleasant to Maggie and
tried in vain to draw her out of her shyness. Poor Maggie had
been very upset by the Anglican service which had seemed to
her trivial and perfunctory. Her greatest pleasure in life had
been the Sabbath when she could quake before the Lord and
imagine that at any moment the earth might open and swallow
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her up for her exceeding wickedness. The English perform-
ance had to her been hardly more exciting than an afternoon
call. And she was more than a little inclined to regard Selina
as frivolous, if not improper, because she was so gaily dressed.
Selina knew that Jamie had returned and had got herself up in
her best and brightest, but, with her eye on Margaret, hardly
permitted herself to smile at him. John stared at her and
Tom, who had come to meet them, stood dourly looking on at
the group of Leslies and Lawries blocking the pathway for the
crowd of stovepipe-hatted gentlemen and full-skirted ladies
as they came streaming out of church—* for all the world,”
thought Tom, who possessed an inward wit of his own, “ like
the animals coming out of the Ark.”—Not such a bad simile
either, for it was one of those genuine Thrigsby days when air
and earth seem to be saturated with water, dirty water at that,
and its pale inhabitants have the wan vacant stare of fish in
an aquarium, with something also of their odd alacrity. Mr
Leslie knew almost everybody and had continually to be takin
off his hat.—" He’s like a pump,” thought Tom. Very sti
and straight was Peter Leslie in his Sunday broadcloth and he
had the air of saying to all the congregation : ““ I am talking to
these people. They are to be known.”—And indeed when at
last the Lawries and the Leslies parted Mrs Lawrie was the
object of a friendly interest. Tom, lagging, heard whispers :
“Scotch! Yes. Related to Keith Bros. & Stevenson.”—
“Really ? ” ““ Those boys are lucky, but the Scotch do always
fall on their feet.”—"* The girl would be pretty if it weren’t for
something rigid about her.”—" Proud ? Oh! well I should
be proud if I had three sons like that. The eldest has such
dignity, hasn’t he? "—"“They don’t look at me,” thought
Tom and his eyes followed Jamie’s tall figure. “Oh! the
moudiewarps. I don’t wonder Uncle Andrew’s rich.”
Outside the church gate Selina managed to catch Jamie and
with her prettiest smile she asked Mrs Lawrie if he might
accompany her home. She gave Jamie her Prayer Book to
hold. It contained a note which he extracted and thrust into
his waistcoat pocket. That also did not escape Tom and his
thoughts coincided with his brother’s :—*“ Aye, she’ll do—for
a manager’s wife.” The thought pleased Tom but not Jamie
who was set in revolt by it, both against Selina and his appar-
ent destiny.—" I'm hanged if I'll be a manager,” he said to
himself. “ And have done with this feckless philandering. I
am not nor will I be in love.” This resolution made him all
the more polite to Selina who found him more attractive than
ever since she had seen how in church he had drawn attention
E
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to himself.—" Did you have a pleasant holiday, Mr Lawrie ? ”
she asked. ‘It was excited and disturbing,” replied Jamie,
“but I was glad to see Scotland again.”—"Is it very
beautiful ? ”"—" So beautiful that no one can describe it.”’—
She smiled : “Did you—did you keep your promise? "—
Jamie turned cold with fear. She was dragging him back into
the foolish past. ‘‘ I—I did not,” he stammered. There were
two girls walking up the street in front of them. He was over-
come by the absurdity of their outline : little stiff bodies rising
out of a semicircle of draperies. Love and—that? He
became suddenly self-conscious and aware of his own incon-
gruity, of the wild free impulse in his own heart, here in the
wet, dull, greasy street. He could not bear it. He plucked
the note out of his waistcoat, slipped it back into the Prayer
Book, thrust that into Selina’s hands, raised his hat and bolted.
When he was out of sight he stopped. ““Losh!” he said,
“ what must she think of'me | ”’

He was crest-fallen and ashamed when he reached home.
He had a miserable afternoon for a number of ladies called and
he was enraged to see their eyes taking in the furniture of the
dining-room and his mother’s raiment and Maggie's wig.—
‘““Stare on! Stare on!” he raged. “ We're like any other
folk. Aye, that’s my father over the chimney-piece and he
was a good man though he was never in any city but Edin-
burgh.”—" Yes,” he heard his mother’s voice saying, “ yes, I
think we are going to like Thrigsby, though we are hardly
strangers to it for we have had relations here for generations
now.” OrTom booming : “ A man’s place is in the city now.
Only a clod would till the soil.”—(O! Uncle Shiel! Uncle
Shiel |)—And the women’s tongues were as busy as their eyes.
They told Margaret where to get the best cakes, the best
clothes, the best coffee, the best wine, the best shoes. They
recommended butchers, bakers and milkmen.—Why should
they not ? Perhaps even Jamie would not have minded if he
had not made such a fool of himself with Selina. Margaret was
happy and contented. She was led on to talk of her husband
and her long widowhood, though not of her poverty,—that was
for ever interred. And Tom induced the ladies to talk of their
husbands so that he might gauge what manner of society they
had come among—clerks, managers, municipal servants.—
“They’ll do for a while,”” he thought.

Jamie was increasingly miserable until the ladies had gone.
He hated himself for his reserve and his inability to break it
down. All that evening he spent writing to his sister Mary
with whom he had begun a regular correspondence.
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CHAPTER XI
A LETTER FROM EDINBURGH

ARY was a born letter-writer. She could be frank,
intimate and charming on paper as she could not

be in actual relations in which she always acquiesced-too
much in her disadvantages of short stature and plain looks.
She had two styles, both good, one official and literary : this
she used for her general family epistles : the other easy, light
and mocking which she used for her letters to Jamie. They
came not regularly but as the spirit moved her, generally when
she had got some new light on the world as it shaped itself
before her. Her big brother, she knew, had need of her, and
she was not going to let distance deprive her of the happiness
of supplying it. His first weeks at the mill were desperate.
He thought he would never be able to go on with it, but not a
soul was allowed so much as a glimmer of the fury that blew
in him like a hot wind. He was parched and cracked with it

when there came a letter to say that she too was a little, ever
so little, unhappy.

“It was grand at first” (she wrote) ““ to be in the streets
where Sir Walter walked, to go past the house where he used
to visit Marjorie Fleming. It was fine to meet people who had
seen Sir Walter and some other (old) people who remembered
poor Burns. But now Sir Walter is a shadow and the little
pride of the world fades before its great unhappiness. Who
can walk through the streets of this great city unmoved by the
hopeless misery and the drunkenness caused by the misery ?
You would think that the great rock standing there above the
city would make for strength, but I think sometimes that no
idea, no symbol, has any power against the effect human beings
have on each other. That alarms and saddens me. If we
could only realise it and know something about it.—But,
dearie me, I'm being encouraging | I should rather talk of my
pleasure and I would but that it lies all among thinking men,
and is therefore z'ust a little rarefied. You would be surprised
at the amount of thinking that goes on in this town, the better
parts of it, that is. It is as common as drunkenness in the lower
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quarters! O! adeal o’ thinking | Uncle Andrew, no not the
Queen of England couldn’t buy it. It is a natural force like a
current of air or a whirlpool and I, your wee sister, am caught
up in it. There’s a thing, though you may not know it, called
the chemistry of the mind. It is going to do a deal for
the world without interfering with religion. Scotland, little
though we suspected it in the Glen Kens, is the centre of the
world’s thought. O! but we have great men here. There
have not been greater since the Frenchmen of Paris and we too
are to have our Encyclopedia. England must and shall be
educated. Cheap too! I say we because I am to be in it.
Just as Diderot made his Encyclopadia out of an English book
so we are to make ours out of a German one. And I am learn-
ing German. Why not? There are Germans on the throne.
It is a thoroughly respectable language and, they tell me, has
a great literature. There are other poets beside our Shelley
and our Wordsworth and our little Keats. But poetry they
tell me is mere smiuition. All the building is done by philos-
ophers. I don’t profess to understand this yet and when I
complain, as I do sometimes, B. laughs at me and asks how
many people understand Newton and if I know where the
world would be without him. Then I learn that it is some-
thing terribly Mathematical and, as you know, the Lawries
never were any good at arithmetic. It is very exhilarating
but it makes the ordinary world almost intolerable and, after
all, as millions of peogle live in the ordinary world it can’t be
so very bad,—can it/ Shall we call it so-so? Between the
two I find—and it #s such a comfort—my own dear brother. I
like to think of him in the ordinary world though he is not and
never could be so-so. Indeed, who can? And yet so-so
describes the sum of it all—England seems very remote.
There are thinking minds there too but all separate and
isolated. Here there is a school, another Athens. Alas! I
know now that I shall never be a poetess. Scotland is not to
have, this time, her Sappho. But you, I think, could write.
Your descriptions of Thrigsby are sombre but not depressing.
I suppose, as you say, that civilisation is marching through its
streets, though I think you are a little hard when you say you
wish it would knock some of them down. Surely the poor
people regard themselves as better off in them or they would
not go there. You know our philosophers will not hear of
anything that goes against common-sense unless it can be
mathematically proved—like the earth going round the sun,
which is philosophy’s one great smack in the eye for the So-
soishness of things. Short of proof, however, we have no right
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to interfere, however indignant we may be.—You will have
had all my eloquent descriptions of the beauties of Edinburgh
in my family letters. In my letters to you I like to describe
only the Inside of Me, and I want in your letters the Inside of
You at least more than just peeps in your account of things
generally—I am glad Mother is so happy and so settled with
plenty of people to make a fuss of her. She would get that
anywhere.—Tom never writes to me. John’s letters are
amusing, but yours are You and I feel you growing into a
wonderful beautiful MAN which I and the world would far
rather have than all the philosophers that ever was. Rare !
Only the world and women know how rare, and perhaps only
the plain women really know. Write soon.”

She had the effect of bracing Jamie up so that he could more
easily bear the weight of circumstance and look about him
with more kindliness. He was incapable of understanding
many of the ideas with which she played and was left oddly
jealous of philosophers in general and the shadowy figure
which he divined behind her letters, though whether it was
Professor B. or R. W. or K. L. he did not know. He inclined
to think it must be Professor B. and Mary’s growing insistence
on her plainness made him furious with him for a conceited
dolt. Mary, of all of them, ought not to be unhappy. She
must not be. His eagerness to help her, if she should need
help, set him working with keenness and vigour so that he was
able almost to conquer his detestation of the mills. He told
himself that it was absurd and unreasonable, that without the
mills there would be no business, but he hated the long rooms
with the machines clattering and the threads dancing, the
shuttles bobbing, and the rows of women standing there for
hours at a stretch, to gain so little. He was glad to escape in
the evening and to read or write to Mary or, if it was his turn,
to play backgammon with his mother. (He and Tom took it
in turn week by week.)—For many months after their arrival
their existence was quiet, monotonous, uneventful, happy and
solid. Jamie’s imaginative and emotional life was away with
Mary in Edinburgh.
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CHAPTER XII
JOHN ASTONISHES THE FAMILY

O absorbed was Jamie in his effortless acquiescence in
this regular existence that he became rather absent-
minded and hardly noticed what was happening around him.
John was there and his mother was there and Tom was there
and of their goings out and comings in he knew nothing at all.
Tibby woke him up in the morning and had his breakfast
ready. This he gulped down and then rushed off to catch the
train before the others were stirring. John had home work to
do in the evenings and Tom would often bring a ledger back
with him and sit at work on it. Margaret had the tale of the
day’s doings but she was never able to make it interesting.
It was almost as though the world outside Keith and Lawrie
could not justify its existence and because it made no apparent
effort to do so she bore a grudge against it. She was aggressive
in talking even of her friends.

So little did Jamie notice what was happening that it was a
week or so after the event before he noticed that Tibby no
longer had her meals with them. He did not comment on her
absence but one night having occasion to go into the kitchen
he said :—“ Why do you take your meals alone, Tibby ? "'—
“It was my wish, It was not . . .”—" But I don’t wish you
to be a servant.”—" I am a servant, Jamie. Who does the
work of the house but me ? ”"—* But it doesn’t seem right.”’—
“It 4s right. I asked for wages.”—" I'm sorry you did that.
You had only to ask for any money you need.”—*‘ Indeed I
would not ask. And it is not the same here as it was at home.”
—"“How is it different ? "—'‘ It is different. I'm older for one

thing and you are getting on so nicely, you and Mr Tom.

You'll take {your position in the world and you can’t have a
half-and-half in the house.”—* Your father and my father
were friends.”—" Aye,” she said with her queer wistful

humour, “ but your mother and my mother were not.”’—That
finished the argument.—** For your father’s sake,”” said Jamie,
“I can’t altogether acquiesce in that. You shall be a servant
if you insist on it, but you shall be a friend to me.”—" I will
that.”—" Then why do you call me Jamie and my brother Mr

70

e - e m—————

Tom? ™
are they
little.”—
money O
you in
out for
gestuﬁ'e,
rophecy
¥ S%e he
pared fo
hold. C
with a It
the book
assistant
obsequio
head of
Margare!
gammon
done, th
thinking
said Tor
hard wot!
John
night ?’
Look at
““ I!u \
was ver)
became
o Iﬁft
‘“” IJeaS
begin on
‘The
Uncle A1
“Unc
going to
Two of
going to
‘" May
married.
‘“" I ax!
"twill be
at the hi
Jamie
he said,
till Tom




ence in
absent-
\d him.
s there
rat all.
eakfast
ich the
york to
r back
of the
esting.

Lawrie

parent

essive

was a
by no
n her
tchen
? “—
h you
s the
| g
that,
eed 1
me.”’
rone
[om.
ve a
ither
stful
[hat
mie,
vant
will
r Mr
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Tom ? "—Tibby smiled: “He ¢s Mr Tom.”"—" How much
are they paying you? "—*Six shillings a week.”—* "Tis
little.”—"“ It’s enough. I've no face to be vain of or to spend
money on. I can save.”—' Indeed,” said Jamie. ‘I think
you in Thrigsby are the most extraordinary of all.”—** Watch
out for yourself, Jamie,” said she with a strange oracular
gesture, so that her words seemed almost a warning or a
prophecy.

She had shaken Jamie out of his musing so that he was pre-
pared for the disturbance which soon came upon the house-
hold. One night he came home from Hyde Bridge, like Tom,
with a ledger. He was not altogether satisfied with the way
the books were kept and he disliked the manager whose chief
assistant he had become, mainly, as he knew, through the man’s
obsequiousness and desire to flatter him as a nephew of the
head of the firm.—“ How you two boys do work ! ”’ sighed
Margaret, thinking she was not going to have her game of back-
gammon.—" We'll have to work a deal harder before we've
done, the way competition is springing up on all sides. I'm
thinking Uncle Andrew must have had an easy time of it,”
said Tom.—"“ Oh! no,” protested Margaret. ““He had his
hard work too.”

John had come home without books.—“ No work to-
night ? " said his mother. ‘‘ You must learn to work too.
Look at your brothers.”

“T'll work all right,” said John. “I've left school.” He
was very nervous and in his effort to put a bold front on it
became rather impudent in tone.

“ Left school ? * cried Tom.

“ Leastways I'm no’ going back. I've found a post and I
begin on Monday.”

‘The devil you do,” said Tom. ‘“And where? Has
Uncle Andrew made you a buyer ? ”

“ Uncle Andrew’s not the only door I can knock on. I'm
going to Murdoch’s the ironmongery for ten shillings a week.
Two of us is enough for Uncle Andrew’s maw and I'm not
going to make a third.”

“Maybe,” sneered Tom, ‘“you are thinking of getting
married.”

“T am not,” snapped John. ““When I do go with a lassie
"twill be wi’ a lady.” Tom winced and John showed pleasure
at the hit, though neither Jamie nor Margaret understood it.

Jamie took the matter in hand :—'* But there’s no reason,”
he said, whly you should work yet awhile. You should wait
till Tom or I can help you.”—" That’s the reason,” replied
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John, ““ that T want to, and if I can live without help I will,
so help me God.” He was not at all sure of his ground and,
knowing his Jamie, trusted to bluster. Tom, he saw, had
retired hurt from the fray. “I don’t want to annoy Uncle
Andrew,” he said, “ but he doesn’t like me.”—* How can you
say such a thing? "’ protested Margaret.—John was nettled
and plunged : “ If you want it straight out,” he said, *‘ there
is not room for me and Tom in the same business. So it’s
Murdoch’s or America. I told you in the beginning that I
would not go to school, but I had not the courage then to look
out for myself. Now I've done it and if you don’t like it I
can find somewhere else to live.”—‘* But you don’t know any-

thing about Murdoch’s, whether they are solvent, or whether

they are on the up or the down,” suggested Jamie.—

“ Murdoch’s is all right,” said Tom. * John’s no fool.”—1
should think not,” cried Margaret, outraged at the mere
suggestion of such a thing in her family.

So John had his way, and Jamie, at heart rather pleased
with him, gave him a sovereign, and took him out to buy him
a new suit of clothes.

These declarations of independence excited him, and made
him envious that Tibby and John should both have so clear an
idea of their positions. Hisown seemed muddled. When John
said “I" he had a very definite notion of what he meant, with
none of the aggressiveness that was often so distasteful in Tom.
He was enraged at his young brother’s coolness and his already
extensive knowledge of Thrigsby and its ways.—"‘ I'm glad
we came here,”’ said John. ‘ There can’t be another place in
the world like it, for getting on, I mean. Look at the way it’s
growing.”—" In a way,” replied his brother, “ that seems to
me to make it more difficult if you haven’t a solid position in
the beginning. That is what makes me anxious about you.”—

“Oh! TI'll be all right,” said John. “ Never fear. I wouldn’t
be stopped from getting on not by fifty uncles.”—* Queer you
should have that dislike of Uncle Andrew.”—"“ Dod, I hated
him at sight. He’s so like mother.”—That really shocked
Jamie. “ John!”—“And Tom.”—"Hush!”—'“He’s not
a bit like you. Tom was always telling me what I should do
and I won'’t take it from him. Thrigsby isn’t all Keith Bros.
& Stevenson and Thrigsby’s a big place. I'll go my own way
even if it’s only to sell matches in the street.”—* You won’t
need to do that while we’ve a roof over our heads.”—* No,
but I tell you what, as soon as I can I shall live in lodgings."”"—
“ Mother won’t like that.”—‘* Mother won’t like what I'm
doing now.”—* Oh ! she’ll get over it.”—" I'll be surprised if
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she does.”—" What’s come over you ? "’—"“ I dunno : a sort
of fright I think.”—* It seems unnatural in a lad like you.”—
“1It’s taken me weeks and weeks to get over it.”"—" I'm glad
to have had this talk with you, Johnny. I feel I know you
better.” John took his brother’s arm and said : “ You're a
good old sort ; and if it was going to the mill I think I wouldn’t
mind being in the business.”—‘ Indeed ? What is it you
mind ? "—" Well, it isn’t Uncle Andrew and it isn’t Tom.
It’s the two together. I'd hate it worse’n schocl. Och!
I'm glad I haven’t got a father or I'd never have dared to
leave.”—" 1 believe I'm in loco parentis.”—" You're not a
bit like a father anyway.”

Now Jamie began to feel uncomfortable, knowing that his
affections were running away with him, making him take his
colour from this young brother of his and see things very
nearly from his point of view. That was pleasant but very
much against his training which had instilled into him that if
he was to allow any point of view but his own, it must be the
Lord’s and no other. This had frequently landed him in
awkward places and aggravated in him that conflict between
self-knowledge and self-conceit in which so many Scotsmen
spend their miserable days. Feeling this conflict now strong
in him Jamie took it to be an essential part of his character and
not, as it was, a condition of the phase of development through
which, without disturbance from outside, he was passing.
Alarmed at himself therefore, he fell back on the Lord’s point
of view. From that John was seen to be behaving abominably,
flouting his duty and treating the respectable with disrespect.
Though this aspect was distressing it was easy and made Jamie
feel that, if he chose to exert it, there was authority on his side.
However, John, innocently chattering on, plunged his brother
in even greater perturbation.—‘ You should,” he said, *“ have
a crack with Tibby. She’s sized us all up. You're to be a
great man, Tom'’s to be a rich man, and I'm to be a wanderer
on the face of the earth.”—* Tibby in the character of a wise
woman is new to me,” said Jamie.—John replied : * She is
wise, at least, she is queer, and I wouldn’t be in Murdoch’s now
but for her.”—**Did you talk it over with her ? ”—** I did not,
but it was what she said.”

Jamie’s thoughts swung back to Tibby in her kitchen insist-
ing on the definition of her position by wages and he felt
vaguely envious of her and yet angry to be envious. It was
what he wanted himself, definition, and he had but the most
confused notion of his position with regard to the persons
immediately surrounding him, unless he fell back on the support
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of the Lord, when they became clear but also reduced and
remote. His affections would not have that and yet, without
renouncing the Lord, he could not have it otherwise.—O !
this was too involved. He encouraged John in his chatter,
and in the funny little swagger which he was every moment
more patently assuming, and visited his resentment on Tibby.—
If John came to grief through going into Murdoch’s, it would
be Tibby’s fault. But of course John would not come to grief.
That fate was not for any Lawrie, or any Keith. They were
out for the conquest of England, though England might not
know it, even when conquered. That was the cleverness and
the joke of it.—* I don’t think you'll wander far, Johnny.”—
“Not if I can get my way, without.”—' What is your way ? ”
—“T don’t know yet, but I can imagine just getting it and
feeling fine.”—Jamie laughed : ““I'm thinking therell be
some shocks in store for us.”’—John gave a whoop : ““ Doesn’t
this great city make you feel strong and whirling ? —They
were passing down a street in the centre of Thrigsby where
there were still a few of the old black and white timbered
houses, some with projecting upper stories, and an old inn that
must once have stood in its cown yard but now fronted a new
wide street and was overshadowed with a huge warehouse.—
“The world must have been very charming in the old days, but
there were fewer people then,” said Jamie.

Out of the inn came Mr Wilcox who rushed up to Jamie
crying: “Hoo, my lad ! Good lad ! T haven’t seen you this
many a long day. They could not grind down your genius in
the office so they sent you to the mill, eh ? The office is a sad
place without you. I saw you from the window : back view.
—I know that back, I said to myself. Such a back had John
Kemble.—And how are you? "—“I'm very well,” replied
Jamie. ‘I have my brothers living with me now. Thisismy
brother John.”—Mr Wilcox held out his hand :(—" Welcome
to Thrigsby,” he said. “I'm not Mayor, but I don’t mind
speaking for the rest. Stick to your brother ; he’s a tower of
strength. Fortune could never resist a face like that, not if
she is the female of her usual portrait.—But I've news for you,
James, my lad. Come and have a drink on it.”—Jamie
hesitated on account of John, who said: “ O, I've been in
public-houses before.” So they returned with Mr Wilcox to
the little low bar-parlour where they sat on old trestles with
their feet fouling the sanded floors and Mr Wilcox ordered ale
for three from the stout lady behind the counter, whom he
called Aunty.—* Well,” said Jamie, *“ what’s your news ? ""—
Mr Wilcox burst out in a torrent of words, speaking so fast
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that at first his hearers could make nothing of his story. They
gathered however that he had left the firm.—"“For ever ! "’ he
said. ““ Not one spot of dust from its unswept floors remains
upon my boots. A mistake was made. Thousands lost !
Thousands of golden sovereigns. It was traced, so they said,
to our room. I asked for proof. None was forthcoming.
‘ Seek the responsibility elsewhere | * said I.  But would they ?
Not a bit of it. When there’s trouble in the office, you may
have observed that it is always Peter Leslie who is made to pay.
He’s got a white face, and a white liver, and a pure white soul.
He’s a broken man. Child-bearing’s the cause of it.—Now old
Andrew knows what men in the office he can’t break, and he
lets them alone. He knows who’s broken too, but he’s getting
old and is losing his nose for the breakables. So this time, to
run no risks, it must be Peter. Poor old Peter! There he
stood, stiff as a poker, with a choke in his throat staring hard
at the wall in front of him. He would not, he could not break
down. He was too hard hit. Well: he’s a family man, and
you know his wife, a high-stepper if ever there was one, and I
say it is the duty of the bachelor to stand by the family man,
who is always the one to be trodden on if there is any treading
to be done, and, let me tell you, there is a damned sight too
much of it in Thrigsby.—Well, that went on for a couple of
days. Not a word did Peter say : not a word passed my lips,
and you know what 7 am. We were in that office night after
night looking for that mistake—an old one mark you, the
effects of which had only just come home to the firm. The
general feeling after a bit was that whether it was found out or
not Peter was done for. T couldn’t stand that. I've been in
the same room with him for twelve years, and, damn it, the
man’s middle-aged and has no thought outside the firm.”—
‘“ He’s a very religious man,” put in Jamie.—“ Yes. And that
makes it all the worse for him. He’d hardly dare put his nose
inside his church if he lost his job. I could not stand it. If
they want their mistake, I said, they shall have it. It took
me two days and two nights to think out that mistake and
there it was, very difficult to trace, in one of my ledgers.
Then, I thought, if I find it myself they’ll perhaps be suspicious,
because they all know I'm a ?(,)ol at the business. So I fetched
in Nosey Tom and said I'd been over and over the books until
I couldn’t tell my nose from the figure nine and let him take
them home with him. Back he came in the morning as pleased
as Punch and walked straight into the old man’s room. An
hour later I am sent for, told I am next door to a thief and
wholly an imbecile and unworthy of the trust which the firm
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had imposed on me from the moment of my entering their
service as a lad. As a favour—as a favour !—I was given one
month’s salary. Thank you for nothing, I said, I have my
savings and the mistake, if recorded in my books, did not have
its origin there. Old Andrew roared like a consumptive cow :
you know what a silly voice he has : and Nosey Tom muttered
something about impudence. And then—then—I did the
best piece of acting in my life. I crawled back like this—"
In his fiery enthusiasm Mr Wilcox rose, crept hang-dog to the
door, went out, came in again pushing the door slowly open.
He had contrived to expel all the blood from his face and
looked thin and shrunken. His hands trembled and the handle
of the door rattled and in a dry whisper he croaked : ‘‘ Peter |
Peter |—Mr Leslie. It is finished. My character is gone. I
am a broken man. This room will know me no more. And I
tell you it knocked Peterall of a heap. He could not get out a
word. He was shaking and his hands were icy cold and he
clutched mine.—‘ God bless you! God bless you !’ he cried,
and he could say nothing else but ‘ God bless you.” ”—** God
bless you, indeed,” cried Jamie who had been carried away
with the story and the power of Mr Wilcox’s acting.—* Oh |
stow it ! "’ replied Mr Wilcox. ‘‘ It's what I'd been wanting for
the last five years.””—'‘ But who,” asked John, ‘“ was Nosey
Tom?"” Mr Wilcox dropped his jaw: “I'm blowed,” he
answered, “ blowed if it isn’t your brother.” And John gave a
dry little chuckle, but Jamie, still seeing the thing as a great
and poignant drama, with Nosey Tom as the villain, almost
groaned: “ God forbid ! ”
Mr Wilcox took a long drink at his ale and continued :
“ But that isn’t my real news. I’ve joined the profession, and
we must have another drink on that.”—** Not for John,” said
Jamie.—“ Havers | ” cried John. “ I'll drink you under the
table.”—" That’s right,” said Mr Wilcox. “Don’t you be
ut upon.—Three more, Aunty. There’s a Mr and Mrs Beeton
rom the best London theatres coming down. She’s a Terry
on her father’s side. They’re to have a stock company at the
Theatre Royal and I'm to be one of their comedians. Good
health! We start in a fortnight’s time, and I was wondering
if you would like to write a prologue.”—** Surely,” said Jamie,
“ there are writers in Thrigsby, better known than I. At
least, I mean that I am not at all known, and besides,—the
theatre | "—" If you have never been inside a theatre,” said
Mr Wilcox, with some heat, ““ you have no right to condemn
it. That is what you pious folk are always doing.”’—" I
wasn't condemning. I was only conscious of my own
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ignorance.”—* About the only man in the world who is,” said
Mr Wilcox. “ However, think it over. I'm at the same old
address. By the way, I'm Clarence now, Mr Clarence Wilcox.
I couldn’t act under the name of Sam, could I? . . . I'm off to
rehearsal now. Richeliew : not a laugh in it. Good-bye, sir.
Good-bye, young sir, you stick to your brother and you won’t
go far wrong.” He raised his hat very high above his head,
set it on again at an angle, drew on a pair of light yellow gloves
and strode out.

“Well,” said Jamie, “ what did you make of Mr Wilcox ? "
—“1I don’t know,” answered John after a pause. ‘ There
was a boy at school had a father like him and they’re as poor

as church mice.” Hemade a face.—'‘ He’s a noble character,”
said Jamie.—*“ Aye, I daresay. But he’ll die poor.”—* What
difference does it make how you die? "—"“Eh! Jamie!”

said John, “you wouldn’t die poor and leave a widow as
mother was left.”—But Jamie was already off on thoughts of
his prologue, playing with the forbidden fruit. It would be a
fine thing to have words of his spoken, as Mr Wilcox could
speak them, before an immense concourse of people. What a
power words might exert ! They would go echoing through
the hearts of every man and woman there. They would be
treasured, and bring up warm grateful thoughts of the man
who had written them. And perhaps one day, after the pro-
logue, he would write a play—a play by a Thrigsby author
before a Thrigsby audience.—Wilcox would act in it. There
should be a door in it : the door should slowly open, upon an
empty room, and a man with a ghastly white face should open
the door and come in trembling, trembling, afraid of what he
would see there, and his fear would grow into terror as he
realised the emptiness, and the emptiness of his own soul.
Jamie gripped his stick tight and he walked very fast so that
John couﬁi hardly keep up with him. His thoughts raced.
“Dod, Jamie,” said John. *“ Think of them calling our Tom
Nosey | "—"“Didn’t you think Mr Wilcox a very fine actor,
John? ”—*“Pooh! what’s play-acting? ”—And Jamie’s
thoughts collapsed :—‘ Indeed,” he said to himself, *“ what is
it? "—“I wonder,” said John, ‘“what they call Uncle
Andrew.”—"“1 can tell you that,” replied Jamie savagely,
flying back to the story of Peter Leslie. ‘‘ They call him the
Scotch turd, and you can thank your lucky stars you’ve thrown
your bonnet over the windmills and gone into Murdoch’s.”

At home they found Margaret waiting for them : her old
fighting self, roused from the lethargy and shyness which had
settled on her since their coming to Thrigsby. She had on
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her bonnet and cloak, all shining with jet beads which rattled
as she spoke.—'‘ John,” she said, “you have defied my
authority. I am going to take you to your Uncle Andrew to
see what you have to say to him.”—" I have nothing to say to
him.”—“ We shall see that.”—"“And if I will not go.”—
“Then I and your brothers will make you go.”—" Not I,
mother,” said Jamie.—‘ Jamie | "—'‘ My father, Dr M‘Phail
used to say, was a gentle soul. He would not have forced any
of us against our wills. I have been talking to John. Heis set
against the office.””—“ Why ? "’—' He has his reasons.”’—
““What are they? "—"“1I imagine,” said Jamie, “ they are
deep-rooted in his character.”—*‘ Character! A child like
that.”—'‘ Indeed, mother, in many ways he is older than I am.
He is certainly less easily deceived, and he has made up his
mind.”’—Margaret made a show of surrender but her lips shut
tighter than ever.—‘‘ At least,” she said, “‘ he owes it to your
uncle to give him an explanation and to ask him for a recom-
mendation.”—" There’s no harm in that,” replied Jamie,
jumping at the chance of relieving the strain and thanking
Heaven that Tom was out.—‘‘ No,” said John, ““ I see no harm
in that.”—So Margaret sent him up to don his new clothes and
brush his hair and wash his neck. While he was gone she said
to Jamie :—“ It is natural that he should have an admiration
for you as his eldest brother, but you ought not to take advan-
tage of that to subvert my authority.”’—Jamie was so entirely
unaware of having done any such thing that he could find
nothing to say, nor indeed did Margaret seeiz to expect any
rejoinder. She added : “ It is the first grief my sons have
caused me. Please God, it may be the last.” And Jamie,
prickly with distress, found uppermost in his mind the fantastic
but somehow attractive idea that Tibby was responsible for it
all, He was dimly aware of strange influences in the house
driving them on to the ways they must go, and it was extremely
pleasant to gather all these influences up into one thread and
to accuse Tibby, mentally, of witchcraft. It gave her a
characteristic personality and also prepared his mind and
spirit for any astonishments that might come.
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CHAPTER XIII
CLIBRAN HALL

T was a long journey from Murray Street to Clibran Hall :

a three-stage journey by omnibus with three horses.
The day was cold with that damp irresistible chill of which
Thrigsby possesses the peculiar secret. There was straw to
warm the feet of the passengers, and John thrusting his feet in
it, tucked his arms well up his sleeves and composed himself
for warmth against a fat man who occupied the corner under
the lamp. Margaret disdained the straw and sat stiff and up-
right under her beaded cape. The omnibus swung and
creaked and the flickering light cast strange shadows on the
faces of the travellers.-—'* Stirring times these,” said the fat
man to John.—" Are they ? " replied the boy. “I've only
just left school.”—" Lucky to be you,” said the fat man.
“You'll reap the fruits of it all.”—" Will I? " asked John
politely, not knowing in the least what the man was talking
about.—“ Never heard John Bright speak? Ah! Better
than a play, thatis. Temperance, reform, but a sound English-
man,”’—Margaret nudged John, and whispered :— You
should not talk to strangers.”—" It’s he’s doing the talking,”
whispered John, and the fat man pursued his argument :—
“ With men like that,” he said, *“ we've no need of the violence
and devastation they have in France. If what they tell me is
true, France must be a terrible country where no honest man is
safe. Now John Bright he’s a sensible man, and one sensible
man is better than ten revolutions.”—The word revolution
frightened Margaret and she said : “Don’t listen to him,
John.”—"“How can I help it,” muttered he, *“ with him talk-
Ing so near my ear ? "—" London,” continued the fat man,
*“ has got to heed what we say in the North. We're the back-
bone of the country and entitled to a voice. We’re the brains
of the country and London’s the belly. Look at the map if it
isn’tso. England’s narrow at the top and broad at the bottom,
the bum I might say, to put it bluntly. Where are the brains ?
At the top. But you should hear John Bright. He's speak-
ing to-morrow.”—" Where ? " asked John.—‘“ At the Coal
Exchange. I can give you a ticket.” He unbuttoned his
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enormous overcoat and produced a bulging pocket-book from
which he took a ticket. This he pressed into John’s hand.—
“ Like a ticket, ma’am ? Better tEan aplay.” But Margaret
stared frigidly out of the window.—“ He's a God-fearing man,
and none of your atheists.””—" Then,” said Margaret, “ if he
fears God, why does he not put his trust in Him and not go
disturbing the people ? "—With considerable emotion the fat
man replied : “ To save them from the Godless, madam, and
to save them from themselves.” As he uttered this fervent
sentiment the omnibus drew up. They had reached the first
stage and were to change. In the second omnibus the fat man
again took up the corner under the lamp but Margaret kept
John by the doorway though it was bitterly cold there. Two
other men entered and were presently drawn into conversation
by the fat man who recommended them to hear John Bright
and gave them tickets.  John listened intently to their con-
versation and was kindled to a glow to hear of riots and fight-
ing on the Continent, and disturbances in London.—"‘ There’ll
be none of that,” said the fat man, ‘“ when John Bright gets
his way. Quaker stock, he is, the good English breed, that
showe(il King George in America what they were made of. No
German nonsense for them. Good, honest, North count
manufacturing stock he is, and that’s the stock the country’s
got to look to.” —‘““Cobden’s my man,” said one of the
others and they fell to a furious discussion of the merits of the
two men.—*‘ The way I look at it is this,” said one of the con-
troversialists. ‘“ We're making all this trade. Government
won't help us, that’s certain.”—" We don’t want Government
help,” said the fat man.—" No, all we want is not to be
hampered by the Government. If these men won’t see
reason, we must have our own men in.”’— John began to think :
“T'll be a Parliament man before I've done. I'll go to hear
John Bright.”

Margaret had ceased to pay any attention to these trivial
political matters and was conning her address to Andrew,
plotting how she could get him alone without her obstinate
errant son. Meanwhile %ohn pursued his ambitions : in ten
years a partner in Murdoch’s: in fifteen married to a wife,
with money, perhaps Miss Murdoch : in twenty a Parliament
man, and later Lord Carsphairn. —“Don’t forget,” said
the fat man, “ John Bright speaks in the Coal Exchange.”’—
“I'll not forget,” said John. “ My name’s John too.”’—
“ John what? " asked the fat man.—" John Lawrie.”"—
“That’s a good name. Make it Honest John.”— John
Lawrie, M.P.,” thought John, catching sight of his face in the
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window of the omnibus. As mirrored there it was rather
interesting : a large white brow, great melancholy eyes and
a little sensitive mouth and chin.—' Has John Bright got a
beard ? "’ thought John, and, unknown to himself, he thought
aloud.—"* Put those wicked thoughts from your head,” said
Margaret. “‘ John Bright is an agitator and a disturber of the
Queen’s peace.”’—*‘ I don’t suppose,” said John with a thrilling
flash of wit and insight, “ I don’t suppose the Queen has ever
heard of him.”—*" The Queen,” replied Margaret, ‘ is the best
of women and hears of everything.”—** She eats chicken-bones
with her fingers,” said John, “and her real name is Mrs
Guelph.”—Margaret would have protested against such light
disloyalty but that they had come to the second stage and must
descend. The fat man got out also, once more reminded John
of his undertaking, touched the brim of his hat, and walked
swiftly away with a lightness of foot astonishing in a man of
his bulk.

No third omnibus appeared. Theywaited nearly half-an-hour
for it but at last decided that they must walk.—"* Perhaps,”
said Margaret, * your uncle will send us back in his carriage.”’—
“Pigs might fly,” thought John, but he said nothing and
walked on just a little ahead of his mother. When they were
near Clibran Hall but not yet within sight of it they began to
hear a roar of voices, that might be shouting or singing, and
growing louder and louder. Men, women and boys hurried
past them and soon behind them they heard the clatter of
horses’ hoofs and a company of soldiers went swiftly by,
turned down a side road and disappeared in the darkness.—
“We must hurry,” said Margaret, *“ and take refuge in your
uncle’s house or we'd best turn back.”—" If there’s anything
in the wind,” replied John, “ I'll see what it is. I'll see you
safe to Uncle Andrew’s.””—As they turned the corner they
came in sight of an immense crowd of people gathered round
an omnibus from which the horses were taken. On the top of
this were three men who were haranguing the crowd, with
rauch waving of arms and swaying of their bodies. A strange
light was thrown on the scene by torches and the crowd swelled
and heaved as new members came to it. It was impossible to
hear what was said. John and his mother were in the crowd
before they realised that it was outside Clibran Hall and then
it was impossible for them to turn back. They kept to the
wall of the garden, Margaret gazing with disgust and scorn at
the crowd, John tingling with excitement and straining to hear,
but he could make nothing out. And suddenly the crowd
broke as though it had burst and went surging up the garden
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to the door of Clibran Hall. John caught his mother in his
arms and held her in front of him so that he carried her weight
and protected her. They were borne along by the wall,
through the awful press in the gateway and half-way up the
drive when they managed to slip out into the garden. Stones
began to fly and windows crashed. The noise of that seemed
to satisfy the crowd more than their own for they were almost
silent, except for the grunting and swearing of those still being
thrust through the gate.—'‘ Let us go by the back way,”
whispered Margaret, trembling in her son’s arms. “In a
while,” answered John. ‘I want to see this out. I wonder
will they fire the house.”—"“Oh! John! John!”—"Deed,”
said he, ““ it would be a grand sight.”—The crowd began to cry :
“Cat Lane! Cat Lane! Right of way! Right of way!”
Another window went crash, but by the sound of it the shutters
were closed. One of the leaders went up to the front door and
banged upon it with the knocker.—"* What do they want ? ”
cried Margaret, the beads on her bonnet rattling.—“ I can’t
tell,” replied John, ““ but they’re not doing all this for fun.”—
The hammering at the door went on, until at last it was opened.
The crowd was hushed and John, caught up in the excitement,
shivered and then gasped as Tom came out and stood very
white and determined-looking under the flickering light in
the porch.—" Who's yon ? " cried a voice. ‘‘ Where’s t'owd
badger ? ”

One of the leaders ran up into the porch (for the crowd had
fallen back as the door opened), and he and Tom talked together.
Tom’s remarks seemed to give satisfaction, for words were

assed down into the crowd, which began at once to disperse.
?ohn heard a man say: ‘“ We've won. He’ll build.” And
another asked : ““ Aye, but what’ll he build ? ” There was
some singing and cheering which became wild hooting as the
clatter of hoofs was heard out in the road and the soldiers went
by at a trot exchanging chaff and banter with the rioters. Soon
the garden wasempty. Johnwasdisappointed. ‘‘I'd thought,”
he said, ““ it was going to be like the taking of the Bastille.”—
“Your uncle,” observed Margaret, “would be just.”—"1I
wonder why he sent Tom and what Tom was doing there and
what it was all about. I'd have made a speech if I'd been he.”
For John’s thoughts were still running on John Bright.

Margaret insisted that she would not go without seeing
Andrew, though John tried to point out that he would not
want to see them after such an evening’s excitement.—"“ He'll

be feeling a strong man,” said she.—"“Dod!"” cried John,
‘“ he'll be shivering in his cellar.”
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They were ushered into the library where they found Andrew,
in his dressing-gown, drinking a strong whisky toddy and
Tom, very excited, though subduing his feelings, still telling
what had happened. Margaret commiserated her brother
and abused the rabble.—" Obstinacy!” said Andrew,
“stupid obstinacy ! Where would they be without me, I
should like to know ?  Who knows best what is good for them ?
All that fuss and my windows smashed because of a row of
filthy cottages and a dirty alley leading from an ash-pit to a
slag-heap.”—"“ Of course ! "’ said Margaret, * you know best.
You have the brains to see what they do not see.””—" So I
say,” said her brother. “ So I say again and again. Is the
town to have a future or is it not ? And if I and men like me
do not look after its future, who will? The politicians I
suppose and the Town Council who think of nothing but votes.
They think because they’ve lived in a place for twenty years
they must live there for ever, regardless of the expansion of the
town’s industries. What does it matter where they live, so
long as they have factories to work in? Hum! Hum!”—
Very savagely he bobbed his head down into his glass.—
“Drunken, lecherous topers! Look at the birth-rate. There'll

be no food for them to eat soon.”—" We were caught in the
crowd,” said Margaret.—" Indeed,” grunted Andrew, ““ and
what brought you here at this time of night ? "—** It was my

boy, John. He has insisted on leavin(?' school and has, against
my will, taken a post at Murdoch’s.”—Andrew swung round
and fixed John with his eye: ‘“ Murdoch’s? Why
Murdoch’s ? ""—" They—they wanted someone,” stuttered
John.—"“ Did you tell them you were my—er—connection ? "’
—“I did not.”—"“Hum!”—"1 want you to forbid it,
Andrew,” said Margaret.—Andrew drew himself up: “If a
young man dares to think that he knows best what 1s good for
him, let him. Let him find out his mistake.” And that was
all he would say in the matter. He ignored his sister’s remarks
and would not even look at John, who felt ashamed, miserable
and contrite. It was his fault that his mother was so humili-
ated and he wanted to withdraw his resolution, but Andrew
silenced him when he gasped and gurgled inarticulately, by
tapping with his foot on the floor. Tom meanwhile stood by
the fireplace staring over their heads at the print of T/e
Industrious Apprentice which hung on the wall opposite to him.
John hated him. Margaret was silenced at last. Not a word
was spoken for twenty-three minutes by the clock. John
glared at Tom and said under his breath :—*“ The fish! The
clammy glue-blooded fish ! "—Ostentatiously every five
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minutes Tom drew from his waistcoat pocket a new gold watch,
which when he left Murray Street that morning he had not
possessed.—‘“ I'll have a gold watch by I'm twenty-one,”
said John to himself. “I am tired, Margaret,”” said Andrew
atlast. ‘““May I keep Tom here to-night ? "—* Yes, Andrew,”
replied she sadly and with all the spirit let out of her. “ Yes,
Andrew, you may. He was brave with the crowd, wasn’t
he? "—Tom smiled. “ They’ve spoiled my evening for me,”
growled Andrew and still not a word did he speak to John.
Tom nodded good-night to him. O! he was pleased with
himself was Tom !

As she rose to go Margaret murmured that perhaps the
omnibus would not be running. Andrew growled out that
she could hire a fly at his expense—as far as the Town Hall,
and he asked Tom to tell John to go and fetch one.—" I'll
bring it to the gate, mother, if you'l% walk down there,” said
Juhp, for he was resolved never to enter his uncle’s house
again.

The omnibus was standing derelict in the road as he ran out.
Every pane of glass in it was shattered and the shafts were
broken.— John said to himself : ““ They should have brought
down the house about his ears. I would : indeed I would.”
His mortification got the better of him and his eyes filled with
tears, and later on he was clattering back in the fly over the
cobbles and his mother said to him : ““ See ! what trouble you
have caused and how good your uncle is to Tom. He has
given him a gold watch.” He could not keep back his tears
and his mother consoling him stroked his hands and told him
that all would come right in the end when he was a man and
understood the world better. She said : * Tom will put things
right with your uncle and explain to him that you did not
mean to hurt his feelings, but were only anxious to do your
share in advancing the family.”—The last half of her observa-
tion touched John to the quick, explained to him what he had

not properly understood himself, but his gratitude for such
sympathy was at once wiped out by her insistence on Andrew’s
feelings and ignorance of his own. He gulped down his tears
and his little chin stiffened and he stoked up his personal
ambition so that it burned away his desire to serve the family.

At the Town Hall they discharged the fly and drove home
in silence to Murray Street. Neither said a word to Jamie of
what had happened. Jamie looked in as John was getting

into bed. “Is it Murdoch’s? "’ he asked. ‘‘ Murdoch’s it
is,” replied John.
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CHAPTER XIV
wREIG AND ALLISON-GREIG

AGGIE was a marvel with her needle. At the age of
M twelve she had astonished Kirkcudbright with her
sampler done in single stitch on silk canvas, birds, dogs, flowers,
lettering all done amazingly : a work of art. She could darn
linen so that it almost needed a magnifying-glass to detect the
repair : she could embroider : she could make lace : she would
work shawls for her mother which it was hard to tell from
the best Indian work : she would knit socks and singlets for
her brothers. She could draw too and earned thirty shillings
by doing fifteen pictures of Jerusalem from different aspects
to illustrate a lecture given by a missionary home for his
holidays from Madras. She could also carve in wood, and she
was continually adding to her accomplishments : illuminated
lettering : painting on china: crystoleum painting: and,
although she could hardly tell one note from another, she
taught herself to play hymn tunes on the harmonium. Her
misfortune had left her so shy that she was almost inarticulate
and only Tom was able to get more than four consecutive
words out of her. For all that she had many friends, possess-
ing, like her mother, the Scots talent for making the English

take her at her own valuation.

The Greigs were Scotch but they had been so easily successful
and had married so well that they had never needed to employ
this talent. From being left in abeyance it had withered
away and they had become English. One Angus Greig had
invented a standard pattern for printed calico and also a kind
of thin cotton stuff of which India demanded millions of bales
yearly. So successful was this family that they did not live
in Thrigsby but far north among the fells and lakes of West-
moreland. However they were Scotch enough to be aware of
all their relations and curious about them. They admitted
Andrew’s authority as head of the English branch of the Clan
Keith, though they were not altogether in favour with him
because they continued to know the Allison-Greigs after Hubert
of that family had run away with his (Andrew’s) wife.

When in town Mrs Donald Greig called on Mrs Nicol Lawrie
and subsequently Maggie was invited to stay at Lowrigg.

85

B ———
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The invitation was accepted. Maggie went and never re-
turned except for an occasional visit. The change was never
officially acknowledged. Murray Street was home to Maggie,
though she was not there above six weeks in the year. She
had seen her chance and taken it, and was governess, house-
keeper, confidante, religious adviser, moral sweetener, and
buffer against her husband to Mrs Donald.

In Murray Street her absence was hardly noticed. She was
always referred to in the family as though she were on the point
of returning or indeed in the house. Only Margaret fidgeted
if a week passed without a letter from her, as she never did if
Mary omitted to write. And Maggie served the family by
opening up the Greig mansions as a holiday ground for her
brothers, who were glad enough to escape from their offices to
the company of these people who were rich enough to bear their
wealth easily and cultured enough to have charming people
and even, occasionally, distinguished people staying in their
houses. A week among them would help Jamie to hold his
head up. He could forget his mill and sit drinking in the talk
to which he dared never contribute so busy was he turning
over in his mind the ideas thrown out. He was so happy in it
that his happiness seemed to him contribution enough. The
women were so sweet, so elegant, so graceful that he felt un-
worthy to speak to them and when they spoke to him, as they
must, because he was so handsome, he would blush and
stammer. In vain did Maggie convey to him the compli-
mentary remarks they made about him. These did but in-

crease his ecstasy and his bashfulness. A cluster of beauties
were these ladies, married and maiden, to him. They did not
exist for him but rather hovered in the enchanted world which
was his holiday. And slowly one of them became for him, dis-
engaged from the group, Agnes Allison-Greig, though he was
hardly sensible of her name. She took shape for him and he
had for her an adoration so tyrannical over his emotions that
had she ever become aware of it he must have died. He did
not even want her to know of it ; it was his ecstasy, a swoon-
ing bliss of which he dared hardly become aware himself.
Had he become aware of it, had he admitted it, the idea must
have been ridiculous for him for this was the quality of his
mind that an idea in becoming clear had but its moment of
beauty and then faded into absurdity. Therefore Miss Agnes
remained shadowy to him and excepted from the thoughts and
emotions of his everyday life. She was a part of the scene, as
essential to it as the light of the sun. When she was away the
lake, the beck, the fall, the green and grey fells lost half their
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beauty, though not their enchantment. He would spend hours
sitting at the window and resented the activities of the rest
of the company who were always forcing him to go riding
or walking or sailing on the lake or to take part in a game of
croquet or Badminton. He could enjoy those too, but not with
the sweet torment of his contemplation.

After a week of such happiness he could return to Thrigsby
and the mill without resentment. The squalor, the blind fury
of work, even the human misery that hemmed him in there
seemed to be almost a necessary complement of the severe
dignity of the fells. His humour which in the northern beauty
vanished, came rushing back upon him as soon as he set foot in
the streets of the dirty town. He was never at the Greigs’ with
his brothers, The place where they lived became his sanctuary,
the image of his most secret activity, which, faintly though he
was aware of it, he regarded as peculiar to himself. He wrote
many verses, some of which were published in The Thrigsby
Post over the signature, %Tntus Flumen.

He began to discover beauty in Thrigsby, more especially
on windy wet days when clouds were blown through the risinq
smoke and the pale sunlight would gleam down upon the tal
chimneys, and the men and women in the streets would look
pinched and shrunken and the sprawling mass of the town had
only an obscure and menacing significance. Thrigsby only
hurt and offended him when the light was clear and it stood
out harsh, confident and blatant. This did not often happen,
and it was for the most part covered in the obscurity of its own
creation, an obscurity which, it seemed to Jamie, crept into
and darkened the minds of all who lived in 1it. He had gusts
of an aimless passion which set him aching and throbbing and
left him with a fine poetic melancholy, which would so disturb
his mother that she would secretly give him Epsom salts in the
morning and she would talk him over with Tibby who would
say: ‘“ He's no ordinary man.”’” Margaret’s chief concern was
that, whereasTom and John were always talking of their success
in business and bringing home tales of commendation passed
by their superiors, Jamie never breathed a word of what passed
at themill. She was horrified and scared when she heard from
Mrs Leslie, her most devoted admirer, that Jamie was often to
be seen in the company of the *“ wicked "’ Hubert Allison-Greig,
who had had the effrontery several years before, after the death
of Andrew Keith’s wife, to return to Thrigsby and start a
weekly paper in which he criticised the city fathers, the church,
the political parties, the architecture, the local school of painters,
everything in the town from its music to its scavenging.—
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“He! He! Mrs Lawrie,” said Mrs Leslie. “You can’t always tell
a man by the company he keeps, can you? Birds that flock
together aren’t always of the same feather, are they ? Yet I
couldn’t be fonder of James, not if he were my own son.”—
“My sons,” said Margaret, ‘“ would never do anything of
which they were ashamed to tell me.”—" And yet he was seen
with that Allison-Greig.”—"* I don’t believe it,” said Margaret.
Yet she did believe it, and locked it up in her breast, and used
it to account for Jamie’s reticence. She said nothing to him
but told herself that the scoundrel Hubert was preying on her
son’s innocence in a base attempt to worm his way back into
the family. Intime Jamie would sec through this transparent
villainy and would discard the schemer. Her dread however
was lest Andrew should hear of it.

Jamie had no such thought. He liked Hubert because he
was a nice man and amusing and Jamie was as incapable of
suspecting others of intrigue as of dealing in it himself. Mrs
Andrew was dead, her story was, for him, dead with her.
Hubert had a portrait of her in his rooms. Very beautiful she
was, but he never spoke of her, though in speaking of women
generally he was chivalrous and tender, caustic and vitriolic
in his references to the virtuous and oppressive husbands of
Thrigsby. Besides, he knew amusing men, good talkers and
good livers, who liked their Thrigsby for the entertainment it
provided and the strange characters it harboured, and never
took it seriously. They had admired the verses of Quintus
Flumen and accepted Jamie on the strength of them though
they could never get a word out of him. He was much too
frightened of them.

Hubert’s view was that a man must oblige the world to get
his living, but that, having got it, it was his own affair. This
suited Jamie’s feelings until he found that Hubert was an
atheist. Then he was alarmed. God had made Scotland, the
lakes and fells of Westmoreland, and Agnes. To doubt or to
deny God was offensively ungrateful. Everything that was
not Scotland, Westmoreland or Agnes was to be endured.
Hubert however said it was to be enjoyed and would not
hear of any cleavages between the human and the divine. He
made his young cousin read a book called 7he Vestiges of
Creation. It merely had the effect of freezing his idealism and

made him so uncomfortable that to save himself he denied
science altogether, and, to his mother’s delight, had a violent
religious phase, in which she imagined him to be praying for
strength to resist temptation. The result of this was that
Jamie, in his agony, begot a clear idea of the God of the Anglican
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Church, which met the usual fate of his ideas, when clarified.
He was not and could not be an atheist, that is, a sceptic, but
he was now able to appreciate Hubert’s criticisms of things
Thrigsbeian, and to understand that things as they appear
are not always things as they are, which again are not neces-
sarily what they should be. He took this revelation much to
heart, was very uncomfortable about it and puzzled to find
Hubert taking it so good-humouredly. How could a man
believe The Vestiges of Creation and live ?—Hubert squeezed
him into an utterance of this sentimen! and countered with :
“How can a man believe in the Bible and live? No, my
dear James, what people believe is what they do. Which
comes first? Believing or doing? Ah! There you have
me. And why, if people must do what they believe, should
I waste energy in criticising them ? Because I can tolerate
everything except hypocrisy. And why not hypocrisy ?
People believe in that too.”— Jamie was aware of the circuitous
ways of other people’s minds, but had not connected them with
hypocrisy. He was generally benevolent in his use of words,
and Aypocrite meant to him something so detestable that he
could never apply it to anyone he knew. On the other hand,
he knew very little of those with whom he associated. Those
he Ioved he never dreamed of criticising or analysing—and he
loved anyone who was amiable to him. Those whom he did
not love were only the furniture of his world, necessary but
uninteresting. No one had ever occupied his thoughts so much
as Hubert did now and from Hubert, with his lively wit, his
deep experience, his genial mockery, there came a current of
feeling, pure and cold, which braced Jamie’s emotions and made
him begin to realise that life was not going to be the simple
affair he had imagined. And why not? It was simple
enough for Tom and John: or it seemed so : they got what
they wanted or they wanted what they got. Both were doing
well in their respective firms. Tom was already a buyer ;
John was travelling for Murdoch’s ; while he remained at the
mill. To be sure he was making as much money as either, but
why did he stay while they moved on, and went from one kind
of work to another ?—He propounded the problem to Hubert
who said : ““ Either you are later in maturing than they are, or
you are fundamentally not interested.”—‘* But I am,” cried
Jamie, “I am interested. I came here to make a career for
myself and I mean to succeed. 1t would break my mother’s
heart if any of us were to fail. I've done well at the mill. I
found the manager who was there when I went out in a fraud.
There was a foreman and a buyer in it too. I expected to be
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promoted for it, but I was not. Another manager was ap-
pointed and I stayed on.”—" Did you ask to be promoted ? "
said Hubert.—"“I did not. I expected it.”—*Then you don't
know either your Thrigsby or your Andrew. Youcan'’t expect
the world to see your extraordinary merit without its being
pointed out and Andrew certainly won’t perceive your virtues
unless you make it plain to him that you are fully aware of
his.”—" But I don’t lick his or any other man’s boots.”"—
“That,” said Hubert, “is not what your Andrew requires.
What he wants is an admission that he is in the strong
position, a position to have his boots licked by anyone who
1s mean enough to do it. Acknowledge his position, my dear
ames, make it clear to him that you have too much respect
or yourself to lick his boots and he will regard you as worthy
of consideratior.”—"1 never thought for a moment of his
position. He is my mother’s brother.”—“He is a rich
Englishman,” said Hubert, “ at a time when it is generally
believed that a rich Englishman is the noblest work of God.”—
““That,” replied Jamie, ““ is not my belief. My belief is that
the noblest work of God is a good woman.”—** God save us | ”
cried Hubert. “ You're a pilgrim, a-looking for the phcenix.
And if you act on your belief you will be left in the wilderness.
It is a faith entirely unsuited to these islands, where the pirates
of all nations come to settle. You'll walk the plank, my
James.”—Jamie felt extremely miserable, as though he were
damned from the beginning.—" God help me,” he thought,
‘“ perhaps I'm only a fool.”—He looked so woebegone that
Hubert took pity on him and comforted him, saying: * No,
no, you know better than the rest, that is all, even if you
don’t do better or as well, and you are worth fifty Andrews,
for you have something of the artist in you and good can come
of your harm, whereas from Andrew’s gooC only harm can
come. He is a trader, a skilful trader, but because he claims
authority for his trade all his works are mischievous.”—
Jamie’s emotions got the better of him and he said: ““ You
must have hated him.”— Once upon a time,” said Hubert.
“Yes. But that’s all done. I found the marks he had left
on a good woman: the mark of the beast.” He laughed.—
‘“ By their women ye may know them. It all comes down to
flesh and blood at last, though they have their Gods, and their
money, and their ideas.”—‘“ Ideas!"” says Jamie. “Do you
scoff at ideas? "—He had imagined Hubert to be a philos-
opher.—"I'll scoff at anything that feeds the conceit of a
man,” said Hubert. ““Aye, even at youth and chivalry if
they be so debased.”—Jamie winced. Hubert was not being
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encouraging. If a man was to have no God, no ideas, no money
to speak of, how was he to communicate with his fellow-men
who believed in all these things? And yet Hubert was
amazingly nice, so human, so quick to respond, quicker than
anyone else. And surely if that were so, it did not matter
much if his words were bewildering. Jamie tried to say so.
He was deeply moved. Hubert said : ‘““ Have you no nice
vulgar friends you can go with? Religion is really very bad
for a young man. God is for people who are fit for Him like
Spinoza.”—"“ Who ? ” asked Jamie.—"‘ An old Dutch Jew
who polished lenses and really did understand the God of his
tribe. But then he took some trouble about it. I should try
human beings if I were you, even if you are Scotch. That is
not always incurable. The Greigs were cured by marrying
decent Englishwomen, and learning how to be lovers and
husbands. To be sure they had a genius in the family which
the Keiths never had, though they all think a successful man
must be a genius. That’s young of course. A young man
mistakes the conceit with which he is bursting, for genius, or,
at any rate, overpowering talent. It takes an honest man
to acknowledge the mistake.”’—Jamie felt his bowels turn to
water. He had been touched on the raw. Suppose he had
made that mistake, and suppose he should not be honest
enough to admit it! To make sure he admitted it then and
there and mentally recorded the fact that he was not a genius.
Of course he made a reservation in favour of overpowering
talent, which might or might not show itself in the future, if
—but he was modest about this—it had not already done so.
He was not at all sure that he liked Hubert setting the Greigs
above the Keiths., Afterall, the Keiths had come first. Itwas
they who had opened up the way for the Greigs: and genius
was an accident for which no family was entitled to take credit
to itself as it surely might for adherence to virtue, industry
and right-living. No : there was stuff in the Keiths, and then,
Hubert knew nothing at all about the Lawries, who had yet to
prove themselves,—and would ! It was to this loyalty that
Jamie always returned from his perplexities and with the hope
it gave him he went on at his mill confident that he would one
day emerge to astonish both the Keiths and the Greigs. By
force of habit he became rather attached to the mill ; “ Cat
Oil,” as the hands called it because it had a hole in the door
by which the night watchman’s cat went in and out. He was
quite fond of the hands too, perpetually astonished at their
good humour, their easy ways with each other, their stubborn
assertive independence. There were rich men at Hyde Bridge
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who had been mill hands in their youth. Their brothers, their
nephews were still mill hands, but they all met at chapel on
Sundays and that equality was not forgotten during the week.
As he penetrated more deeply into their lives Jamie sometimes
felt obscurely ashamed of the feeling of superiority which he
could not bring himself to relinquish. And he could not
help contrasting some of the mill-owners with his uncle. They
| took their profits even as he did, but they did not do it with
1 the air of being divinely inspired so to do. They thanked God
il | for it on Sundays even as Andrew did, but they were humble FT
RN about it, and not so sure of being heard. When he thought he
1 so Jamie found the figure of Hubert looming large in his mind, a conte
il and thinking it over, he would come to envy of his young i interest
| (1 brother John who had defied Andrew and made the first asser- She beg
i tion of the Lawriean principle of the universe, denying both North—
i i the egoism of the Keiths and the luck of the Greigs. Attempt- Quincey
' ing to define the Lawriean principle he fumbled about with though
i the words—good sense—intelligence—honesty—human for- truly.”
| 41 | bearance ; but none of them satisfied his desire.—He sat at his Tom sh
‘ j. ‘ desk in the mill looking down into the dirty yard where the every w
il i lorries were loaded and unloaded. The light he loved was were reg
il over the rectangular buildings and the tall chimneys, the pale her one
! ;' 1 light coming and going through the heavy torn clouds and the penny sl
il | pall of smoke. These words might do very well in business as to W
A but beyond that lay so much—life—love—warmth—order. Margare
il 8 That last was the word. It implied something created and to ! woman,
i i his imagination there appeared two shadowy women : Agnes ; She wat
| of the lake, and Elizabeth who had married Andrew Keith and admissio
loved Hubert Allison-Greig. Through women, he thought, but, unli
] or rather dreamed, for he was beyond thought, would the : ﬁrst’ stag
i Lawriean principle be asserted. — When he returned to his l’, reached
| sober senses he felt that he had got the better of Tom and John, |  twiceav
‘ | “: of Hubert and Andrew and was his own man again. As for ] women.
i the mill—the mill could go to the devil for all he cared, if it |  women t
‘ .'; should prove to be not the way to his desire. He worked no ? might or
| more that day but wrote a letter of eight pages to his sister i never en
) Mary telling her of the revelation that hac{) come upon him. | Brigton |
‘ When he had written it he tore it up, thinking that Mary was i sojournel
‘ living among clever men and would despise his thoughts. 1 by her s
b Before he went home he had written a poem to Agnes, but ¢ marriage,
1R it was rather fleshly, so he altered it and addressed it to % positions
a Elizabeth. 1| their side
x| Street, a1
weakness:
able and
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CHAPTER XV
MARGARET DISSATISFIED

FTER her defeat at the hands of her youngest son and

A her humiliation by her brother Margaret began to have

a contempt for Thrigsby and showed it by taking a keener

interest in Mary than in any other member of her family.

She began to talk of “ My daughter in Edinburgh—Christopher

North—she lodges in the same house as that occupied by De

Quincey, and all her friends are literary men and so intellectual,

though not above having their joke, if my daughter writes

truly.” She was disappointed and keenly anxious about Jamie.

Tom she knew was saving money and John still gave her

every week a fourth of his earnings, a few shillings of which

were regularly put by towards that fund which should enable

her one day to do without her pension and pay back every

penny she had ever had. Jamie paid the bills but kept secret

as to what he did with the rest.—It was very little, but
Margaret could not know that.—So she was unhappy, poor

woman, though not so very poor neither, because she liked it.
She wanted not only the assertion but also the immediate
admission by Thrigsby at large of the Lawriean principle,
but, unlike her son, she had never defined it.—Definition is the
first stage in thought and like most of the human race she never
reached it.—She had homage in plenty. Mrs Leslie called
twice a week to assure her that she was the most wonderful of
women. And onall the other days of the week there were other
women to do the same. There were also male admirers who
might or might not have designs upon her widowhood. She
never encouraged them to declare themselves. They were of
Brigton Brigtonians and she regarded herself as a temporary
sojourner in that district until the fine house was made for her
by her sons, for she made no allowance in their lives for
marriage, not for many a long year. They must have their
positions and then look round for wives worthy to stand by
their side. A wit called her the Roman Matron of Murray
Street, and though the neighbours looked most carefully for
weaknesses in her they could find none. She was extremely
able and organised the only thing which she could lay her
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hands on outside her household, namely the parish in which
she lived, to the astounded admiration of the rector and the
annoyance of his wife. She suffered because she could not
organise the careers of her sons, whom she used frequently to
visit at their work, even making the train journey out to
Hyde Bridge once a month to see how Jamie and the mill were
getting on.—One day she said: “To think that one day,
perhaps, you will control all this.” Jamie was in a despondent
mood and replied : “ Not while Uncle Andrew is alive. He
doesn’t like me.”—" But you must make him like you.”—* It
is a little late for that.”—* He never sees you, what a fine man
you have grown into. He has no opportunity of knowing what
your work is like.”—*“ He'd misjudge it if he had.”— I think
you should ask to be moved to the offices. Tom has done so
well there and made such useful friends. You have no chance
of making {riends here.”—" That’s true,” sighed Jamie regret-
fully. He had just come to the conclusion that the mill hands
were far too good for him. Margaret pounced on her chance.
Do you think it wise to see so much of Hubert Greig ? "—
““He 1s the best friend I have.”—* But you cannot be a friend
to him, considering the injury and ‘disgrace he has brought on
[\;our family.”—* Good men know him.”—“ They would not

ut for the fact that he is a rich man.”—That was tactless of
Margaret ; the cynicism roused Jamie’s obstinacy.—'‘ He’s the
kindest man,” he said, and she replied tartly : ““ A man who
has lost his reputation would need to be.”—Is kindness
nothing ? ”” cried he—“Oh! Jamie! Ishonour nothing? "—
“And which,” cried Jamie, “is the honest man? He who
made the woman suffer or he who suffered for the woman ? ”
—"* As to that,” replied his mother, *“ there are no two opinions
and it is not a fit subject for discussion.”—* I'll stay here,”
said Jamie, ‘‘ and keep my friend. Out of sight is out of mind,
and my uncle will give as little thought to me in the future as
he has done in the past.”—* That is not the way to get on.”—
“Then I'll not get on,”—* Jamie ! ”

A day or two later Margaret took matters in hand and went
herself to beard Andrew in his lair at the office. He kept her
waiting for three-quarters of an hour after her name had been
brought to him ; not from any desire to incommode her but
because that was his habit with visitors, partly from a wish to
make them feel his importance, partly to support his belief
that from nine o’clock to half-past six every day neither he
nor his managers nor his clerks nor his warehousemen nor any
one within his doors ceased for a moment from their labours.
So while Margaret sat in the waiting-room below he sat by his

writing
rose an
not ple
was.
had be:
place it
underst
his sph
desk, a
rightly
took.
breathl
which ¢
the hur
she ma
was rel
Let hin
Very we
“ where
ment,”-
- It
s Ah{’
He's a
“had ¢
“is an
genius,
talk to
“Jtisv
work at
He is d«
establis
cannot
making,
“Then
tunities
he mak
you. I
accomm
useful t
he is ou
—“T1 hs
That
defeat.
that An
is a bus



thich
| the

not
ly to
it to
were
day,
dent

He
B 14
man
vhat
hink
e so
\nce
Tet-
inds
nce.

»

end
:on
not
5 of
the
vho
less

nt
ler
en

to
ef
he
1y

1s

e e ——

L A b
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writing-table and twiddled a white paper-knife. At last he
rose and touched the bell-pull and she was shown up. He was
not pleased to see her and made no attempt to pretend that he
was. He had heard that she came to the office to see Tom and
had been to the mill and he left very strongly that a woman’s
place is her home, and that, as a man makes no attempt to
understand her work there, so she should not spy upon him in
his sphere. Andrew’s mind was as full of pigeon-holes as his
desk, and once filed he never doubted that he had its contents
rightly placed.—He waved his hand to a chair which Margaret
took. Then he waited for her to speak. She was rather
breathless and for the moment possessed by an indignation
which she thought she had, like a good Christian, subdued, at
the humiliation he had put upon her at Clibran Hall. At last
she managed to gasp out :—*“ My son——" He thought she
was referring to John, and answered : “ He had his choice.
Let him abide by it.”—* John,” said she, “ is doing very well,
very well indeed.”—** I would like to know,” observed Andrew,
‘“ where the building trade would be without us to give employ-
ment.”—But Margaret was not to be put off by generalisation.
—“1It is Jamie,” ,she said. “I am anxious about him.”—
“Ah!” observed Andrew, ‘“I thought that would come.
He’s a Lawrie, and soft.”— My husband,” replied Margaret,
‘“had something like genius.”— That,” rejoined Andrew,
“is an affliction which we could well be spared. There is
genius, which is to say madness, in the Greigs.”—*I want to
talk to you about Jamie.”— What has he been doing ? ”’—
‘It is what he is not doing. I hope you are satisfied with his
work at the mill.”—* The mill is working quite satisfactorily.
He is doing no harm.”—* But he is not ma(}(ing any friends or
establishing any connections.”—* That is his own affair. You
cannot blame me if he will not use his advantages. He is
making, for his age, a handsome income.”— Oh, yes.”—
“Then what is your com?laint ? ”"—* He has not the oppor-
tunities he ought to have.”—* He will have the opportunities
he makes. Really, Margaret, I expected more reason from
you. I cannot alter the organisation of my business even to
accommodate my nephews. Tom is useful here, Jamie is
useful there.”—" It is a question of experience.”—" Pooh !
he is out of harm’s way.”—" I wish you would think it over.”
~—“T have thought it over.”

That was final. And once again Margaret had to accept
defeat. She took it rather well on the whole, expressed a wish
that Andrew should come and see her more often.—* My life
is a busy one,” he said. “ You have every reason to be satis-

B
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fied. Tom at any rate will make a position for himself. He is
the one I know best. He is, I assure you, a credit to the
family.”—" But I want you to be fair to the others too.”—
“I am, I hope,” said Andrew, throwing up his head and
blowing out his chest, ““ a just man. Jamie wanted steadying.
A woman, a mother can understand very little of a young
man’s needs. You can take my word for it, he wanted steady-
ing. When he is steadied I will do what I can for him ; indeed
I will do all in my power, and I hope he will be grateful.”—
“Oh! I am grateful, Andrew,” said Margaret. “ You must
not think me ungrateful, but I am naturally anxious.”—* Of
course, of course,” said Andrew and he fell back on generalisa-
tions and talked her out of the room, down the passage and
into the hands of Mr Clulow who showed her to the door.
Margaret was surprised at her own feelings. They were
as near disloyalty to the Keiths as she could get. She was
extremely’ uncomfortable and to relieve herself visited her
exasperation upon Hubert Allison-Greig. She told herself that
Andrew was aware of Jamie’s acquaintance with that scoundrel
and was therefore quite properly antagonistic. For some days
she brooded over this idea until she had persuaded herself
that Hubert was deliberately and satanically plotting to ruin
her son in order yet further to injure and despoil Andrew. All
she knew of the story was that Andrew had refused to divorce
his wife and had made Hubert’s existence in commercial circles
in Thrigsby impossible. Hubert had then gone with ““ that
woman ' to London where she had been punished for her sin
by death in the birth of the child which she in her wickedness
had not borne for Andrew. Every one of the prejudices of
Margaret’s religion and morality stood on end and roused her
almost to terror of Hubert. He had come back to Thrigsby
on purpose to contaminate the younger generation. Hearing
that Andrew had three nephews come to make their start in
life he had descended like a wolf upon the fold. Andrew’s
wife was not enough for him ; Andrew had a sister, a God-
fearing, upright, steadfast woman ; she too must be injured.
So, having directed Hubert’s advances upon herself as standing
for all that in his alliance with the devil he must adhere to, she
scented battle. At last she had something to fight. Poverty
had been subdued by her own unaided effort. Here was
lewdness come to the assault of the citadel : and of her sons,
who should defend her to the last gasp, Jamie was all but
conquered.—Margaret was almost her old self again. She was
never subtle in her campaigns, but believed in a direct assault
upon the enemy. She got Tibby to turn out Jamie’s pockets
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—for she scorned to do such a thing herself—and in turning
over the papers that were produced saw verses, a letter or two
and could not help in this way becoming possessed of Hubert’s
address. She had not read Jamie’s letters. No: her eye had
fallen on one of them, and that one happened to provide her
with the information she required.

Hubert lived in St Peter’s Fields ; an open space which had
been fields in the time of his grandfather, but was now bare
of all vegetation. One side of it was occupied with offices in a
terrace which had once been houses, built in an attempt to
make a square in the days when Thrigsby’s rich men still
lived near their work and sometimes over their warehouses.
Hubert was a child-like being and regarded his tastes as exist-
ing to be gratified, and when he had not a fully developed
taste to deal with he was quite content to do his best with a
whim as substitute. He was mischievous but bore no ill will,
and he loved contrasts. That was why he lived in Thrigsby
which took itself so seriously, while his own dearest employ-
ment was blowing bubbles with his thoughts. That, in his
view, was what thoughts were for ; they had nothing to do
with the serious business of life which was tragic and only to be
dealt with by drawing on a man’s last emotional reserves. If
he had been loose and spendthrift and therefore bankrupt,
when it came to that serious business—ah, well, so much the
worse for him. He would never know the tragedy of his own
life. As for taking the obvious and superficial appearances of
life seriously, that was a mere waste of energy and under no
circumstances to be approved. Rather it was to be actively
discouraged, and he did all he could to discourage it. He found
journalism a good and amusing means of furthering his aims
and of meeting young men. A definite theory of life he had
not : that seemed to him to be taking things altogether too
seriously, to expect them to fit in with any idea he might have ;
but he was firmly on the side of the young against the old.
He was a dandy, very proud of his whiskers and careful of his
dress, but, for contrast, he had a farm twenty miles out of
Thrigsby and plumed himself on his knowledge of Berkshire
pigs and his sﬁill and cunning in the buying or selling of a
horse. On this evering he had arranged a dinner for the
bailiff of his farm, Mr Horne, and the editor of his paper,
Currie Bigge, a clever young man from Glasgow who had come
to him from the staff of a local Wesleyan journal. They had
dined and wined well. “ Ech!” said Mr Horne, “ I mun let
out me belt | "—and Hubert was brewing a milk punch, when
his man brought in word that a lady was downstairs and wished
G

237

s

e




98 THREE PRETTY MEN
| to speak to him. Bigge and Horne had only this in common injure
i that women meant the same to them. Mr Horne winked at frankl
Bigge, and Bigge tapped his large nose, and wagged his head hersel
| towards the inner door. Together they rose and tiptoed out light '
% of the room—"“A lady? ” asked Hubert.—"Not a young hersel
il lady,” replied the man.—*“ I should hope not,” said HL}})(;IT, sons w
i ““ at this time of night. A lady in distress perhaps ? ""—** She confin
il is heavily veiled, sir, and she said her business was most had n
L urgent.”—" Take away the glasses for the punch into the She di
l gentlemen in the inner room and I will see the lady.”— tumble
Margaret was introduced. She smelled the liquor and tobacco he said
at once. She saw the charming pictures on the wall, the Jamie.
elegance of the furniture; she saw the grace and ease of What 1
Hubert’s carriage and it seemed to her insolent : and she was “1 sho
afraid. She raised her veil.—‘ We have not met before,” she “He w
said, “ I hope we shall not meet again.” She trembled and so. Hi
1 J‘ whipped up her indignation.—“1 am Margaret Keith.”"— him in '
| “Cousin Margaret,” said Hubert. “1T am glad to see you. I no facte
1 ought to have called ages ago, only—"—"I should not have Andrew
received you,” she said.—" The Keiths have that feeling,’ “He w
rejoined Hubert, ““ and I can understand it. But please sit anyone
down. You are not interrupting me and I can give you the unhapp
whole evening if necessary.”—He seemed to her more than silence,
ever insolent.—‘‘ I am a widow,” she said.—“ If youareinany § it to be
difficulty,” he observed, thinking to help her out and put her easily al
at her ease, ““ I shall be only too glad to assist you in any wa¥{I so grim
can.”—" I would not come to you for help, Mr Greig.”"—He could m
remembered then that she was Andrew’s sister; very like promise
Andrew too in face: Andrew liked being uncomfortable : through
perhaps she did too.—She plunged : “ James Lawrie is my harmed 1
son.”’—*“ You should be proud of him. He has the true grace altogethe
; in him.—“ My whole desire is to be proud of him, and there- can harm
| fore I have come to ask you not to see him.”—*" I like him."”— flashed °
“ I do not judge you, Mr Greig. I am the judge of no man. but the v
But he has received favours at his uncle’s hands.”—Hubert cried Mas
turned on her almost in anger : “ That story is dead,” he said. her and
‘“ It should not carry its bitterness over the generations.”—- Hubert,
| ‘ “We have our pride,” snapFed Margaret.—"“ Aye, you have —“and t
| that,” cried Hubert, almost forgetting himself, for she looked He call
| | so like Andrew as she said those words. “‘ Come, come. We bowl nea
1 know what feelings there are. What is it you want ? "—*“1I “ over hes
' want you to refuse to see my son.”—"“ And if he will not be —“Ts he
v refused ? He is not a child.”—"He is a child to me and get. The
! | always will be.”—" Ah! T like you for that. But heismota ¥ Rim for 7.
{ child to himself. You must remember that. ... Have I nodded.
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injured him in any way? He has talked to me freely and
frankly.”—*“ Has he ? Has he ? ”—Margaret could not place
herseli under any obligation to the wicked Hubert, even for
light upon her son’s thoughts and character. She checked
herself and went on to point out that though her two younger
sons were rapidly making positions for themselves, Jamie was
confined to his mill, where he saw no one but his inferiors and
had no one to perceive how he must shine amongst them.
She did not even hint at grudge on Andrew’s part but Hubert
tumbled to her meaning.—* I am grateful to you for coming,”
he said. ‘“ But be sure I have nc influence good or bad over
Jamie. If anything it is he who has influenced me for good.
What would you say if he were to leave his uncle’s firm ? ”"—
“I should forbid it.”—" And condemn him to the mill | ""—
‘“He would not be if he gave up——"—""Me ? I don’t think
so. He has known me only since last summer when I found
him in Westmoreland dreaming of a world in which there were
no factories, no trains, no commerce, no uncles, no England—
Andrew must have formed his opinion of him before that.”—
“He would change.”—' Not Andrew. Not for you, nor for
anyone in the world.”—Margaret remembered her recent
unhappy experience and was silent, and having come to
silence, her native habit, she could not break it. Hubert took
it to be the end of the interview. He rose and walked un-
easily about the room. He had begun to feel sorry for her:
so grim and stiff she was, so unyielding. Only his chivalry
could make him serious for any length of time.—"“1I will
promise you,” he said, ““ that the boy shall come to no harm
through me, I will promise you that. In all my life I have
harmed no man but one and that was not altogether harm, nor
altogether of my doing. Indeed, I think it true that a man
can harm none but himself——" He could not keep it up and
flashed : ‘“ Short of murder, that is, and then I am not so sure
but the victim is a partner in the crime.”—"* Shame on you,”
cried Margaret, ““ to speak so lightly.” It was too much for
her and she stalked out of the room.—“ Lord!” thought
Hubert, “ what a fellow I am to be my age "’—he was forty-six
—‘“ and to be the victim of my feelings.”
He called to Horne and Bigge who returned with the punch-
bowl nearly empty.—‘“ Ever hear,” asked Hubert of Bigge,
‘“ ever hear of or see the work of Quintus Flumen ? "—*‘ Aye."”
—“TIs he a poet ? "—"* As near as Thrigsby is ever likely to
get. The place does not stand for poetry.”—* Shall we have
him for The Critic? "—" If he could do light verse.”—Hubert
nodded. He was more interested in Jamie than ever and had
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already forgotten his promise to Margaret. In any case he
would not leave it to her to define what was and was not
“ haml‘”

He made a note in his diary to see his brother Donald.
Already he was beginning to think of ways of rescuing the un-
happy James from Andrew’s clutches.—'‘ What a shame!”
he said to himself. ““ What a shame!” And as he thought of
Jamie’s fate, as he thought of him struggling to become a
successful Thrigsbeian, so terrible a gloom came over him that
to throw it off he began to talk to Mr Horne of his pigs and
poultry and the price of wheat, reducing Mr Bigge to so horrible
a pitch of boredom that that clever young man drank himself

to sleep, rolled under the sofa, couid not be waked, and stayed
there until morning.
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CHAPTER XVI
CATEATON’S BANK

T was not long after this that Jamie received a letter
which astonished him. He turned it over and over, read
and re-read it. Mr J. K. Lawrie it was addressed to: but
what had he to do with Cateaton’s Bank ? Tom, he knew,
had an account there : but J. K. could not be taken to mean
Thomas, and Mr J K. Lawrie was requested to visit the
manager at five-thirty on the following Wednesday. His first
impulse was to take the letter to Tom and ask him if he knew
anything about it, but the brothers were secret with each other
and kept their affairs to themselves, their mother being the
clearing-house for such information as concerned the family.
Then he thought that Eerhaps Cateaton’s Bank wished to
have his account which he had just placed with the Thrigsby
and District, but banks do not go out of their way to capture
insignificant little private accounts. Banks were very alarm-
ing institutions, and Cateaton’s was t/ie bank o! Thrigsby,
exclusive as the Portico Club, transacting its business in one of
the finest mansions in Morley Street, that noble thoroughfare
which had at one time been Thrigsby’s Park Lane. Old Elias
Cateaton was dead, worth two hundred thousand pounds, and
his family died with him. The Keiths and the Greigs had
banked with him : they said they had made him, though Elias
used to declare that he had made them. ‘‘ They had brains,”
he used to say, ‘“ but I had brains and brass.”’—It was with awe
then that Jamie on that Wednesday walked down Morley
Street, which is a dignified street, one of those streets that
nobody who is not somebody can walk down without unease.
The windows of the houses were so big : such portly gentlemen
were to be seen through them, such handsome apartments.
No shadow of poverty could fall upon Morley Street. Poverty ?
In the richest town of the North of England ? With a street
like Morley Street if there are poor people in the place it
must be their own fault. Jamie found Morley Street con-
vincing. Morley Street he knew had justified itself : Morley
Street had fought the battle of the people’s bread. After that
victory there was no excuse for poverty. The rich men had
I01
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grown so rich that they no longer lived in Morley Street, but
they had their clubs there and their mansions were now their
offices and their warehouses were removed to lower places.
Cateaton’s Bank had a forbidding appearance. Its entrance
was as awful as that of a club, and it had a porter as dreadful.
Jamie dared not pass him.—*“ He must know a rich man when
he sees one,”’ he thought. “ He'll know me from my hat to my
boots for a poor man’s son.”” However the bells of a church
striking half-past five drove him through the doors past
the porter and he asked to see the manager. The clerks had
gone home and it was the manager himself whom he addressed,

Mr Rigby Blair, who in his letter giving the appointment had
written his name thus

so that Jamie was unaware of his name.—‘‘ Mr Lawrie? ’’ he
said.—‘“ My name is Lawrie.”—“ Mr J. K. Lawrie ? "—They
went into the manager’s parlour, a most gentlemanly place,
and there in a fat voice, such a voice as Peter might use in
welcoming a saint into Heaven, Mr Rigby Blair, who by the
light of his lamp was revealed as a pink, plump, white-haired
little cherub, offered Mr J. K. Lawrie a position in the bank as
a senior clerk at a salary half as much again as that given him
by his uncle for his services at the mill.—‘* It—I must think it
over,” said Jamie, and the cherub’s feelings were obviously
hurt. Think over an offer of a stool in Cateaton’s! Think!
A man was made for life who got into Cateaton’s. Think !
Why fifty young men would offer themselves to fill one vacancy.
No one ever got there without influence.—‘ I mean,” said
Jamie, “ I had not thought of it.”—*T thought your friends
would have prepared you,” said the cherub.—" My friends ? ”
—“ Mr Donald Greig,” breathed the cherub, and again he was
like Peter referring to the Greater One inside, "%Vlr Donald

Greig gave me to understand that he would propose the matter
to you.”—Jamie began to understand that there was nothing
supernatural in the experience he was going through.—* You
must let me show you the bank,” said the cherub taking up a
bunch of keys, and off he trotted with Jamie striding behind,
with his hand thrust into the breast of his waistcoat, a trick
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he had caught from Hubert, and used whenever his shyness
forced him to stand on his dignity. He was shown the shining
counter ; the stool where he would sit in the clerks’ office.—
“ Most interesting work, most interesting,” chattered the
cherub. “ Money makes the world go round, you know.
Nothing done without money.” They visited the strong-
room and the vault.—" Half the family plate in Thrigsby lies
here.”—"“ Very impressive,” remarked Jamie.—‘‘ There,” said
Mr Blair letting the heavy iron door slam to. ““ There! You
have been in business I understand.”—* The last few years,”
replied Jamie. ‘“ Cotton.”—"“Ah! the fortunes I have seen
made in cotton: but terribly insecure, terrible, terrible.”—
‘“ Banks fail too, don’t they ? ’ asked Jamie.—“We don’t fail.
I hope you’ll come to us, Mr Lawrie, and—who knows ?—
perhaps you will some day slip into my shoes, though—ha !
ha |—they would be a trifle small for you.”—Jamie liked the
little man so much, and he liked the quiet gentlemanly atmos-
phere of the bank. For once in a way he had felt sure of him-
self. He knew that the matter did not really need thinking
over. He would be free of the mill : delivered from the daily
double train journey, from the mill-hands, of whom he could
never decide whether they were better or worse than himself.
He would have more money, more leisure, and need not rise so
early in the morning. Tibby need not rise so early neither.
(She always said it took a good half-hour to wake him up.)
That thought settled it. He told Mr Blair he would have great
pleasure in accepting the position, but must give notice to his
present firm.—* Of course, of course. The stool shall be kept
ready until you come to put a shine on it and your breeches,
Ha! Hal”—"1 sit like a rock,” said Jamie, rolling his ““r "’
at his most Scots, for he had begun to be excited. He felt as
though all his problems were settled. There was an end of his
exile. It was wonderful, splendid. He shook hands with Mr
Blair three times. Outside the porter was waiting to shut the
big outer door. Jamie shook hands with him too.—"I'm
coming to work here,” he said.—* Yes, sir,” said the porter.
“I'm very pleased, sir.”—' Pleased? I am that,”" cried
Jamie, and ““ Losh!” he said to himself, “there’ll be no
stopping me now.”

Then he remembered the mention of Donald Grieg, and how
easy and full life had become since his meeting with Hubert.
O | Hubert was the kindest man. It must have been Hubert,
to think of such a thing ; dull, heavy Donald could not have
thought of it by himself. It was amazing how Hubert illumin-
ated everything he touched so that it became comprehensible
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and ceased to be oppressive. Hubert’s rooms were only just
round the corner. Jamie rushed up, burst in on his cousin,
roaring, ‘“‘I'm a banker. I'm a banker, I'm—"—" You'll
turn into a parrot if you don’t calm down,” said Hubert.
‘“ A banker is one who borrows or lends money for a considera-
tion. I'm not sure that it isn’t a disgraceful trade which
would much better have been left to the Jews.”—* Well,” said
Jamie, “I'm in a bank, and my immortal soul is saved : a
bank, in Morley Street, and I have you to thank for it.”—
““Not at all,” said Hubert. “If you have anybody to thank,
it is your mother.”—* My mother? ”—* Yes. Are you always
oing to let her fight your battles for you ? ”"—*“ My mother ?
?)0 you mean she went to Donald ? ”"—*“ I only mean what I
say.”—Hubert had begun to enjoy the mistake and Jamie’s
confusion. He said : “ My only suggestion to you is one that
she would not approve. How would you like to write on Tke
Critic ? "—Truly the heavens had burst upon the earth that
day.—" We don’t want love poems,”’ said Hubert.—** No-0-0.”
—"“Nor epic poems, nor dramatic poems, nor descriptive
poems. ‘Bosky’ and ‘lush’ are barred. Nor religious
poems, nor poems about your emotions in your more solitary
moments. Solitary moments are a man’s own fault, his
})rivate particular hell, and the less said about them the better.
f you can’t write anything but those different kinds of poems,
try prose.”—* I'd write myself to death,” cried Jamie, ““ if I
thought I could do a thing would please you.”—“0O! I'm
easily pleased,” said Hubert. “I’'m only an amateur. It’s
the professional Currie Bigge you have to please, not me. I'm
busy now. Run home with your news. Don’t say you've
seen me. I have an idea your mother has the usual Keith
view of my character.”—** But I'll tell her what you are.”—
“ She knows what I am ; at least she knows how I look in the
world according to her, and she is not going to alter that.”—
“Isay she shall. I say the world that condemns you must be
brought to its senses.”—Hubert smiled: “ My dear James,”
he said, ““ if you can bring yourself to your senses it will be as
much as you can accomplish.” And at once the stream of
ecstasy in Jamie rushed through him, with his mind labouring
after it, seeing the dim promise of blinding visions and crying
to his soul : “ There, there lies the summit of thy well-being !
—Hubert bundled him out and was sorry in a moment when
he heard the young man leaping down the stairs. He should
have let him stay until he had found some emotional satis-
faction. It was too late now, though. Jamie must be let go
with his dangerous exaltation, which, on the whole, though
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he admired it, Hubert disliked. It was too delicate a thing
for him to find amusement in it. If only Jamie had been
a woman ! He roused his cousin’s chivalry, only to have it
done to death with mockery.—* It only needed that,” mused
Hubert, “ to put the cap on the comedy of our invasion of
England. Iam tired of it all, an’ "twere not for Jamie Lawrie,
I would lay me doon an’ die.”

On his way home Jamie had to pass the theatre. He
stopped outside it and studied the bills. The play that night
was to be Richard I1., with Mr Gaylor from a London theatre
in the principal part. Another bill set forth Mr Gaylor’s
achievements, and various printed opinions on them.—" I’ll
take Tibby,” thought Jamie. ““I’ll go to see a play. TI’ll see
Mr Wilcox.”—He looked to see if Mr Wilcox was in the bill.
Yes.—“ I'll celebrate the occasion. I must celebrate it ; and
I'll take Tibby.” He walked in and bought two seats in the
stalls, and as he came out again looked to right and left to
make sure he had not been seen. Then he thought he had
made a fool of himself, but he was getting used to that and was
no longer inclined to despair over it. He was worried when
he thought that Tibby might not be able to come out, and he
would have wasted all those shillings. At a furious pace he
walked home, working off his excitement, half sorry to let it
go, half dreading lest it should still be apparent when he got
home. It would never do to be excited in front of Tom, who
would be ready with one of his sneers, though, he thought, it
would be pleasant if he could let his mother see how glad he
was about it. He felt so tender towards them all, even to Tom,
who was after all, reliable. You could always depend on Tom
as, of course, old Andrew had found. That brought Andrew
into Jamie’s mood and him he did not regret. He certainly
had made himself a big man, and his pride must have suffered
terribly when his wife left him. And Hubert! Jamie was
astonished to find that there was room for both Andrew and
Hubert in the same mental circle. He had always kept them
rigidly apart. Now thinking of them together he found that
each had gained something, while his own excitement was
eased and he felt that he had made a discovery, though what
the exact nature of it was he did not know. He was suddenly
pleased with everything he saw and with everyone, He
smiled on an old woman coming out of a gin-shop with a bottle
under her apron, and she said a fine young man like him ought
not to be without a sweetheart.—* Will you find me one ? ”
he asked.—‘* Open your mouth and shut your eyes and see what
God’ll send you.” She gave him a leer and an ogle and said
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that sweethearts did not want finding, not for a fine young man
like him. That encounter made Jamie feel still more pleased
with himself and he began to look for sweethearts and was
amazed at the number available, all ready and willing.—‘‘ Dear
me,” he thought, “ and I have always been so terribly afraid
of them.”—Bright eyes of girls and women made him very
happy, and he remembered Green grow the rashes, O ! and for
the first time perceived the full-throated chuckle that comes
up through the verses :

“The sweetest hours that e’er I spent,
Were spent among the lasses, O !”

When he reached home there was no one in the house but
Tibby. Her ugliness resisted his delight in bright eyes and he
felt immensely sorry for her. He remembered how he had
kissed her on the road outside Kirkcudbright. The years had
not been kind to her. ‘Her face was more rugged for its thin-
ness and pallor. Her body was thin too, though strong : but
a bad man or a boy would laugh at her. Her hair at the back
would rouse interest : a man might hurry to catch her up in
the street : when he saw her face he would walk faster than
ever. She had the air as she stood there in her kitchen of
being huddled over herself, of withdrawing, of taking advantage
of her repellent face to live within herself, to live and watch
and pray. Bird-like she was, like a strong wild bird. She
made Jamie feel weak and almost ashamed of his pleasure
in bright eyes. She made him feel for a moment that his
Self was unimportant and not a thing to be pleased with
or despondent about. Then into her strange rugged face,
as though she had seen into him and divined his young folly,
there crept a little tender pitying smile. Jamie said :—‘ I'm
glad you’re alone, Tibby.”—"I'm used to it,” said she.—
“T've news for you. I've got an appointment in a bank.”—
“That’s news indeed, and good.”—" I'll no have to rise from
my bed so early.”—* You'll relish that. You love your bed.”
—“I do that. Tibby, do you ever go out? "—" For the
marketing, and a breath of air sometimes, not that there’s
much air in this place.”—* Aye, it is not like home.”— It is
not.”—* Will you—will you come out with me to-night, to the
play ? "—*To the play ? ” Tibby’s eyes sparkled.—" Have
you never seen a play ? "—‘ Never. My father would tell me
of plays he saw in Edinburgh, with murders and ghosts, and
poor women nearly rattled out of their wits with the wicked-
ness of men.”—* Men aren’t so wicked, Tibby.”—* They’re a
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conceited lot.”—" But, Tibby, will you ? ”—*“ And leave the
house empty ? ”"— John will be in soon.”—She turned and
faced him.—* It will be deceiving Mrs Lawrie.”—** Aye,” said
Jamie, “ for a little pleasure.”—" Then you’ll deceive her for
the big ones.”—" Not I.” Tibby thought of Margaret having
Jamie’s pockets turned out, and, as she really wanted to go,
and would not for the world miss an opportunity of being with
Jamie, she satisfied her conscience with that tit-for-tat. They
had tea together in the kitchen, washed up after it, and stole
out by the back door as John came in by the front.

It was a great adventure for both of them. Jamie had a
shock. As they walked he began to explain the play to Tibby,
only to find that she had read it. Then he discovered that she
had read most of his books, taking them up as he laid them
down—and only reading those which, by the marks, he had
finished.—“ She ought not to be a servant,” he thought, and
Tibby at the same time was thinking.—‘‘ He's too good for a
bank.”—"“ It’s a shame,” said he, *‘ that you should be so much
alone.”—" Mrs Lawrie is vera good to me and lets me talk
when I want to talk. She’s no talker herself and is glad to
hear a word now and then when you’re all away and the house
is so still.”—That came home to Jamie too. He had never
before thought what the house must be like with himself and
his brothers out of it all day long. He imagined an impossible
desolation.—‘“ When I'm at the bank,” he said, “ I'll be home
by five.”—" You'll have time then to be your own man awhile.”
—*“Yes, I'm going to write.”—"“/I knew that,” said she, and
he became rather afraid of her, What was there that she
didn’t know? He sounded her as to her knowledge of the
family and she had it all pat, even the ramifications of Greig
and Allison-Greig. He tried another tack :— Tibby, some-
times this place gives me a sense of appalling disaster. I feel
as though God must visit it with an earthquake as He did
Lisbon.”—" No,” replied she, ““ if He were going to do that
He would have given it more blessings.”’—She seemed almost
wonderful to Jamie then, but as she worked in the kitchen of
his house, and, according to the faith of his upbringing, had
no right to be alive at all, being a bastard, he could not admit
her wonder and regarded her, instead, with amused indulgence,
and unconsciously borrowed from Hubert the attitude which
that kindly tease had for himself.

They entered the play-house and took their seats.

In those days star-actors from London visited the provinces
for a day or two at a time and gave the familiar performances
to which the stock company had with very few rehearsals to
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adapt themselves as best they could. Mr Gaylor was a bad

actor but a fine elocutionist ; however, for Jamie and Tibby,

it being their first visit to a play-house, all was wonderful.

They gazed into another brilliant world, where superhuman,

brilliant figures moved, and spoke from their hearts the grief,

the sorrow, the anger, the pride, the despair, the baseness,
and the rare, wise tenderness that were in them. Mr Wilcox
was the gardener, but it was only towards the end of his scene
with the Queen that Jamie recognised him and then he was
distressed by this intrusion of an ordinary human being whom
he had known at a desk in an office, eating and drinking, even
drunk. But soon he was flattered too. It gave him a human,
sentimental share in that marvellous world, but his pleasure in
it was not so keen as when it had been a miraculous, living and
changing creation, remote from himself, as remote as a true
{)oem, like Endymion, or a beautiful woman, like Agnes of the
ake. He was disappointed and began to criticise, to notice
defects in the scenery, which was shabby, and in the dresses,
which were tawdry. The face of a girl in attendance on the
Queen was familiar though he could not recognise it. In the
interval before the fifth act, its association came back to him.
It was Selina Leslie. Selina on the stage! He had heard
nothing of it. Did Tibby know ?—‘‘ That’s two months ago,
now. It has been a sore grief to Mrs Leslie, who is a good
body.”—*“ That she is,” said Jamie.—" It was Miss Selina’s
good looks. There was this man and that man telling her how
pretty she was and then nothing was good enough for her at
home : though I must say a family as large as that is a trial.
One fine morning she was gone. They found her, but nothing
would induce her to come back. She’d been taken to the
theatre a good deal and it turned her head. There were
queans on the stage more beautiful than herself.”—* She was
more beautiful than that Queen,” said Jamie. ““ And is Mrs
Leslie——? She can’t be unforgiving.”—"“Oh! no. I think
Mrs Leslie sees her, but Mr Leslie will not have her name
spoken in his presence.”—* I knew Mrs Leslie would not be
hard,” said Jamie, The curtain went up and a man in front of
them who had a book in his hand turned and said testily :
“ Will you be silent, sir ? ”’

Mr Wilcox had seen Jamie in the auditorium and had dressed
quickly and was waiting outside for him. “ You've come at
last, my boy,” he said.—* Yes,” said Jamie, “ at last, and I
am sorry it was not sooner.”—" It #s all prejudice,” said Mr
Wilcox, “ about the theatre being wicked, isn’t it? It's a
lovely part, the gardener.”—" And you did it very well, didn’t
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he, Tibby ? "—* Very well indeed,” said Tibby shyly. Mr
Wilcox had glanced at her but had taken no further interest.
“You must come again, my boy,” he said, ‘“ and we’ll have
that prologue out of you yet.”—* I don’t know about that,”
replied Jamie, ““ but I'll come again, and I'd like to see you in
your lodgings.”—"“ Oh!| I'm moved from there. The flesh-
pots ran dry and a poor player must live where he may.” He
gave his address, sighted another friend in the thin stream of
people coming from the house and was off.—* That’s one of the
best friends I ever had,” said Jamie. Tibby replied rather
spitefully : “ It is nice of you to own to him. There’s not
many who would.”—" Why not ? ” he asked and she would
not give any answer.

She had enjoyed the play, though it had not contained enough
murders for her and she thought that John o’ Gaunt had talked
a deal too much for a dying man. It had been to her nothing
but mummery and Jamie, to whom it had been an experience,
was rather annoyed with her. He relapsed into silence and
harked back to the amazing pleasure the first acts had been to
him before he had recognised Mr Wilcox and been brought
down to earth.—* Would you like to go again ? "’ he asked.—
‘“In six months’ time,” said she. And that annoyed him too
for he would have liked her to want it all over again at once.
—“ It was not so good,” said Tibby, ““ as my father’s telling
of plays.”—“Do you measure everything by your father ? ”
asked Jamie.—'‘ Aye, everything.”

They had reached Murray Street and arranged that Tibby
should go in at once by the back door while he should wait for
a quarter of an hour and then go in by the front door. The
stratagem succeeded. Margaret swallowed Tibby’s fiction
and did not question her son for she had been schooled by Tom
into not inquiring into his ways of spending the evenings when
he was out.—Jamie said : ““ I've news for you, mother.”—
“News? Whatnews? Good, I hope.”—" The best I've had
yet. Will you guess ? "—* I will not. It’s late.”—* Then—
I've been offered a post in Cateaton’s Bank, and I've accepted
it.”—* Leave—the—mill ? ”"—*‘ Aye.”—" After all your uncle
has done for you ? ”"—** There’s thousands could do my work
at the mill.”"—"* And thousands could do what you’ll have to
do at the bank.”—" You're not displeased, mother? Why,
I thought——" He was puzzled. He had thought she had
waited up to be alone with him, to see how glad he was of
what she had done for him.—" I thought you knew,” he said.
—“ How should I know ? ""—** It was Donald Greig got me in.”
~—" 1 think you should have consulted me before you accepted.”

e i

e
o S e N




110 THREE PRETTY MEN

—“It’s a better salary and it’s safe. I can give you ten
pounds at once for the fund.”—Margaret was mollified. It
was the first time Jamie had acknowledged her ambition to
pay back all she had had in charity. Truth to tell he could
neither understand nor sympathise with her desire. He was
free with his money and knew nothing of borrowing or lending.
When there was need he would give and had he been in need
himself would have accepted. And having made his offer, he
regretted it, for it seemed to him almost like buying her
approval.—"“ 1 do not think,” she said, *“ the Greigs will be
able to do more for you than the Keiths. After all, you are a
Keith and owe some loyalty to the family.”—* I'm a Lawrie
first,” said he, ““ and that I'll never forget.”—'* Your uncle
will be very hurt.”—* Not he. He has his Tom, and I think
John was right when he said there was only room for Tom.
There are times when I think there’s only room for Tom in the
whole wide world. And I'm sure he thinks so.”’—Margaret
said tartly : “ Tom is the only good Keith among you.” And
with that she went to her bed where she lay awake shaken with
hatred of a world which would not be shaped to her ends or
her liking.

When Tom heard the news in the morning from his mother’s

lips he said :—‘* Dang me. I'll have to move my account. I
won’t have it made up by my own brother.”—* Is it really a
good position ? ”"—“To be in a bank,” said Tom, “is to be
near money, and if a man can’t turn it in his own direction
he’s a fool.”—He gulped down his breakfast of porridge and
honey and rushed away to the office. That very afternoon he
transferred his account to the Thrigsby and District.
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CHAPTER XVII

SELINA LESLIE

NCE installed at the bank, Jamie felt, as Tibby had
(Q foretold, his own man. Banking was a gentlemanly
and a cloistered business. Its hours of work were regular and
short ; once a month there was a late night and twice a year
there was ‘“ balancing,” which meant working into the small
hours, but there were no sudden inflations or depressions.
Thrigsby might be and generally was feverish and excited, but
the bank was calm and dignified. It could and did break quite
important people with the remorselessness of a machine ; a
man without credit did not exist for it. Like a church it had
powers of excommunication. It was very like a church and
men like Mr Rigby Blair came to it in a religious spirit, and
this had its effect upon Jamie who began to regard Sunday as
a day of rest and relaxation rather than as a day of worshiF,
though he still accompanied his mother to church and regularly
placed a shilling in the bag passed round by Peter Leslie.
Yet the ceremony of offering the money so collected to God
seemed to him inappropriate. The God of that church was not
the God of the bank, This was the beginning of his perception
that there are Gods and Gods and that men make them in their
image as they go. He was made rather unhappy at first and
was left rather sadly envious of his mother whose God was
perfectly definite and was able to provide for every contin-
gency except free, spontaneous human desire, for which
no provision whatever was made. It was easy enough for
Margaret who had no life except in her sons and no traffic with
the world outside, but while the God of her church was served
with righteous conduct and the support of marriage and the
family—thieving and murder being out of the question for
respectable people—the God of the bank was served with lies.
In business Jamie never met a man who did not begin b
lying and then allowing himself reluctantly to be brought bacK
to such truth as was necessary for the transaction in hand, so
that though there was always an air of importance, there was,
in fact, very little done. Indeed all the responsible persons he
knew worked as long and as little as possible, while the rest

III
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had punctuality both in coming and in leaving for almost their
only virtue. However, Jamie supposed it was all right and
did not look closely into the matter, but, being forced to admit
his own discomfort, he sought the means of relieving it in
literary and mental activity and in the company of people who
really were interested in what they were doing, with no con-
sideration for what they might get out of it. Pressure at home
had much to do with this desire of his. Tom and his mother
were magnificently virtuous. Zhey were Keiths; zhey had
remained true to the family ; they were rewarded ; Zhey had
kept the family intact; James and John had strayed from
the fold, they had sold themselves into bondage and were
the servants of strangers ; in short, Tom’s salary was doubled
and he was in charge of a department, he had put down a
hundred pounds for the fund, when he heard that Jamie had
contributed ten ; Thrigsby had begun to hear of Tom, who
was a member of two clubs.—Jamie joined the Literary and
Philosophical Society, through Hubert, and discovered that
there were brains also in Thrigsby ; an illustrious chemist, a
famous musician, and a queer little man who had measured
the velocity of a particle of hydrogen. Through this associa-
tion he discovered that Newton had other claims to fame
and the gratitude of mankind than the possession of a dog called
Diamond. But the philosophers were too disinterested for
Jamie ; they were an intolerant and inconsiderate set and they
might as well have lived on a mountain as in Thrigsby for all
they cared about it; and Thrigsby had become fascinating
and absorbing to him in the security and freedom he found in
his new gentlemanly occupation. However from contact with
these great minds he learned that problems and questions which
teased and tickled his mind were realities to them. He also
learned that nothing was settled, that very little was known,
that there might be other more plausible theories concerning
the origin of the world than that set forth with such beautiful
simplicity in Genesis. Jamie could not accept the fact of
human ignorance from Hubert, but when he was confronted
with the austere probity of these men he could not rid his mind
of it and was obsessed by it, for he argued that if men really
had divinely inspired knowledge they had made singularly
little use of it if they could not rise above the brutality of
Thrigsby. Life in Thrigsby was brutal ; there was no getting
away from that. Machines were carefully and lovingly tended,
but no one looked after the men and women, who came pouring
into the place from the country, and, apparently, from all
parts of the world, for in the streets could be heard almost every
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European language, and there were churches, synagogues,
basilicas, mosques, chapels, English, Welsh and Scotch, and
everywhere there were houses being built, on marshes, on slag-
heaps, and on filled-in brooks and little rivers, over graveyards
and places that for generations had been avoided as containing
plague-pits. Thrigsby absorbed them all; grew immense
factories for them to work in and little houses for them to live
in, blotting out gardens, fields, woods, spinneys, leaving
nowhere any open space, not even in the centre of the
town, until Thrigsby in its municipal pride decided that it
needed a new town hall and discovered that it had nowhere
to put it. Andrew Keith had a say in that matter and won a
brief and unpleasant notoriety by intriguing for the selection
of a plot of land which meant pulling down one of his ware-
houses for which he was most generously compensated.—“ We
will have,” said Thrigsby—'‘ the biggest Town Hall in the
North of England.” And in the course of a year or two
Thrigsby had its desire in a vast Gothic structure with an
immense tower, with a four-faced clock, a bell which would
be heard on the wind for at least five miles, and a spiked golden
ballon top. The Town Hall was opened by a Great Personage :
the mayor was knighted. A day or two later a sea-gull spiked
itself on the golden ball and created through the town a sensa-
tion greater than had been known since a woman killed her
baby and hid its body under the kitchen hearth. Thousands
of Thrigsbeians who had never moved out of their ordinary
path to see the Town Hall itself, thronged the new square day
after day to see the dead bird hanging there. And out of that
dead bird grew modern Thrigsby, a city aware of itself. It
and Jamie became aware of themselves about the same time
and he realised that he was defin<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>