Weir of Herm ston

by Robert Louis Stevenson

TO MY W FE

| sawrain falling and the rai nbow drawn
On Lammernuir. Hearkening | heard again
In my precipitous city beaten bells

Wnnow the keen sea wind. And here afar,
Intent on ny own race and place, | wote.

Take thou the witing: thine it is. For who
Bur ni shed the sword, blew on the drowsy coal
Held still the target higher, chary of praise
And prodigal of counsel - who but thou?

So now, in the end, if this the |east be good,
If any deed be done, if any fire

Burn in the inperfect page, the praise be thine.

I NTRODUCTORY

INthe wild end of a noorland parish, far out of the sight of any house,
there stands a cairn anong the heather, and a little by east of it, in
t he going down of the brae-side, a nmonument with some verses half

def aced. It was here that C averhouse shot with his own hand the



Prayi ng Weaver of Balweary, and the chisel of Od Mrtality has clinked
on that lonely gravestone. Public and donestic history have thus narked
with a bloody finger this hollow anmong the hills; and since the
Caneroni an gave his life there, two hundred years ago, in a glorious
folly, and w thout conprehension or regret, the silence of the noss has

been broken once again by the report of firearns and the cry of the

dyi ng.

The Deil's Hags was the old nanme. But the place is now called Francie's
Cairn. For a while it was told that Francie wal ked. Aggic Hogg nmet him
in the gloanmng by the cairnside, and he spoke to her, with chattering
teeth, so that his words were lost. He pursued Rob Todd (if any one
coul d have believed Robbie) for the space of half a nmile with pitifu
entreaties. But the age is one of incredulity; these superstitious
decorations speedily fell off; and the facts of the story itself, |ike
the bones of a giant buried there and half dug up, survived, naked and

i mperfect, in the menory of the scattered neighbours. To this day, of

wi nter nights, when the sleet is on the window and the cattle are qui et
in the byre, there will be told again, anid the silence of the young and
the additions and corrections of the old, the tale of the Justice-Cerk
and of his son, young Herniston, that vanished from nen's know edge; of
the two Kirsties and the Four Black Brothers of the Caul dstanesl ap; and

of Frank Innes, "the young fool advocate," that cane into these noorland

parts to find his destiny.

CHAPTER | - LIFE AND DEATH OF MRS. VEIR

THE Lord Justice-Clerk was a stranger in that part of the country; but
his lady wife was known there froma child, as her race had been before

her. The old "riding Rutherfords of Hermiston," of whom she was the



| ast descendant, had been fampbus nmen of yore, ill neighbours, ill
subjects, and ill husbands to their w ves though not their properties.
Tales of themwere rife for twenty mles about; and their nane was even
printed in the page of our Scots histories, not always to their credit.
One bit the dust at Flodden; one was hanged at his peel door by Janes
the Fifth; another fell dead in a carouse with TomDalyell; while a
fourth (and that was Jean's own father) died presiding at a Hell-Fire

Cl ub, of which he was the founder. There were many heads shaken in
Crossnichael at that judgnent; the nore so as the man had a vill ai nous
reputation anmong high and low, and both with the godly and the worldly.
At that very hour of his denmise, he had ten going pleas before the

Sessi on, eight of them oppressive. And the sane doom extended even to
his agents; his grieve, that had been his right hand in many a | eft-hand
busi ness, being cast fromhis horse one night and drowned in a peat-hag
on the Kye-skairs; and his very doer (although |awers have | ong spoons)

surviving himnot |ong, and dying on a sudden in a bl oody fl ux.

In all these generations, while a male Rutherford was in the saddle with
his lads, or brawing in a change-house, there would be always a white-
faced wife immured at hone in the old peel or the | ater mansion-house.
It seemed this succession of martyrs bided |ong, but took their
vengeance in the end, and that was in the person of the |ast descendant,
Jean. She bore the nanme of the Rutherfords, but she was the daughter of
their trenbling wives. At the first she was not wholly without charm
Nei ghbours recalled in her, as a child, a strain of elfin wlful ness,
gentle little nutinies, sad little gaieties, even a norning gl eam of
beauty that was not to be fulfilled. She withered in the grow ng, and
(whether it was the sins of her sires or the sorrows of her nothers)
came to her maturity depressed, and, as it were, defaced; no bl ood of
life in her, no grasp or gaiety; pious, anxious, tender, tearful, and

i nconpet ent .

It was a wonder to many that she had married - seenming so wholly of the



stuff that makes old maids. But chance cast her in the path of Adam
Weir, then the new Lord- Advocate, a recognised, risen man, the conqueror
of many obstacles, and thus late in the day beginning to think upon a

wi fe. He was one who | ooked rather to obedi ence than beauty, yet it
woul d seem he was struck with her at the first |look. "Wa's she?" he
said, turning to his host; and, when he had been told, "Ay," says he,
"she | ooks nmenseful. She minds me - "; and then, after a pause (which
some have been daring enough to set down to sentinental recollections),
"I's she rel eegi ous?" he asked, and was shortly after, at his own
request, presented. The acquaintance, which it seens profane to call a
courtship, was pursued with M. Weir's accustoned industry, and was |ong
a |l egend, or rather a source of |egends, in the Parliament House. He
was described com ng, rosy with nuch port, into the draw ng-room

wal king direct up to the lady, and assailing her with pleasantries, to
whi ch the enbarrassed fair one responded, in what seened a ki nd of

agony, "Eh, M. Weir!" or "O M. Weir!" or "Keep ne, M. Wir!l" On the
very eve of their engagenent, it was related that one had drawn near to
the tender couple, and had overheard the lady cry out, with the tones of
one who tal ked for the sake of talking, "Keep me, M. Wir, and what
becane of hinP" and the profound accents of the suitor reply, "Haangit,
mem haangit." The notives upon either side were nuch debated. M.
Wi r nust have supposed his bride to be sonehow suitabl e; perhaps he

bel onged to that class of nmen who think a weak head the ornament of
wonen - an opinion invariably punished in this life. Her descent and
her estate were beyond question. Her wayfaring ancestors and her
litigious father had done well by Jean. There was ready noney and there
were broad acres, ready to fall wholly to the husband, to lend dignity
to his descendants, and to hinself a title, when he should be called
upon the Bench. On the side of Jean, there was perhaps some fascination
of curiosity as to this unknown nal e ani nmal that approached her with the
roughness of a ploughman and the APLOVB of an advocate. Being so
trenchantly opposed to all she knew, |oved, or understood, he rmay well

have seenmed to her the extrene, if scarcely the ideal, of his sex. And



besi des, he was an ill nman to refuse. A little over forty at the period
of his marriage, he | ooked already older, and to the force of manhood
added the senatorial dignity of years; it was, perhaps, with an
unreverend awe, but he was awful. The Bench, the Bar, and the nost
experienced and reluctant w tness, bowed to his authority - and why not

Jeanni e Rutherford?

The heresy about foolish wonen is always puni shed, | have said, and Lord
Hermi st on began to pay the penalty at once. Hi s house in George Square
was wretchedly ill-guided; nothing answerable to the expense of

mai nt enance but the cellar, which was his own private care. When things
went wong at dinner, as they continually did, ny lord would I ook up the
table at his wife: "I think these broth would be better to sweemin than
to sup." O else to the butler: "Here, MKillop, awa' wi' this Raadica
gigot - tak' it to the French, man, and bring ne some puddocks! It
seens rather a sore kind of a business that | should be all day in Court
haangi ng Raadi cals, and get nawthing to ny denner." O course this was
but a manner of speaking, and he had never hanged a man for being a
Radical in his life; the law, of which he was the faithful mnister
directing otherwise. And of course these grows were in the nature of

pl easantry, but it was of a recondite sort; and uttered as they were in
hi s resoundi ng voi ce, and conmented on by that expression which they
called in the Parliament House "Herm ston's hanging face" - they struck
mere dismay into the wife. She sat before himspeechl ess and
fluttering; at each dish, as at a fresh ordeal, her eye hovered toward
my lord' s countenance and fell again; if he but ate in silence,
unspeakabl e relief was her portion; if there were conplaint, the world
was dar kened. She woul d seek out the cook, who was al ways her SISTER IN
THE LORD. "O ny dear, this is the nost dreidful thing that ny |lord can
never be contented in his own house!" she woul d begin; and weep and pray
with the cook; and then the cook would pray with Ms. Wir; and the next
day's neal would never be a penny the better - and the next cook (when

she cane) would be worse, if anything, but just as pious. It was often



wondered that Lord Herniston bore it as he did; indeed, he was a stoica
ol d vol uptuary, contented with sound wine and plenty of it. But there
were nmonents when he overflowed. Perhaps half a dozen tinmes in the
history of his married life - "Here! tak' it awa', and bring nme a piece
bread and kebbuck!"™ he had excl ained, with an appalling explosion of his
voi ce and rare gestures. None thought to dispute or to nmake excuses;
the service was arrested; Ms. Wir sat at the head of the table

whi npering wi thout disguise; and his | ordship opposite nunched his bread
and cheese in ostentatious disregard. Once only, Ms. Wir had ventured

to appeal. He was passing her chair on his way into the study.

"O, Edom" she wailed, in a voice tragic with tears, and reaching out to

hi m bot h hands, in one of which she held a soppi ng pocket-handker chi ef.

He paused and | ooked upon her with a face of wath, into which there

stole, as he | ooked, a tw nkle of hunour.

"Noansense! " he said. "You and your noansense! Wat do | want with a
Christian faimly? | want Christian broth! Get nme a |lass that can
pl ain-boil a potato, if she was a whure off the streets.” And with

these words, which echoed in her tender ears |ike bl aspheny, he had

passed on to his study and shut the door behind him

Such was the housewifery in George Square. It was better at Herm ston
where Kirstie Elliott, the sister of a neighbouring bonnet-laird, and an
ei ghteenth cousin of the lady's, bore the charge of all, and kept a trim

house and a good country table. Kirstie was a wonan in a thousand,

cl ean, capable, notable; once a noorland Helen, and still conely as a
bl ood horse and healthy as the hill wind. Hgh in flesh and voi ce and
col our, she ran the house with her whole intenperate soul, in a bustle,

not wi thout buffets. Scarce nore pious than decency in those days
required, she was the cause of many an anxi ous thought and nany a

tearful prayer to Ms. Wir. Housekeeper and mistress renewed the parts



of Martha and Mary; and though with a pricking conscience, Mary reposed
on Martha's strength as on a rock. Even Lord Hermiston held Kirstie in
a particular regard. There were few with whom he unbent so gladly, few
whom he favoured with so many pleasantries. "Kirstie and ne naun have

our joke," he would declare in high good-hunour, as he buttered
Kirstie's scones, and she waited at table. A nman who had no need either
of love or of popularity, a keen reader of nen and of events, there was
perhaps only one truth for which he was quite unprepared: he woul d have
been quite unprepared to learn that Kirstie hated him He thought maid
and naster were well matched; hard, bandy, healthy, broad Scots folk,

wi thout a hair of nonsense to the pair of them And the fact was that
she nmade a goddess and an only child of the effete and tearful |ady; and

even as she waited at table her hands would sonetines itch for ny lord's

ears.

Thus, at least, when the fanmily were at Hermiston, not only ny |lord, but
Ms. Weir too, enjoyed a holiday. Free fromthe dreadful | ooking-for of
the m scarried dinner, she would nmind her seam read her piety books,
and take her wal k (which was nmy lord's orders), sonetinmes by herself,
sometines with Archie, the only child of that scarce natural union. The
child was her next bond to |life. Her frosted sentinent bl ooned again,
she breathed deep of life, she let |oose her heart, in that society.

The miracle of her notherhood was ever new to her. The sight of the
little man at her skirt intoxicated her with the sense of power, and
froze her with the consciousness of her responsibility. She | ooked
forward, and, seeing himin fancy grow up and play his diverse part on
the world's theatre, caught in her breath and lifted up her courage with
alively effort. It was only with the child that she forgot herself and
was at noments natural; yet it was only with the child that she had
concei ved and nanaged to pursue a schene of conduct. Archie was to be a
great man and a good; a minister if possible, a saint for certain. She
tried to engage his mnd upon her favourite books, Rutherford' s LETTERS

Scougal | s GRACE ABOUNDI NG and the like. It was a comon practice of



hers (and strange to renenber now) that she would carry the child to the
Deil's Hags, sit with himon the Praying Waver's stone, and talk of the
Covenanters till their tears ran down. Her view of history was wholly
artless, a design in snow and ink; upon the one side, tender innocents
with psal nms upon their lips; upon the other, the persecutors, booted,

bl oody- m nded, flushed with wine: a suffering Christ, a raging

Beel zebub. PERSECUTOR was a word that knocked upon the wonan's heart;
it was her highest thought of wickedness, and the mark of it was on her
house. Her great-great-grandfather had drawn the sword agai nst the
Lord's anointed on the field of Rullion Geen, and breathed his |ast
(tradition said) in the arms of the detestable Dalyell. Nor could she
blind herself to this, that had they lived in those old days, Herniston
hi nsel f woul d have been nunbered al ongsi de of Bl oody MacKenzi e and the
politic Lauderdal e and Rothes, in the band of CGod' s i medi ate eneni es.
The sense of this noved her to the nore fervour; she had a voice for
that name of PERSECUTOR that thrilled in the child s marrow, and when
one day the nob hooted and hissed themall in ny lord' s travelling
carriage, and cried, "Down with the persecutor! down with Hangi ng

Hermi ston!" and namma covered her eyes and wept, and papa | et down the
gl ass and | ooked out upon the rabble with his droll formnidable face,
bitter and smling, as they said he sonetinmes | ooked when he gave
sentence, Archie was for the noment too nmuch anazed to be al arned, but
he had scarce got his nother by herself before his shrill voice was

rai sed demandi ng an expl anation: why had they called papa a persecutor?

"Keep ne, my precious!” she exclainmed. "Keep me, ny dear! this is

pol eetical. Ye nust never ask me anything poleetical, Erchie. Your
faither is a great man, ny dear, and it's no for ne or you to be judging
him It would be telling us all, if we behaved ourselves in our severa
stations the way your faither does in his high office; and | et ne hear
no nore of any such disrespectful and undutiful questions! No that you
meant to be undutiful, ny |anb; your nother kens that - she kens it

well, dearie!" And so slid off to safer topics, and left on the mnd of



the child an obscure but ineradicabl e sense of sonething wong.

Ms. Weir's philosophy of life was sunmed i n one expression -
tenderness. In her view of the universe, which was all lighted up with
a gl ow out of the doors of hell, good people nust walk there in a kind
of ecstasy of tenderness. The beasts and plants had no souls; they were
here but for a day, and let their day pass gently! And as for the
imortal men, on what black, downward path were many of them wendi ng,
and to what a horror of an imortality! "Are not two sparrows,”
"Whosoever shall smite thee," "God sendeth Hs rain," "Judge not, that
ye be not judged" - these texts nmade her body of divinity; she put them
on in the norning with her clothes and lay down to sleep with them at

ni ght; they haunted her like a favourite air, they clung about her Iike
a favourite perfune. Their mnister was a marrowy expounder of the |aw,
and ny lord sat under himwth relish; but Ms. Wir respected himfrom
far off; heard him (like the cannon of a bel eaguered city) usefully
boom ng outside on the dogmatic ranmparts; and neanwhile, within and out
of shot, dwelt in her private garden which she watered with gratefu
tears. It seens strange to say of this colourless and ineffectua
woran, but she was a true enthusiast, and m ght have nade the sunshine
and the glory of a cloister. Perhaps none but Archie knew she could be
el oquent; perhaps none but he had seen her - her colour raised, her
hands cl asped or quivering - glowwith gentle ardour. There is a corner
of the policy of Hermi ston, where you cone suddenly in view of the
sunmit of Black Fell, sonetines like the mere grass top of a hill
sometines (and this is her own expression) like a precious jewel in the
heavens. On such days, upon the sudden view of it, her hand woul d
tighten on the child's fingers, her voice rise like a song. "I TO THE

H LLS!" she would repeat. "And O FErchie, are nae these like the hills

of Naphtali?" and her tears would fl ow.

Upon an inpressionable child the effect of this continual and pretty

acconpaninent to life was deep. The woman's quietismand piety passed



on to his different nature undimnished; but whereas in her it was a
native sentinent, in himit was only an inplanted dogma. Nature and the
child' s pugnacity at times revolted. A cad fromthe Potterrow once
struck himin the nouth; he struck back, the pair fought it out in the
back stable I ane towards the Meadows, and Archie returned with a

consi derabl e decline in the nunber of his front teeth, and
unregenerately boasting of the losses of the foe. It was a sore day for
Ms. Weir; she wept and prayed over the infant backslider until my lord
was due from Court, and she nust resune that air of trenul ous conposure
with which she always greeted him The judge was that day in an

observant nood, and renarked upon the absent teeth.

"I amafraid Erchie will have been fechting with sone of they bl agyard

|ads," said Ms. Wir.

My lord' s voice rang out as it did seldomin the privacy of his own
house. "I'Il have normof that, sir!" he cried. "Do you hear ne? -
nonn of that! No son of mine shall be speldering in the glaur with any

dirty raibble.”

The anxi ous not her was grateful for so nmuch support; she had even feared
the contrary. And that night when she put the child to bed - "Now, ny
dear, ye see!" she said, "I told you what your faither would think of

it, if he heard ye had fallen into this dreidful sin; and let you and ne
pray to God that ye nmay be keepit fromthe like tenptation or

strengthened to resist it!"

The womanly falsity of this was thrown away. 1Ice and iron cannot be
wel ded; and the points of view of the Justice-Clerk and Ms. Wir were
not |ess unassinilable. The character and position of his father had
| ong been a stunbling-block to Archie, and with every year of his age
the difficulty grew nore instant. The man was nostly silent; when he
spoke at all, it was to speak of the things of the world, always in a

worldly spirit, often in language that the child had been schooled to



think coarse, and sonetines with words that he knew to be sins in
thenmsel ves. Tenderness was the first duty, and ny lord was invariably
harsh. God was |ove; the nane of my lord (to all who knew him was
fear. In the world, as schenatised for Archie by his nother, the place
was marked for such a creature. There were some whomit was good to
pity and well (though very likely useless) to pray for; they were naned
reprobates, goats, CGod's enenies, brands for the burning; and Archie
tallied every mark of identification, and drew the inevitable private

inference that the Lord Justice-Clerk was the chief of sinners.

The mot her's honesty was scarce conplete. There was one influence she
feared for the child and still secretly conbated; that was ny lord's;
and hal f unconsciously, half in a wilful blindness, she continued to
under m ne her husband with his son. As long as Archie remained silent,
she did so ruthlessly, with a single eye to heaven and the child's

sal vation; but the day cane when Archie spoke. It was 1801, and Archie
was seven, and beyond his years for curiosity and | ogic, when he brought
the case up openly. If judging were sinful and forbi dden, how cane papa
to be a judge? to have that sin for a trade? to bear the nanme of it for

a distinction?

"I can't see it," said the little Rabbi, and wagged his head.

Ms. Weir abounded in commonpl ace replies.

"No, | cannae see it," reiterated Archie. "And I'lIl tell you what,

manme, | don't think you and ne's justifeed in staying with him"

The wonan awoke to renorse, she saw herself disloyal to her man, her
soverei gn and bread-w nner, in whom (with what she had of worldliness)
she took a certain subdued pride. She expatiated in reply on ny lord's
honour and greatness; his useful services in this world of sorrow and

wrong, and the place in which he stood, far above where babes and



i nnocents could hope to see or criticise. But she had builded too well
- Archie had his answers pat: Wre not babes and innocents the type of
t he ki ngdom of heaven? Were not honour and greatness the badges of the
worl d? And at any rate, how about the nob that had once seethed about

the carriage?

"It's all very fine," he concluded, "but in my opinion papa has no right
to be it. And it seens that's not the worst yet of it. It seens he's
called "The Hanging judge" - it seens he's crooool. [|'Il tell you what
it is, mamm, there's a tex' borne in upon me: It were better for that

man if a mlestone were bound upon his back and himflung into the

deepestnost pairts of the sea."

"O, ny lanb, ye nust never say the like of that!" she cried. "Ye're to
honour faither and nother, dear, that your days may be long in the | and.
It's Atheists that cry out against him- French Atheists, Erchie! Ye
woul d never surely even yourself down to be saying the sane thing as
French Atheists? It would break nmy heart to think that of you. And O
Erchie, here are' na YQU setting up to JUDGE? And have ye no forgot
God's plain cormand - the First with Prom se, dear? Mnd you upon the

beam and the note!"”

Havi ng thus carried the war into the enemy's canp, the terrified | ady
breathed again. And no doubt it is easy thus to circunvent a child with
catchwords, but it may be questioned how far it is effectual. An
instinct in his breast detects the quibble, and a voice condems it. He
will instantly submit, privately hold the sanme opinion. For even in
this sinple and antique relation of the nother and the child,

hypocrisies are nultipli ed.

When the Court rose that year and the fanmily returned to Hermiston, it
was a conmmon remark in all the country that the | ady was sore failed
She seened to | oose and seize again her touch with life, now sitting

inert in a sort of durable bew |Idernment, anon waking to feverish and



weak activity. She dawdl ed about the | asses at their work, |ooking
stupidly on; she fell to rummaging in old cabinets and presses, and

desi sted when hal f through; she would begin remarks with an air of

ani mation and drop themwi thout a struggle. Her conmobn appearance was
of one who has forgotten sonething and is trying to renmenber; and when
she overhaul ed, one after another, the worthl ess and touchi ng nmenentoes
of her youth, she nmight have been seeking the clue to that |ost thought.
During this period, she gave many gifts to the nei ghbours and house

| asses, giving themw th a manner of regret that enbarrassed the

recipients.

The last night of all she was busy on sone fenale work, and toiled upon
it with so mani fest and painful a devotion that my lord (who was not

often curious) inquired as to its nature.

She blushed to the eyes. "O Edom it's for you!" she said. "It's
slippers. | - | hae never nade ye any."
"Ye daft auld wife!" returned his lordship. "A bonny figure | would

be, pal nering about in bauchles!"

The next day, at the hour of her walk, Kirstie interfered. Kirstie took
this decay of her mistress very hard; bore her a grudge, quarrelled with
and railed upon her, the anxiety of a genuine |ove wearing the disguise
of tenper. This day of all days she insisted disrespectfully, with
rustic fury, that Ms. Weir should stay at honme. But, "No, no," she

said, "it's ny lord' s orders," and set forth as usual. Archie was
visible in the acre bog, engaged upon sone childish enterprise, the

i nstrument of which was nmire; and she stood and | ooked at hima while
|i ke one about to call; then thought otherw se, sighed, and shook her

head, and proceeded on her rounds alone. The house | asses were at the

bur nsi de washi ng, and saw her pass with her |oose, weary, dowdy gait.



"She's a terrible feckless wife, the mstress!" said the one.

"Tut," said the other, "the wmman's seeck."”

"Weel, | canna see nae differ in her,"” returned the first. "A

fushi onl ess quean, a feckless carline."

The poor creature thus discussed ranbled a while in the grounds without
a purpose. Tides in her nmnd ebbed and fl owed, and carried her

to and fro |i ke seaweed. She tried a path, paused, returned, and tried
anot her; questing, forgetting her quest; the spirit of choice extinct in
her bosom or devoid of sequency. On a sudden, it appeared as though
she had renenbered, or had forned a resolution, wheel ed about, returned
with hurried steps, and appeared in the dining-room where Kirstie was

at the cleaning, |ike one charged with an inportant errand.

"Kirstie!" she began, and paused; and then with conviction, "M. Wir

i sna speeritually nminded, but he has been a good nan to ne."

It was perhaps the first tinme since her husband's elevation that she had
forgotten the handle to his name, of which the tender, inconsistent
worman was not a little proud. And when Kirstie | ooked up at the

speaker's face, she was aware of a change

"Godsake, what's the nmaitter wi' ye, nen?" cried the housekeeper

starting fromthe rug.

"I do not ken," answered her m stress, shaking her head. "But he is not

speeritually mnded, ny dear.”

"Here, sit down with ye! Godsake, what ails the wife?" cried Kirstie,
and hel ped and forced her into ny lord's own chair by the cheek of the

heart h.



"Keep ne, what's this?" she gasped. "Kirstie, what's this? I|I'm

frich' ened."

They were her |ast words.

It was the I owering nightfall when ny lord returned. He had the sunset
in his back, all clouds and glory; and before him by the wayside, spied
Kirstie Elliott waiting. She was dissolved in tears, and addressed him
in the high, false note of barbarous nourning, such as still lingers

nodi fi ed anong Scots heat her

"The Lord peety ye, Hermiston! the Lord prepare ye!" she keened out.

"Weary upon ne, that | should have to tell it!"

He reined in his horse and | ooked upon her with the hanging face.

"Has the French landit?" cried he.

"Man, man," she said, "is that a' ye can think of? The Lord prepare ye

the Lord confort and support ye!"

"I's onybody deid?" said his lordship. "It's no Erchie?"

"Bet hankit, no!" exclainmed the woman, startled into a nore natural tone.
"Na, na, it's no sae bad as that. |It's the mistress, ny lord; she just
fair flittit before nmy e en. She just gi'ed a sab and was by wi' it.
Eh, ny bonny Mss Jeannie, that | nmind sae weel!" And forth again upon
that pouring tide of lanmentation in which wonen of her class excel and

over - abound.

Lord Herniston sat in the saddl e behol ding her. Then he seened to

recover conmand upon hinsel f.

"Well, it's sonething of the suddenest,” said he. "But she was a



dwai bly body fromthe first."

And he rode home at a precipitate anble with Kirstie at his horse's

heel s.

Dressed as she was for her last walk, they had |aid the dead | ady on her
bed. She was never interesting in life; in death she was not

i mpressive; and as her husband stood before her, with his hands crossed
behi nd his powerful back, that which he | ooked upon was the very inmage

of the insignificant.

"Her and me were never cut out for one another," he remarked at |ast.
"It was a daft-like marriage.” And then, with a npst unusual gentleness
of tone, "Puir bitch,"” said he, "puir bitch!"™ Then suddenly: "Where's

Er chi e?"

Kirstie had decoyed himto her roomand given him"a jeely-piece."

"Ye have sone kind of gunption, too," observed the judge, and consi dered
hi s housekeeper grimy. "Wen all's said,"” he added, "I nicht have done

waur - | mcht have been marriet upon a skirting Jezebel like you!"

"There's naebody thinking of you, Hermiston!" cried the offended woman.
"We think of her that's out of her sorrows. And could SHE have done

waur? Tell me that, Hermiston - tell me that before her clay-cauld

corp!"
"Weel, there's sone of themgey an' ill to please,"” observed his
| ordshi p.

CHAPTER Il - FATHER AND SON



MY Lord Justice-Clerk was known to many; the man Adam Weir perhaps to
none. He had nothing to explain or to conceal; he sufficed wholly and
silently to hinself; and that part of our nature which goes out (too
often with false coin) to acquire glory or love, seemed in himto be
omtted. He did not try to be loved, he did not care to be; it is
probabl e the very thought of it was a stranger to his mnd. He was an
admred | awer, a highly unpopul ar judge; and he | ooked down upon those
who were his inferiors in either distinction, who were | awers of |ess
grasp or judges not so much detested. 1In all the rest of his days and
doi ngs, not one trace of vanity appeared; and he went on through life
wi th a nmechani cal novement, as of the unconscious; that was al nost

august .

He saw little of his son. 1In the childish maladies with which the boy
was troubl ed, he would nmake daily inquiries and daily pay hima visit,
entering the sick-roomwith a facetious and appal | i ng count enance,
letting off a few perfunctory jests, and going again swiftly, to the
patient's relief. Once, a court holiday falling opportunely, ny lord
had his carriage, and drove the child hinself to Herm ston, the
customary pl ace of conval escence. It is conceivable he had been nore
than usual ly anxious, for that journey always remained in Archie's
menory as a thing apart, his father having related to himfrom begi nni ng
to end, and with nuch detail, three authentic nurder cases. Archie went
the usual round of other Edi nburgh boys, the high school and the
col l ege; and Herm ston | ooked on, or rather |ooked away, with scarce an
affectation of interest in his progress. Daily, indeed, upon a signa
after dinner, he was brought in, given nuts and a gl ass of port,
regarded sardonically, sarcastically questioned. "WlIl, sir, and what
have you donn with your book to-day?" ny lord m ght begin, and set him
posers in law Latin. To a child just stunbling into Corderius, Papinian

and Paul proved quite invincible. But papa had nenory of no other. He



was not harsh to the little scholar, having a vast fund of patience

| ear ned upon the bench, and was at no pains whether to conceal or to
express his disappointnent. "WelIl, ye have a long jaunt before ye yet!"
he mi ght observe, yawning, and fall back on his own thoughts (as like as
not) until the tine canme for separation, and ny lord would take the
decanter and the glass, and be off to the back chanber | ooking on the
Meadows, where he toiled on his cases till the hours were small. There
was no "fuller man" on the bench; his menory was marvel | ous, though
wholly legal; if he had to "advise" extenpore, none did it better; yet
there was none who nore earnestly prepared. As he thus watched in the
night, or sat at table and forgot the presence of his son, no doubt but
he tasted deeply of recondite pleasures. To be wholly devoted to sone
intellectual exercise is to have succeeded in life; and perhaps only in
| aw and the hi gher mathematics may this devotion be maintained, suffice
to itself without reaction, and find continual rewards w thout
excitenent. This atnosphere of his father's sterling industry was the
best of Archie's education. Assuredly it did not attract him assuredly
it rather rebutted and depressed. Yet it was still present, unobserved
like the ticking of a clock, an arid ideal, a tasteless stinulant in the

boy's life.

But Hermi ston was not all of one piece. He was, besides, a mighty
toper; he could sit at wine until the day dawned, and pass directly from
the table to the bench with a steady hand and a cl ear head. Beyond the
third bottle, he showed the plebeian in a |larger print; the |ow, gross
accent, the low, foul mrth, grew broader and commoner; he becane | ess
form dable, and infinitely nore disgusting. Now, the boy had inherited
fromJean Rutherford a shivering delicacy, unequally mated with
potential violence. 1In the playing-fields, and anbngst his own

compani ons, he repaid a coarse expression with a blow, at his father's
table (when the time canme for himto join these revels) he turned pale
and sickened in silence. O all the guests whom he there encountered, he

had tol eration for only one: David Keith Carnegie, Lord d enal nond.



Lord d enal nrond was tall and ermaciated, with | ong features and | ong
delicate hands. He was often conpared with the statue of Forbes of

Cull oden in the Parlianment House; and his blue eye, at nore than sixty,
preserved sone of the fire of youth. H s exquisite disparity with any
of his fell owguests, his appearance as of an artist and an ari stocrat
stranded in rude conpany, riveted the boy's attention; and as curiosity
and interest are the things in the world that are the nost i mediately

and certainly rewarded, Lord d enal nond was attracted by the boy.

"And so this is your son, Herm ston?" he asked, |aying his hand on

Archie's shoulder. "He's getting a big lad."

"Hout!" said the gracious father, "just his nother over again - daurna

say boo to a goose!"

But the stranger retained the boy, talked to him drew himout, found in
hima taste for letters, and a fine, ardent, nodest, youthful soul; and
encouraged himto be a visitor on Sunday evenings in his bare, cold,

| onely dining-room where he sat and read in the isolation of a bachel or
grown old in refinenent. The beautiful gentleness and grace of the old
judge, and the delicacy of his person, thoughts, and | anguage, spoke to
Archie's heart inits own tongue. He conceived the anbition to be such
anot her; and, when the day cane for himto choose a profession, it was
in emul ation of Lord G enal nond, not of Lord Hermi ston, that he chose
the Bar. Hermi ston |ooked on at this friendship with sonme secret pride,
but openly with the intol erance of scorn. He scarce |ost an opportunity
to put themdown with a rough jape; and, to say truth, it was not
difficult, for they were neither of them quick. He had a word of
contenpt for the whole crowd of poets, painters, fiddlers, and their
admrers, the bastard race of amateurs, which was continually on his
lips. "Signor Feedle-eerie!" he would say. "O, for CGoad' s sake, no

nmore of the Signor!"



"You and ny father are great friends, are you not?" asked Archie once.

"There is no man that | nore respect, Archie," replied Lord d enal nond.
"He is two things of price. He is a great |awer, and he is upright as

t he day."

"You and he are so different,” said the boy, his eyes dwelling on those

of his old friend, like a lover's on his m stress's.

"Indeed so," replied the judge; "very different. And so | fear are you
and he. Yet | would like it very ill if my young friend were to

m sjudge his father. He has all the Roman virtues: Cato and Brutus were
such; | think a son's heart mght well be proud of such an ancestry of

one.

"And | woul d sooner he were a plaided herd," cried Archie, wth sudden

bi tt er ness.

"And that is neither very wise, nor | believe entirely true,"” returned
d enal nond. "Before you are done you will find sone of these
expressions rise on you like a renorse. They are nerely literary and
decorative; they do not aptly express your thought, nor is your thought
clearly apprehended, and no doubt your father (if he were here) would

say, "Signor Feedle-eerie!"

Wth the infinitely delicate sense of youth, Archie avoided the subject
fromthat hour. It was perhaps a pity. Had he but tal ked - tal ked
freely - let hinself gush out in words (the way youth | oves to do and
shoul d), there m ght have been no tale to wite upon the Wirs of

Herm ston. But the shadow of a threat of ridicule sufficed; in the
slight tartness of these words he read a prohibition; and it is likely

that d enal nond neant it so.

Besi des the veteran, the boy was wi thout confidant or friend. Serious



and eager, he canme through school and coll ege, and noved anong a crowd
of the indifferent, in the seclusion of his shyness. He grew up
handsone, with an open, speaki ng countenance, with graceful, youthfu
ways; he was clever, he took prizes, he shone in the Specul ative
Society. 1t should seem he nust become the centre of a crowd of
friends; but sonething that was in part the delicacy of his nother, in
part the austerity of his father, held himaloof fromall. It is a
fact, and a strange one, that anpong his contenporaries Hernmiston's son
was thought to be a chip of the old block. "You're a friend of Archie
Weir's?" said one to Frank Innes; and Innes replied, with his usua
flippancy and nore than his usual insight: "I know Weir. but | never net
Archie." No one had net Archie, a malady nost incident to only sons.

He flew his private signal, and none heeded it; it seemed he was abroad
in a wrld fromwhich the very hope of intimcy was bani shed; and he

| ooked round about himon the concourse of his fell ow students, and
forward to the trivial days and acquai ntances that were to cone, wthout

hope or interest.

As time went on, the tough and rough old sinner felt hinself drawn to
the son of his loins and sole continuator of his new famly, wth
sof t nesses of sentinment that he could hardly credit and was whol |y

i mpotent to express. Wth a face, voice, and nmanner trained through
forty years to terrify and repel, Rhadamanthus may be great, but he will
scarce be engaging. It is a fact that he tried to propitiate Archie,

but a fact that cannot be too lightly taken; the attenpt was so

unconspi cuously nmade, the failure so stoically supported. Synpathy is
not due to these steadfast iron natures. |If he failed to gain his son's
friendship, or even his son's toleration, on he went up the great, bare
staircase of his duty, uncheered and undepressed. There m ght have been
nmore pleasure in his relations with Archie, so nuch he may have
recogni sed at nmonments; but pleasure was a by-product of the singular

chemistry of life, which only fools expected.



An idea of Archie's attitude, since we are all grown up and have
forgotten the days of our youth, it is nmore difficult to convey. He
made no attenpt whatsoever to understand the man wi th whom he di ned and
breakfasted. Parsinony of pain, glut of pleasure, these are the two
alternating ends of youth; and Archie was of the parsinonious. The w nd
bl ew cold out of a certain quarter - he turned his back upon it; stayed
as little as was possible in his father's presence; and when there,
averted his eyes as nmuch as was decent fromhis father's face. The |lamp
shone for many hundred days upon these two at table - nmy |ord, ruddy,

gl oony, and unreverent; Archie with a potential brightness that was

al ways dinmred and veiled in that society; and there were not, perhaps,
in Christendomtwo nen nore radically strangers. The father, with a
grand sinplicity, either spoke of what interested hinself, or nmaintained
an unaffected silence. The son turned in his head for some topic that
shoul d be quite safe, that would spare himfresh evidences either of ny
lord's inherent grossness or of the innocence of his inhunanity;
treading gingerly the ways of intercourse, like a |ady gathering up her
skirts in a by-path. If he nade a m stake, and ny lord began to abound
in matter of offence, Archie drew hinself up, his brow grew dark, his
share of the talk expired; but my lord would faithfully and cheerfully

continue to pour out the worst of hinself before his silent and offended

son.
"Well, it's a poor hert that never rejoices!" he would say, at the
concl usi on of such a nightrmare interview. "But | nmust get to my plew
stilts." And he woul d seclude hinself as usual in his back room and

Archie go forth into the night and the city quivering with aninosity and

scorn.

CHAPTER Il - I N THE MATTER OF THE HANG NG OF DUNCAN JCPP



I T chanced in the year 1813 that Archie strayed one day into the
Justiciary Court. The rmacer nmade room for the son of the presiding
judge. In the dock, the centre of nen's eyes, there stood a whey-

col oured, mishegotten caitiff, Duncan Jopp, on trial for his life. His
story, as it was raked out before himin that public scene, was one of
di sgrace and vice and cowardi ce, the very nakedness of crine; and the
creature heard and it seened at tinmes as though he understood - as if at
times he forgot the horror of the place he stood in, and renenbered the
shame of what had brought himthere. He kept his head bowed and his
hands clutched upon the rail; his hair dropped in his eyes and at tines
he flung it back; and now he gl anced about the audience in a sudden
fellness of terror, and now | ooked in the face of his judge and gul ped.
There was pinned about his throat a piece of dingy flannel; and this it
was perhaps that turned the scale in Archie's mnd between di sgust and
pity. The creature stood in a vanishing point; yet alittle while, and
he was still a nman, and had eyes and apprehension; yet a little |onger
and with a last sordid piece of pageantry, he would cease to be. And
here, in the nmeantine, with a trait of hunman nature that caught at the

behol der's breath, he was tending a sore throat.

Over against him ny Lord Hermi ston occupied the bench in the red robes
of crimnal jurisdiction, his face franed in the white wig. Honest all
through, he did not affect the virtue of inpartiality; this was no case
for refinement; there was a man to be hanged, he woul d have said, and he
was hanging him Nor was it possible to see his |ordship, and acquit
himof gusto in the task. It was plain he gloried in the exercise of
his trained faculties, in the clear sight which pierced at once into the
joint of fact, in the rude, unvarnished gi bes with which he denvolished
every fignent of defence. He took his ease and jested, unbending in
that solemm place with sone of the freedomof the tavern; and the rag of

man with the flannel round his neck was hunted gall owsward with jeers.



Duncan had a mistress, scarce less forlorn and greatly ol der than
hi nsel f, who cane up, whinpering and curtseying, to add the wei ght of
her betrayal. M lord gave her the oath in his nobst roaring voice, and

added an intol erant warning.

"M nd what ye say now, Janet," said he. "I have an e'e upon ye, I'mill

to jest with."

Presently, after she was trenblingly enbarked on her story, "And what
made ye do this, ye auld runt?" the Court interposed. "Do ye nean to

tell me ye was the panel's m stress?”

"If you please, ma |loard," whined the fenale.

"CGodsake! ye nmade a bonny couple,” observed his |ordship; and there was
somet hing so form dable and ferocious in his scorn that not even the

gal l eries thought to |augh

The sunming up contai ned sone jewel s.

"These two peetiable creatures seemto have made up thegither, it's not
for us to explain why." - "The panel, who (whatever el se he may be)
appears to be equally ill set-out in mind and boady." - "Neither the
panel nor yet the old wife appears to have had so nuch comon sense as
even to tell alie when it was necessary.” And in the course of
sentencing, ny lord had this OBITER DICTUM "I have been the neans,

under God, of haanging a great nunber, but never just such a disjaskit
rascal as yourself." The words were strong in thenselves; the Iight and
heat and detonation of their delivery, and the savage pl easure of the

speaker in his task, made themtingle in the ears.

When all was over, Archie canme forth again into a changed world. Had

there been the | east redeem ng greatness in the crime, any obscurity,



any dubi ety, perhaps he might have understood. But the culprit stood,
with his sore throat, in the sweat of his nortal agony, wthout defence
or excuse: a thing to cover up with blushes: a being so nuch sunk
beneath the zones of synpathy that pity mght seem harnm ess. And the
judge had pursued himwi th a nonstrous, relishing gaiety, horrible to be
conceived, a trait for nightmares. It is one thing to spear a tiger
another to crush a toad; there are aesthetics even of the slaughter-
house; and the | oat hsoneness of Duncan Jopp envel oped and infected the

i mge of his judge.

Archi e passed by his friends in the High Street with incoherent words
and gestures. He saw Holyrood in a dream renenbrance of its romance
awoke in himand faded; he had a vision of the old radiant stories, of
Queen Mary and Prince Charlie, of the hooded stag, of the splendour and
crime, the velvet and bright iron of the past; and dismssed themw th a

cry of pain. He lay and npaned in the Hunter's Bog, and the heavens

were dark above himand the grass of the field an offence. "This is ny
father," he said. "I drawny life fromhim the flesh upon ny bones is
his, the bread | amfed with is the wages of these horrors.” He

recal l ed his nother, and ground his forehead in the earth. He thought
of flight, and where was he to flee to? of other lives, but was there

any life worth living in this den of savage and jeering ani mal s?

The interval before the execution was like a violent dream He nmet his
father; he would not look at him he could not speak to him It seened
there was no living creature but nust have been swift to recognise that
i mm nent aninosity; but the hide of the Justice-Cd erk remined

i npenetrable. Had ny lord been tal kative, the truce could never have
subsi sted; but he was by fortune in one of his humours of sour silence;
and under the very guns of his broadside, Archie nursed the enthusiasm
of rebellion. It seenmed to him fromthe top of his nineteen years
experience, as if he were marked at birth to be the perpetrator of sone

signal action, to set back fallen Mercy, to overthrow the usurping devi



that sat, horned and hoofed, on her throne. Seductive Jacobin fignents,
whi ch he had often refuted at the Specul ative, swamup in his mnd and
startled himas with voices: and he seened to hinmself to walk

acconpani ed by an al nost tangi bl e presence of new beliefs and duties.

On the naned norning he was at the place of execution. He saw the
fleering rabble, the flinching wetch produced. He |ooked on for a
while at a certain parody of devotion, which seenmed to strip the wetch
of his last claimto manhood. Then followed the brutal instant of
extinction, and the paltry dangling of the remains |ike a broken
junping-jack. He had been prepared for sonething terrible, not for this
tragi c nmeanness. He stood a nonent silent, and then - "I denounce this
CGod- defyi ng nurder,"” he shouted; and his father, if he nmust have

di sclaimed the sentinment, might have owned the stentorian voice with

which it was uttered

Frank I nnes dragged himfromthe spot. The two handsone | ads foll owed
the sane course of study and recreation, and felt a certain nutua
attraction, founded nmainly on good |ooks. It had never gone deep; Frank
was by nature a thin, jeering creature, not truly susceptibl e whether of
feeling or inspiring friendship; and the relation between the pair was
al together on the outside, a thing of comobn know edge and the

pl easantries that spring froma comon acquai ntance. The nore credit to
Frank that he was appalled by Archie's outburst, and at |east conceived
the design of keeping himin sight, and, if possible, in hand, for the
day. But Archie, who had just defied - was it God or Satan? - woul d not

listen to the word of a coll ege compani on

"I will not go with you," he said. "I do not desire your conpany, sir;

I would be al one.”

"Here, Weir, man, don't be absurd," said Innes, keeping a tight hold

upon his sleeve. "I will not let you go until | know what you nean to



do with yourself; it's no use brandishing that staff." For indeed at
that nmonment Archie had nmade a sudden - perhaps a warlike - novenent.
"This has been the nost insane affair; you know it has. You know very
well that |'mplaying the good Samaritan. All | wish is to keep you

quiet."

"I'f quietness is what you wish, M. Innes," said Archie, "and you wll
prom se to leave ne entirely to nyself, I will tell you so nuch, that I

amgoing to walk in the country and adnire the beauties of nature.”

"Honour bright?" asked Frank

"I amnot in the habit of lying, M. Innes," retorted Archie. "I have

t he honour of wi shing you good-day."

"You won't forget the Spec.?" asked Innes.

"The Spec.?" said Archie. "Ono, | won't forget the Spec."

And the one young man carried his tortured spirit forth of the city and
all the day long, by one road and another, in an endless pilgrimge of

m sery; while the other hastened snmilingly to spread the news of Wir's
access of insanity, and to drumup for that night a full attendance at
the Specul ative, where further eccentric devel opments mght certainly be
| ooked for. | doubt if Innes had the least belief in his prediction; |
think it flowed rather froma wish to make the story as good and the
scandal as great as possible; not fromany ill-will to Archie - fromthe
mere pl easure of beholding interested faces. But for all that his words
were prophetic. Archie did not forget the Spec.; he put in an
appearance there at the due tine, and, before the evening was over, had
dealt a nenorabl e shock to his conpanions. |t chanced he was the
president of the night. He sat in the sane room where the Society stil
meets - only the portraits were not there: the men who afterwards sat

for themwere then but beginning their career. The sane |ustre of nmany



tapers shed its light over the neeting; the same chair, perhaps,
supported himthat so nmany of us have sat in since. At tinmes he seened
to forget the business of the evening, but even in these periods he sat
with a great air of energy and determination. At tinmes he neddl ed
bitterly, and launched with defiance those fines which are the precious
and rarely used artillery of the president. He little thought, as he
did so, how he resenbled his father, but his friends remarked upon it,
chuckling. So far, in his high place above his fell ow students, he
seened set beyond the possibility of any scandal; but his mnd was nade
up - he was determined to fulfil the sphere of his offence. He signed
to Innes (whom he had just fined, and who just inpeached his ruling) to
succeed himin the chair, stepped down fromthe platform and took his
pl ace by the chi mey-piece, the shine of nmany wax tapers from above
illumnating his pale face, the glow of the great red fire relieving
frombehind his slimfigure. He had to propose, as an anmendnent to the
next subject in the case-book, "Wether capital punishnent be consistent

with God's will or man's policy?"

A breath of enbarrassnent, of sonething |ike alarm passed round the
room so daring did these words appear upon the lips of Hermiston's only
son. But the amendnent was not seconded; the previous question was
pronmptly nmoved and unani nously voted, and the nonentary scandal snuggl ed
by. Innes triunphed in the fulfilment of his prophecy. He and Archie
wer e now becone the heroes of the night; but whereas every one crowded
about Innes, when the neeting broke up, but one of all his conpanions

came to speak to Archie.

"Weir, man! That was an extraordinary raid of yours!" observed this
cour ageous nenber, taking himconfidentially by the armas they went

out .

"I don't think it araid," said Archie grimy. "Mre like a war. |

saw t hat poor brute hanged this norning, and ny gorge rises at it yet."



"Hut-tut," returned his conpanion, and, dropping his armlike sonething

hot, he sought the | ess tense society of others.

Archie found hinself alone. The last of the faithful - or was it only
the bol dest of the curious? - had fled. He watched the black huddl e of
his fell owstudents draw off down and up the street, in whispering or

boi sterous gangs. And the isolation of the nmonent wei ghed upon himlike
an onen and an enblem of his destiny in life. Bred up in unbroken fear
hi nsel f, anong trenbling servants, and in a house which (at the | east
ruffle in the master's voice) shuddered into silence, he saw hinself on
the brink of the red valley of war, and neasured the danger and | ength
of it with awe. He nade a detour in the glimer and shadow of the
streets, came into the back stable I ane, and watched for a long while
the light burn steady in the Judge's room The |onger he gazed upon
that illum nated wi ndow blind, the nore blank becane the picture of the
man who sat behind it, endlessly turning over sheets of process, pausing
to sip a glass of port, or rising and passing heavily about his book-
lined walls to verify sone reference. He could not conbine the brutal
judge and the industrious, dispassionate student; the connecting link
escaped him from such a dual nature, it was inpossible he should
predi ct behavi our; and he asked hinself if he had done well to plunge
into a business of which the end could not be foreseen? and presently
after, with a sickening decline of confidence, if he had done loyally to
strike his father? For he had struck him- defied himtw ce over and
before a cloud of witnesses - struck hima public buffet before crowds.
Who had called himto judge his father in these precarious and high
questions? The office was usurped. It mght have becone a stranger; in
a son - there was no blinking it - in a son, it was disloyal. And now,
bet ween these two natures so antipathetic, so hateful to each other
there was dependi ng an unpardonabl e affront: and the provi dence of God
al one m ght foresee the manner in which it would be resented by Lord

Her m st on



These nisgivings tortured himall night and arose with himin the
winter's norning; they followed himfromclass to class, they made him
shrinkingly sensitive to every shade of manner in his conpanions, they
sounded in his ears through the current voice of the professor; and he
brought them hone with himat night unabated and indeed increased. The
cause of this increase lay in a chance encounter with the cel ebrated Dr.
Gregory. Archie stood | ooking vaguely in the |ighted wi ndow of a book
shop, trying to nerve hinmself for the approaching ordeal. M lord and
he had net and parted in the nmorning as they had now done for long, with
scarcely the ordinary civilities of life; and it was plain to the son
that nothing had yet reached the father's ears. Indeed, when he
recal l ed the awful countenance of my lord, a timd hope sprang up in him
that perhaps there would be found no one bold enough to carry tales. |If
this were so, he asked hinself, would he begin again? and he found no
answer. It was at this nmonment that a hand was laid upon his arm and a
voice said in his ear, "My dear M. Archie, you had better conme and see

ne.

He started, turned round, and found hinself face to face with Dr.
G egory. "And why should | cone to see you?" he asked, with the

defi ance of the m serable.

"Because you are | ooking exceedingly ill," said the doctor, "and you
very evidently want |ooking after, ny young friend. Good folk are
scarce, you know, and it is not every one that would be quite so nuch

m ssed as yourself. It is not every one that Hermi ston would niss."

And with a nod and a snile, the doctor passed on

A nonent after, Archie was in pursuit, and had in turn, but nore

roughly, seized himby the arm



"What do you nean? what did you nean by saying that? Wat nakes you

think that Hernmis - ny father would have mnissed nme?"

The doctor turned about and | ooked himall over with a clinical eye. A
far more stupid man than Dr. Gregory m ght have guessed the truth; but

ni nety-ni ne out of a hundred, even if they had been equally inclined to
ki ndness, woul d have bl undered by sone touch of charitable exaggeration
The doctor was better inspired. He knew the father well; in that white
face of intelligence and suffering, he divined sonething of the son; and

he told, without apology or adornnent, the plain truth.

"When you had the neasles, M. Archibald, you had themgey and ill; and

| thought you were going to slip between ny fingers," he said. "Wll
your father was anxious. How did | know it? says you. Sinply because
am a trai ned observer. The sign that | saw hi m nake, ten thousand woul d
have m ssed; and perhaps - PERHAPS, | say, because he's a hard man to

judge of - but perhaps he never nade another. A strange thing to

consider! It was this. One day | came to him “Hermiston,' said |
“there's a change.' He never said a word, just glowered at me (if ye'l
pardon the phrase) like a wild beast. ~A change for the better,' said

I. And | distinctly heard himtake his breath.”

The doctor left no opportunity for anti-climax; nodding his cocked hat
(a piece of antiquity to which he clung) and repeating "Distinctly” with
rai sed eye-brows, he took his departure, and left Archie speechless in

the street.

The anecdote nmight be called infinitely little, and yet its meaning for
Archie was imense. "l did not know the old man had so nmuch bl ood in
him" He had never dreaned this sire of his, this aboriginal antique,
thi s adamanti ne Adam had even so nuch of a heart as to be noved in the
| east degree for another - and that other hinself, who had insulted hin
Wth the generosity of youth, Archie was instantly under arns upon the

other side: had instantly created a new i mage of Lord Hermiston, that of



a man who was all iron without and all sensibility within. The m nd of
the vile jester, the tongue that had pursued Duncan Jopp with unmanly
insults, the unbel oved countenance that he had known and feared for so

Il ong, were all forgotten; and he hastened home, inpatient to confess his
ni sdeeds, inpatient to throw hinself on the nmercy of this inaginary

character.

He was not to be long without a rude awakening. It was in the gloam ng
when he drew near the door-step of the |lighted house, and was aware of
the figure of his father approaching fromthe opposite side. Little
daylight lingered; but on the door being opened, the strong yell ow shine
of the | anp gushed out upon the |anding and shone full on Archie, as he
stood, in the ol d-fashi oned observance of respect, to yield precedence.
The judge came w thout haste, stepping stately and firm his chin
raised, his face (as he entered the lanplight) strongly illunined, his
mout h set hard. There was never a wi nk of change in his expression;

wi thout |ooking to the right or left, he nounted the stair, passed cl ose
to Archie, and entered the house. Instinctively, the boy, upon his
first coming, had made a novenent to neet him instinctively he recoiled
against the railing, as the old man swept by himin a ponp of

i ndi gnati on. Words were needl ess; he knew all - perhaps nore than all -

and the hour of judgnent was at hand.

It is possible that, in this sudden revul sion of hope, and before these
synmptons of inpendi ng danger, Archie mght have fled. But not even that
was left to him M lord, after hanging up his cloak and hat, turned
round in the lighted entry, and made himan inperative and silent
gesture with his thunb, and with the strange instinct of obedience,

Archie followed himinto the house.

Al'l dinner-tine there reigned over the Judge's table a pal pable silence,

and as soon as the solids were despatched he rose to his feet.



"MKillup, tak' the wine into ny room" said he; and then to his son

"Archie, you and ne has to have a talk."

It was at this sickening noment that Archie's courage, for the first and

last tine, entirely deserted him "I have an appointnent," said he.
"I't'Il have to be broken, then," said Hermiston, and |led the way into
hi s study.

The | anp was shaded, the fire trinmmed to a nicety, the table covered
deep with orderly docunents, the backs of |aw books nmade a frame upon

all sides that was only broken by the wi ndow and t he doors.

For a nmonent Hernmiston warned his hands at the fire, presenting his back
to Archie; then suddenly disclosed on himthe terrors of the Hanging

Face.

"What's this | hear of ye?" he asked.

There was no answer possible to Archie.

"I'"ll have to tell ye, then," pursued Herm ston. "It seens ye've been
skirting against the father that begot ye, and one of his Miijesty's
Judges in this land; and that in the public street, and while an order
of the Court was being executit. Forbye which, it would appear that
ye' ve been airing your opeenions in a Coallege Debatin' Society"; he
paused a nmonment: and then, with extraordi nary bitterness, added: "Ye

dammed eediot."

"I had nmeant to tell you," stanmered Archie. "I see you are well

infornmed. "

"Muckl e obl eeged to ye," said his lordship, and took his usual seat.

"And so you di sapprove of Caapital Punishnent?" he added.



"I amsorry, sir, | do," said Archie.

"I amsorry, too," said his lordship. "And now, if you please, we shal
approach this business with a little nore parteecularity. | hear that
at the hangi ng of Duncan Jopp - and, man! ye had a fine client there -
inthe mddle of all the riff-raff of the ceety, ye thought fit to cry
out, "This is a dammed nurder, and ny gorge rises at the man that

haangit him'

"No, sir, these were not ny words," cried Archie.

"What were yer words, then?" asked the Judge.

"I believe | said, | denounce it as a nurder!'" said the son. "I beg
your pardon - a God-defying nmurder. | have no wish to conceal the

truth,"” he added, and | ooked his father for a nonent in the face.

"God, it would only need that of it next!" cried Hermiston. "There was

not hi ng about your gorge rising, then?"

"That was afterwards, ny lord, as | was |eaving the Speculative. | said
I had been to see the miserable creature hanged, and nmy gorge rose at

it."

"Did ye, though?" said Hermiston. "And | suppose ye knew who haangit

hi "

"I was present at the trial, | ought to tell you that, | ought to

explain. | ask your pardon beforehand for any expression that may seem
undutiful. The position in which | stand is wetched," said the unhappy
hero, now fairly face to face with the business he had chosen. "I have

been readi ng sone of your cases. | was present while Jopp was tried.



It was a hideous business. Father, it was a hideous thing! Gant he
was vile, why should you hunt himwith a vileness equal to his owmn? It
was done with glee - that is the word - you did it with glee; and

| ooked on, God help ne! with horror."

"You're a young gentlenan that doesna approve of Caapital Punishnent,"
said Hermiston. "Weel, I'man auld nan that does. | was glad to get
Jopp haangit, and what for would | pretend | wasna? You're all for
honesty, it seens; you couldn't even steik your nmouth on the public
street. \What for should | steik nines upon the bench, the King's
officer, bearing the sword, a dreid to evil-doers, as | was fromthe
beginning, and as | will be to the end! Mir than enough of it!

Heedi ous! | never gave twa thoughts to heedi ousness, | have no call to
be bonny. |I'ma man that gets through with ny day's business, and |et

that suffice.”

The ring of sarcasm had died out of his voice as he went on; the plain

wor ds becane invested with sone of the dignity of the Justice-seat.

"I't would be telling you if you could say as nmuch," the speaker resuned.
"But ye cannot. Ye've been reading sone of my cases, ye say. But it
was not for the lawin them it was to spy out your faither's nakedness,
a fine enploynment in a son. You're splairging; you' re running at lairge
inlifelike awld now. |It's inpossible you should think any |onger
of coming to the Bar. You're not fit for it; no splairger is. And

anot her thing: son of mines or no son of mnes, you have flung fyl enent
in public on one of the Senators of the Coallege of Justice, and | would
make it my business to see that ye were never admitted there yourself.
There is a kind of a decency to be observit. Then cones the next of it
- what aml to do with ye next? Ye'll have to find some kind of a
trade, for I'll never support ye in idleset. Wat do ye fancy ye'll be
fit for? The pulpit? Na, they could never get diveenity into that

bl oackhead. H mthat the I aw of man whamm es is no likely to do nuckle



better by the law of God. What would ye nake of hell? Wuldna your
gorge rise at that? Na, there's no roomfor splairgers under the fower
quarters of John Calvin. What else is there? Speak up. Have ye got

not hi ng of your own?"

"Father, let nme go to the Peninsula," said Archie. "That's all I'mfit

for - to fight."

"All? quo' he!" returned the Judge. "And it would be enough too, if |
thought it. But 1'll never trust ye so near the French, you that's so

Frenchi-feed."

"You do ne injustice there, sir," said Archie. "I amloyal; | will not

boast; but any interest | may have ever felt in the French -

"Have ye been so loyal to nme?" interrupted his father

There cane no reply.

"I think not," continued Herniston. "And | would send no nan to be a
servant to the King, God bless him that has proved such a shauchling
son to his own faither. You can splairge here on Edi nburgh street, and
where's the hairn? |t doesna play buff on me! And if there were twenty
t housand eediots |ike yourself, sorrow a Duncan Jopp woul d hang the
fewer. But there's no splairging possible in a canp; and if ye were to
go to it, you would find out for yourself whether Lord Well'n'ton

approves of caapital punishnent or not. You a sodger!"” he cried, with a

sudden burst of scorn. "Ye auld wife, the sodgers would bray at ye like
cuddi es!"
As at the drawing of a curtain, Archie was aware of sone illogicality in

his position, and stood abashed. He had a strong inpression, besides,
of the essential valour of the old gentlenman before him how conveyed it

woul d be hard to say.



"Wl |, have ye no other proposeetion?" said nmy |lord again.

"You have taken this so calmy, sir, that | cannot but stand ashaned,"

began Archie.

"I''"'mnearer voamting, though, than you would fancy," said nmy |ord.

The bl ood rose to Archie's brow

"I beg your pardon, | should have said that you had accepted ny affront.
| admit it was an affront; | did not think to apol ogise, but | do,

| ask your pardon; it will not be so again, | pass you ny word of

honour. . . . | should have said that | admred your magnaninmty with -

this - offender,"” Archie concluded with a gulp.

"I have no other son, ye see," said Hernmiston. "A bonny one | have

gotten! But | must just do the best | can wi' him and what am| to do?

If ye had been younger, | would have wheepit ye for this rideecul ous
exhi beetion. The way it is, | have just to grin and bear. But one
thing is to be clearly understood. As a faither, | nust grin and bear

it; but if | had been the Lord Advocate instead of the Lord Justice-
Clerk, son or no son, M. Erchibald Wir would have been in a jyle the

ni ght."

Archi e was now dom nated. Lord Herniston was coarse and cruel; and yet
the son was aware of a bloom ess nobility, an ungraci ous abnegati on of
the man's self in the man's office. At every word, this sense of the
greatness of Lord Hermiston's spirit struck nmore hone; and along with it
that of his own inpotence, who had struck - and perhaps basely struck -

at his own father, and not reached so far as to have even nettled him

"I place nyself in your hands without reserve," he said.



"That's the first sensible word |I've had of ye the night," said
Hermiston. "I can tell ye, that would have been the end of it, the one
way or the other; but it's better ye should conme there yourself, than
what | would have had to hirstle ye. Wel, by ny way of it - and ny way
is the best - there's just the one thing it's possible that ye might be
with decency, and that's a laird. Ye'll be out of hairms way at the
least of it. |If ye have to rowt, ye can rowt amang the kye; and the
mai st feck of the caapital punishneiit ye're like to come across'l| be
guddling trouts. Now, I'mfor no idle lairdies; every man has to work
if it's only at peddling ballants; to work, or to be wheeped, or to be
haangit. |If | set ye down at Hernmiston |I'll have to see you work that
pl ace the way it has never been workit yet; ye must ken about the sheep
like a herd; ye nust be ny grieve there, and I'Il see that | gain by ye.

I's that understood?"

"I will do ny best," said Archie

"Well, then, I'll send Kirstie word the norn, and ye can go yourself the
day after,"” said Hermston. "And just try to be less of an eediot!" he
concluded with a freezing smle, and turned i Mmediately to the papers on

hi s desk.

CHAPTER IV - OPI NIONS OF THE BENCH

LATE the same night, after a disordered walk, Archie was admitted into
Lord d enal nond' s di ni ng-room where he sat with a book upon his knee,
beside three frugal coals of fire. In his robes upon the bench

A enal nond had a certain air of burliness: plucked of these, it was a
may- pol e of a man that rose unsteadily fromhis chair to give his

visitor welcone. Archie had suffered much in the |ast days, he had



suffered again that evening; his face was white and drawn, his eyes wld
and dark. But Lord d enal nond greeted himw thout the | east mark of

surprise or curiosity.

"Come in, cone in," said he. "Conme in and take a seat. Carstairs" (to
his servant), "nake up the fire, and then you can bring a bit of

supper," and again to Archie, with a very trivial accent: "I was half

expecting you," he added.

"No supper,"” said Archie. "It is inpossible that | should eat."

"Not inpossible," said the tall old man, laying his hand upon his

shoul der, "and, if you will believe nme, necessary."

"You know what brings ne?" said Archie, as soon as the servant had | eft

the room

"I have a guess, | have a guess,"” replied denalnond. "W wll talk of
it presently - when Carstairs has cone and gone, and you have had a
pi ece of nmy good Cheddar cheese and a pull at the porter tankard: not

before."

"It is inpossible | should eat" repeated Archie.

"Tut, tut!" said Lord denal nond. "You have eaten nothing to-day, and
venture to add, nothing yesterday. There is no case that nay not be
made worse; this may be a very di sagreeabl e business, but if you were to
fall sick and die, it would be still nore so, and for all concerned -

for all concerned.™

"I see you nust know all," said Archie. "Were did you hear it?"

"In the mart of scandal, in the Parlianent House," said denalnond. "It

runs riot bel ow anong the bar and the public, but it sifts up to us upon



t he bench, and runour has sone of her voices even in the divisions."

Carstairs returned at this nmonent, and rapidly laid out a little supper
during which Lord d enal nond spoke at large and a little vaguely on
indifferent subjects, so that it m ght be rather said of himthat he
made a cheerful noise, than that he contributed to human conversation
and Archie sat upon the other side, not heeding him brooding over his

wrongs and errors.

But so soon as the servant was gone, he broke forth again at once. "Wo

told ny father? Wo dared to tell hin? Could it have been you?"

"No, it was not ne," said the Judge; "although - to be quite frank with
you, and after | had seen and warned you - it mght have been nme - |

believe it was d enkindie."

"That shrinmp!" cried Archie.

"As you say, that shrinp,” returned nmy lord; "although really it is
scarce a fitting node of expression for one of the senators of the
Col I ege of Justice. We were hearing the parties in a |long, crucial

case, before the fifteen; Creech was noving at some length for an
infeftnent; when | saw denkindie |lean forward to Hermiston with his
hand over his nmouth and make hima secret conmuni cation. No one could
have guessed its nature fromyour father: from @ enkindie, yes, his
mal i ce sparked out of hima little grossly. But your father, no. A nan
of granite. The next nonent he pounced upon Creech. “~M. Creech,' says
he, "I'll take a look of that sasine,' and for thirty mnutes after,"
said @enalnond, with a snile, "Messrs. Creech and Co. were fighting a
pretty up-hill battle, which resulted, | need hardly add, in their total
rout. The case was dism ssed. No, | doubt if ever | heard Herm ston

better inspired. He was literally rejoicing IN APICIBUS JURI S. "



Archie was able to endure no longer. He thrust his plate away and

interrupted the deliberate and insignificant streamof talk. "Here," he
said, "I have nade a fool of nyself, if |I have not nade sonethi ng worse
Do you judge between us - judge between a father and a son. | can speak
to you; it isnot like ... | will tell you what |I feel and what | nean

to do; and you shall be the judge," he repeated.

"I decline jurisdiction," said G enalnond, with extrene seriousness.
"But, ny dear boy, if it will do you any good to talk, and if it wll

interest you at all to hear what | may choose to say when | have heard

you, | amquite at your command. Let an old man say it, for once, and
not need to blush: | love you |like a son."

There cane a sudden sharp sound in Archie's throat. "Ay," he cried
"and there it is! Love! Like a son! And how do you think I |ove ny
f at her ?"

"Quietly, quietly,” says ny |ord.

"I will be very quiet,” replied Archie. "And | will be baldly frank. I
do not love ny father; | wonder sonetines if | do not hate him There's
my shane; perhaps ny sin; at least, and in the sight of God, not ny
fault. How was | to love hin? He has never spoken to ne, never sniled
upon nme; | do not think he ever touched ne. You know the way he tal ks?
You do not talk so, yet you can sit and hear himw thout shuddering, and
I cannot. M soul is sick when he begins with it; | could snmite himin
the mouth. And all that's nothing. | was at the trial of this Jopp

You were not there, but you nmust have heard himoften; the nan's

notorious for it, for being - look at ny position! he's ny father and

this is how !l have to speak of him- notorious for being a brute and

cruel and a coward. Lord denalnond, | give you nmy word, when | came
out of that Court, | longed to die - the shame of it was beyond ny
strength: but I - | -" he rose fromhis seat and began to pace the room

in a disorder. "Well, who am|? A boy, who have never been tried, have



never done anything except this twopenny inpotent folly with ny father
But | tell you, ny lord, and I know nyself, | amat |east that kind of a
man - or that kind of a boy, if you prefer it - that | could die in
tornents rather than that any one should suffer as that scoundre
suffered. Well, and what have | done? | see it now. | have nade a
fool of nyself, as | said in the beginning; and I have gone back, and
asked ny father's pardon, and placed nyself wholly in his hands - and he
has sent me to Hernmiston," with a wetched snile, "for life, | suppose -
and what can | say? he strikes me as having done quite right, and let me

off better than | had deserved."

"My poor, dear boy!" observed d enal nond. "My poor dear and, if you
will allow ne to say so, very foolish boy! You are only discovering
where you are; to one of your tenperanent, or of mine, a painfu

di scovery. The world was not nade for us; it was made for ten hundred
mllions of men, all different fromeach other and fromus; there's no
royal road there, we just have to sclanber and tunmble. Don't think that
| amat all disposed to be surprised; don't suppose that | ever think of
bl ami ng you; indeed | rather adnmire! But there fall to be offered one
or two observations on the case which occur to nme and which (if you wll
listen to them di spassionately) nmay be the neans of inducing you to view
the matter nore calmy. First of all, | cannot acquit you of a good
deal of what is called intolerance. You seemto have been very nuch

of fended because your father talks a little scul duddery after dinner
which it is perfectly licit for himto do, and which (although I am not
very fond of it nyself) appears to be entirely an affair of taste. Your
father, | scarcely like to rem nd you, since it is so trite a

commonpl ace, is older than yourself. At least, he is MAJOR and SUl
JURI'S, and may please hinself in the matter of his conversation. And,
do you know, | wonder if he m ght not have as good an answer agai nst you
and me? W say we sonetinmes find himCOARSE, but | suspect he might

retort that he finds us always dull. Perhaps a relevant exception."



He beaned on Archie, but no smile could be elicited.

"And now," proceeded the Judge, "for “Archibald on Capital Punishnent.
This is a very plausi bl e academ ¢ opinion; of course | do not and

cannot hold it; but that's not to say that nany able and excell ent
persons have not done so in the past. Possibly, in the past also, | may
have a little dipped nmyself in the same heresy. M third client, or
possibly ny fourth, was the neans of a return in ny opinions. | never
saw the man | nore believed in; | would have put ny hand in the fire,
woul d have gone to the cross for him and when it canme to trial he was
gradual |y pictured before ne, by undeniable probation, in the Iight of
so gross, so cold-blooded, and so bl ack-hearted a villain, that | had a
m nd to have cast ny brief upon the table. | was then boiling against
the man with even a nore tropical tenperature than | had been boiling
for him But | said to nmyself: “No, you have taken up his case; and
because you have changed your mind it nust not be suffered to |l et drop
Al that rich tide of eloquence that you prepared |ast night with so
much enthusiasmis out of place, and yet you nust not desert him you
must say sonething.' So | said something, and I got himoff. It nade
my reputation. But an experience of that kind is formative. A nman nust

not bring his passions to the bar - or to the bench," he added.

The story had slightly rekindled Archie's interest. "I could never

deny," he began - "I nmean | can conceive that sone nmen woul d be better
dead. But who are we to know all the springs of God's unfortunate
creatures? Wo are we to trust ourselves where it seens that Cod

H nsel f nmust think twice before He treads, and to do it with delight?

Yes, with delight. TIGR S UT ASPERA."

"Perhaps not a pleasant spectacle," said denalnond. "And yet, do you

know, | think somehow a great one.”

"I've had a long talk with himto-night," said Archie.



"I was supposing so," said d enal nond.

"And he struck me - | cannot deny that he struck me as something very
big," pursued the son. "Yes, he is big. He never spoke about hinself;
only about ne. | suppose | adnired him The dreadful part - "

"Suppose we did not talk about that," interrupted d enal nond. "You know
it very well, it cannot in any way help that you should brood upon it,
and | sonetimes wonder whether you and | - who are a pair of

sentinmentalists - are quite good judges of plain nen."

"How do you nean?" asked Archie.

"FAIR judges, nean," replied denalnond. "Can we be just to then? Do
we not ask too nmuch? There was a word of yours just now that inpressed
me a little when you asked ne who we were to know all the springs of
God's unfortunate creatures. You applied that, as | understood, to
capital cases only. But does it - | ask nyself - does it not apply al
through? Is it any less difficult to judge of a good nman or of a half-
good man, than of the worst criminal at the bar? And may not each have

rel evant excuses?"

"Ah, but we do not tal k of punishing the good," cried Archie.

"No, we do not talk of it," said Aenalnond. "But | think we do it. Your

father, for instance.”

"You think | have punished hinP" cried Archie.

Lord d enal nond bowed hi s head.

"I think | have," said Archie. "And the worst is, | think he feels it!

How nuch, who can tell, with such a being? But | think he does."



"And | amsure of it," said d enal nond

"Has he spoken to you, then?" cried Archie.

"Ono," replied the judge.

"I tell you honestly,"” said Archie, "I want to nmake it up to him |
will go, | have already pledged nyself to go to Hernmiston. That was to
him And now | pledge nyself to you, in the sight of God, that | wll

close ny nouth on capital punishment and all other subjects where our

views may clash, for - how long shall | say? when shall | have sense
enough? - ten years. |Is that well?"

"It is well," said ny lord

"As far as it goes," said Archie. "It is enough as regards nyself, it

is to lay down enough of ny conceit. But as regards him whom| have
publicly insulted? Wat am!| to do to hin? How do you pay attentions

toa- an Alp like that?"

"Only in one way," replied denalnmond. "Only by obedi ence, punctual

pronpt, and scrupul ous.™

"And | prom se that he shall have it," answered Archie. "I offer you ny

hand in pledge of it.

"And | take your hand as a solemity," replied the judge. "God bl ess
you, ny dear, and enable you to keep your pronise. God guide you in the
true way, and spare your days, and preserve to you your honest heart."
At that, he kissed the young man upon the forehead in a gracious,

di stant, antiquated way; and instantly |launched, with a marked change of

voi ce, into another subject. "And now, |let us replenish the tankard;

and | believe if you will try ny Cheddar again, you would find you had a



better appetite. The Court has spoken, and the case is dismssed."

"No, there is one thing | nust say," cried Archie. "I nust say it in
justice to hinmself. | know - | believe faithfully, slavishly, after our
talk - he will never ask me anything unjust. | amproud to feel it,
that we have that rmuch in common, | amproud to say it to you."

The Judge, with shining eyes, raised his tankard. "And | think perhaps

that we m ght permt ourselves a toast,"” said he. "I should like to
propose the health of a man very different fromnme and very nmuch ny
superior - a man fromwhom | have often differed, who has often (in
the trivial expression) rubbed nme the wong way, but whom | have never

ceased to respect and, | nay add, to be not a little afraid of. Shal

| give you his name?"

"The Lord Justice-Clerk, Lord Hermiston," said Archie, alnost with

gaiety; and the pair drank the toast deeply.

It was not precisely easy to re-establish, after these enotiona
passages, the natural flow of conversation. But the Judge eked out what
was wanting with kind | ooks, produced his snuff-box (which was very
rarely seen) to fill in a pause, and at |ast, despairing of any further
soci al success, was upon the point of getting down a book to read a
favourite passage, when there came a rather startling sumons at the
front door, and Carstairs ushered in ny Lord d enkindie, hot froma

m dni ght supper. | amnot aware that d enkindie was ever a beautiful

obj ect, being short, and gross-bodi ed, and with an expressi on of

sensual ity conparable to a bear's. At that nmonment, com ng in hissing
frommany potations, with a flushed countenance and blurred eyes, he was
strikingly contrasted with the tall, pale, kingly figure of @ enal nond.
A rush of confused thought cane over Archie - of shanme that this was one
of his father's elect friends; of pride, that at the least of it

Hernmi ston could carry his liquor; and last of all, of rage, that he



shoul d have here under his eyes the man that had betrayed him And then

that too passed away; and he sat quiet, biding his opportunity.

The tipsy senator plunged at once into an explanation with d enal nond
There was a point reserved yesterday, he had been able to nake neither
head nor tail of it, and seeing lights in the house, he had just dropped
in for a glass of porter - and at this point he became aware of the
third person. Archie saw the cod's nmouth and the blunt |ips of

d enkindi e gape at himfor a nonment, and the recognition twinkle in his

eyes.

"Who's this?" said he. "Wat? is this possibly you, Don Quickshot? And
how are ye? And how s your father? And what's all this we hear of you?
It seens you're a nost extraordinary leveller, by all tales. No king,
no parliaments, and your gorge rises at the macers, worthy nen! Hoot,

t oot ! Dear, dear ne! Your father's son too! Most ri deecul ous!™

Archie was on his feet, flushing a little at the reappearance of his
unhappy figure of speech, but perfectly self-possessed. "My lord - and
you, Lord d enal nond, ny dear friend," he began, "this is a happy chance
for me, that I can nmake ny confession and offer ny apologies to two of

you at once."

"Ah, but | don't know about that. Confession? It'll be judeecial, ny
young friend," cried the jocular Genkindie. "And |I'mafraid to listen

to ye. Think if ye were to nmake me a coanvert!”

"If you would allow nme, ny lord,"” returned Archie, "what | have to say

is very serious to ne; and be pleased to be hunorous after | am gone!"

"Rermenber, |'Il hear nothing against the nmacers!" put in the

incorrigible G enkindie.

But Archie continued as though he had not spoken. "I have played, both



yesterday and to-day, a part for which | can only offer the excuse of
youth. | was so unwise as to go to an execution; it seenms | made a
scene at the gallows; not content with which, | spoke the sane night in
a coll ege society against capital punishnent. This is the extent of
what | have done, and in case you hear nore all eged against ne, |
protest my innocence. | have expressed ny regret already to ny father
who is so good as to pass ny conduct over - in a degree, and upon the

condition that | amto | eave ny | aw studies."”

CHAPTER V - W NTER ON THE MOORS

. AT HERM STON

THE road to Hermiston runs for a great part of the way up the valley of
a stream a favourite with anglers and with midges, full of falls and
pool s, and shaded by w |l ows and natural woods of birch. Here and
there, but at great distances, a byway branches off, and a gaunt
farmhouse may be descried above in a fold of the hill; but the nore part
of the tine, the road would be quite enpty of passage and the hills of
habitation. Hermiston parish is one of the | east populous in Scotland;
and, by the tine you came that |ength, you would scarce be surprised at
the inimtable smallness of the kirk, a dwarfish, ancient place seated
for fifty, and standing in a green by the burn-side anbng two-score
gravestones. The manse close by, although no nore than a cottage, is
surrounded by the brightness of a flower-garden and the straw roofs of
bees; and t he whol e col ony, kirk and nmanse, garden and graveyard, finds
harbourage in a grove of rowans, and is all the year round in a great

sil ence broken only by the drone of the bees, the tinkle of the burn,



and the bell on Sundays. A nile beyond the kirk the road | eaves the
valley by a precipitous ascent, and brings you a little after to the

pl ace of Herm ston, where it cones to an end in the back-yard before the
coach-house. Al beyond and about is the great field, of the hills; the
pl over, the curlew, and the lark cry there; the wind blows as it bl ows
in a ship's rigging, hard and cold and pure; and the hill-tops huddl e

one behind another like a herd of cattle into the sunset.

The house was sixty years old, unsightly, confortable; a farnyard and a
ki tchen-garden on the left, with a fruit wall where little hard green

pears came to their maturity about the end of Cctober

The policy (as who should say the park) was of sonme extent, but very il
recl ai ned; heather and noorfow had crossed the boundary wall and spread
and roosted within; and it would have tasked a | andscape gardener to say
where policy ended and unpolicied nature began. My lord had been | ed by
the influence of M. Sheriff Scott into a considerable design of

pl anting; many acres were accordingly set out with fir, and the little
feathery besons gave a false scale and lent a strange air of a toy-shop
to the noors. A great, rooty sweetness of bogs was in the air, and at
all seasons an infinite nelancholy piping of hill birds. Standing so
high and with so little shelter, it was a cold, exposed house, splashed
by showers, drenched by continuous rains that nade the gutters to spout,
beat en upon and buffeted by all the wi nds of heaven; and the prospect
woul d be often black with tenpest, and often white with the snows of
winter. But the house was wi nd and weat her proof, the hearths were kept
bright, and the roons pleasant with live fires of peat; and Archie m ght
sit of an evening and hear the squalls bugle on the noorland, and watch
the fire prosper in the earthy fuel, and the snoke w nding up the

chimey, and drink deep of the pleasures of shelter

Solitary as the place was, Archie did not want nei ghbours. Every night,

if he chose, he might go down to the manse and share a "brewst" of toddy



with the mnister - a hare-brained ancient gentlenman, |long and |ight and
still active, though his knees were | oosened with age, and his voice
broke continually in childish trebles - and his lady wife, a heavy,
conmely dane, without a word to say for herself beyond good-even and
good-day. Harum scarum clodpole young |airds of the nei ghbourhood paid
himthe conplinment of a visit. Young Hay of Romanes rode down to call,
on his crop-eared pony; young Pringle of Drumanno cane up on his bony
grey. Hay renmined on the hospitable field, and nust be carried to bed,
Pringl e got somehow to his saddl e about 3 A M, and (as Archie stood
with the I anp on the upper doorstep) lurched, uttered a sensel ess view
hol | oa, and vani shed out of the small circle of illunination like a
waith. Yet a mnute or two |onger the clatter of his break-neck flight
was audi ble, then it was cut off by the intervening steepness of the
hill; and again, a great while after, the renewed beating of phantom
horse-hoofs, far in the valley of the Herm ston, showed that the horse

at least, if not his rider, was still on the honeward way.

There was a Tuesday club at the "Cross-keys" in Crossnichael, where the
young bl oods of the country-side congregated and drank deep on a

percent age of the expense, so that he was |eft gainer who should have
drunk the nost. Archie had no great mind to this diversion, but he took
it like a duty laid upon him went with a decent regularity, did his
manfullest with the liquor, held up his head in the | ocal jests, and got
hone again and was able to put up his horse, to the adniration of
Kirstie and the lass that helped her. He dined at Driffel, supped at
Wndielaws. He went to the new year's ball at Huntsfield and was nade
wel cone, and thereafter rode to hounds with nmy Lord Miirfell, upon whose
nane, as that of a legitimte Lord of Parlianent, in a work so full of
Lords of Session, ny pen should pause reverently. Yet the same fate
attended himhere as in Edinburgh. The habit of solitude tends to
perpetuate itself, and an austerity of which he was quite unconsci ous,
and a pride which seened arrogance, and perhaps was chiefly shyness,

di scouraged and of fended his new conpanions. Hay did not return nore



than twice, Pringle never at all, and there cane a tine when Archie even
desisted fromthe Tuesday Cd ub, and becane in all things - what he had
had the nanme of alnpbst fromthe first - the Recluse of Hermi ston

H gh-nosed M ss Pringle of Drumanno and hi gh-stepping Mss Mrshall of
the Mains were understood to have had a difference of opinion about him
the day after the ball - he was none the w ser, he could not suppose
hinself to be remarked by these entrancing ladies. At the ball itself
nmy Lord Miuirfell's daughter, the Lady Flora, spoke to himtw ce, and the
second tine with a touch of appeal, so that her col our rose and her
voice trenbled a little in his ear, like a passing grace in nusic. He
stepped back with a heart on fire, coldly and not ungracefully excused
hinself, and a little after watched her dancing with young Drunmanno of
the enpty laugh, and was harrowed at the sight, and raged to hinself
that this was a world in which it was given to Drunanno to pl ease, and
to hinmself only to stand aside and envy. He seened excl uded, as of
right, fromthe favour of such society - seenmed to extinguish nirth

wher ever he cane, and was quick to feel the wound, and desist, and
retire into solitude. 1f he had but understood the figure he presented,
and the inpression he nade on these bright eyes and tender hearts; if he
had but guessed that the Recluse of Hermiston, young, graceful, well
spoken, but always cold, stirred the maidens of the county with the
charm of Byroni sm when Byronismwas new, it may be questioned whet her
his destiny nmight not even yet have been nodified. It may be
questioned, and | think it should be doubted. It was in his horoscope
to be parsinonious of pain to hinself, or of the chance of pain, even to
t he avoi dance of any opportunity of pleasure; to have a Ronan sense of
duty, an instinctive aristocracy of manners and taste; to be the son of

Adam Weir and Jean Rut herford.

2. KIRSTIE

Kirstie was now over fifty, and might have sat to a sculptor. Long of



linb, and still light of foot, deep-breasted, robust-Ioined, her gol den
hair not yet mingled with any trace of silver, the years had but
caressed and enbellished her. By the lines of a rich and vi gorous
maternity, she seened destined to be the bride of heroes and the nother
of their children; and behold, by the iniquity of fate, she had passed

t hrough her youth al one, and drew near to the confines of age, a

childl ess wonan. The tender anbitions that she had received at birth
had been, by tine and disappointnment, diverted into a certain barren
zeal of industry and fury of interference. She carried her thwarted
ardours into housework, she washed floors with her enpty heart. |f she
could not win the love of one with Iove, she nmust donminate all by her
tenper. Hasty, wordy, and wathful, she had a drawn quarrel w th nost
of her neighbours, and with the others not nuch nore than arned
neutrality. The grieve's wife had been "sneisty"; the sister of the
gardener who kept house for himhad shown herself "upsitten”; and she
wote to Lord Herm ston about once a year demandi ng the di scharge of the
of fenders, and justifying the demand by nuch wealth of detail. For it
must not be supposed that the quarrel rested with the wife and did not
take in the husband also - or with the gardener's sister, and did not
speedily include the gardener hinself. As the upshot of all this petty
quarrelling and intenperate speech, she was practically excluded (like a
| i ghtkeeper on his tower) fromthe conforts of hunman association; except
with her own indoor drudge, who, being but a lassie and entirely at her
mercy, nust submit to the shifty weather of "the mistress's" npods

wi t hout conplaint, and be willing to take buffets or caresses according
to the tenper of the hour. To Kirstie, thus situate and in the Indian
sumrer of her heart, which was slow to subnmit to age, the gods sent this
equi vocal good thing of Archie's presence. She had known himin the
cradl e and paddl ed hi m when he ni sbehaved; and yet, as she had not so
much as set eyes on himsince he was el even and had his |ast serious
illness, the tall, slender, refined, and rather nel ancholy young

gentl eman of twenty cane upon her with the shock of a new acquai ntance

He was "Young Herm ston," "the laird hinsel’ he had an air of



distinctive superiority, a cold straight glance of his black eyes, that
abashed the woman's tantruns in the beginning, and therefore the
possibility of any quarrel was excluded. He was new, and therefore

i medi ately aroused her curiosity; he was reticent, and kept it awake.
And |l astly he was dark and she fair, and he was mal e and she fenale, the

everlasting fountains of interest.

Her feeling partook of the loyalty of a clanswonan, the hero-worship of
a maiden aunt, and the idolatry due to a god. No matter what he had
asked of her, ridiculous or tragic, she would have done it and joyed to
do it. Her passion, for it was nothing less, entirely filled her. It
was a rich physical pleasure to nake his bed or light his lanp for him
when he was absent, to pull off his wet boots or wait on himat dinner
when he returned. A young nan who shoul d have so doted on the idea,
nmoral and physical, of any woman, might be properly described as being
in love, head and heels, and woul d have behaved hinsel f accordingly.

But Kirstie - though her heart |eaped at his coning footsteps - though,
when he patted her shoul der, her face brightened for the day - had not a
hope or thought beyond the present nmonment and its perpetuation to the
end of tine. Till the end of tine she would have had nothing altered,
but still continue delightedly to serve her idol, and be repaid (say

twice in the nonth) with a clap on the shoul der

| have said her heart leaped - it is the accepted phrase. But rather
when she was al one in any chanber of the house, and heard his foot
passing on the corridors, sonething in her bosomrose slowy until her
breath was suspended, and as slowy fell again with a deep sigh, when

the steps had passed and she was di sappoi nted of her eyes' desire. This
per petual hunger and thirst of his presence kept her all day on the
alert. Wien he went forth at norning, she would stand and foll ow him
with adnmiring looks. As it grewlate and drewto the time of his return,
she would steal forth to a corner of the policy wall and be seen standing

there sonetimes by the hour together, gazing with shaded eyes, waiting the



exqui site and barren pleasure of his viewa nile off on the nountains.
When at night she had tri med and gathered the fire, turned down his
bed, and laid out his night-gear - when there was no nore to be done for
the king's pleasure, but to remenber himfervently in her usually very
tepid prayers, and go to bed broodi ng upon his perfections, his future
career, and what she should give himthe next day for dinner - there
still rerai ned before her one nore opportunity; she was still to take in
the tray and say good-night. Sonetinmes Archie would glance up fromhis
book with a preoccupied nod and a perfunctory salutation which was in
truth a dismssal; sonetimes - and by degrees nore often - the vol une
woul d be | aid aside, he would nmeet her coming with a | ook of relief; and
the conversation woul d be engaged, |ast out the supper, and be prol onged
till the small hours by the waning fire. It was no wonder that Archie
was fond of conpany after his solitary days; and Kirstie, upon her side,
exerted all the arts of her vigorous nature to ensnare his attention

She woul d keep back sone piece of news during dinner to be fired off
with the entrance of the supper tray, and formas it were the LEVER DE
Rl DEAU of the evening's entertainment. Once he had heard her tongue
wag, she made sure of the result. From one subject to another she noved
by insidious transitions, fearing the |east silence, fearing alnost to
give himtine for an answer lest it should slip into a hint of
separation. Like so many people of her class, she was a brave narrator
her place was on the hearth-rug and she made it a rostrum m nmeing her
stories as she told them fitting themwith vital detail, spinning them

out with endless "quo' he's" and "quo' she's," her voice sinking into a
whi sper over the supernatural or the horrific; until she would suddenly
spring up in affected surprise, and pointing to the clock, "Mrcy, M.
Archie!" she would say, "whatten a tine o' night is this of it! Cod
forgive ne for a daft wifel™ So it befell, by good managenent, that she
was not only the first to begin these nocturnal conversations, but

invariably the first to break themoff; so she nanaged to retire and not

to be dism ssed.



3. A BORDER FAM LY

Such an unequal intinmacy has never been unconmon in Scotland, where the
clan spirit survives; where the servant tends to spend her life in the
same service, a helpneet at first, then a tyrant, and at | ast a

pensi oner; where, besides, she is not necessarily destitute of the pride
of birth, but is, perhaps, like Kirstie, a connection of her naster's,
and at | east knows the | egend of her own family, and may count kinship
with sonme illustrious dead. For that is the mark of the Scot of all
classes: that he stands in an attitude towards the past unthinkable to
Engl i shmen, and renmenbers and cherishes the nenory of his forebears,
good or bad; and there burns alive in hima sense of identity with the
dead even to the twentieth generation. No nore characteristic instance
could be found than in the famly of Kirstie Elliott. They were all
and Kirstie the first of all, ready and eager to pour forth the
particul ars of their geneal ogy, enbellished with every detail that
menory had handed down or fancy fabricated; and, behold! fromevery

ram fication of that tree there dangled a halter. The Elliotts

t hensel ves have had a chequered history; but these Elliotts deduced,
besi des, fromthree of the nost unfortunate of the border clans - the
Ni cksons, the Ellwalds, and the Crozers. One ancestor after another

m ght be seen appearing a nonent out of the rain and the hill m st upon
his furtive business, speeding hone, perhaps, with a paltry booty of

| ane horses and | ean kine, or squealing and dealing death in some

noorl and feud of the ferrets and the wild cats. One after another

cl osed his obscure adventures in mid-air, triced up to the armof the
royal gibbet or the Baron's dule-tree. For the rusty bl underbuss of
Scots crimnal justice, which usually hurt nobody but jurynen, becane a
weapon of precision for the N cksons, the Ellwalds, and the Crozers.
The exhilaration of their exploits seemed to haunt the nenories of their

descendants al one, and the shane to be forgotten. Pride glowed in their



bosonms to publish their relationship to "Andrew Ellwal d of the

Laver ockstanes, called “Unchancy Dand,' who was justifeed wi' seeven
mai r of the sanme nane at Jeddart in the days of King Janmes the Sax." In
all this tissue of crine and misfortune, the Elliotts of Caul dstaneslap
had one boast which nust appear legitimate: the males were gall ows-
birds, born outlaws, petty thieves, and deadly braw ers; but, according
to the sane tradition, the fenales were all chaste and faithful. The
power of ancestry on the character is not linmted to the inheritance of
cells. If | buy ancestors by the gross fromthe benevol ence of Lyon
King of Arns, my grandson (if he is Scottish) will feel a quickening
enul ation of their deeds. The men of the Elliotts were proud, |aw ess,
violent as of right, cherishing and prolonging a tradition. 1In |ike
manner with the wonen. And the woman, essentially passionate and

reckl ess, who crouched on the rug, in the shine of the peat fire,
telling these tales, had cherished through Iife a wild integrity of

Vi rtue.

Her father Gl bert had been deeply pious, a savage disciplinarian in the
antique style, and withal a notorious smuggler. "I mnd when | was a
bairn getting nony a skelp and being shoo'd to bed |like pou'try," she
woul d say. "That would be when the lads and their bit kegs were on the
road. We've had the riffraff of two-three counties in our Kkitchen
mony's the time, betwi x' the twelve and the three; and their lanterns
woul d be standing in the forecourt, ay, a score o' themat once. But
there was nae ungodly talk permtted at Caul dstaneslap. M faither was
a consistent man in wal k and conversation; just let slip an aith, and
there was the door to ye! He had that zeal for the Lord, it was a fair
wonder to hear himpray, but the famly has aye had a gift that way."
This father was twice married, once to a dark woman of the old Ellwald
stock, by whom he had G lbert, presently of Caul dstaneslap; and,
secondly, to the nother of Kirstie. "He was an auld man when he marri ed
her, a fell auld man wi' a nuckl e voice - you could hear himrowing

fromthe top o' the Kye-skairs," she said; "but for her, it appears she



was a perfit wonder. It was gentle blood she had, M. Archie, for it
was your ain. The country-side gaed gyte about her and her gowden hair.
Mnes is no to be nentioned wi' it, and there's few weenen has mair hair
than what | have, or yet a bonnier colour. Oten would I tell ny dear
M ss Jeannie - that was your nother, dear, she was cruel ta' en up about
her hair, it was unco' tender, ye see - 'Houts, Mss Jeannie,' | would
say, 'just fling your washes and your French dentifrishes in the back o
the fire, for that's the place for them and awa’ down to a burn side,
and wash yersel' in cauld hill water, and dry your bonny hair in the
caller wind o' the nuirs, the way that ny nother aye washed hers, and
that | have aye nade it a practice to have wi shen mnes - just you do
what | tell ye, ny dear, and ye'll give ne news of it! Ye'll have hair,
and routh of hair, a pigtail as thick's nmy arm' | said, "and the

bonni est col our like the clear gowden guineas, so as the lads in kirk'l

no can keep their eyes off it!' Wel, it |lasted out her tine, puir
thing! | cuttit a lock of it upon her corp that was lying there sae
cauld. 1'll showit ye some of thir days if ye're good. But, as | was

sayin', ny mther - "

On the death of the father there renained gol den-haired Kirstie, who
took service with her distant kinsfolk, the Rutherfords, and bl ack-a-
vised Gl bert, twenty years ol der, who farned the Caul dstanesl ap,

marri ed, and begot four sons between 1773 and 1784, and a daughter, |ike
a postscript, in '97, the year of Canmperdown and Cape St. Vincent. It
seened it was a tradition in the famly to wind up with a belated girl.
In 1804, at the age of sixty, Glbert net an end that m ght be called
heroic. He was due honme from market any tine fromeight at night till
five in the nmorning, and in any condition fromthe quarrel some to the
speechl ess, for he maintained to that age the goodly custons of the
Scots farnmer. It was known on this occasion that he had a good bit of
money to bring hone; the word had gone round | oosely. The laird had
shown hi s guineas, and if anybody had but noticed it, there was an ill-

| ooki ng, vagabond crew, the scum of Edi nburgh, that drew out of the



market long ere it was dusk and took the hill-road by Herniston, where
it was not to be believed that they had | awmful business. One of the
country-side, one Dickieson, they took with themto be their guide, and
dear he paid for it! O a sudden in the ford of the Broken Dykes, this
vermn clan fell on the laird, six to one, and himthree parts asleep
havi ng drunk hard. But it is ill to catch an Elliott.

For a while, in the night and the black water that was deep as to his
saddl e-girths, he wought with his staff like a smth at his stithy, and
great was the sound of oaths and blows. Wth that the anbuscade was
burst, and he rode for home with a pistol-ball in him three knife
wounds, the loss of his front teeth, a broken rib and bridle, and a
dying horse. That was a race with death that the laird rode! In the
mrk night, with his broken bridle and his head swi nmri ng, he dug his
spurs to the rowels in the horse's side, and the horse, that was even
worse off than hinself, the poor creature! screamed out loud like a
person as he went, so that the hills echoed with it, and the folks at
Caul dstanesl ap got to their feet about the table and | ooked at each
other with white faces. The horse fell dead at the yard gate, the laird
won the length of the house and fell there on the threshold. To the son
that raised himhe gave the bag of noney. "Hae," said he. Al the way
up the thieves had seened to himto be at his heels, but now the

hal lucination left him- he saw themagain in the place of the anmbuscade
- and the thirst of vengeance seized on his dying mnd. Raising hinself
and pointing with an inperious finger into the black night from which he
had come, he uttered the single comuand, "Brocken Dykes," and fai nted.
He had never been |oved, but he had been feared in honour. At that
sight, at that word, gasped out at themfroma toothless and bl eedi ng
mouth, the old Elliott spirit awoke with a shout in the four sons.
"Wanting the hat," continues ny author, Kirstie, whom| but haltingly
follow, for she told this tale like one inspired, "wanting guns, for

there wasna twa grains o' pouder in the house, wi' nae nmair weepons than
their sticks into their hands, the fower o' themtook the road. Only

Hob, and that was the el dest, hunkered at the doorsill where the bl ood



had rin, fyled his hand wi' it - and haddit it up to Heeven in the way

o' the auld Border aith. “Hell shall have her ain again this nicht!' he
raired, and rode forth upon his earrand." It was three miles to Broken
Dykes, down hill, and a sore road. Kirstie has seen nen from Edi nburgh

di smounting there in plain day to lead their horses. But the four
brothers rode it as if Auld Hornie were behind and Heaven in front.

Cone to the ford, and there was Dickieson. By all tales, he was not
dead, but breathed and reared upon his el bow, and cried out to themfor
help. It was at a graceless face that he asked nmercy. As soon as Hob
saw, by the glint of the lantern, the eyes shining and the whiteness of
the teeth in the man's face, "Damm you!" says he; "ye hae your teeth,
hae ye?" and rode his horse to and fro upon that human remmant. Beyond
that, Dandie nust disnount with the lantern to be their guide; he was

t he youngest son, scarce twenty at the tinme. "A nicht |ong they gaed
in the wet heath and jenni pers, and whaur they gaed they neither knew
nor cared, but just followed the bluid stains and the footprints o

their faither's nmurderers. And a' nicht Dandie had his nose to the
grund like a tyke, and the ithers followed and spak' naething, neither
bl ack nor white. There was nae noise to be heard, but just the sough of
the swall ed burns, and Hob, the dour yin, risping his teeth as he gaed."
Wth the first glint of the norning they saw they were on the drove
road, and at that the four stopped and had a dramto their breakfasts,
for they knew that Dand nust have guided themright, and the rogues
could be but little ahead, hot foot for Edi nburgh by the way of the
Pentland Hills. By eight o' clock they had word of them- a shepherd had
seen four men "uncoly m shandl ed” go by in the last hour. "That's yin a
pi ece," says Cem and swng his cudgel. "Five o' them" says Hob
"Cod's death, but the faither was a man! And hi mdrunk!" And then
there befell themwhat ny author ternmed "a sair nmisbegowk," for they
were overtaken by a posse of nounted nei ghbours cone to aid in the
pursuit. Four sour faces | ooked on the reinforcenent. "The Deil's
broughten you!" said Cem and they rode thenceforward in the rear of

the party with hangi ng heads. Before ten they had found and secured the



rogues, and by three of the afternoon, as they rode up the Vennel wth
their prisoners, they were aware of a concourse of people bearing in

their nidst sonething that dripped. "For the boady of the saxt,"

pursued Kirstie, "wi' his head smashed |ike a hazelnit, had been a' that
nicht in the chairge o' Herm ston Water, and it dunting it on the
stanes, and grunding it on the shallows, and flinging the deid thing
heel s-ower-hurdie at the Fa's o' Spango; and in the first o' the day,
Tweed had got a hold o himand carried himoff like a wind, for it was
uncoly swalled, and raced wi' him bobbing under brae-sides, and was
long playing with the creature in the drumie |ynns under the castle,
and at the hinder end of all cuist himup on the starling of

Crossmichael brig. Sae there they were a'thegither at |last (for

Di cki eson had been brought in on a cart |ong syne), and folk could see
what mai nner o' man ny brither had been that had held his head agai n sax
and saved the siller, and himdrunk!"™ Thus died of honourable injuries
and in the savour of fame G lbert Elliott of the Caul dstaneslap; but his
sons had scarce less glory out of the business. Their savage haste, the
skill with which Dand had found and followed the trail, the barbarity to
t he wounded Di cki eson (which was |ike an open secret in the county), and
the doom which it was currently supposed they had intended for the
others, struck and stirred popul ar inmagi nation. Sone century earlier
the last of the mnstrels mght have fashioned the | ast of the ballads
out of that Honeric fight and chase; but the spirit was dead, or had
been reincarnated already in M. Sheriff Scott, and the degenerate

nmoor smen nmust be content to tell the tale in prose, and to nake of the

"Four Black Brothers" a unit after the fashion of the "Twel ve Apostl es”

or the "Three Musketeers."

Robert, G lbert, denent, and Andrew - in the proper Border dimnutives,
Hob, G b, Cem and Dand Elliott - these ballad heroes, had nuch in
common; in particular, their high sense of the famly and the fanily
honour; but they went diverse ways, and prospered and failed in

di fferent businesses. According to Kirstie, "they had a' bees in their



bonnets but Hob." Hob the laird was, indeed, essentially a decent nan.
An el der of the Kirk, nobody had heard an oath upon his |ips, save
perhaps thrice or so at the sheep-washing, since the chase of his
father's nurderers. The figure he had shown on that eventful night

di sappeared as if swallowed by a trap. He who had ecstatically dipped
his hand in the red bl ood, he who had ridden down Di cki eson, becane,
fromthat nmonment on, a stiff and rather gracel ess nodel of the rustic
proprieties; cannily profiting by the high war prices, and yearly
stowing away a little nest-egg in the bank against calanity; approved of
and sonetinmes consulted by the greater lairds for the massive and placid
sense of what he said, when he could be induced to say anything; and
particularly valued by the mnister, M. Torrance, as a right-hand nan
in the parish, and a nodel to parents. The transfiguration had been for
the monent only; sone Barbarossa, sone old Adam of our ancestors, sleeps
inall of us till the fit circunstance shall call it into action; and,
for as sober as he now seenmed, Hob had given once for all the neasure of
the devil that haunted him He was married, and, by reason of the

ef ful gence of that |egendary night, was adored by his wife.

He had a nob of little lusty, barefoot children who narched in a caravan
the long mles to school, the stages of whose pil gri mage were marked by
acts of spoliation and m schief, and who were qualified in the country-

side as "fair pests.” But in the house, if "faither was in," they were
quiet as mce. |In short, Hob noved through life in a great peace - the
reward of any one who shall have killed his nan, with any fornidable and
figurative circunstance, in the nidst of a country gagged and swaddl ed

with civilisation.

It was a current remark that the Elliotts were "guid and bad, |ike
sangui shes"; and certainly there was a curious distinction, the nen of
busi ness conming alternately with the dreaners. The second brother, G b,
was a weaver by trade, had gone out early into the world to Edi nburgh
and cone hone again with his wings singed. There was an exaltation in

his nature which had led himto enbrace with enthusiasmthe principles



of the French Revolution, and had ended by bringing hi munder the hawse
of nmy Lord Herm ston in that furious onslaught of his upon the Liberals,
which sent Miir and Palnmer into exile and dashed the party into chaff.
It was whispered that my lord, in his great scorn for the novenment, and
prevailed upon a little by a sense of neighbourliness, had given Gb a
hint. Meting himone day in the Potterrow, ny lord had stopped in
front of him "G b, ye eediot,"” he had said, "what's this | hear of you?
Poalitics, poalitics, poalitics, weaver's poalitics, is the way of it, |
hear. |If ye arena a'thegither dozened with cediocy, ye'll gang your
ways back to Caul dstanesl ap, and ca' your |loom and ca' your |oom man!"
And G lbert had taken himat the word and returned, with an expedition
al nost to be called flight, to the house of his father. The clearest of
his inheritance was that famly gift of prayer of which Kirstie had
boasted; and the baffled politician now turned his attention to
religious matters - or, as others said, to heresy and schism Every
Sunday norning he was in Crossmichael, where he had gathered together
one by one, a sect of about a dozen persons, who called thensel ves
"God's Rermant of the True Faithful,"” or, for short, "God's Remmant."
To the profane, they were known as "G b's Deils." Bailie Sweedie, a
noted humorist in the town, vowed that the proceedi ngs al ways opened to
the tune of "The Deil Fly Away with the Excisenan," and that the
sacrament was dispensed in the formof hot whisky-toddy; both w cked
hits at the evangelist, who had been suspected of snuggling in his
yout h, and had been overtaken (as the phrase went) on the streets of
Crossnichael one Fair day. It was known that every Sunday they prayed
for a blessing on the arns of Bonaparte. For this "God's Remant," as
they were "skailing" fromthe cottage that did duty for a tenple, had
been repeatedly stoned by the bairns, and G b hinmself hooted by a
squadron of Border volunteers in which his own brother, Dand, rode in a
uniformand with a drawn sword. The "Remmant” were believed, besides,
to be "antinoman in principle," which mght otherw se have been a
serious charge, but the way public opinion then blewit was quite

swal | owed up and forgotten in the scandal about Bonaparte. For the



rest, Glbert had set up his loomin an outhouse at Caul dstanesl ap,
where he | aboured assiduously six days of the week. His brothers,
appal l ed by his political opinions, and willing to avoid dissension in

t he househol d, spoke but little to him he less to them renaining
absorbed in the study of the Bible and al nost constant prayer. The
gaunt weaver was dry-nurse at Caul dstanesl ap, and the bairns |loved him
dearly. Except when he was carrying an infant in his arnms, he was
rarely seen to smile - as, indeed, there were few smlers in that

famly. Wen his sister-in-lawrallied him and proposed that he should
get a wife and bairns of his own, since he was so fond of them "I have

no cl earness of mnd upon that point,"” he would reply. |If nobody called
himin to dinner, he stayed out. Ms. Hob, a hard, unsynpathetic wonan,
once tried the experiment. He went w thout food all day, but at dusk

as the light began to fail him he cane into the house of his own
accord, |ooking puzzled. "I've had a great gale of prayer upon ny
speerit," said he. "I canna mnd sae nuckle's what | had for denner."
The creed of God's Remmant was justified in the life of its founder

"And yet | dinna ken," said Kirstie. "He's maybe no nore stockfish than
hi s neeghbours! He rode wi' the rest o' them and had a good stamach to
the work, by a' that |I hear! God's Remmant! The deil's clavers! There
washa nuckle Christianity in the way Hob gui ded Johnny Di cki eson, at the

least of it; but Guid kens! 1Is he a Christian even? He night be a

Mahommedan or a Deevil or a Fire-worshipper, for what | ken."

The third brother had his name on a door-plate, no less, in the city of
d asgow, "M. Cenent Elliott," as long as your arm |n his case, that
spirit of innovation which had shown itself timdly in the case of Hob
by the adm ssion of new manures, and which had run to waste with Gl bert
in subversive politics and heretical religions, bore useful fruit in
many ingeni ous nechani cal inprovenents. |n boyhood, from his addiction
to strange devices of sticks and string, he had been counted the nost
eccentric of the family. But that was all by now, and he was a partner

of his firm and |looked to die a bailie. He too had married, and was



rearing a plentiful famly in the snoke and din of d asgow, he was
weal t hy, and coul d have bought out his brother, the cock-laird, six
tinmes over, it was whispered; and when he slipped away to Caul dstanesl ap
for a well-earned holiday, which he did as often as he was able, he

ast oni shed t he nei ghbours with his broadcl oth, his beaver hat, and the
anple plies of his neckcloth. Though an eminently solid man at bottom
after the pattern of Hob, he had contracted a certain d asgow briskness
and APLOVB which set himoff. Al the other Elliotts were as |ean as a
rake, but C enment was laying on fat, and he panted sorely when he nust
get into his boots. Dand said, chuckling: "Ay, demhas the el enents of
a corporation.” "A provost and corporation,” returned lem And his

readi ness was nuch admi red.

The fourth brother, Dand, was a shepherd to his trade, and by starts,
when he could bring his mind to it, excelled in the business. Nobody
could train a dog |ike Dandi e; nobody, through the peril of great storns
inthe winter tinme, could do nore gallantly. But if his dexterity were
exquisite, his diligence was but fitful; and he served his brother for
bed and board, and a trifle of pocket-noney when he asked for it. He

| oved noney wel | enough, knew very well how to spend it, and could nake
a shrewd bargain when he liked. But he preferred a vague know edge t hat
he was well to windward to any counted coins in the pocket; he felt
hinself richer so. Hob would expostulate: "I'man anmature herd." Dand
would reply, "I'll keep your sheep to you when I'm so minded, but 1']l
keep ny liberty too. Thir's no man can coandescend on what |'mworth."
Clein would expound to himthe niracul ous results of conpound interest,
and recomend investnents. "Ay, nman?" Dand woul d say; "and do you
think, if | took Hob's siller, that | wouldna drink it or wear it on the
| assies? And, anyway, ny kingdomis no of this world. Either I'ma
poet or else I'mnothing." Cdemwuld remind himof old age. "I'Il die

young, |ike, Robbie Burns,"” he would say stoutly. No question but he
had a certain acconplishnment in nminor verse. H's "Hermi ston Burn," wth

its pretty refrain -



"I love to gang thinking whaur ye gang |inking,

Herm ston burn, in the howe;"

his "Auld, auld Elliotts, clay-cauld Elliotts, dour, bauld Elliotts of
auld," and his really fascinating piece about the Praying Waver's

St one, had gained himin the nei ghbourhood the reputation, stil
possible in Scotland, of a local bard; and, though not printed hinself,
he was recogni sed by others who were and who had becone fanous. Walter
Scott owed to Dandie the text of the "Raid of Warie" in the M NSTRELSY
and nade hi mwel come at his house, and appreciated his talents, such as
they were, with all his usual generosity. The Ettrick Shepherd was his
sworn crony; they would nmeet, drink to excess, roar out their lyrics in
each other's faces, and quarrel and make it up again till bedtinme. And
besi des these recognitions, alnost to be called official, Dandie was
made wel cone for the sake of his gift through the farmhouses of severa
conti guous dal es, and was thus exposed to manifold tenptations which he

rat her sought than fled. He had figured on the stool of repentance, for

once fulfilling to the letter the tradition of his hero and nodel. His
hunorous verses to M. Torrance on that occasion - "Kenspeckle here ny
lane | stand" - unfortunately too indelicate for further citation, ran

through the country like a fiery cross - they were recited, quoted,
par aphrased, and | aughed over as far away as Dunfries on the one hand

and Dunbar on the other

These four brothers were united by a cl ose bond, the bond of that nutual
admration - or rather nmutual hero-worship - which is so strong anong
the menbers of secluded famlies who have nuch ability and little
culture. Even the extremes adm red each other. Hob, who had as much
poetry as the tongs, professed to find pleasure in Dand's verses; Cem

who had no nore religion than C averhouse, nourished a heartfelt, at



| east an open-nouthed, admiration of G b's prayers; and Dandie foll owed
with relish the rise of dems fortunes. Indulgence followed hard on
the heels of admiration. The laird, dem and Dand, who were Tories and
patriots of the hottest quality, excused to thenselves, with a certain
bashful ness, the radical and revolutionary heresies of Gb. By another
division of the famly, the laird, dem and Gb, who were nen exactly
virtuous, swallowed the dose of Dand's irregularities as a kind of clog
or drawback in the nysterious providence of God affixed to bards, and
distinctly probative of poetical genius. To appreciate the simplicity
of their nmutual adnmiration it was necessary to hear em arrived upon
one of his visits, and dealing in a spirit of continuous irony with the
affairs and personalities of that great city of d asgow where he lived
and transacted business. The various personages, mnisters of the
church, rmunicipal officers, mercantile big-wi gs, whom he had occasion to
i ntroduce, were all alike denigrated, all served but as reflectors to
cast back a flattering side-light on the house of Caul dstaneslap. The
Provost, for whom O em by exception entertai ned a neasure of respect, he
would liken to Hob. "He minds me o' the laird there,” he would say. "He
has sone of Hob's grand, whunstane sense, and the sane way wi th hi m of
stei king his mouth when he's no very pleased.” And Hob, al

unconsci ous, would draw down his upper |ip and produce, as if for
conmparison, the form dable grinace referred to. The unsatisfactory

i ncunbent of St. Enoch's Kirk was thus briefly dismissed: "If he had but
twa fingers o0 Gb's, he would waken themup.” And G b, honest man!
woul d | ook down and secretly smle. Cdemwas a spy whomthey had sent
out into the world of nen. He had cone back with the good news that
there was nobody to conmpare with the Four Bl ack Brothers, no position
that they would not adorn, no official that it would not be well they
shoul d replace, no interest of mankind, secular or spiritual, which
woul d not inmedi ately bl oom under their supervision. The excuse of
their folly is in tw words: scarce the breadth of a hair divided them
fromthe peasantry. The neasure of their sense is this: that these

synmposia of rustic vanity were kept entirely within the famly, like



some secret ancestral practice. To the world their serious faces were
never deformed by the suspicion of any sinper of self-contentnment. Yet
it was known. "They hae a guid pride o' thensel's!" was the word in the

country-side

Lastly, in a Border story, there should be added their "two-nanmes." Hob
was The Laird. "Roy ne puis, prince ne daigne"; he was the laird of

Caul dstaneslap - say fifty acres - IPSISSIMJS. Cdenent was M. Elliott,
as upon his door-plate, the earlier Dafty having been di scarded as no

| onger applicable, and indeed only a rem nder of nisjudgnment and the
imbecility of the public; and the youngest, in honour of his perpetua

wanderi ngs, was known by the sobriquet of Randy Dand.

It will be understood that not all this informati on was conmuni cated by
the aunt, who had too nuch of the fanmily failing herself to appreciate
it thoroughly in others. But as time went on, Archie began to observe

an onission in the famly chronicle.

"I's there not a girl too?" he asked.

"Ay: Kirstie. She was naned for ne, or ny grandnother at least - it's
the sane thing," returned the aunt, and went on agai n about Dand, whom

she secretly preferred by reason of his gallantries.

"But what is your niece |like?" said Archie at the next opportunity.

"Her? As black's your hat! But | dinna suppose she woul d nmaybe be what
you would ca' ILL-LOOKED a'thegither. Na, she's a kind of a handsone
jaud - a kind o' gipsy," said the aunt, who had two sets of scales for
men and wonen - or perhaps it would be nore fair to say that she had

three, and the third and the nost | oaded was for girls.

"How cones it that | never see her in church?" said Archie.



" 'Deed, and | believe she's in Gesgie with lemand his wife. A heap
good she's like to get of it! | dinna say for nmen folk, but where
weenen folk are born, there let thembide. dory to God, | was never

far'er fromhere than Crossni chael ."

In the meanwhile it began to strike Archie as strange, that while she
thus sang the praises of her kinsfolk, and manifestly relished their
virtues and (I rmay say) their vices like a thing creditable to herself,
there shoul d appear not the |east sign of cordiality between the house
of Herm ston and that of Caul dstaneslap. Going to church of a Sunday,
as the | ady housekeeper stepped with her skirts kilted, three tucks of
her white petticoat showi ng bel ow, and her best India shawl upon her
back (if the day were fine) in a pattern of radiant dyes, she would
soneti nes overtake her relatives preceding her nore leisurely in the
same direction. Gb of course was absent: by skreigh of day he had been
gone to Crossnichael and his fellowheretics; but the rest of the famly
woul d be seen nmarching in open order: Hob and Dand, stiff-necked,
strai ght - backed six-footers, with severe dark faces, and their plaids
about their shoul ders; the convoy of children scattering (in a state of
hi gh polish) on the wayside, and every now and again collected by the
shrill sunmons of the nother; and the nother herself, by a suggestive
ci rcunst ance whi ch m ght have afforded matter of thought to a nore
experi enced observer than Archie, wapped in a shawl nearly identica
with Kirstie's, but a thought nore gaudy and conspi cuously newer. At
the sight, Kirstie grewnore tall - Kirstie showed her classica
profile, nose in air and nostril spread, the pure blood cane in her

cheek evenly in a delicate |iving pink

"A braw day to ye, Mstress Elliott," said she, and hostility and
gentility were nicely mngled in her tones. "A fine day, mem" the
laird' s wife would reply with a miracul ous curtsey, spreading the while
her plunmage - setting off, in other words, and with arts unknown to the

mere man, the pattern of her India shawl. Behind her, the whole



Caul dst anesl ap contingent marched in closer order, and with an

i ndescri bable air of being in the presence of the foe; and while Dandie
saluted his aunt with a certain famliarity as of one who was well in
court, Hob marched on in awful immbility. There appeared upon the face
of this attitude in the famly the consequences of sone dreadful feud.
Presunmably the two wonen had been principals in the original encounter
and the laird had probably been drawn into the quarrel by the ears, too

late to be included in the present skin-deep reconciliation

"Kirstie," said Archie one day, "what is this you have agai nst your

fam|ly?"

"I dinna conplean,"” said Kirstie, with a flush. "I say naething."

"l see you do not - not even good-day to your own nephew," said he.

"l hae naething to be ashaned of," said she. "I can say the Lord's
prayer with a good grace. |If Hob was ill, or in preeson or poverty, |
woul d see to himblithely. But for curtchying and conplinenting and

col I ogui ng, thank ye kindly!"

Archie had a bit of a smle: he | eaned back in his chair. "I think you

and Ms. Robert are not very good friends," says he slyly, "when you

have your India shaw s on?"

She | ooked upon himin silence, with a sparkling eye but an
i ndeci pherabl e expression; and that was all that Archie was ever

destined to learn of the battle of the India shaw s.

"Do none of them ever cone here to see you?" he inquired.

"M. Archie," said she, "I hope that | ken ny place better. It would be

a queer thing, | think, if I was to clanjanfry up your faither's house -



that | should say it! - wi' a dirty, black-a-vised clan, no ane o' them
it was worth while to mar soap upon but just nysel'! Na, they're al
damifeed wi' the black Ellwalds. | have nae patience wi' black folk."
Then, with a sudden consci ousness of the case of Archie, "No that it
maitters for men sae nmuckle," she made haste to add, "but there's
naebody can deny that it's unwomanly. Long hair is the ornanment o
worman ony way; we've good warrandise for that - it's in the Bible - and

wha can doubt that the Apostle had sone gowden-haired lassie in his mnd

- Apostle and all, for what was he but just a man |ike yersel'?"

CHAPTER VI - A LEAF FROM CHRI STI NA' S PSALM BOCK

ARCHI E was sedul ous at church. Sunday after Sunday he sat down and
stood up with that small conpany, heard the voice of M. Torrance

|l eaping like an ill-played clarionet fromkey to key, and had an
opportunity to study his noth-eaten gown and the black thread nmittens
that he joined together in prayer, and lifted up with a reverent
solemity in the act of benediction. Herm ston pewwas a little square
box, dwarfish in proportion with the kirk itself, and enclosing a table
not nuch bigger than a footstool. There sat Archie, an apparent prince,
the only undeni abl e gentl eman and the only great heritor in the parish
taking his ease in the only pew, for no other in the kirk had doors.
Thence he m ght command an undi sturbed view of that congregation of
solid plaided nen, strapping wi ves and daughters, oppressed children
and uneasy sheep-dogs. It was strange how Archie m ssed the | ook of
race; except the dogs, with their refined foxy faces and inimtably
curling tails, there was no one present with the least claimto
gentility. The Caul dstaneslap party was scarcely an exception; Dandie
per haps, as he anused hinsel f making verses through the interm nable

burden of the service, stood out a little by the glowin his eye and a



certain superior animation of face and al ertness of body; but even
Dandi e slouched like a rustic. The rest of the congregation, like so
many sheep, oppressed himwith a sense of hob-nail ed routine, day

foll owi ng day - of physical labour in the open air, oatneal porridge,
peas bannock the somol ent fireside in the evening, and the night-1Iong
nasal slunbers in a box-bed. Yet he knew many of themto be shrewd and
hunorous, nen of character, notable wonen, making a bustle in the world
and radiating an influence fromtheir |ow browed doors. He knew besides
they were like other nen; below the crust of custom rapture found a
way; he had heard them beat the tinbrel before Bacchus - had heard them
shout and carouse over their whisky-toddy; and not the nost Dutch-
bottonmed and severe faces anong themall, not even the solem el ders

t hensel ves, but were capabl e of singular gambols at the voice of |ove.
Men drawi ng near to an end of life's adventurous journey - maids
thrilling with fear and curiosity on the threshold of entrance - wonen
who had borne and perhaps buried children, who could renenber the
clinging of the small dead hands and the patter of the little feet now
silent - he marvelled that anong all those faces there should be no face
of expectation, none that was nobile, none into which the rhythm and
poetry of life had entered. "Ofor a live face,"” he thought; and at
times he had a nenory of Lady Flora; and at tinmes he would study the
living gallery before himw th despair, and would see hinself go on to
waste his days in that joyless pastoral place, and death conme to him
and his grave be dug under the rowans, and the Spirit of the Earth | augh

out in a thunder-peal at the huge fiasco.

On this particular Sunday, there was no doubt but that the spring had
cone at last. It was warm with a latent shiver in the air that nmade
the warnth only the nore welcome. The shallows of the streamglittered
and tinkled anong bunches of prinrose. Vagrant scents of the earth
arrested Archie by the way with nonents of ethereal intoxication. The
grey Quakerish dale was still only awakened in places and patches from

the sobriety of its winter colouring; and he wondered at its beauty; an



essential beauty of the old earth it seened to him not resident in
particul ars but breathing to himfromthe whole. He surprised hinself
by a sudden inpulse to wite poetry - he did so sonetines, |oose,
gal l oping octo-syllabics in the vein of Scott - and when he had taken
his place on a boulder, near sonme fairy falls and shaded by a whip of a
tree that was already radiant with new | eaves, it still nore surprised
hi mthat he should have nothing to wite. Hi s heart perhaps beat in
time to sonme vast indwelling rhythmof the universe. By the tine he
came to a corner of the valley and could see the kirk, he had so
lingered by the way that the first psal mwas finishing. The nasa

psal nody, full of turns and trills and gracel ess graces, seened the
essential voice of the kirk itself upraised in thanksgiving,

"Everything's alive," he said; and again cries it aloud, "thank Cod,
everything's alive!™ He lingered yet a while in the kirk-yard. A tuft
of prinroses was bl ooming hard by the Ieg of an old black table

tonbst one, and he stopped to contenplate the random apol ogue. They
stood forth on the cold earth with a trenchancy of contrast; and he was
struck with a sense of inconpleteness in the day, the season, and the
beauty that surrounded him- the chill there was in the warnth, the
gross bl ack cl ods about the opening prinroses, the danp earthy snell
that was everywhere internmngled with the scents. The voice of the aged
Torrance within rose in an ecstasy. And he wondered if Torrance al so
felt in his old bones the joyous influence of the spring norning;
Torrance, or the shadow of what once was Torrance, that nust come so
soon to lie outside here in the sun and rain with all his rheumatisns,
while a new minister stood in his roomand thundered fromhis own
famliar pulpit? The pity of it, and sonething of the chill of the

grave, shook himfor a nmoment as he nade haste to enter.

He went up the aisle reverently, and took his place in the pew with
| onered eyes, for he feared he had already offended the kind old
gentleman in the pul pit, and was sedul ous to offend no further. He

could not follow the prayer, not even the heads of it. Brightnesses



of azure, clouds of fragrance, a tinkle of falling water and singing
birds, rose |like exhal ations from sone deeper, aboriginal menory, that
was not his, but belonged to the flesh on his bones. His body
renenbered; and it seemed to himthat his body was in no way gross,

but ethereal and perishable like a strain of nusic; and he felt for it
an exquisite tenderness as for a child, an innocent, full of beautiful
instincts and destined to an early death. And he felt for old Torrance

- of the many supplications, of the few days - a pity that was near to

tears. The prayer ended. Right over himwas a tablet in the wall, the
only ornament in the roughly masoned chapel - for it was no nore; the
tabl et commenorated, | was about to say the virtues, but rather the

exi stence of a former Rutherford of Herm ston; and Archie, under that
trophy of his Iong descent and | ocal greatness, |eaned back in the pew
and contenpl ated vacancy with the shadow of a smile between playful and
sad, that becane himstrangely. Dandie's sister, sitting by the side of
Cemin her new @ asgow finery, chose that nmonent to observe the young
laird. Aware of the stir of his entrance, the little formalist had kept
her eyes fastened and her face prettily conposed during the prayer. It
was not hypocrisy, there was no one further froma hypocrite. The girl
had been taught to behave: to | ook up, to | ook down, to | ook
unconscious, to | ook seriously inpressed in church, and in every
conjuncture to | ook her best. That was the gane of female life, and she
played it frankly. Archie was the one person in church who was of

i nterest, who was sonebody new, reputed eccentric, known to be young,
and a laird, and still unseen by Christina. Small wonder that, as

she stood there in her attitude of pretty decency, her mind should run
upon him |If he spared a glance in her direction, he should know she
was a wel | -behaved young | ady who had been to G asgow. In reason he
must admire her clothes, and it was possible that he shoul d think her
pretty. At that her heart beat the least thing in the world; and she
proceeded, by way of a corrective, to call up and disniss a series of
fanci ed pictures of the young man who should now, by rights, be | ooking

at her. She settled on the plainest of them - a pink short young nman



with a dish face and no figure, at whose admiration she could afford to
smle; but for all that, the consciousness of his gaze (which was really
fixed on Torrance and his mittens) kept her in sonething of a flutter
till the word Amen. Even then, she was far too well-bred to gratify her
curiosity with any inpatience. She resuned her seat |anguidly - this was
a d asgow touch - she conposed her dress, rearranged her nosegay of
prinroses, |looked first in front, then behind upon the other side, and
at last allowed her eyes to nmove, without hurry, in the direction of

the Hernmiston pew. For a nonent, they were riveted. Next she had

pl ucked her gaze hone again like a tame bird who shoul d have neditated
flight. Possibilities crowmded on her; she hung over the future and grew
dizzy; the inmage of this young man, slim graceful, dark, with the
inscrutable half-snile, attracted and repelled her like a chasm "I

wonder, will | have met ny fate?" she thought, and her heart swelled

Torrance was got sone way into his first exposition, positing a deep

| ayer of texts as he went along, |aying the foundations of his

di scourse, which was to deal with a nice point in divinity, before
Archie suffered his eyes to wander. They fell first of all on dem

| ooki ng i nsupportably prosperous, and patronising Torrance with the
favour of a nodified attention, as of one who was used to better things
in @ asgow. Though he had never before set eyes on him Archie had no
difficulty in identifying him and no hesitation in pronouncing him

vul gar, the worst of the fanmily. Cemwas leaning lazily forward when
Archie first saw him Presently he | eaned nonchal antly back; and that
deadly instrunent, the maiden, was suddenly unnasked in profile. Though
not quite in the front of the fashion (had anybody cared!), certain
artful d asgow mant ua-nakers, and her own inherent taste, had arrayed
her to great advantage. Her accoutrenent was, indeed, a cause of heart-
burni ng, and al nost of scandal, in that infinitesimal kirk conpany.

Ms. Hob had said her say at Caul dstaneslap. "Daft-like!" she had
pronounced it. "A jaiket that'll no neet! Waur's the sense of a

jaiket that'll no button upon you, if it should come to be weet? What



do ye ca' thir things? Demy brokens, d'ye say? They'll be brokens w'
a vengeance or ye can win back! Wel, | have nae thing to do wi' it -
it's no good taste." Cem whose purse had thus netanorphosed his
sister, and who was not insensible to the advertisenent, had cone to the
rescue with a "Hoot, woman! What do you ken of good taste that has
never been to the ceety?" And Hob, looking on the girl with pleased
smles, as she tinidly displayed her finery in the nidst of the dark

ki tchen, had thus ended the dispute: "The cutty | ooks weel,"” he had
said, "and it's no very like rain. War themthe day, hizzie; but it's
no a thing to make a practice o'." In the breasts of her rivals, coning
to the kirk very conscious of white under-linen, and their faces
splendid with nuch soap, the sight of the toilet had raised a storm of
varying enotion, fromthe mere unenvious adniration that was expressed
in along-drawn "Eh!" to the angrier feeling that found vent in an
enphatic "Set her up!" Her frock was of straw- col oured jaconet nuslin,
cut low at the bosomand short at the ankle, so as to display her DEM -
BROQUI NS of Regency violet, crossing with many straps upon a yell ow
cobweb stocking. According to the pretty fashion in which our

grandnot hers did not hesitate to appear, and our great-aunts went forth
armed for the pursuit and capture of our great-uncles, the dress was
drawn up so as to nould the contour of both breasts, and in the nook

bet ween, a cairngorm brooch maintained it. Here, too, surely in a very
envi abl e position, trenbled the nosegay of prinroses. She wore on her
shoul ders - or rather on her back and not her shoul ders, which it
scarcely passed - a French coat of sarsenet, tied in front with Margate
braces, and of the same colour with her violet shoes. About her face
clustered a disorder of dark ringlets, alittle garland of yellow French
roses surnmounted her brow, and the whole was crowned by a village hat of
chi pped straw. Anobngst all the rosy and all the weathered faces that
surrounded her in church, she glowed |like an open flower - girl and

rai ment, and the cairngormthat caught the daylight and returned it in a

fiery flash, and the threads of bronze and gold that played in her hair.



Archie was attracted by the bright thing like a child. He |ooked at her
again and yet again, and their |ooks crossed. The lip was lifted from
her little teeth. He saw the red blood work vividly under her tawny
skin. Her eye, which was great as a stag's, struck and held his gaze.
He knew who she nust be - Kirstie, she of the harsh dimnutive, his
housekeeper's niece, the sister of the rustic prophet, Gb - and he

found in her the answer to his w shes.

Christina felt the shock of their encountering glances, and seened to
rise, clothed in smles, into a region of the vague and bright. But the
gratification was not nore exquisite than it was brief. She | ooked away
abruptly, and i medi ately began to bl ane herself for that abruptness.
She knew what she shoul d have done, too late - turned slowy with her
nose in the air. And nmeantinme his |ook was not renoved, but continued
to play upon her like a battery of cannon constantly ained, and now
seened to isolate her alone with him and now seenmed to uplift her, as
on a pillory, before the congregation. For Archie continued to drink
her in with his eyes, even as a wayfarer cones to a well-head on a
mount ai n, and stoops his face, and drinks with thirst unassuageable. In
the cleft of her little breasts the fiery eye of the topaz and the pale
florets of prinrose fascinated him He saw the breasts heave, and the
flowers shake with the heaving, and marvell ed what should so nuch

di sconpose the girl. And Christina was conscious of his gaze - saw it,
perhaps, with the dainty plaything of an ear that peeped anong her
ringlets; she was conscious of changing col our, conscious of her
unsteady breath. Like a creature tracked, run down, surrounded, she
sought in a dozen ways to give herself a countenance. She used her
handkerchief - it was a really fine one - then she desisted in a panic:
"He would only think | was too warm" She took to reading in the
nmetrical psalnms, and then renmenbered it was sernon-tinme. Last she put a
"sugar-bool” in her nmouth, and the next nonment repented of the step. It
was such a honely-like thing! M. Archie would never be eating sweeties

in Kirk; and, with a pal pable effort, she swallowed it whole, and her



colour flaned high. At this signal of distress Archie awoke to a sense
of his ill-behaviour. Wat had he been doing? He had been exquisitely
rude in church to the niece of his housekeeper; he had stared |ike a

| ackey and a libertine at a beautiful and nodest girl. It was possible,
it was even likely, he would be presented to her after service in the
kirk-yard, and then how was he to | ook? And there was no excuse. He
had marked the tokens of her shame, of her increasing indignation, and
he was such a fool that he had not understood them Shame bowed him
down, and he | ooked resolutely at M. Torrance; who little supposed,
good, worthy man, as he continued to expound justification by faith,
what was his true business: to play the part of derivative to a pair of

children at the old gane of falling in |ove.

Christina was greatly relieved at first. |t seened to her that she was
cl ot hed again. She |ooked back on what had passed. Al would have been
right if she had not blushed, a silly fool! There was nothing to blush
at, if she HAD taken a sugar-bool. Ms. MacTaggart, the elder's wife in
St. Enoch's, took themoften. And if he had | ooked at her, what was
nmore natural than that a young gentl eman should | ook at the best-dressed
girl in church? And at the sane tine, she knew far otherw se, she knew
there was nothing casual or ordinary in the |ook, and val ued herself on
its nenory like a decoration. Well, it was a bl essing he had found
sonmet hing else to look at! And presently she began to have other
thoughts. It was necessary, she fancied, that she should put herself
right by a repetition of the incident, better nanaged. |If the w sh was
father to the thought, she did not know or she would not recognise it.

It was sinply as a manoeuvre of propriety, as sonmething called for to

| essen the significance of what had gone before, that she should a
second tine neet his eyes, and this tinme wthout blushing. And at the
menory of the blush, she blushed again, and becanme one general bl ush
burning fromhead to foot. Ws ever anything so indelicate, so forward,
done by a girl before? And here she was, neking an exhibition of

hersel f before the congregati on about nothing! She stole a glance upon



her nei ghbours, and behold! they were steadily indifferent, and Cem had
gone to sleep. And still the one idea was becom ng nore and nore potent
with her, that in common prudence she nust | ook again before the service
ended. Sonething of the sane sort was going forward in the mnd of
Archie, as he struggled with the |oad of penitence. So it chanced that,
inthe flutter of the nonent when the |ast psal mwas given out, and
Torrance was reading the verse, and the | eaves of every psal mbook in
church were rustling under busy fingers, two stealthy glances were sent
out |ike antennae anong the pews and on the indifferent and absorbed
occupants, and drew tinmdly nearer to the straight Iine between Archie
and Christina. They nmet, they lingered together for the | east fraction
of time, and that was enough. A charge as of electricity passed through

Christina, and behold! the | eaf of her psal mbook was torn across.

Archi e was outside by the gate of the graveyard, conversing with Hob and
the m nister and shaking hands all round with the scattering
congregation, when Cemand Christina were brought up to be presented.
The laird took off his hat and bowed to her with grace and respect.
Christina made her G asgow curtsey to the laird, and went on again up
the road for Herm ston and Caul dstanesl ap, wal ki ng fast, breathing
hurriedly with a heightened colour, and in this strange frane of mind,
that when she was al one she seened in high happi ness, and when any one
addressed her she resented it like a contradiction. A part of the way
she had the conpany of sone nei ghbour girls and a | outish young nan;
never had they seenmed so insipid, never had she made herself so

di sagreeabl e. But these struck aside to their various destinations or
were out-wal ked and | eft behind; and when she had driven off with sharp
words the proffered convoy of sone of her nephews and ni eces, she was
free to go on alone up Hermi ston brae, wal king on air, dwelling

i ntoxi cated anmong cl ouds of happiness. Near to the sunmit she heard
steps behind her, a man's steps, light and very rapid. She knew the
foot at once and wal ked the faster. "If it's nme he's wanting, he can

run for it," she thought, smling.



Archi e overtook her like a nan whose m nd was made up.

"Mss Kirstie," he began

"Mss Christina, if you please, M. Wir," she interrupted. "I canna

bear the contraction.”

"You forget it has a friendly sound for nme. Your aunt is an old friend
of mine, and a very good one. | hope we shall see nuch of you at

Her m st on?"

"My aunt and ny sister-in-law doesna agree very well. Not that | have
much ado with it. But still when |I'mstopping in the house, if | was to

be visiting ny aunt, it would not | ook considerate-like."

"I amsorry," said Archie.

"I thank you kindly, M. Wir," she said. "I whiles think nyself it's a

great peety."

"Ah, | amsure your voice would always be for peace!" he cried.

"I woul dna be too sure of that," she said. "I have ny days |ike other

folk, | suppose.”

"Do you know, in our old kirk, anong our good old grey danmes, you nade

an effect |ike sunshine.”

"Ah, but that would be nmy d asgow cl ot hes!”

"I did not think I was so nmuch under the influence of pretty frocks."

She smled with a half ook at him "There's nore than you!" she said.



"But you see I'monly Cinderella. I'lIl have to put all these things by
in my trunk; next Sunday I'lIl be as grey as the rest. They're G asgow
clothes, you see, and it would never do to nake a practice of it. It

woul d seemterrible conspicuous.”

By that they were come to the place where their ways severed. The old
grey noors were all about them in the mdst a few sheep wandered; and
they could see on the one hand the straggling caravan scaling the braes
in front of themfor Caul dstaneslap, and on the other, the contingent
from Herm ston bendi ng of f and begi nning to di sappear by detachnents
into the policy gate. It was in these circunstances that they turned to
say farewell, and deliberately exchanged a gl ance as they shook hands.
Al'l passed as it should, genteelly; and in Christina's mnd, as she
mounted the first steep ascent for Caul dstaneslap, a gratifying sense of
triunmph prevail ed over the recollection of mnor |apses and mi st akes.
She had kilted her gown, as she did usually at that rugged pass; but
when she spied Archie still standing and gazing after her, the skirts
cane down again as if by enchantnment. Here was a piece of nicety for
that upland parish, where the matrons marched with their coats kilted in
the rain, and the | asses wal ked barefoot to kirk through the dust of
sumrer, and went bravely down by the burn-side, and sat on stones to
make a public toilet before entering! It was perhaps an air wafted from
d asgow, or perhaps it narked a stage of that dizziness of gratified
vanity, in which the instinctive act passed unperceived. He was | ooking
after! She unl oaded her bosom of a prodigious sigh that was al

pl easure, and betook herself to run. Wen she had overtaken the

straggl ers of her fanmily, she caught up the ni ece whom she had so
recently repul sed, and ki ssed and sl apped her, and drove her away again,
and ran after her with pretty cries and |aughter. Perhaps she thought
the laird nmight still be looking! But it chanced the little scene cane
under the view of eyes |ess favourable; for she overtook Ms. Hob

mar ching with C em and Dand.



"You're shurely fey, lass!" quoth Dandie.

"Thi nk shane to yersel', miss!" said the strident Ms. Hob. "Is this
the gait to guide yersel' on the way hane frae kirk? You're shiirely

no sponsible the day! And anyway | would nmind nmy guid claes.

"Hoot!" said Christina, and went on before themhead in air, treading

the rough track with the tread of a wild doe

She was in love with herself, her destiny, the air of the hills, the
benedi ction of the sun. Al the way hone, she continued under the

i ntoxication of these sky-scraping spirits. At table she could talk
freely of young Herniston; gave her opinion of himoff-hand and with a
| oud voice, that he was a handsone young gentleman, real well nannered
and sensible-like, but it was a pity he | ooked doleful. Only - the
monent after - a nenory of his eyes in church enbarrassed her. But for
this inconsiderabl e check, all through neal-tinme she had a good
appetite, and she kept them |l aughing at table, until Gb (who had
returned before them from Crossnmi chael and his separative worship)

reproved the whole of themfor their levity.

Singing "in to herself" as she went, her mind still in the turmoil of a
gl ad confusion, she rose and tripped upstairs to a little loft, |ighted

by four panes in the gable, where she slept with one of her nieces. The
ni ece, who followed her, presum ng on "Auntie' s" high spirits, was
flounced out of the apartnment with snmall cerenobny, and retired, smarting
and half tearful, to bury her woes in the byre anong the hay. Stil

hunm ng, Christina divested herself of her finery, and put her treasures
one by one in her great green trunk. The last of these was the psal mbook
it was a fine piece, the gift of Mstress Clem in distinct old-faced type,
on paper that had begun to grow foxy in the warehouse - not by service -
and she was used to wap it in a handkerchi ef every Sunday after its

period of service was over, and bury it end-wi se at the head of her



trunk. As she nowtook it in hand the book fell open where the |eaf

was torn, and she stood and gazed upon that evidence of her bygone

di sconposure. There returned again the vision of the two brown eyes
staring at her, intent and bright, out of that dark corner of the kirk
The whol e appearance and attitude, the snile, the suggested gesture of
young Hermi ston cane before her in a flash at the sight of the torn

page. "I was surely fey!" she said, echoing the words of Dandie, and

at the suggested doom her high spirits deserted her. She flung herself
prone upon the bed, and lay there, holding the psal mbook in her hands
for hours, for the nore part in a nere stupor of unconsenting pl easure
and unreasoning fear. The fear was superstitious; there came up again
and again in her nenory Dandie's ill-onened words, and a hundred grisly
and bl ack tales out of the inmredi ate nei ghbourhood read her a comentary
on their force. The pleasure was never realised. You nmight say the
joints of her body thought and renenbered, and were gl addened, but her
essential self, in the inmmediate theatre of consciousness, talked
feverishly of something else, like a nervous person at a fire. The

i mage that she nost conplacently dwelt on was that of Mss Christina

in her character of the Fair Lass of Caul dstaneslap, carrying all before
her in the straw coloured frock, the violet nmantle, and the yell ow cobweb
stockings. Archie's inmage, on the other hand, when it presented itself
was never wel coned - far | ess welconmed with any ardour, and it was exposed
at times to nmerciless criticism In the |ong vague di al ogues she held in
her mnd, often with imginary, often with unrealised interlocutors,

Archie, if he were referred to at all cane in for savage handling. He

was described as "looking like a stork," "staring like a caulf," "a face
like a ghaist's.” "Do you call that manners?" she said; or, "I soon put
himin his place." " "M SS CHRISTINA, |F YOU PLEASE, MR VEIR"' says |

and just flyped up ny skirt tails." Wth gabble like this she would

entertain herself |long whiles together, and then her eye would perhaps
fall on the torn |l eaf, and the eyes of Archie would appear again from
t he darkness of the wall, and the vol uble words deserted her, and she

would lie still and stupid, and think upon nothing with devotion, and be



sonmetines raised by a quiet sigh. Had a doctor of nedicine cone into
that |oft, he would have di agnosed a healthy, well-devel oped, eninently
vivacious lass lying on her face in a fit of the sulks; not one who had
just contracted, or was just contracting, a nortal sickness of the mnd
whi ch should yet carry her towards death and despair. Had it been a
doctor of psychol ogy, he nmight have been pardoned for divining in the
girl a passion of childish vanity, self-love IN EXCELSIS, and no nore.
It is to be understood that | have been painting chaos and descri bi ng
the inarticulate. Every lineament that appears is too precise, alnost
every word used too strong. Take a finger-post in the nountains on a
day of rolling msts; | have but copied the names that appear upon the
poi nters, the names of definite and fanous cities far distant, and now
per haps basking in sunshine; but Christina renmained all these hours, as
it were, at the foot of the post itself, not noving, and envel oped in

mut abl e and blindi ng weaths of haze.

The day was growing |late and the sunbeans | ong and | evel, when she sat
suddenly up, and wrapped in its handkerchi ef and put by that psal m book
whi ch had already played a part so decisive in the first chapter of her

| ove-story. 1In the absence of the nmesnerist's eye, we are told nowadays
that the head of a bright nail may fill his place, if it be steadfastly
regarded. So that torn page had riveted her attention on what mnight

el se have been but little, and perhaps soon forgotten; while the om nous
words of Dandie - heard, not heeded, and still remenbered - had lent to
her thoughts, or rather to her nood, a cast of solemity, and that idea
of Fate - a pagan Fate, uncontrolled by any Christian deity, obscure,

| awl ess, and august - noving indissuadably in the affairs of Christian
men. Thus even that phenonenon of love at first sight, which is so rare
and seens so sinple and violent, like a disruption of life's tissue, may

be deconposed into a sequence of accidents happily concurring.

She put on a grey frock and a pink kerchief, |ooked at herself a nonent

with approval in the small square of glass that served her for a toilet



mrror, and went softly downstairs through the sl eeping house that
resounded with the sound of afternoon snoring. Just outside the door
Dandie was sitting with a book in his hand, not reading, only honouring
the Sabbath by a sacred vacancy of mnd. She came near hi mand stood

still.

"I'mfor off up the nuirs, Dandie," she said.

There was sonet hing unusual ly soft in her tones that nade himl ook up
She was pal e, her eyes dark and bright; no trace remained of the levity

of the norning.

"Ay, lass? Ye'll have yer ups and downs like ne, I'mthinkin'," he

observed.

"What for do ye say that?" she asked

"Q, for naething," says Dand. "Only | think ye're mair |like ne than the
| ave of them Ye've mair of the poetic tenmper, tho' Guid kens little
enough of the poetic taalent. It's an ill gift at the best. Look at
yoursel'. At denner you were all sunshine and flowers and | aughter, and

now you're like the star of evening on a | ake.”

She drank in this hackneyed conpliment |ike wine, and it glowed in her

vei ns.
"But |'m saying, Dand" - she cane nearer him- "I'mfor the muirs. |
nmust have a braith of air. If Odemwas to be speiring for ne, try and

quaiet him wll ye no?"

"VWhat way?" said Dandie. "I ken but the ae way, and that's leein' ."

I"l'l say ye had a sair heid, if ye like."

"But | havena," she objected.



"I daursay no," he returned. "I said | would say ye had; and if ye like
to nay-say ne when ye cone back, it'll no nateerially rmaitter, for ny

chara'ter's clean gane a'ready past reca'."

"O, Dand, are ye a |ecar?" she asked, lingering

"Fol ks say sae,"” replied the bard.

"Wha says sae?" she pursued.

"Them that should ken the best,” he responded. "The |assies, for ane.”

"But, Dand, you would never lee to ne?" she asked.

"I"ll leave that for your pairt of it, ye girzie," said he. "Ye'll lee
to ne fast eneuch, when ye hae gotten a jo. I'mtellin' ye and it's
true; when you have a jo, Mss Kirstie, it'll be for guid and ill. |
ken: |1 was nmade that way nysel', but the deil was in ny luck! Here,
gang awa Wi ' ye to your nuirs, and let ne be; I'min an hour of

i nspiraution, ye upsetting tawie!"

But she clung to her brother's nei ghbourhood, she knew not why.

"WIl ye no gie's a kiss, Dand?" she said. "I aye likit ye fine."

He ki ssed her and considered her a nmonent; he found sonething strange in
her. But he was a libertine through and through, nourished equa
contenpt and suspicion of all wonmanki nd, and paid his way anpong t hem

habitually with idle conplinents.

"Gae wa' wWi' ye!" said he. "Ye're a dentie baby, and be content w'

that!"



That was Dandie's way; a kiss and a confit to Jenny - a bawbee and ny
blessing to Jill - and goodnight to the whole clan of ye, ny dears!

When anyt hi ng approached the serious, it becane a matter for nen, he
bot h t hought and said. Wnen, when they did not absorb, were only
children to be shoo'd away. Merely in his character of connoi sseur
however, Dandi e glanced carelessly after his sister as she crossed the
meadow. "The brat's no that bad!" he thought with surprise, for though
he had just been paying her conpliments, he had not really | ooked at

her. "Hey! what's yon?" For the grey dress was cut with short sl eeves
and skirts, and displayed her trimstrong legs clad in pink stockings of
the same shade as the kerchief she wore round her shoul ders, and that

shi mered as she went. This was not her way in undress; he knew her
ways and the ways of the whole sex in the country-side, no one better
when they did not go barefoot, they wore stout "rig and furrow' wooll en
hose of an invisible blue nostly, when they were not black outright; and
Dandi e, at sight of this daintiness, put two and two together. It was a
sil k handkerchi ef, then they would be silken hose; they matched - then
the whole outfit was a present of Cenm's, a costly present, and not
somet hing to be worn through bog and briar, or on a |late afternoon of
Sunday. He whistled. "M/ denty My, either your heid' s fair turned, or

there's sonme ongoi ngs!" he observed, and di smi ssed the subject.

She went slowy at first, but ever straighter and faster for the

Caul dst anesl ap, a pass anong the hills to which the farmowed its nane.
The Sl ap opened |ike a doorway between two rounded hillocks; and through
this ran the short cut to Hermston. |Immediately on the other side it
went down through the Deil's Hags, a considerable marshy holl ow of the
hill tops, full of springs, and crouching junipers, and pools where the
bl ack peat-water slunbered. There was no view fromhere. A nman night
have sat upon the Praying Weaver's stone a half century, and seen none
but the Caul dstaneslap children twice in the twenty-four hours on their
way to the school and back again, an occasional shepherd, the irruption

of a clan of sheep, or the birds who haunted about the springs, drinking



and shrilly piping. So, when she had once passed the Slap, Kirstie was
received into seclusion. She |ooked back a last tine at the farm It
still lay deserted except for the figure of Dandie, who was now seen to
be scribbling in his lap, the hour of expected inspiration having come
to himat last. Thence she passed rapidly through the norass, and came
to the farther end of it, where a sluggish burn discharges, and the path
for Hermi ston acconpanies it on the beginning of its downward path.
Fromthis corner a wide view was opened to her of the whole stretch of
braes upon the other side, still sallow and in places rusty with the
winter, with the path marked boldly, here and there by the burn-side a
tuft of birches, and - two nmiles off as the crowflies - fromits

encl osures and young pl antations, the wi ndows of Hermiston glittering in

the western sun.

Here she sat down and waited, and | ooked for a long tinme at these far-
away bright panes of glass. It anused her to have so extended a view,
she thought. It anused her to see the house of Hernmiston - to see
"folk"; and there was an indistingui shabl e human unit, perhaps the

gardener, visibly sauntering on the gravel paths.

By the time the sun was down and all the easterly braes lay plunged in
cl ear shadow, she was aware of another figure comng up the path at a
nost unequal rate of approach, now half running, now pausing and seening
to hesitate. She watched himat first with a total suspension of
thought. She held her thought as a person holds his breathing. Then
she consented to recognise him "He'll no be conming here, he canna be;
it's no possible.” And there began to grow upon her a subdued choki ng
suspense. He WAS coning; his hesitations had quite ceased, his step
grew firmand swift; no doubt remained; and the question | oonmed up
before her instant: what was she to do? It was all very well to say
that her brother was a laird hinmself: it was all very well to speak of
casual intermarriages and to count cousinship, like Auntie Kirstie. The

difference in their social station was trenchant; propriety, prudence,



all that she had ever learned, all that she knew, bade her flee. But on
the other hand the cup of life now offered to her was too enchanti ng.

For one nonent, she saw the question clearly, and definitely nade her
choi ce. She stood up and showed herself an instant in the gap relieved
upon the sky line; and the next, fled trenbling and sat down gl owi ng
with excitenent on the Waver's stone. She shut her eyes, seeking,
prayi ng for conposure. Her hand shook in her |ap, and her nind was ful
of incongruous and futil e speeches. What was there to nmake a work
about? She could take care of herself, she supposed! There was no harm
in seeing the laird. It was the best thing that coul d happen. She
woul d mark a proper distance to himonce and for all. Gadually the
wheel s of her nature ceased to go round so nmadly, and she sat in passive
expectation, a quiet, solitary figure in the mdst of the grey noss.
have said she was no hypocrite, but here | amat fault. She never
admtted to herself that she had cone up the hill to | ook for Archie.
And perhaps after all she did not know, perhaps cane as a stone falls.
For the steps of love in the young, and especially in girls, are

instinctive and unconsci ous.

In the nmeantine Archie was drawing rapidly near, and he at |east was
consci ously seeki ng her nei ghbourhood. The afternoon had turned to
ashes in his nouth; the nmenory of the girl had kept himfromreadi ng and
drawn himas with cords; and at last, as the cool of the evening began
to cone on, he had taken his hat and set forth, with a snothered

ej acul ation, by the nmoor path to Caul dstaneslap. He had no hope to find
her; he took the off chance wi thout expectation of result and to relieve
hi s uneasiness. The greater was his surprise, as he surmounted the

sl ope and cane into the hollow of the Deil's Hags, to see there, like an
answer to his wishes, the little wonanly figure in the grey dress and
the pink kerchief sitting little, and low, and |lost, and acutely
solitary, in these desol ate surroundi ngs and on the weat her-beaten stone
of the dead weaver. Those things that still snacked of winter were all

rusty about her, and those things that already relished of the spring



had put forth the tender and lively colours of the season. Even in the
unchangi ng face of the death-stone, changes were to be remarked; and in
the channeled lettering, the nbss began to renew itself in jewels of
green. By an afterthought that was a stroke of art, she had turned up
over her head the back of the kerchief; so that it now framed becom ngly
her vivaci ous and yet pensive face. Her feet were gathered under her on
the one side, and she | eaned on her bare arm which showed out strong

and round, tapered to a slimwist, and shinmered in the fading |ight.

Young Herm ston was struck with a certain chill. He was reninded that
he now dealt in serious matters of life and death. This was a grown
worman he was approachi ng, endowed with her nysterious potencies and
attractions, the treasury of the continued race, and he was neither
better nor worse than the average of his sex and age. He had a certain
del i cacy which had preserved himhitherto unspotted, and which (had
either of them guessed it) made hima nore dangerous conpani on when his
heart should be really stirred. H's throat was dry as he canme near; but
t he appeal ing sweetness of her snile stood between themlike a guardian

angel .

For she turned to himand smiled, though without rising. There was a

shade in this cavalier greeting that neither of them perceived; neither
he, who sinply thought it gracious and charmi ng as herself; nor yet she,
who did not observe (quick as she was) the difference between rising to

meet the laird, and remaining seated to receive the expected admirer

"Are ye stepping west, Herniston?" said she, giving himhis territoria

name after the fashion of the country-side.

"I was," said he, alittle hoarsely, "but |I think I will be about the
end of ny stroll now. Are you like me, Mss Christina? The house woul d

not hold me. | cane here seeking air."



He took his seat at the other end of the tonbstone and studi ed her
wonderi ng what was she. There was infinite inport in the question alike

for her and him

"Ay," she said. "l couldna bear the roof either. 1t's a habit of mne

to conme up here about the gloanmng when it's quaiet and caller.”

"It was a habit of ny nother's also," he said gravely. The recollection

hal f startled himas he expressed it. He |ooked around. "I have scarce
been here since. It's peaceful,” he said, with a |ong breath.
"It's no like dasgow," she replied. "A weary place, yon dasgow But

what a day have | had for ny honmeconi ng, and what a bonny evening!"

"Indeed, it was a wonderful day," said Archie. "I think | will renenber
it years and years until | come to die. On days like this - | do not
know i f you feel as | do - but everything appears so brief, and fragile,
and exquisite, that | amafraid to touch Iife. W are here for so short
atine; and all the old people before us - Rutherfords of Herniston
Elliotts of the Caul dstaneslap - that were here but a while since riding
about and keeping up a great noise in this quiet corner - naking |ove
too, and marrying - why, where are they now? It's deadly conmmonpl ace,

but, after all, the comonpl aces are the great poetic truths.”

He was soundi ng her, sem -consciously, to see if she coul d understand
him to learn if she were only an aninal the col our of flowers, or had a
soul in her to keep her sweet. She, on her part, her neans well in
hand, watched, womanlike, for any opportunity to shine, to abound in his
hunour, whatever that might be. The dramatic artist, that |ies dornmant
or only half awake in nost human beings, had in her sprung to his feet
in a divine fury, and chance had served her well. She | ooked upon him
with a subdued twilight | ook that became the hour of the day and the
train of thought; earnestness shone through her like stars in the purple

west; and fromthe great but controlled upheaval of her whole nature



there passed into her voice, and rang in her lightest words, a thrill of

enoti on.

"Have you mi nd of Dand's song?" she answered. "I think he'll have been

trying to say what you have been thinking."

"No, | never heard it,'

he said. "Repeat it to ne, can you?"

"I't's nothing wanting the tune," said Kirstie.

"Then sing it ne," said he.

"On the Lord's Day? That would never do, M. Wir!"

"I amafraid | amnot so strict a keeper of the Sabbath, and there is no
one in this place to hear us, unless the poor old ancient under the

stone. "

"No that I"'mthinking that really,"” she said. "By ny way of thinking,

it's just as serious as a psalm WIIl | sooth it to ye, then?"

"If you please," said he, and, drawi ng near to her on the tonbstone,

prepared to |isten.

She sat up as if to sing. "I'll only can sooth it to ye," she expl ai ned
"I wouldna like to sing out |oud on the Sabbath. | think the birds
would carry news of it to Glbert," and she snmled. "It's about the

Elliotts," she continued, "and | think there's few bonnier bits in the

book- poets, though Dand has never got printed yet."

And she began, in the low, clear tones of her half voice, now sinking
al nrost to a whisper, nowrising to a particular note which was her best,

and which Archie learned to wait for with grow ng enotion:-



"Othey rade in the rain, in the days that are gane,
In the rain and the wind and the | ave,

They shoutit in the ha" and they routit on the hill
But they're a' quaitit noo in the grave.

Auld, auld Elliotts, clay-cauld Elliotts, dour, bauld Elliotte of auld!"

Al'l the tinme she sang she | ooked steadfastly before her, her knees

strai ght, her hands upon her knee, her head cast back and up. The
expressi on was adnmirabl e throughout, for had she not learned it fromthe
Iips and under the criticismof the author? Wen it was done, she
turned upon Archie a face softly bright, and eyes gently suffused and
shining in the twilight, and his heart rose and went out to her wth
boundl ess pity and synpathy. Hi s question was answered. She was a
human being tuned to a sense of the tragedy of life; there were pathos

and nusic and a great heart in the girl.

He arose instinctively, she also; for she saw she had gai ned a point,
and scored the inpression deeper, and she had wit enough left to flee
upon a victory. They were but conmonpl aces that renmained to be
exchanged, but the |ow, noved voices in which they passed nmade them
sacred in the nenory. 1In the falling greyness of the eveni ng he wat ched
her figure wi nding through the norass, sawit turn a last time and wave
a hand, and then pass through the Slap; and it seenmed to himas if
somet hing went along with her out of the deepest of his heart. And
somet hing surely had come, and conme to dwell there. He had retained
from chil dhood a picture, now half obliterated by the passage of tinme
and the multitude of fresh inpressions, of his nother telling him wth
the fluttered earnestness of her voice, and often with dropping tears,

the tale of the "Praying Weaver," on the very scene of his brief tragedy
and | ong repose. And now there was a conpani on pi ece; and he behel d,

and he shoul d behold for ever, Christina perched on the sane tonb, in



the grey colours of the evening, gracious, dainty, perfect as a flower,

and she al so singi ng-

"Of old, unhappy far off things,

And battles |long ago,"

of their comon ancestors now dead, of their rude wars conposed, their
weapons buried with them and of these strange changelings, their
descendants, who lingered a little in their places, and woul d soon be
gone al so, and perhaps sung of by others at the gl oaning hour. By one
of the unconscious arts of tenderness the two wonen were enshrined
together in his nenory. Tears, in that hour of sensibility, cane into
his eyes indifferently at the thought of either; and the girl, from
bei ng somet hing nmerely bright and shapely, was caught up into the zone
of things serious as life and death and his dead nother. So that in al
ways and on either side, Fate played his ganme artfully with this poor
pair of children. The generations were prepared, the pangs were made

ready, before the curtain rose on the dark drana.

In the same nmonment of time that she di sappeared from Archie, there
opened before Kirstie's eyes the cup-like hollow in which the farml ay.
She saw, sone five hundred feet bel ow her, the house making itself
bright with candles, and this was a broad hint to her to hurry. For
they were only kindled on a Sabbath night with a viewto that fanmly

wor shi p which rounded in the inconparable tediumof the day and brought
on the rel axation of supper. Already she knew that Robert nust be

wi thin-sides at the head of the table, "waling the portions"; for it was
Robert in his quality of family priest and judge, not the gifted

G lbert, who officiated. She made good time accordingly down the steep
ascent, and cane up to the door panting as the three younger brothers,
all roused at last fromslunber, stood together in the cool and the dark

of the evening with a fry of nephews and ni eces about them chatting and



awai ting the expected signal. She stood back; she had no mind to direct

attention to her late arrival or to her |abouring breath.

"Kirstie, ye have shaved it this tine, ny lass?" said Cem "Waur were

ye?"

"O, just taking a dander by nysel'," said Kirstie.

And the tal k continued on the subject of the American War, without
further reference to the truant who stood by themin the covert of the

dusk, thrilling with happiness and the sense of guilt.

The signal was given, and the brothers began to go in one after another

amd the jostle and throng of Hob's children.

Only Dandie, waiting till the last, caught Kirstie by the arm "Wen

did ye begin to dander in pink hosen, Mstress Elliott?" he whispered

slyly.

She | ooked down; she was one blush. "I maun have forgotten to change
them" said she; and went into prayers in her turn with a troubled nind,
bet ween anxiety as to whether Dand should have observed her yell ow
stocki ngs at church, and should thus detect her in a pal pable fal sehood,
and shame that she had al ready nade good his prophecy. She renenbered
the words of it, howit was to be when she had gotten a jo, and that
that would be for good and evil. "WII | have gotten my jo now?" she

thought with a secret rapture.

And all through prayers, where it was her principal business to concea
the pink stockings fromthe eyes of the indifferent Ms. Hob - and all

t hrough supper, as she nmade a feint of eating and sat at the table

radi ant and constrai ned - and again when she had | eft themand cone into

her chanber, and was al one with her sleeping niece, and could at |ast



| ay aside the arnour of society - the sane words sounded within her, the
same profound note of happiness, of a world all changed and renewed, of
a day that had been passed in Paradise, and of a night that was to be
heaven opened. All night she seened to be conveyed snoothly upon a

shal | ow stream of sleep and waki ng, and through the bowers of Beul ah

all night she cherished to her heart that exquisite hope; and if,
towards norning, she forgot it a while in a nore profound

unconsci ousness, it was to catch again the rai nbow thought wi th her

first nonent of awaking.

CHAPTER VI - ENTER MEPHI STOPHELES

TWD days later a gig from Crossmi chael deposited Frank Innes at the
doors of Hermiston. Once in a way, during the past winter, Archie, in
some acute phase of boredom had witten hima letter. It had contained
something in the nature of an invitation or a reference to an invitation
- precisely what, neither of them now renenbered. Wen Innes had
received it, there had been nothing further fromhis nmind than to bury
hinself in the nbors with Archie; but not even the nost acute politica
heads are guided through the steps of life with unerring directness.

That would require a gift of prophecy which has been denied to nan. For
i nstance, who could have inmagi ned that, not a nonth after he had
received the letter, and turned it into nockery, and put off answering
it, and in the end lost it, msfortunes of a gloony cast should begin to
thi cken over Frank's career? Hi s case may be briefly stated. His
father, a small Mrayshire laird with a large fanmly, becane
recalcitrant and cut off the supplies; he had fitted hinself out with

t he begi nnings of quite a good law library, which, upon some sudden

| osses on the turf, he had been obliged to sell before they were paid

for; and his bookseller, hearing some runour of the event, took out a



warrant for his arrest. Innes had early word of it, and was able to
take precautions. In this imediate welter of his affairs, with an

unpl easant charge hanging over him he had judged it the part of
prudence to be off instantly, had witten a fervid letter to his father
at Inverauld, and put hinmself in the coach for Crossmichael. Any port
inastorm He was manfully turning his back on the Parlianent House
and its gay babble, on porter and oysters, the race-course and the ring;
and manfully prepared, until these clouds should have bl own by, to share

a living grave with Archie Weir at Herniston

To do himjustice, he was no | ess surprised to be going than Archie was
to see himcone; and he carried off his wonder with an infinitely better

grace.

"Wll, here | am" said he, as he alighted. "Pylades has cone to
Orestes at last. By the way, did you get ny answer? No? How very
provoking! Well, here | amto answer for nyself, and that's better

still.”

"I amvery glad to see you, of course,” said Archie. "I make you
heartily wel come, of course. But you surely have not cone to stay, wth

the Courts still sitting; is that not nost unw se?"

"Damm the Courts!" says Frank. "What are the Courts to friendship and a

little fishing?"

And so it was agreed that he was to stay, with no termto the visit but
the termwhich he had privily set to it hinself - the day, nanely, when
his father should have come down with the dust, and he should be able to
paci fy the bookseller. On such vague conditions there began for these
two young nmen (who were not even friends) a life of great famliarity
and, as the days drew on, less and less intimacy. They were together at

meal tines, together o' nights when the hour had cone for whisky-toddy;



but it m ght have been noticed (had there been any one to pay heed) that
they were rarely so nmuch together by day. Archie had Hermiston to
attend to, nultifarious activities in the hills, in which he did not
require, and had even refused, Frank's escort. He would be off
sometines in the norning and | eave only a note on the breakfast table to
announce the fact; and sonetines, with no notice at all, he would not
return for dinner until the hour was |long past. |nnes groaned under
these desertions; it required all his philosophy to sit down to a
solitary breakfast with conposure, and all his unaffected good-nature to
be able to greet Archie with friendliness on the nore rare occasi ons

when he canme hone | ate for dinner

"l wonder what on earth he finds to do, Ms. Elliott?" said he one

nmorni ng, after he had just read the hasty billet and sat down to table.

"I suppose it will be business, sir,"” replied the housekeeper drily,

measuring his distance off to himby an indicated curtsy.

"But | can't inmgine what business!" he reiterated.

"I suppose it will be H' S business," retorted the austere Kirstie

He turned to her with that happy brightness that nade the charmof his

di sposition, and broke into a peal of healthy and natural [|aughter

"Well played, Ms. Eliott!" he cried; and the housekeeper's face

rel axed into the shadow of an iron snmile. "WlIl played indeed!" said

he. "But you rmust not be making a stranger of nme like that. Wy,
Archie and | were at the Hi gh School together, and we've been to coll ege
together, and we were going to the Bar together, when - you know Dear
dear ne! what a pity that was! A life spoiled, a fine young fellow as
good as buried here in the wilderness with rustics; and all for what? A
frolic, silly, if you like, but no nore. God, how good your scones are,

Ms. Elliott!"



"They're no nines, it was the lassie nade them" said Kirstie; "and,

savi ng your presence, there's little sense in taking the Lord' s nane in

vain about idle vivers that you fill your kyte w'.

"I daresay you're perfectly right, ma'am™ quoth the inperturbable
Frank. "But as | was saying, this is a pitiable business, this about
poor Archie; and you and | might do worse than put our heads together
like a couple of sensible people, and bring it to an end. Let me tel
you, ma'am that Archie is really quite a pronising young nan, and in ny
opi nion he would do well at the Bar. As for his father, no one can deny
his ability, and I don't fancy any one would care to deny that he has

the deil's own tenper -

"I'f you'll excuse nme, M. Innes, | think the lass is crying on ne," said

Kirstie, and flounced fromthe room

"The dammed, cross-grained, old broonstick!" ejacul ated | nnes.

In the meantine, Kirstie had escaped into the kitchen, and before her

vassal gave vent to her feelings.

"Here, ettercap! Ye'll have to wait on yon Innes! | canna haud nysel f
in. “Puir Erchie!" 1'd “puir Erchie' him if | had ny way! And
Hermiston with the deil's ain tenper! God, let himtake Herm ston's
scones out of his mouth first. There's no a hair on ayther o' the Wirs
that hasna nmair spunk and dirdumto it than what he has in his hale

dwai bly body! Settin' up his snash to ne! Let himgang to the black

toon where he's nebbe wantit - birling in a curricle - wi' pimtumon

his heid - making a ness o' hinsel' wi' nesty hizzies - a fair
di sgrace!” It was inpossible to hear without admiration Kirstie's
graduat ed di sgust, as she brought forth, one after another, these

somewhat basel ess charges. Then she renenbered her inmmedi ate purpose,



and turned again on her fascinated auditor. "Do ye no hear ne, tawpie?
Do ye no hear what I'mtellin' ye? WIIl | have to shoo ye in to hinf

If I come to attend to ye, mistress!”™ And the maid fled the kitchen

whi ch had becone practically dangerous, to attend on Innes' wants in the

front parlour.

TANTAENE | RAE? Has the reader perceived the reason? Since Frank's
com ng there were no nore hours of gossip over the supper tray! Al his
bl andi shnments were in vain; he had started handi capped on the race for

Ms. Elliott's favour.

But it was a strange thing how misfortune dogged himin his efforts to
be genial. | nust guard the reader against accepting Kirstie's epithets
as evidence; she was nore concerned for their vigour than for their
accuracy. Dwaibly, for instance; nothing could be nore cal umi ous.
Frank was the very picture of good |ooks, good hunour, and manly yout h.
He had bright eyes with a sparkle and a dance to them curly hair, a
charming smle, brilliant teeth, an admirable carriage of the head, the
| ook of a gentleman, the address of one accustonmed to pl ease at first
sight and to inprove the inpression. And with all these advantages, he
failed with every one about Hermiston; with the silent shepherd, with

t he obsequi ous grieve, with the groom who was al so the pl oughman, with
the gardener and the gardener's sister - a pious, down-hearted wonan
with a shawl over her ears - he failed equally and flatly. They did not
like him and they showed it. The little maid, indeed, was an
exception; she adnmired hi mdevoutly, probably dreamed of himin her
private hours; but she was accustonmed to play the part of silent auditor
to Kirstie's tirades and silent recipient of Kirstie's buffets, and she
had | earned not only to be a very capable girl of her years, but a very
secret and prudent one besides. Frank was thus conscious that he had
one ally and synpathiser in the mdst of that general union of disfavour
that surrounded, watched, and waited on himin the house of Herm ston

but he had little confort or society fromthat alliance, and the denure



little maid (twelve on her |ast birthday) preserved her own counsel, and
tripped on his service, brisk, dunbly responsive, but inexorably
unconversational. For the others, they were beyond hope and beyond
endurance. Never had a young Apoll o been cast anobng such rustic
barbarians. But perhaps the cause of his ill-success lay in one trait
whi ch was habitual and unconscious with him yet diagnostic of the man.
It was his practice to approach any one person at the expense of sone
one else. He offered you an alliance against the some one else; he
flattered you by slighting him you were drawn into a small intrigue
agai nst him before you knew how. Wonderful are the virtues of this
process generally; but Frank's m stake was in the choice of the sone one
else. He was not politic in that; he listened to the voice of
irritation. Archie had offended himat first by what he had felt to be
rather a dry reception, had offended himsince by his frequent absences.
He was besides the one figure continually present in Frank's eye; and it
was to his i medi ate dependants that Frank could offer the snare of his
synmpathy. Now the truth is that the Wirs, father and son, were
surrounded by a posse of strenuous loyalists. O ny lord they were
vastly proud. It was a distinction in itself to be one of the vassals
of the "Hangi ng Judge," and his gross, formidable joviality was far from
unpopul ar in the nei ghbourhood of his home. For Archie they had, one
and all, a sensitive affection and respect which recoiled froma word of

belittl enent.

Nor was Frank nore successful when he went farther afield. To the Four
Bl ack Brothers, for instance, he was antipathetic in the highest degree.
Hob thought himtoo light, Gb too profane. Cem who saw himbut for a
day or two before he went to d asgow, wanted to know what the fule's
busi ness was, and whether he meant to stay here all session tine!

"Yon's a drone," he pronounced. As for Dand, it will be enough to
describe their first meeting, when Frank had been whipping a river and

the rustic celebrity chanced to cone al ong the path.



"I'mtold you're quite a poet," Frank had said.

"Wha tell't ye that, nmannie?" had been the unconciliating answer.

"O, everybody!" says Frank

"God! Here's fanme!" said the sardonic poet, and he had passed on his

way.

Cone to think of it, we have here perhaps a truer explanation of Frank's
failures. Had he met M. Sheriff Scott he could have turned a neater
conplinent, because M. Scott would have been a friend worth naking.
Dand, on the other hand, he did not val ue sixpence, and he showed it
even while he tried to flatter. Condescension is an excellent thing,

but it is strange how one-sided the pleasure of it is! He who goes
fishing anong the Scots peasantry with condescension for a bait wll

have an enpty basket by eveni ng.

In proof of this theory Frank nade a great success of it at the
Crossnichael Club, to which Archie took himimediately on his arrival
his own | ast appearance on that scene of gaiety. Frank was made wel cone
there at once, continued to go regularly, and had attended a neeting (as
the menbers ever after loved to tell) on the evening before his death.
Young Hay and young Pringle appeared again. There was another supper at
W ndi cl aws, another dinner at Driffel; and it resulted in Frank being
taken to the bosom of the county people as unreservedly as he had been
repudi ated by the country folk. He occupied Herm ston after the manner
of an invader in a conquered capital. He was perpetually issuing from
it, as froma base, to toddy parties, fishing parties, and dinner
parties, to which Archie was not invited, or to which Archie would not
go. It was now that the nane of The Recl use becanme general for the
young nan. Sone say that Innes invented it; Innes, at |east, spread it

abr oad.



"How s all with your Recluse to-day?" people would ask

"O, reclusing away!" Innes would declare, with his bright air of saying
something witty; and inmrediately interrupt the general |aughter which he
had provoked much nore by his air than his words, "M nd you, it's al
very well laughing, but I'mnot very well pleased. Poor Archie is a
good fellow, an excellent fellow, a fellow | always liked. | think it
small of himto take his little disgrace so hard, and shut hinself up
"Grant that it is a ridiculous story, painfully ridiculous,' | keep
telling him 'Be a man! Live it down, man!' But not he. O course,
it's just solitude, and shane, and all that. But | confess |I'm
beginning to fear the result. 1t would be all the pities in the world
if areally promsing fellowlike Weir was to end ill. [I'mseriously

tenpted to wite to Lord Hernmiston, and put it plainly to him"

"I would if | were you," sone of his auditors would say, shaking the
head, sitting bew |dered and confused at this new view of the matter, so
deftly indicated by a single word. "A capital idea!" they woul d add,
and wonder at the APLOMB and position of this young nman, who tal ked as a
matter of course of witing to Hermiston and correcting himupon his

private affairs.

And Frank woul d proceed, sweetly confidential: "I'lIl give you an idea,
now. He's actually sore about the way that |I'mreceived and he's |eft
out in the county - actually jealous and sore. |'ve rallied himand
I've reasoned with him told himthat every one was nost kindly inclined
towards him told himeven that | was received nerely because | was his
guest. But it's no use. He will neither accept the invitations he
gets, nor stop brooding about the ones where he's left out. VWhat |'m
afraid of is that the wound's ulcerating. He had al ways one of those
dark, secret, angry natures - a little underhand and plenty of bile -
you know the sort. He nust have inherited it fromthe Wirs, whoml

suspect to have been a worthy fam |y of weavers sonewhere; what's the



cant phrase? - sedentary occupation. |It's precisely the kind of
character to go wong in a false position |like what his father's nade
for him or he's making for hinself, whichever you like to call it. And

for nmy part, | think it a disgrace," Frank woul d say generously.

Presently the sorrow and anxiety of this disinterested friend took
shape. He began in private, in conversations of two, to talk vaguely of
bad habits and |ow habits. "I nust say |'mafraid he's going wong

al together,"” he would say. "I'Il tell you plainly, and between
ourselves, | scarcely like to stay there any longer; only, man, I'm
positively afraid to | eave himalone. You'll see, | shall be blaned for
it later on. I'mstaying at a great sacrifice. |'m hindering ny
chances at the Bar, and | can't blind ny eyes to it. And what |I'm

afraid of is that 1'mgoing to get kicked for it all round before all's

done. You see, nobody believes in friendship nowadays."

"Well, Innes," his interlocutor would reply, "it's very good of you, |
must say that. |If there's any blame going, you'll always be sure of MY

good word, for one thing."

"Well," Frank would continue, "candidly, | don't say it's pleasant. He
has a very rough way with him his father's son, you know. | don't say
he's rude - of course, | couldn't be expected to stand that - but he

steers very near the wind. No, it's not pleasant; but | tell ye, nman,
in conscience | don't think it would be fair to leave him Mnd you, |
don't say there's anything actually wong. Wat | say is that | don't
like the looks of it, man!" and he would press the armof his nonentary

confi dant.

In the early stages | am persuaded there was no nalice. He talked but
for the pleasure of airing hinself. He was essentially glib, as becones
the young advocate, and essentially careless of the truth, which is the

mark of the young ass; and so he talked at random There was no



particul ar bias, but that one which is indigenous and universal, to
flatter hinmself and to please and interest the present friend. And by
thus milling air out of his nmouth, he had presently built up a
presentation of Archie which was known and tal ked of in all corners of
the county. \herever there was a residential house and a wal |l ed garden
wherever there was a dwarfish castle and a park, wherever a quadruple
cottage by the ruins of a peel-tower showed an old fam |y goi ng down,
and wherever a handsone villa with a carriage approach and a shrubbery
mar ked the coming up of a new one - probably on the wheels of nachinery
- Archie began to be regarded in the light of a dark, perhaps a vicious
mystery, and the future devel opnents of his career to be | ooked for with
uneasi ness and confidential whispering. He had done sonet hing

di sgraceful, ny dear. Wat, was not precisely known, and that good ki nd
young man, M. Innes, did his best to make light of it. But there it
was. And M. Innes was very anxious about himnow, he was really
uneasy, ny dear; he was positively wecking his own prospects because he
dared not |eave himalone. How wholly we all lie at the mercy of a
single prater, not needfully with any malign purpose! And if a nan but
talks of hinself in the right spirit, refers to his virtuous actions by
the way, and never applies to themthe nanme of virtue, how easily his

evidence is accepted in the court of public opinion

Al'l this while, however, there was a nore poi sonous fernent at work
between the two | ads, which cane |ate indeed to the surface, but had
nmodi fi ed and magni fied their dissensions fromthe first. To an idle,
shal | ow, easy-going custoner |ike Frank, the snmell of a nystery was
attractive. It gave his nind sonething to play with, Iike a newtoy to
a child; and it took himon the weak side, for |ike many young nen
comng to the Bar, and before they had been tried and found wanting, he
flattered hinself he was a fell ow of unusual quickness and penetration
They knew not hi ng of Sherlock Hol nes in those days, but there was a good
deal said of Talleyrand. And if you could have caught Frank off his

guard, he would have confessed with a snmirk that, if he resenbl ed any



one, it was the Marquis de Talleyrand-Perigord. It was on the occasion
of Archie's first absence that this interest took root. It was vastly
deepened when Kirstie resented his curiosity at breakfast, and that same
afternoon there occurred another scene which clinched the business. He
was fishing Swi ngl eburn, Archie acconpanying him when the latter |ooked

at his watch.

"Wl |, good-bye,"” said he. "I have sonething to do. See you at
di nner."
"Don't be in such a hurry," cries Frank. "Hold on till I get my rod up

I"1l go with you; I'msick of flogging this ditch."

And he began to reel up his line.

Archi e stood speechless. He took a long while to recover his wits under
this direct attack; but by the tinme he was ready with his answer, and
the angl e was al nost packed up, he had becone conpletely Wir, and the
hangi ng face gl oonmed on his young shoul ders. He spoke with a | aboured
composure, a | aboured kindness even; but a child could see that his mnd

was made up.

"l beg your pardon, Innes; | don't want to be di sagreeable, but |et us
under stand one another fromthe beginning. Wen | want your conpany,

"Il let you know. "

"a" cries Frank, "you don't want ny conpany, don't you?"

"Apparently not just now," replied Archie. "I even indicated to you
when | did, if you'll renenber - and that was at dinner. If we two
fellows are to live together pleasantly - and | see no reason why we
should not - it can only be by respecting each other's privacy. If we

begin intruding - "



"O, cone! [|'Il take this at no man's hands. 1s this the way you treat

a guest and an old friend?" cried Innes.

"Just go honme and think over what | said by yourself,"” continued Archie,
"whet her it's reasonable, or whether it's really offensive or not; and
let's meet at dinner as though nothing had happened, |I'Il put it this

way, if you like - that I know ny own character, that |I'm | ooking

forward (with great pleasure, | assure you) to a long visit fromyou
and that |'mtaking precautions at the first. | see the thing that we -
that I, if you like - mght fall out upon, and I step in and OBSTO
PRINCIPIIS. | wager you five pounds you'll end by seeing that | nean
friendliness, and | assure you, Francie, | do," he added, relenting.

Bursting with anger, but incapable of speech, |Innes shoul dered his rod,
made a gesture of farewell, and strode off down the burn-side. Archie
wat ched himgo without noving. He was sorry, but quite unashaned. He
hated to be inhospitable, but in one thing he was his father's son. He
had a strong sense that his house was his own and no nman else's; and to
lie at a guest's nercy was what he refused. He hated to seem harsh

But that was Frank's lookout. |f Frank had been commonly discreet, he
woul d have been decently courteous. And there was anot her
consideration. The secret he was protecting was not his own nerely; it
was hers: it belonged to that inexpressible she who was fast taking
possession of his soul, and whom he woul d soon have defended at the cost
of burning cities. By the tinme he had watched Frank as far as the

Swi ngl ebur n-foot, appearing and di sappearing in the tarnished heather
still stalking at a fierce gait but already dw ndled in the distance
into less than the snallness of Lilliput, he could afford to snile at
the occurrence. Either Frank would go, and that would be a relief - or
he woul d continue to stay, and his host nmust continue to endure him
And Archie was now free - by devious paths, behind hillocks and in the
hol | ow of burns - to make for the trysting-place where Kirstie, cried

about by the curlew and the plover, waited and burned for his com ng by



t he Covenanter's stone.

Innes went off down-hill in a passion of resentnent, easy to be
under st ood, but which yielded progressively to the needs of his
situation. He cursed Archie for a cold-hearted, unfriendly, rude, rude
dog; and hinself still nore passionately for a fool in having cone to
Her mi st on when he m ght have sought refuge in al nost any other house in
Scotland. But the step once taken, was practically irretrievable. He
had no nore ready noney to go anywhere el se; he would have to borrow
from Archie the next club-night; and ill as he thought of his host's
manners, he was sure of his practical generosity. Frank's resenbl ance
to Talleyrand strikes nme as inmaginary; but at |east not Talleyrand

hi nsel f could have nore obediently taken his lesson fromthe facts. He
met Archie at dinner without resentnment, alnost with cordiality. You
must take your friends as you find them he would have said. Archie
couldn't help being his father's son, or his grandfather's, the

hypot heti cal weaver's, grandson. The son of a hunks, he was still a
hunks at heart, incapable of true generosity and consideration; but he
had other qualities with which Frank could divert hinmself in the
meanwhi |l e, and to enjoy which it was necessary that Frank shoul d keep

his tenper.

So excellently was it controlled that he awoke next nmorning with his
head full of a different, though a cognate subject. Wat was Archie's
little ganme? Wiy did he shun Frank's conpany? What was he keeping
secret? WAs he keeping tryst with sonebody, and was it a woman? It
woul d be a good joke and a fair revenge to discover. To that task he
set hinself with a great deal of patience, which nmight have surprised
his friends, for he had been always credited not with patience so nmuch
as brilliancy; and little by little, fromone point to another, he at

| ast succeeded in piecing out the situation. First he renarked that,

al though Archie set out in all the directions of the conpass, he al ways

came home again from some point between the south and west. Fromthe



study of a map, and in consideration of the great expanse of untenanted
moor | and running in that direction towards the sources of the Cyde, he
laid his finger on Caul dstaneslap and two ot her nei ghbouring farns,
Kingsmuirs and Polintarf. But it was difficult to advance farther

Wth his rod for a pretext, he vainly visited each of themin turn
not hi ng was to be seen suspicious about this trinity of noorland
settlenents. He would have tried to follow Archie, had it been the

| east possible, but the nature of the land precluded the idea. He did
the next best, ensconced hinself in a quiet corner, and pursued his
movenents with a telescope. It was equally in vain, and he soon wearied
of his futile vigilance, left the tel escope at home, and had al nost
given the matter up in despair, when, on the twenty-seventh day of his
visit, he was suddenly confronted with the person whom he sought. The
first Sunday Kirstie had managed to stay away fromkirk on sonme pretext
of indisposition, which was nore truly nodesty; the pleasure of

behol ding Archie seem ng too sacred, too vivid for that public place.
On the two follow ng, Frank had hinsel f been absent on sonme of his
excursi ons anong the nei ghbouring famlies. It was not until the
fourth, accordingly, that Frank had occasion to set eyes on the
enchantress. Wth the first |ook, all hesitation was over. She cane
with the Caul dstanesl ap party; then she |ived at Caul dstaneslap. Here
was Archie's secret, here was the worman, and nore than that - though
have need here of every nmanageabl e attenuati on of |anguage - with the
first ook, he had already entered hinself as rival. It was a good dea
in pique, it was a little in revenge, it was rmuch in genuine admration
the devil may decide the proportions! | cannot, and it is very likely

that Frank coul d not.

"M ghty attractive mlkmaid," he observed, on the way hone.

"Who?" said Archie.

"O, the girl you're looking at - aren't you? Forward there on the road.



She cane attended by the rustic bard; presumably, therefore, belongs to
his exalted famly. The single objection! for the four black brothers
are awkward custoners. |If anything were to go wong, G b would gi bber

and G emwould prove inclenment; and Dand fly in danders, and Hob bl ow up

in gobbets. It would be a Helliott of a business!"”
"Very hunorous, | amsure,” said Archie.
"Wll, | amtrying to be so," said Frank. "It's none too easy in this

pl ace, and with your solem society, ny dear fellow. But confess that
the m | kmaid has found favour in your eyes, or resign all claimto be a

man of taste."

"I't is no matter," returned Archie.

But the other continued to | ook at him steadily and quizzically, and
his colour slowy rose and deepened under the glance, until not

i mpudence itself could have denied that he was blushing. And at this
Archie lost some of his control. He changed his stick fromone hand to

the other, and - "O for God's sake, don't be an ass!" he cried.

"Ass? That's the retort delicate wi thout doubt," says Frank. "Beware
of the honespun brothers, dear. |If they cone into the dance, you'll see
who's an ass. Think now, if they only applied (say) a quarter as nuch
talent as | have applied to the question of what M. Archie does with
hi s evening hours, and why he is so unaffectedly nasty when the

subj ect’'s touched on -

"You are touching on it now," interrupted Archie with a w nce.

"Thank you. That was all | wanted, an articul ate confession," said

Fr ank.



"I beg to remnd you - began Archie.

But he was interrupted in turn. "M dear fellow, don't. It's quite

needl ess. The subject's dead and buried."

And Frank began to talk hastily on other matters, an art in which he was
an adept, for it was his gift to be fluent on anything or nothing. But
al t hough Archie had the grace or the tinmdity to suffer himto rattle
on, he was by no neans done with the subject. Wen he came hone to

di nner, he was greeted with a sly demand, how things were | ooking
"Caul dst anesl ap ways." Frank took his first glass of port out after
dinner to the toast of Kirstie, and later in the evening he returned to

t he charge agai n.

"I say, Weir, you'll excuse me for returning again to this affair. 1've
been thinking it over, and | wish to beg you very seriously to be nore

careful. It's not a safe business. Not safe, ny boy," said he.

"What ?" said Archie.

"Well, it's your owmn fault if |I nmust put a name on the thing; but
really, as a friend, | cannot stand by and see you rushi ng head down
into these dangers. M dear boy," said he, holding up a warni ng cigar

"consider! \What is to be the end of it?"

"The end of what?" - Archie, helpless with irritation, persisted in this

danger ous and ungraci ous guard.

"Wll, the end of the mlknmaid; or, to speak nore by the card, the end

of Mss Christina Elliott of the Caul dstanesl ap.”

"I assure you," Archie broke out, "this is all a fignment of your
i magi nati on. There is nothing to be said against that young |ady; you

have no right to introduce her nane into the conversation."”



"I'll make a note of it," said Frank. "She shall henceforth be

nanel ess, nanel ess, naneless, Gigalach! | nake a note besides of your
val uabl e testinony to her character. | only want to ook at this thing
as a man of the world. Adnmitted she's an angel - but, ny good fellow,

is she a |l ady?"

This was torture to Archie. "I beg your pardon," he said, struggling to

be conposed, "but because you have worned yourself into nmy confidence -

"O, cone!" cried Frank. "Your confidence? It was rosy but

unconsenting. Your confidence, indeed? Now, |ook! This is what | nust
say, Weir, for it concerns your safety and good character, and therefore
my honour as your friend. You say | wornmed nyself into your confidence.
Wrned is good. But what have | done? | have put two and two together
just as the parish will be doing tonorrow, and the whole of Tweeddale in
two weeks, and the black brothers - well, | won't put a date on that; it
will be a dark and stormy norning! Your secret, in other words, is poor
Poll's. And | want to ask of you as a friend whether you like the
prospect? There are two horns to your dilemm, and | nust say for
mysel f | should | ook mighty ruefully on either. Do you see yourself
explaining to the four Black Brothers? or do you see yourself presenting
the mlkmaid to papa as the future |ady of Hermiston? Do you? 1| tel

you plainly, | don't!"

Archie rose. "I will hear no nore of this," he said, in a trenbling
Voi ce.
But Frank again held up his cigar. "Tell me one thing first. Tell ne

if thisis not a friend' s part that | am playi ng?"

"I believe you think it so,"” replied Archle. "I can go as far as that.

I can do so nmuch justice to your notives. But | will hear no nore of



it. | amgoing to bed."

"That's right, Weir," said Frank heartily. "Go to bed and think over
it; and I say, nman, don't forget your prayers! | don't often do the
moral - don't go in for that sort of thing - but when | do there's one

thing sure, that | nean it."

So Archie nmarched off to bed, and Frank sat alone by the table for

anot her hour or so, smiling to hinmself richly. There was nothing
vindictive in his nature; but, if revenge cane in his way, it mght as
wel | be good, and the thought of Archie's pillow reflections that night
was indescribably sweet to him He felt a pleasant sense of power. He
| ooked down on Archie as on a very little boy whose strings he pulled -
as on a horse whom he had backed and bridl ed by sheer power of
intelligence, and whom he night ride to glory or the grave at pl easure.
Which was it to be? He lingered long, relishing the details of schenes
that he was too idle to pursue. Poor cork upon a torrent, he tasted
that night the sweets of omipotence, and brooded |ike a deity over the
strands of that intrigue which was to shatter himbefore the sumer

waned.

CHAPTER VIII - A NOCTURNAL VISIT

KI RSTI E had many causes of distress. Mre and nore as we grow old - and
yet nore and nore as we grow old and are wonen, frozen by the fear of
age - we cone to rely on the voice as the single outlet of the soul

Only thus, in the curtail ment of our neans, can we relieve the
straitened cry of the passion within us; only thus, in the bitter and
sensitive shyness of advancing years, can we nmaintain relations with

those vivacious figures of the young that still show before us and tend



daily to become no nore than the noving wall-paper of life. Talk is the
last link, the last relation. But with the end of the conversation

when the voice stops and the bright face of the listener is turned away,
solitude falls again on the bruised heart. Kirstie had | ost her "cannie
hour at e'en"; she could no nore wander with Archie, a ghost if you
will, but a happy ghost, in fields Elysian. And to her it was as if the
whole world had fallen silent; to him but an unrenmarkabl e change of
anusenments. And she raged to knowit. The effervescency of her
passionate and irritable nature rose within her at tinmes to bursting

poi nt .

This is the price paid by age for unseasonable ardours of feeling. It
must have been so for Kirstie at any time when the occasi on chanced; but
it so fell out that she was deprived of this delight in the hour when
she had nost need of it, when she had nbst to say, nobst to ask, and when
she trenbled to recogni se her sovereignty not nmerely in abeyance but
annul led. For, with the clairvoyance of a genuine |ove, she had pierced
the mystery that had so | ong enbarrassed Frank. She was conscious, even
before it was carried out, even on that Sunday ni ght when it began, of
an invasion of her rights; and a voice told her the invader's nane.
Since then, by arts, by accident, by small things observed, and by the
general drift of Archie's hunmour, she had passed beyond all possibility
of doubt. Wth a sense of justice that Lord Herm ston mi ght have

envi ed, she had that day in church considered and admitted the
attractions of the younger Kirstie; and with the profound humanity and
sentinentality of her nature, she had recogni sed the comi ng of fate.

Not thus would she have chosen. She had seen, in inagination, Archie
wedded to some tall, powerful, and rosy heroine of the golden | ocks,
made in her own image, for whom she woul d have strewed the bride-bed
with delight; and now she could have wept to see the anbition falsified.

But the gods had pronounced, and her doom was ot herw se.

She lay tossing in bed that night, besieged with feverish thoughts.



There were dangerous matters pending, a battle was toward, over the fate
of which she hung in jeal ousy, synpathy, fear, and alternate |oyalty and
disloyalty to either side. Now she was reincarnated in her niece, and
now in Archie. Now she saw, through the girl's eyes, the youth on his
knees to her, heard his persuasive instances with a deadly weakness, and
received his overnastering caresses. Anon, with a revul sion, her tenper
raged to see such utnost favours of fortune and | ove squandered on a
brat of a girl, one of her own house, using her own nane - a deadly
ingredient - and that "didna ken her ain nind an' was as bl ack's your
hat." Now she trenbled | est her deity should plead in vain, loving the
i dea of success for himlike a triunph of nature; anon, with returning
loyalty to her owmn fanmily and sex, she trenbled for Kirstie and the
credit of the Elliotts. And again she had a vision of herself, the day
over for her old-world tales and | ocal gossip, bidding farewell to her
last link with Iife and brightness and | ove; and behi nd and beyond, she
saw but the blank butt-end where she nust crawl to die. Had she then
come to the | ees? she, so great, so beautiful, with a heart as fresh as
agirl's and strong as wonanhood? It could not be, and yet it was so;
and for a noment her bed was horrible to her as the sides of the grave.
And she | ooked forward over a waste of hours, and saw herself go on to
rage, and trenble, and be softened, and rage again, until the day cane

and the | abours of the day nust be renewed.

Suddenly she heard feet on the stairs - his feet, and soon after the
sound of a wi ndowsash flung open. She sat up with her heart beating.
He had gone to his room al one, and he had not gone to bed. She night
agai n have one of her night cracks; and at the entrancing prospect, a
change cane over her mind; with the approach of this hope of pleasure,
all the baser netal becane inmediately obliterated from her thoughts.
She rose, all woman, and all the best of wonan, tender, pitiful, hating
the wong, loyal to her owm sex - and all the weakest of that dear

m scel | any, nourishing, cherishing next her soft heart, voicelessly

flattering, hopes that she would have di ed sooner than have



acknow edged. She tore off her nightcap, and her hair fell about her
shoul ders in profusion. Undying coquetry awoke. By the faint |ight of
her nocturnal rush, she stood before the | ooking-glass, carried her
shapely arms above her head, and gathered up the treasures of her
tresses. She was never backward to admire herself; that kind of nodesty
was a stranger to her nature; and she paused, struck with a pleased
wonder at the sight. "Ye daft auld wife!l" she said, answering a thought
that was not; and she blushed with the innocent consciousness of a
child. Hastily she did up the nmassive and shining coils, hastily donned
a wapper, and with the rushlight in her hand, stole into the hall.

Bel ow stairs she heard the clock ticking the deliberate seconds, and
Frank jingling with the decanters in the dining-room Aversion rose in
her, bitter and nmonentary. "Nesty, tippling puggy!" she thought; and
the next nmonent she had knocked guardedly at Archie's door and was

bi dden enter.

Archi e had been | ooking out into the ancient blackness, pierced here and
there with a rayless star; taking the sweet air of the noors and the
night into his bosom deeply; seeking, perhaps finding, peace after the
manner of the unhappy. He turned round as she cane in, and showed her a

pal e face agai nst the wi ndowfrarne.

"I's that you, Kirstie?" he asked. "Cone in!"

"I't's unco late, ny dear," said Kirstie, affecting unwllingness.

"No, no," he answered, "not at all. Conme in, if you want a crack. | am

not sleepy, God knows!"

She advanced, took a chair by the toilet table and the candl e, and set
the rushlight at her foot. Something - it might be in the conparative
di sorder of her dress, it might be the enotion that now welled in her

bosom - had touched her with a wand of transfornmation, and she seened



young with the youth of goddesses.

"M. Erchie," she began, "what's this that's conme to ye?"

"I am not aware of anything that has cone," said Archie, and bl ushed,

and repented bitterly that he had let her in.

"O, ny dear, that'll no dae!" said Kirstie. "It's ill to blend the eyes
of love. O M. Erchie, tak a thocht ere it's ower late. Ye shoul dna

be inpatient o' the braws o' life, they'Il a cone in their saison, |ike
the sun and the rain. Ye're young yet; ye've nony cantie years afore
ye. See and dinna weck yersel' at the outset |like sae nony ithers!

Hae patience - they telled ne aye that was the owerconme o' life - hae
patience, there's a braw day coning yet. Gude kens it never camto ne;

and here | am w ' nayther man nor bairn to ca' ny ain, wearying a

folks wi' nmy ill tongue, and you just the first, M. Erchie!"

"I have a difficulty in knowi ng what you nean," said Archie.

"Weel, and I'Il tell ye," she said. "It's just this, that |I'mfeared.
I"'mfeared for ye, ny dear. Renenber, your faither is a hard man,
reapi ng where he hasna sowed and gaithering where he hasna strawed.

It's easy speakin', but mnd! Ye'll have to look in the gurly face o'm
where it's ill to look, and vain to look for nercy. Ye mnd nme o' a
bonny ship pitten oot into the black and gowsty seas - ye're a' safe

still, sittin' quait and crackin' wi' Kirstie in your |own chal ner; but
whaur will ye be the norn, and in whatten horror o' the fearsone

tenpest, cryin' on the hills to cover ye?"

"Why, Kirstie, you're very enigmatical to-night - and very el oquent,"”

Archi e put in.

"And, ny dear M. Erchie," she continued, with a change of voice, "ye

mauna think that | canna synpathise wi' ye. Ye mauna think that |



havena been young nysel'. Lang syne, when | was a bit lassie, no twenty
yet - " She paused and sighed. "Cean and caller, w' a fit like the
hi nney bee," she continned. "I was aye big and buirdly, ye nmaun
understand; a bonny figure o' a woman, though |I say it that suldna -
built to rear bairns - braw bairns they suld hae been, and grand | woul d

hae likit it! But | was young, dear, wi' the bonny glint o' youth in ny

e'en, and little | dreamed |1'd ever be tellin' ye this, an auld, |anely,
rudas wifel Wel, M. Erchie, there was a |ad cam courtin' nme, as was
but naetural. Mny had conme before, and | would nane o' them But this
yin had a tongue to wile the birds frae the lift and the bees frae the

foxgl ove bells. Deary nme, but it's lang syne! Folk have dee'd sinsyne
and been buried, and are forgotten, and bairns been born and got nerrit

and got bairns o' their ain. Sinsyne woods have been plantit, and have

grawn up and are bonny trees, and the joes sit in their shadow, and

sinsyne aul d estates have changed hands, and there have been wars and

runours of wars on the face of the earth. And here I'mstill - like an
aul d droopit craw - lookin' on and craikin'! But, M. Erchie, do ye no
think that | have mind o' it a still? | was dwalling then in ny

faither's house; and it's a curious thing that we were whiles trysted in
the Deil's Hags. And do ye no think that I have mnd of the bonny
simrer days, the lang nmiles o' the bluid-red heather, the cryin' of the
whaups, and the lad and the lassie that was trysted? Do ye no think
that I mnd howthe hilly sweetness ran about ny hairt? Ay, M. Erchie
| ken the way o' it - fine do | ken the way - how the grace o' God takes
them I|ike Paul of Tarsus, when they think it |east, and drives the pair
o' theminto a land which is like a dream and the world and the fol ks
in't' are nae mair than clouds to the puir |assie, and heeven nae nair
than windle-straes, if she can but pleesure him Until Tam dee'd - that
was my story," she broke off to say, "he dee'd, and | wasna at the
buryin'. But while he was here, | could take care o' nysel'. And can

yon puir |assie?"

Kirstie, her eyes shining with unshed tears, stretched out her hand



towards hi m appealingly; the bright and the dull gold of her hair
flashed and snmoul dered in the coils behind her conely head, like the
rays of an eternal youth; the pure colour had risen in her face; and
Archi e was abashed alike by her beauty and her story. He cane towards

her slowy fromthe wi ndow, took up her hand in his and kissed it.

"Kirstie," he said hoarsely, "you have m sjudged ne sorely. | have

al ways t hought of her, | woul dna harm her for the universe, ny wonman!"

"Eh, lad, and that's easy sayin'," cried Kirstie, "but it's nane sae
easy doin'! Man, do ye no conprehend that it's God's wull we should be
bl endit and gl anobured, and have nae command over our ain nenbers at a
time like that? M bairn," she cried, still holding his hand, "think o

the puir lass! have pity upon her, Erchie! and O be wise for twa!

Think o' the risk she rins! | have seen ye, and what's to prevent
ithers! | saw ye once in the Hags, in ny ain how, and | was wae to see
ye there - in pairt for the onen, for | think there's a weird on the
place - and in pairt for pure nakit envy and bitterness o' hairt. 1It's

strange ye should forgather there tae! God! but yon puir, thrawn, auld
Covenanter's seen a heap o' human natur since he lookit his last on the
musket barrels, if he never saw nane afore,” she added, with a kind of

wonder in her eyes.

"I swear by ny honour | have done her no wong," said Archie. "I swear

by my honour and the redenption of nmy soul that there shall none be done

her. | have heard of this before. | have been foolish, Kirstie, not
unki nd, and, above all, not base."

"There's ny bairn!" said Kirstie, rising. "I'Il can trust ye noo, 1"l
can gang to ny bed wi' an easy hairt." And then she sawin a flash how

barren had been her triunph. Archie had pronmised to spare the girl, and
he woul d keep it; but who had prom sed to spare Archie? Wat was to be

the end of it? Over a maze of difficulties she glanced, and saw, at the



end of every passage, the flinty countenance of Hernmiston. And a kind
of horror fell upon her at what she had done. She wore a tragic mask
"Erchie, the Lord peety you, dear, and peety nme! | have buildit on this
foundation" - laying her hand heavily on his shoulder - "and buildit

hie, and pit nmy hairt in the buildin' of it. |If the hale hypothec were
to fa', I think, laddie, I would dee! Excuse a daft wife that |oves ye
and that kenned your mither. And for His nane's sake keep yersel' frae
i nordi nate desires; haud your heart in baith your hands, carry it canny
and laigh; dinna send it up like a hairn's kite into the collieshangic

o' the wnds! Mnd, Mister Erchie dear, that this life's a

di sappoi ntnent, and a nouthfu' o' nools is the appointed end.”

"Ay, but Kirstie, ny woman, you're asking ne ower nuch at l|ast," said
Archi e, profoundly noved, and | apsing into the broad Scots. "Ye're
aski ng what nae man can grant ye, what only the Lord of heaven can grant
ye if He see fit. Ay! And can even He! | can promi se ye what | shal

do, and you can depend on that. But how | shall feel - ny wonan, that

is long past thinking of!"

They were both standing by now opposite each other. The face of Archie

wore the wetched senbl ance of a smle; hers was convul sed for a nonment.

"Pronise ne ae thing," she cried in a sharp voice. "Pronise ne ye'l

never do naething without telling me."

"No, Kirstie, |I canna pronise ye that," he replied. "I have pronised

enough, God kens!"

"May the blessing of God Iift and rest upon ye dear!" she said.

"God bless ye, ny old friend," said he.



CHAPTER | X - AT THE WEAVER S STONE

IT was late in the afternoon when Archie drew near by the hill path to
the Praying Weaver's stone. The Hags were in shadow. But still,
through the gate of the Slap, the sun shot a last arrow, which sped far
and straight across the surface of the noss, here and there touching and
shining on a tussock, and lighted at length on the gravestone and the
smal | figure awaiting himthere. The enptiness and solitude of the
great noors seenmed to be concentrated there, and Kirstie pointed out by
that figure of sunshine for the only inhabitant. His first sight of her
was thus excruciatingly sad, like a glinpse of a world fromwhich all
light, confort, and society were on the point of vanishing. And the
next nonent, when she had turned her face to himand the quick smile had
enlightened it, the whole face of nature smled upon himin her snile of
wel come. Archie's slow pace was qui ckened; his | egs hasted to her

t hough his heart was hangi ng back. The girl, upon her side, drew
hersel f together slowy and stood up, expectant; she was all |anguor

her face was gone white; her arnms ached for him her soul was on tip-
toes. But he deceived her, pausing a few steps away, not |ess white

than herself, and holding up his hand with a gesture of denial

"No, Christina, not to-day," he said. "To-day | have to talk to you
seriously. Sit ye down, please, there where you were. Please!" he

r epeat ed.

The revul sion of feeling in Christina's heart was violent. To have
| onged and waited these weary hours for him rehearsing her endearnents
- to have seen himat |ast conme - to have been ready there, breathless,
whol |y passive, his to do what he would with - and suddenly to have
found herself confronted with a grey-faced, harsh school master - it was

too rude a shock. She could have wept, but pride withheld her. She sat



down on the stone, fromwhich she had arisen, part with the instinct of
obedi ence, part as though she had been thrust there. Wat was this?
Why was she rejected? Had she ceased to please? She stood here

of fering her wares, and he would none of theml And yet they were all
his! H s to take and keep, not his to refuse though! |In her quick
petul ant nature, a noment ago on fire with hope, thwarted | ove and
wounded vanity wought. The school naster that there is in all nen, to
the despair of all girls and nost wonen, was now conpletely in
possession of Archie. He had passed a night of sernons, a day of

reflection; he had come wound up to do his duty; and the set nouth,

which in himonly betrayed the effort of his will, to her seened the
expression of an averted heart. It was the same with his constrained
voi ce and enbarrassed utterance; and if so - if it was all over - the

pang of the thought took away from her the power of thinking.

He stood before her some way off. "Kirstie, there's been too rmuch of
this. W've seen too nmuch of each other." She | ooked up quickly and
her eyes contracted. "There's no good ever cones of these secret

meetings. They're not frank, not honest truly, and | ought to have seen

it. People have begun to talk; and it's not right of ne. Do you see?"

"I see sonebody will have been talking to ye," she said sullenly.

"They have, nore than one of them" replied Archie.

"And whae were they?" she cried. "And what kind o' |ove do ye ca' that,
that's ready to gang round like a whirligig at folk talking? Do ye

think they havena talked to nme?"

"Have they indeed?" said Archie, with a quick breath. "That is what |

feared. Wio were they? Wo has dared - ?"

Archie was on the point of losing his tenper.



As a matter of fact, not any one had talked to Christina on the matter;
and she strenuously repeated her own first question in a panic of self-

def ence.

"Ah, well! what does it matter?" he said. "They were good folk that

wi shed well to us, and the great affair is that there are people
talking. M dear girl, we have to be wise. W nust not weck our lives
at the outset. They nmay be | ong and happy yet, and we nust see to it,
Kirstie, like God's rational creatures and not |ike fool children

There is one thing we nmust see to before all. You're worth waiting for
Kirstie! worth waiting for a generation; it would be enough reward."

And here he renenbered the school master again, and very unwisely took to
following wisdom "The first thing that we nust see to, is that there
shal |l be no scandal about for ny father's sake. That would ruin all; do

ye no see that?"

Kirstie was a little pleased, there had been sone show of warnth of
sentinment in what Archie had said last. But the dull irritation stil
persisted in her bosom wth the aboriginal instinct, having suffered

hersel f, she wi shed to make Archi e suffer

And besi des, there had come out the word she had al ways feared to hear
fromhis lips, the nane of his father. It is not to be supposed that,
during so many days with a | ove avowed between them sone reference had
not been made to their conjoint future. It had in fact been often
touched upon, and fromthe first had been the sore point. Kirstie had
wilfully closed the eye of thought; she would not argue even with
hersel f; gallant, desperate little heart, she had accepted the conmand
of that suprene attraction |like the call of fate and marched blindfold
on her doom But Archie, with his nmasculine sense of responsibility,
must reason; he nmust dwell on sone future good, when the present good
was all in all to Kirstie; he must talk - and talk |l anely, as necessity

drove him- of what was to be. Again and again he had touched on



marriage; again and again been driven back into indistinctness by a
menory of Lord Hermiston. And Kirstie had been swift to understand and
qui ck to choke down and snother the understanding;, swift to leap up in
flane at a nention of that hope, which spoke volunmes to her vanity and
her | ove, that she might one day be Ms. Wir of Herm ston; swft, also,
to recognise in his stunbling or throttled utterance the death-knell of
t hese expectations, and constant, poor girl! in her |arge-ninded
madness, to go on and to reck nothing of the future. But these

unfini shed references, these blinks in which his heart spoke, and his
menory and reason rose up to silence it before the words were well
uttered, gave her unqualifiable agony. She was raised up and dashed
down again bleeding. The recurrence of the subject forced her, for
however short a tinme, to open her eyes on what she did not wish to see;
and it had invariably ended in another disappointnment. So now again, at
the mere wind of its coming, at the nmere nention of his father's nane -
who m ght seemindeed to have acconpanied themin their whole noorland
courtship, an awful figure in a wig with an ironical and bitter smle,

present to guilty consciousness - she fled fromit head down.

"Ye havena told nme yet," she said, "who was it spoke?"

"Your aunt for one,"” said Archie.

"Auntie Kirstie?" she cried. "And what do | care for nmy Auntie

Kirstie?"

"She cares a great deal for her niece," replied Archie, in kind reproof.

"Troth, and it's the first |1've heard of it," retorted the girl.

"The question here is not who it is, but what they say, what they have
noticed,"” pursued the lucid schoolmaster. "That is what we have to

think of in self-defence.”



"Auntie Kirstie, indeed! A bitter, thrawn auld nmaid that's fomented
trouble in the country before | was born, and will be doing it still, |
daur say, when I'mdeid! It's in her nature; it's as natural for her as

it's for a sheep to eat."”

"Pardon nme, Kirstie, she was not the only one," interposed Archie. "I
had two warnings, two sernons, |last night, both nost kind and
considerate. Had you been there, | pronise you you would have grat, ny

dear! And they opened nmy eyes. | saw we were going a wong way."

"Who was the other one?" Kirstie denmanded.

By this tine Archie was in the condition of a hunted beast. He had

conme, braced and resolute; he was to trace out a line of conduct for the
pair of themin a few cold, convincing sentences; he had now been there
some time, and he was still staggering round the outworks and undergoi ng

what he felt to be a savage cross-exam nation

"M. Frank!" she cried. "Wat nex', | would |like to ken?"

"He spoke nost kindly and truly."

"What |ike did he say?"

"I amnot going to tell you; you have nothing to do with that," cried
Archie, startled to find he had adnitted so nuch.
"O, | have naething to do with it!" she repeated, springing to her feet.

"A' body at Hermi ston's free to pass their opinions upon ne, but | have
naething to do wi' it! Ws this at prayers like? Did ye ca the grieve
into the consultation? Little wonder if a'body's talking, when ye nake
a' body yer confidants! But as you say, M. Wir, - nost kindly, nost

considerately, nost truly, I'"'msure, - | have naething to do with it.



And | think I'Il better be going. |'Il be w shing you good evening, M.
Weir." And she nade hima stately curtsey, shaking as she did so from

head to foot, with the barren ecstasy of tenper.

Poor Archie stood dunbfounded. She had noved sone steps away from him

before he recovered the gift of articulate speech.

"Kirstiel" he cried. "O Kirstie woman!"

There was in his voice a ring of appeal, a clang of mere astoni shnent

that showed the school master was vanqui shed.

She turned round on him "What do ye Kirstie ne for?" she retorted.

"What have ye to do wi' ne! Gang to your ain freends and deave them"

He could only repeat the appealing "Kirstie!"

"Kirstie, indeed!" cried the girl, her eyes blazing in her white face.

"My nane is Mss Christina Elliott, | would have ye to ken, and | daur
ye to ca' nme out of it. |If | canna get love, I'll have respect, M.
Weir. |'mcone of decent people, and I'lIl have respect. Wat have

done that ye should lightly me? Wat have | done? What have | done?
O what have | done?" and her voice rose upon the third repetition. "I
thocht - | thocht - | thocht | was sae happy!" and the first sob broke

fromher |ike the paroxysm of some nortal sickness.

Archie ran to her. He took the poor child in his arms, and she nestl ed
to his breast as to a nmother's, and clasped himin hands that were
strong like vices. He felt her whol e body shaken by the throes of

di stress, and had pity upon her beyond speech. Pity, and at the same
time a bewildered fear of this explosive engine in his arnms, whose works
he did not understand, and yet had been tanpering with. There arose

frombefore himthe curtains of boyhood, and he saw for the first tinme



t he anmbi guous face of wonan as she is.

interview, he saw not where he had of f ended

wi | ful convul sion of brute nature.

GLOSSARY

Ae, one.

Antinoni an, one of a sect which holds that under the gospe

the nmoral law is not obligatory.

Aul d Hornie, the Devil

Bal I ant, ball ad.
Bauchl es, brogues, old shoes.

Baul d, bol d.

Bees in their bonnet, eccentricities.

Birling, whirling.

Bl ack- a-vi sed, dark-conpl exi oned.

Bonnet-laird, small |anded proprietor,

Bool , ball.
Brae, rising ground.

Brig, bridge.

Buf f, play buff on, to nake a fool of,

Burn, stream
Butt end, end of a cottage.

Byre, cow house

Ca', drive.

Call er, fresh.

to decei ve.

In vain he | ooked back over the

It seemed unprovoked, a

di spensati on



Canna, cannot.

Canny, careful, shrewd.
Cantie, cheerful.
Carline, old wonan.
Caul d, cold.

Chal mer, chanber.

Cl aes, clothes.

C anjanfry, crowd.
Clavers, idle talk.
Cock-laird. See Bonnet-Iaird.
Col l'i eshangi e, turnoil.
Crack, to converse.

Cui st, cast.

Cuddy, donkey.

Cutty, jade, also used playfully = brat.

Daft, nmad, frolicsone.
Dander, to saunter.
Danders, cinders.

Daur na, dare not.
Deave, to deafen.
Denty, dainty.

D rdum vi gour.

Di sjaskit, worn out, disreputable-|ooking.
Doer, |aw agent.

Dour, hard.

Drumie, dark.

Dunting, knocki ng.

Dwai bly, infirm rickety.

Dul e-tree, the tree of |anentation, the hanging-tree.

Earrand, errand.

Ettercap, vixen.



Fechting, fighting.

Feck, quantity, portion

Feckl ess, feeble, powerless.

Fell, strong and fiery.

Fey, unlike yourself, strange, as if urged on by fate, or as persons are
observed to be in the hour of approaching death or disaster
Fit, foot.

Flit, to depart.

Fl yped, turned up, turned in-side out.

Forbye, in addition to.

Forgather, to fall in wth.

Fower, four.

Fushi onl ess, pithless, weak.

Fyle, to soil, to defile.

Fyl emrent, obl oquy, defil enment.

Gaed, Went.

Gang, to go

Gey an', very.

G got, leg of mutton.

Grzie, lit. dimnutive of Gizel, here a playful nicknane.
d aur, nud.

dint, glance, sparkle.

G oaming, twlight.

G ower, to scow .

Gobbets, small [unps.

Gowden, gol den

Gowsty, gusty.

G at, wept.

Gieve, |and-steward.

Guddl e, to catch fish with the hands by groping under the stones or

banks.



GQunption, common sense, judgnent.
Gui d, good.
Qurley, storny, surly.

Gyte, beside itself.

Hae, have, take.

Haddi t, hel d.

Hal e, whol e.

Heel s- ower - hurdi e, heels over head.

Hi nney, honey.

Hirstle, to bustle.

Hi zzi e, wench.

Howe, hol | ow.

How , hovel

Hunker ed, crouched.

Hypothec, lit. in Scots |aw the furnishings of a house, and fornerly the
produce and stock of a farm hypothecated by law to the |landlord as
security for rent; colloquially "the whole structure,” "the whole

concern. "

| dl eset, idleness.

Infeftment, a termin Scots law originally synonynous with investiture.

Jaud, | ade.
Jeel y-piece, a slice of bread and jelly.

Jenni pers, juniper.

Jo, sweetheart.
Justifeed, executed, made the victimof justice.

Jyle, jail

Kebbuck, cheese.
Ken, to know.

Kenspeckl e, conspi cuous.



Kilted, tucked up.

Kyte, belly.

Lai gh, | ow.

Laird, |anded proprietor.
Lane, al one.

Lave, rest, renminder.

Li nking, tripping.

Lown, lonely, still.
Lynn, cataract.

Lyon King of Arns, the chief of the Court of Heraldry in Scotland.

Macers, offiers of the suprenme court. [Cf. Quy Mannering, |ast
chapter.]

Maun, mnust.

Menseful , of good manners.

M rk, dark.

M sbegowk, deception, disappointment.

Mool s, moul d, earth.

Muckl e, nuch, great, big.

My | ane, by nyself.

Nowt, bl ack cattle.

Pal mering, walking infirmy.

Panel, in Scots law, the accused person in a crimnal action, the
prisoner.

Peel, fortified watch-tower.

Plewstilts, plough-handl es.

Pol i cy, ornanmental grounds of a country mansion.

Puddock, frog.

Quean, wench.



Rair, to roar.

Riff-raff, rabble.

Ri sping, grating.

Rout, rowt, to roar, to rant.
Rowt h, abundance.

Rudas, haggard ol d wonan.

Runt, an old cow past breedi ng; opprobriously, an old woman.

Sab, sob.

Sangui shes, sandw ches.

Sasine, in Scots law, the act of giving | egal possession of feuda
property, or, colloquially, the deed by which that possession is proved.
Scl anber, to scranble.

Scul duddery, inpropriety, grossness.

Session, the Court of Session, the suprenme court of Scotl and.
Shauchl i ng, shuffling, slipshod.

Shoo, to chase gently.

Siller, noney.

Si nsyne, since then

Skai | i ng, dispersing.

Skel p, sl ap.

Skirling, screaning.

Skri egh- o' day, daybreak.

Snash, abuse.

Snei sty, supercilious.

Sooth, to hum

Sough, sound, rmurnur.

Spec, The Specul ative Society, a debating Society connected with
Edi ngburgh Uni versity.

Speir, to ask.

Spel dering, spraw i ng.

Spl airge, to splash.



Spunk, spirit, fire.

Steik, to shut.

St ockfi sh, hard, savourl ess.
Suger - bool , suger - pl um

Syne, since, then.

Tawpi e, a slow foolish slut, also used playfully = nonkey.
Telling you, a good thing for you.

Thir, these.

Thrawn, cross-grained.

Toon, town.

Two- nanes, |ocal soubriquets in addition to patronynic

Tyke, dog.

Unchancy, unl ucky.
Unco, strange, extraordinary, very.

Upsitten, inpertinent.

Vennel , alley, lane. The Vennel, a narrow | ane in Edi ngburgh
out of the G assmarket.

Vivers, victuals.

Wae, sad, unhappy.

Wal i ng, choosi ng.

Warrandi se, warranty.

Waur, worse

Weird, destiny.

Whanmm e, to upset.

Whaup, curl ew.

Whi | es, sonetines.

W ndl estae, crested dog' s-tail, grass.

Wind, w nd.

Yin, one.

runni ng



End



