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giving in too soon, so as he took bite and sup of the
porridge and milk, the latter yet warm from their one
cow, he kept repeating over to himself all his
grandfather's cruel aspersions on his truthfulness,
and fortifying himself with the new ideas that he was
a burden to them, and that they must consider him
so to treat him as they had done. It was a comfort to
Kit even in thought to call his grandfather and
grandmother ‘they.’

Betty Landsborough moved about with a quaint
smile on her face, which was half contempt for Kit's
fit of the sulks, and half occasioned by a vision of
Rob Armour waiting in vain for her at the end of the
loaning, where she had no intention of joining him.
For, sad to relate, to make a promise with a lad was
with Betty by no means synonymous with keeping
it.

Presently Mistress Armour went into the little side
room, where she and her husband slept, to put
things in order for the night. The Elder was looking
out of the window. He had gone in before her.

As soon as they were safely out of the kitchen
Betty came behind Kit and gave him a sound pinch
on the soft part of his arm.

‘Tak' that for a silly sulky brat,” she said, and
passed on her way. She was not a commonplace girl,
Betty Landsborough.

‘Ouch,’ said Kit Kennedy.

‘Did you speak, laddie?’ said his grandmother,
looking out from the closet door.

‘No,’ said Kit, instantly relapsing, and waiting for
Betty to come near enough for him to kick her under
the table.

He was really suffering to make it all up, but he
would not say so while no apology was made. His
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grandfather and grandmother were just as anxious
to be friends as he, but with the Scottish dourness
of relative with relative they could not bring their
minds to own themselves definitely in the wrong.
Such a capitulation subverted discipline. So the
chance passed and the candles were lighted for bed.

‘Guid-nicht, Kit,” said his grandfather.

‘Good-night,” answered Offended Dignity — their
several forms of speech marking their moods of
mind. So without reconciliation and with sore hearts
the friends parted for the night.

And on the morrow Kit meant to keep his promise
to Walter MacWalter.

* * * * *

In the morning Kit made ready to meet his new
benefactor, the man with the pipe. He rose before
daybreak and stole down from his little garret so
softly that he did not even awake Betty, who slept
near him. He listened a moment at his grandfather's
door to make sure that all was safe. He was on the
point of lifting the latch and going out when he
heard the Elder stir. He held his breath and in a
moment all was still again. The small-paned window
of the little kitchen only admitted a feeble grey light
which diffused itself somewhat dismally over the
floor with its whorls of whiting, and upon the ashes
of last night's peats in the dishevelled grate.

Kit had a stubby pencil in his pocket. He found it,
and approached the deal table. In the corner he
found a ‘“uneral letter’ — that is, in the Scottish
language, an invitation to attend a funeral. He tore
off the back, and began to scrawl some words on the
broad white space within the heavy mourning
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borders.

Dear Grandfaither [so the letter ran|, 1 am run
away to make my own leeving and not be a burden
on you and grandmother and Betty no more. I have
got a place. At least a man says he will get me one.
But I am not to tell who he is, nor where I am going.
He says I would be a coward and greedy if I stayed
and ate off you any longer. Dear grandpa, I am sorry
if I have been a greedy wretch, though I ken that I
do eat a lot. And grandfaither, I did gang to the
school yesterday, but was late, and auld Duncan
licked me for it. I didna care for that, no a flee. But I
love you and will write you from my new place, and I
hope to send you some money to make up for what I
have eat. So no more from your loving

Kir.

This composition took quite a while to write, and
the boy was on pins and needles lest some one
should come and find him at his task. He stuck this
note, folded together neatly and sealed by a thumb
mark, upon the latch of his grandfather's little side
closet, and then, stealing to the outer door, he ran
with all his might through the wood, crossed the
Grannoch lane at the stepping-stones, and made his
way up to the trysting-place on the march between
Dornal and Kirkoswald.

Mr. MacWalter was not at the stile. The sun was
just rising, and Kit had quite a while to wait. But he
remembered that he had omitted to say his prayers
that morning. So he made up arrears by repeating
the Lord's Prayer twice over, and the ‘Chief End of
Man’ no less than seventeen times.

Kit grew uneasy as it neared six o'clock, and he
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watched the green depths of the Crae wood for the
light streamer of Betty's morning wood fire which
would mean that his flight had been discovered.

But MacWalter had seen the little figure waiting
on the stile, and it was not long before he arrived
along the edge of the stone dyke, striking
unexpectedly up from the deep gloom of the
plantation. He had the same gun over his shoulder,
and a setter dog followed at his heel. As before he
was smoking his black pipe, and at every half-dozen
steps, regular as a minute gun, a solid blue curl of
reek swept over his shoulder and thinned out to grey
behind him.

‘Good-morning, boy,” said he, without taking his
pipe out of his mouth; ‘you are in time, and have
kept your word. Here is the letter to your new
master, Mr. John MacWalter at Loch Spellanderie on
the water of Ken. And here is a pound to help you on
your way. You will go down this hill, and through
the wood towards the railway cutting. At the bridge
head of the Dee you must wait till a red cart comes
past. You will know it by seeing 'Kirkoswald' printed
on the panels. The man will give you a ride. He is
going to my brother's farm. I am giving you a chance
not many boys have had at your age — a chance to
make their own living and to rise in the world.’

Kit said nothing, but looked down from the stile
on the waving fern. He could have sworn that he
caught sight of a face looking out from it, the keen
white face of a man with short-cut grey hair. But
when he looked again it had vanished, and only the
bracken swayed and soughed as before in the breeze
of morning.

He took the money, and at MacWalter's request
he repeated mechanically the directions he had
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received. Then he prepared to depart, the man with
the black pipe pointing out the way by which he
could best escape observation.

‘Whatever comes, mind you are to tell no one that
it was I who helped you to do this!” he said.

Kit promised with alacrity. He would not disoblige
so kind and unselfish a friend.

Besides, he was now most anxious to be gone. For
even as he stood, and looked over the green tangle of
the bracken, a faint blue smoke rose straight up
from among the trees in the Crae wood under which
the cottage nestled. And as he watched it Kit knew
that his absence would be discovered. He longed to
go back, but his pride and his promise alike bound
him.

Briefly he bade his benefactor good-bye, and went
down the hill-side, a forlorn little figure striding
through the tall brackens in the clear cherry-colored
morning light — the eternal type of youth going forth
to seek its fortune, ignorant of life, eager for
adventure, prodigal of sentiment, and — foredoomed
to disillusion and disappointment.

Kit reached the bridge over Dee Water without
mishap and presently stood in the breathing gloom
of the hazel copse, bending the elastic branches
sufficiently aside to command a view of the road by
which the red cart was to come.

At last, after watching some twenty minutes, far
away he heard the rattle of its loose axle, then the
jog and sway of the plodding farm-horse, and lastly
the musical clink and tinkle of head harness.

He kept in the covert till he could see the
'Kirkoswald' on the panel and then came out.

A taciturn man was driving, a man with a slouch
hat, who wore in addition a pair of yellowish-brown
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and exceeding rusty mole-skin trousers. A jean
waistcoat, and boots so large and heavy that they
seemed to tilt the cart to the side as he planted them
on the shaft, completed his easy attire. ‘Get in,” he
cried, without stopping the red cart or turning his
head. And Kit scrambled easily in over the back-
board without waiting for any further invitation.

‘The master said ye were to cover yourself with
thae cornsacks when ye were drivin' through New
Dalry,” said the serving-man, still without turning
his head, ‘and ye maun lie down when we meet
onybody.’

Kit did as he was bid, and so, alternately sitting
up and lying at full length on his pile of corn-bags,
he travelled forth somewhat unheroically into the
world. Occasionally the man put a question to him
and grunted when Kit answered it. At other times he
gave vent to a short, disconcerting laugh, for no
cause at all that the boy could see.

You are to serve at Loch Spellanderie?’ He put
the question sharply, as he might have cracked his
whip.

‘Aye,’ said Kit.

The man produced a crackling noise from
somewhere near the red ‘shilbin’ of the cart on
which he rode.

‘Micht ye be acquainted wi' Mistress MacWalter?’
Again he shot the question as from a pop-gun.

‘No,’ said Kit, as briefly as before.

Again the man produced the curious mechanical
sound, which in some way seemed to be an attempt
at laughter.

T thocht sae,” he said. ‘But ye willl Oh yes, ye will
be better acquainted with Mistress MacWalter o'
Loch Spellanderie before a' be done. Lie down, here's
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a man coming.’

Then in a little, as they passed up the long and
fertile strath of the Ken, the man broke forth with
yet another question.

‘What do you think you are going to be?’

‘A great man,’ said Kit, as easily as if he had been
declaring his intention of becoming a stone-breaker
like his grandfather or a forester like Rob. Kit had
always known that he would be a great man one
day, and had already begun to be anxious about the
writing of his biography. There were various matters
he felt that he would like to conceal from his
biographer — the affair of the hens, for instance, the
truantry by the loch-side — indeed, all the
interesting revelations which make the modern
biographer the terror of his race. Kit, being old-
fashioned, began early to provide against.

But the taciturn driver from Kirkoswald had once
been tickled and now could not contain his mirth. At
every new turn of the winding road up the green
valley he chuckled to himself.

‘A great man — and going to Mistress MacWalter
o' Loch Spellanderie. Ho! Ho!’

But neither he nor Kit Kennedy saw a figure
which kept the cart in sight all the way from the
bridge-head of Dee to the loaning gate of Loch
Spellanderie, a figure which dodged darkly through
bracken patches and behind stone dikes — that
kept a bee-line through the hazel coppice of the
Dornal Bank, and was waiting within a hundred
yards of Kit when the red cart reached the further
bend — that skulked among the heather on the
purple side of Bennan when there was no shelter by
the way-side and the highway ran long and straight
into the north.
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Kit Kennedy was less alone than he knew in his
great adventure.
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CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

AFTER MANY DAYS

But we have now to turn back some considerable
distance in order that the tale may run plain and
clear.

The tramp was at last clear of both prison and
hospital. Physically his three months' hard labour
and six of nursing and nourishing food in the
hospital of the combination poor-house had
infinitely improved him. The unhealthy, mottled
appearance had gone from his face. It was still a
pale face, certainly, but with a look of health and
vigour strange to it for many days.

The Sheriff had not forgotten him, and when
Christopher Kennedy, M.A., laid aside his hospital
attire he received in exchange, not the stained and
ragged suit of odds and ends in which he had been
convicted, but a rig-out of Skye homespun, woven
for Sheriff Macleod himself by the good women of his
native island. It was rough and loose, too large at
chest, and infinitely too liberal of waist-girth for the
spare, hunger-hollowed figure of the tramp. But all
the same a certain natural gift for the wearing of
clothes enabled him to remedy these defects, so that
the white shirt a little frayed at the cuffs which had
accompanied the tweed suit, and a black tie
provided by the kindly poor-house matron,
constituted a rig-out which, as Nurse Hetherington
said, ‘was a deal mair respectable than the Earl
himsel' in shootin'-time.’

Curiously enough, the suit acted as a complete
disguise. For the tramp in rags caused every eye to
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turn suspiciously upon him, but the tramp in
another mans good clothes, though they fitted him
little better than a sack might fit a pea-stick,
attracted no attention whatever. He wore his deer-
stalker's cap as a laird might have done, and none
would have suspected that the tall man in loose grey
had done three months ‘with,” and thereafter lain six
months in hospital.

During these long months Christopher Kennedy
had been doing a great deal of thinking, and, like
others before him, he had resolved that his future
should not copy fair his past.

His feet had turned instinctively northward when,
with ten of the good Sheriff's shillings in his pocket,
he had been discharged as cured from the county
hospital, and found himself upon the road at six in
the morning. He was clear of the country town in ten
minutes thereafter. He got his breakfast of porridge
at a way-side house near Tongland Bridge.

‘Ye're welcome to them,” the good dame said.
‘Siller for a wheen parritch! Preserve us, I never
heard o’ siccan a thing. Na, faith — sup them up. I
was e'en gaun to gie them to the dowg. But the
tyke's gettin' ower fat ony-way. He'll be far better
wantin' them. But they will no be thrown awa' on
you, I'm thinkin', my man. Ye look as if ye could
stand a bow or twa o' meal for paddin' to your ribs.
Man, there's room for twa like ye in thae claes o'
yours!’

It was many months afterwards that the tramp
laid him down for a sleep on the verge of Loch
Grannoch. It was a little flat place half-way down a
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steep bank, a sweet spot, equally sheltered from
above and from below. Here the broom grew high
and golden, the stone-chats cried spink-spink-spink,
and the bumblebees hummed like the horns of
Fairyland all day long in that sunny sylvan solitude.

The sound of voices awakened the tramp, and he
peeped out with the caution which soon becomes
habitual to a hunted man. He saw Lilias MacWalter,
and with her a boy, slim, tall, and active of body.
The boy was putting on his clothes. A large yellowish
collie was barking on the pebbly beach, running a
little way into the water, and then squattering out
again apparently in order to entice the boy back.

The tramp lay down again and listened with all
his ears. Once he would have scorned to listen. But
all such extra moralities are conventional and on the
level of napkins for dinner. Once definitely left
behind, the need of them is no longer felt.

As the tramp listened, his heart began to beat
fast. His pale face flushed to the brow, and then
grew paler than before. He could scarcely contain
himself. He buried his face in the damp sod, and bit
on the soft part of his hand to help him to keep
silence. At the sound of that excellently low voice the
universe reeled, swayed, and resolved itself into
whirling mist. The wreckage of his life floated by
stick by stick. He saw the thing which might have
been, and bit harder to repress a cry. He saw what
he had brought on others, and his impulse was to
be quiet till Lilias and the boy had gone away, and
then to fling himself into the deep peaty waters of
Loch Grannoch.

At last the boy, completely dressed by his
mother's lingering hands, took his way up the
bankside, and made all haste in the direction of
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Whinnyliggate school. Lilias, the woman, was left
alone. The tramp gripped himself tighter and
crouched lower in the broom. He meant never to let
her know of his presence. But, as the Galloway folk
say, ‘it hadna been to be.’

Lilias MacWalter rose to her feet and shaded her
eyes with her hand, in order to watch her lad as he
stood waving his hand cheerfully to his mother
before vanishing from her sight.

With a sudden instinct of her lost youth she bent
down to pull a sprig of the yellow broom. It had
always been a favourite of hers. As she stooped she
saw the tramp. Instinctively she caught her hand to
her heart, but this time she was not afraid. She
looked about; the green lake-side strip, the scanty
pasture-fields, the heathery knowes were all void
and empty save for a scattered score of nibbling
sheep and one or two grazing cattle.

‘Christopher,” she said, softly, scarce knowing
even that she spoke.

The man did not move, but lay with his face
concealed. She went timidly and laid her fingers on
his shoulder.

‘Chris!’ she said, speaking still more softly.

The man in the suit of grey rose slowly to his feet
and stood before her.

T did not know you were here,” he began, with
swift breathless apology. 1 walked all the way from
Kirkcudbright this morning and had fallen asleep.’

She looked long at his face. It was again
colourless, and Christopher Kennedy appeared a
different man from the drunken loafer she had
found in the quarry on the Dornal Hill.

You have been ill?’ she said, her voice asking the
question, but her eyes perusing his face.
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Yes,” he said, a little wearily, but I am better
now. I am going away forever. I was on my road. But
I ought never to have come here. I only trouble you. I
have troubled you all my life.’

‘No,’ she said, calmly; ‘Yyou do not trouble me now,
Christopher.’

T am glad,’ said the tramp. ‘Do not think worse of
me than you can help. And believe that when I
married you, I thought I had a right to marry you.
Also that when I went away I meant to come back.’

T will try,” said Lilias, wearily, as if she had
thought more than enough already upon the
subject. It does not matter,” she added as the
hopelessness of their lives hemmed her in.

But a fresh thought struck Lilias and made her
flush crimson. It was not fear of her husband, for
that day he had gone to market with Wandale the
factor and would not be back till evening.

‘Did you see any one here with me?’ she asked the
tramp, keeping her eyes upon his face.

‘No one,” he assured her, steadily. I was sound
asleep.’

‘Nor hear anything?’

T heard the linties singing when I fell asleep, and
I heard you calling me by name when [ awoke.’

‘Nothing more?’

‘Nothing more.’

Lilias drew a long breath and took her gaze from
his face. She was wondering how he came to marry
Mary Bisset, and what kind of eyes and hair she
had. She would have liked to ask him that very
moment, but she dared not.

And within himself the tramp was saying over and
over in his heart, ‘And that is my son — my boy —
hers and mine. And she is my wife. Yet I dare not
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claim her. I have ruined myself. I will not ruin her
also. But, by Gods grace, I will not lose sight of this
lad. He shall yet be all that I might have been and
have failed to be!’

Lilias MacWalter began to go slowly up the hill,
and the tramp walked beside her. They did not
speak much. They did not tell each other of the
withered sprigs of white heather which both carried
with them at that moment. All was past, done with;
their hearts that had been as fire were only grey
ashes now, chill and empty even in the sunshine of
the high new summer. Anger was not in the heart of
Lilias — only a great patient hopelessness. Pain was
not pain for her any more. She seemed as if under
the influence of some spiritual anzesthetic. She
found herself in situations which ought to have been
exquisitely painful to a woman in her position. But
somehow she felt nothing. Something about her
heart seemed permanently frozen and dead.

‘Lilias,’ said the tramp, at last, 1 did not mean to
speak to you today, though I own it was in my mind
to watch from the wood for you and look once more
upon your face. I will come no further with you now,
lest a bird of the air carry the matter. God be good to
you, little Lilias. You have been most hardly treated,
and I the cause. Yet believe it — [ never meant you
wrong. And late or early, now or then, I have never
loved any but you.’

‘Christopher Kennedy,” she answered, ‘it is a
strangely late day for you to speak of love to Lilias
MacWalter!’

T know — I know,” he said; ‘it is my wretched
enfeebled will. I had not meant to trouble you with
it.’

‘Whether you love me or not has long ceased to
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concern me,” said the woman, with her eyes on the
ground. She was weary and longed to be alone. But
though her words sounded hard, her hand was in
the pocket of the dress where within the folds of her
purse lay the spray of white heather.

They came to the end of the woodland and with
one mind they stopped. They must part here. Up
there on the hillside, under its belt of trees, stood
the new freestone house of Kirkoswald. There on the
other side lay the wide garish world, empty under its
blue arch of sky. She must go to her narrow duties,
her sordid cares, her unloved husband. He must
wander out, whither he knew not nor greatly cared.
The Love Eternal had come to this.

Or at least Christopher Kennedy had not cared
when he lay down under the golden torches of the
broom. But now all was different. He had come alive
again.

The tramp stood looking at the woman a while
without speaking, but his mouth was working
curiously.

1 do not ask you to take my hand now, Lilias,” he
said at last, T am not worthy. But some day — some
day you will forget all that I have made you suffer,
and only remember that I loved you.’

A short dry sob choked his utterance. The storm
after long threatening broke overhead and the rain
began to patter down on the leaves. She saw his face
drawn and eager in the pale blue flame of the
summer lightning. Something moved in the heart
she had thought dead. She went quickly to him and
laid her hand upon his shoulder with a gesture she
had been wont to use in other days.

‘Chris, be a man! For my sake,’ she said.
They were the words she had used that morning
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she would never forget, the morning when the
trouble came upon them — the trouble of which she
had known, but not he.

‘Lilias!” he cried, and stood shaking and
trembling before her.

Then turning, without a word he strode away
across the heather, the lightning flickering about
him and little fitful wafts of hot wind blowing the
thunder spume low over the moorlands of the Black
Dornal.
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CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

ON THE TRAIL

But Christopher Kennedy, Master of Arts, late her
Majesty's prisoner in the gaol of St. Cuthbert’s had
lied when he declared that he had heard nothing.

The veil that had hidden his spirit so long was at
last lifted. He had learned, lying hidden behind the
bush of broom, that the boy Kit Kennedy was the
son of Lilias Kennedy and therefore his.

For years he had thought this woman dead. A
man, he knew not his name, had told him on his
first visit to Sandhaven after his flight that Lilias
Armour was dead! Dead — yes, he thought it likely
enough. He left little Lilias, whom he had made his
wife, without a word. He had not meant to go
without telling her. But the crisis had come upon
him quickly. And Nick French said that they must
both leave Cairn Edward that night. So he fled,
meaning, with that easy shifting of responsibility
which breaks more hearts than plain wickedness, to
come back soon.

After he heard that Lilias was dead all things grew
mixed. Nothing mattered, and the succeeding years
brought him ever lower — lower — lower!

Then all suddenly, like one awaking with a start
from a hideous nightmare, he had found himself on
his elbow above the old quarry, with another Lilias,
one older and more weary, looking down upon him.

After the prison he had wished to die. In the poor-
house hospital he had almost resolved with a leap to
end all. But not in Galloway. He would go to some
great city in which one tramp the less would not
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matter where they would take a dead waif to the
mortuary as nonchalantly as if he were a dead dog.

Then a long time after, he had lain down behind
that bush of broom. He had heard what he had
heard; and with his recreated brain, set up anew by
the discipline of many months total abstinence, he
had reconstructed with acute and appalling
vividness all that Lilias, little Lilias, had undergone
after he had left her alone in those great blindingly
bright, horribly empty summer days.

His son! The son of his wife Lilias. But now she
was another's — for she, too, had thought him dead.
Well, he would never vex her nor let her know that
he had any claim upon her. But this boy, his son —
he would watch over him. Here was something for
him to do. He was not yet an old man. He could still
work, think, plan. He would sin no more. He had
now something to live for.

So, at first afar off, he followed and watched.
During the dark years he had spent in the Pit of Life,
he had learned the vast liberty which being on the
lowest level of humanity gives a man.

Of old, when he was classical master in the
Academy of Cairn Edward, he could not go along the
High Street without fifty people wondering where he
had been and whither he might be going. But John
Smith the tramp! Who speculated as to his
outgoings or incomings? Whether he slept in his
fourpenny lodging, or froze to death at a dyke-back,
who cared? A stray policeman might cry to him
sharply to move on. But that did not matter when he
was moving on anyway. A gamekeeper, more zealous
or more keen of sight than his fellows, might turn
him out of a plantation if he caught sight of him
entering it. No matter, there was another equally
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thick half a mile farther on! But mostly he could do
what he would, watch where he liked, go where his
liking took him, with none to interest themselves in
his movements, without suspicion, surmise, or
question on the part of any human soul. Thus on
the ground floor of life many stiff problems resolve
themselves.

So the tramp watched the boy Kit Kennedy.

He was present at his interview with Walter
MacWalter. It was his approach that stirred like the
passing of a breeze the tall bracken on the Dornal
side of the stile. And as the red farm cart with the
taciturn driver took its rattling road towards Loch
Spellanderie and the abode of Kit's new master,
there might have been seen at intervals, trickling
round some distant curve, at gaze upon a bold bluff,
waiting under a hedge after some short cut through
fields, a certain ragged tramp, to whom all routes
were the same, to whom time was no object, whose
meals were always assured in that hospitable
lowland countryside, and who could sleep under any
stack or outhouse, or if need be in the short summer
heats under the grey coverlet of night itself.

That shadow was Kit Kennedy's newly-appointed
guardian angel. The classical master knew well
enough that Kit Kennedy was running away from
home. And he did not mean to prevent him. He saw
that so long as the boy remained with his
grandfather in the little cottage, his goings and
comings carefully watched and noted, he could do
but little for him. Besides, he wanted to find out
what object MacWalter had in thus secretly getting
rid of Kit.

So it happened that when the cart turned into the
farmyard of Loch Spellanderie with Kit asleep upon
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the corn-sacks, a tramp halted with his bundle at
the road end which led up to the out-at-elbows pile
occupied by the brother of the laird of Kirkoswald
and his wife.

As the tramp sat there it chanced that he heard a
sound of singing along the long vacant road to the
north. The afternoon sun was still hot, and the
tramp rested under a wide sheltering ash, the
shadows of whose leaves swept the grass with a soft
sidelong movement like the caressing of a woman's
hand.

‘Come, Love, let's walk in yonder spring,

Where we may hear the blackbird sing,

The robin-redbreast and the thrush,

The nichtingale in thorny bush,

The mavis sweetly carolling.

This to my love, this to my love.
Content will bring.’

Heather Jock was on his way home from the
uplands of Carsphairn, whither he had gone to
peddle his besoms. Already he could smell the good
smell of his native air, and as he was wont to say,
pointing proudly to his donkey as one might put
forward a favourite child, ‘As soon as ever Billy-O
gets his nose by Snuffy point and the wind o
Whinnyliggate blaws roond the hip o' the Bennan,
he's a different beast. It's graund air, that o' the
muirlands. Fowk canna dee up there. There's
naebody has died fairly, up amang thae Carsphairn
Hills, within the memory o' man.’

‘And how,” some one would put in, ‘how is it that
whiles we will see a funeral comin' doon frae that
gate?’

Heather Jock would shake his head sagely, then
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nod a little knowing nod.

‘There's ways — aye, there's ways. Whiles fowk
has leeved lang eneuch. Whiles it's better that they
should slip awa'l But that's no what ye wad caa
deein'! Na! na! That's just what they caa in
Carsphairn a kind providence!’

Heather Jock was in good humour. He had no
wife waiting for him at home. Billy-O would be the
better of a rest — he himself of a pipe. Here was
company ready to his hand under a commodious
tree. So Heather Jock, a universally adaptive man,
sat down beside the tramp.

‘Will ye hae a draw, honest man?’ he said. ‘No,
ye're richt. No on an empty stammack! Stand still,
Billy-O! I'll tak aff your creels. Ye're mair trouble
than twa wives that willna gree. I'll no say but ye are
mair solid comfort too, though that’s neither here
nor there.’

The tramp watched the pedlar as he busied
himself with his creels.

T'se warrant, my lad, ye’ll no be ony the waur o' a
bit whang o' mutton ham. It's rare stuff, as I can tell
ye, for this is nae braxy, but a graund auld yow
(ewe). A rale snaw-breaker, abune fifty year auld,
they say she was. I gat it up at the Glenhead frae
Mistress MacMillan, and says she, ‘Jock, that'l
haud your teeth gaun tell ye win hame — that is, if
ye hae guid teeth and they last oot. We hae a' had a
turn at Auld Granny, and the teeth in this hoose is
a' dune!’ she says.

‘But I dare say ye'll no quarrel wi' it. They are
awfu' particular fowk aboot their eatin’ up in the
Glen o' Trool. Kind fowk too. There was the guidwife
o' the Trostan. She fair fleeched on me to bide wi'
her. 'T wad hae gien ye a bed, and welcome, Jock,'
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says she, 'but there is a horse in 't!'" Terrible kind
fowk they are up at the head end o' yon glen. How
are ye managing wi' the mutton ham — no that ill, I
houp? Aye, man, I wish I had teeth like you. I
declare to peace ye could tak' to stanebreakin'
withoot a hammer. It's fair divertin' to watch ye!’

So Heather Jock plied the tramp with provender
and local information crouched in the raciest form o'
Scots, only spoken by the folk of the western
uplands, where it is still free from the defilements of
Glasgow Irish, and shines with a lustre undimmed
by secondary education.

The tramp put a question.

‘Wha leeves up there, say ye?’ cried Heather Jock,
‘and what like fowk are they? Weel, I'll tell ye. Ye
maun be a sore stranger no to ken, though. John
MacWalter leeves there, a decent man, and the
name o' the bit farm is Loch Spellanderie. John wad
gie ye a bed and your breakfast — that is, gin he
wasna hadden doon wi' a wife. But to tell ye the
truth, John, honest man, is o' nae mair accoont up
at Loch Spellanderie than you or me — as a yin
micht say, puir Billy-O.’

‘O, she’s a tairger. Mistress MacWalter. She
wadna gie ye ony mutton ham, though ye micht hae
a chance to get the shank bane on the side o your
head.’

‘Would they be kind, think you, to some one in
service there?’ asked the tramp.

Ye needna think on't, my man,” said Heather
Jock. ‘They keep nae man at Loch Spellanderie. A
bit boy (Guid peety him!) and a slip o' a lassie
indoors to provide Mistress MacWalter wi'
employment for her hands and tongue. That's a' the
service that they hae ony use for up at Loch
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Spellanderie.’

Heather Jock was eying the tramp carefully.

Ye hae seen trouble in your day,” he said at
length; ‘were ye seekin' wark? I think I can put you
in the way o' some. D'ye see yon white hoose on the
hillside yonder? That's Rogerson's o' Cairnharrow.
They are wantin' an orra man, for the guidman has
a sair hand, and fowk are ill to get up here. I think
ye might hae a chance, though ye dinna look verra
strong — and mair like your bed than takin' on wi'
farm wark.’

1 have been ill — very ill,” acknowledged the
tramp, ‘but I am better now.’

‘Fegs, I was thinkin' that, by the haun ye hae
made o' the mutton ham. It's fair astonishin'l Honest
Geordie Breerie himsel' couldna hae beat ye.’

‘Weel, guid-day till ye — What did ye say your
name was? Smith? Dod, I yince kenned a man o' the
name o' Smith. Maybe he was some friend of yours.
It's no a common name here ava' — Smith. They's a'
MacMillans and MacQuhirrs an'
MacLandsboroughs. Aye, man, and ye're a Smith.
Weel, a heap o' decent fowk hae had queer oot-
landish names in their day. And I daresay ye'll no be
a penny the waur o' yours!’

And so with this farewell, uttered in all sincerity,
Heather Jock took his way down the strath of Kells,
and soon Billy-O was sniffing the fine Whinnyliggate
air, and beginning to think how good it would be to
get off creels and saddles and leathern bellybands
and indulge in a long scratchy, satisfactory roll
among the heather.

The tramp sat awhile at the foot of the little
loaning that wound its way from the main road up
to the farm of Loch Spellanderie. He was thinking
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whether he should accept the advice Heather Jock
had given him, or remain in a position of greater
freedom, when he heard heavy footsteps coming
down the avenue. He could not see the wearer of
these weighty boots, but presently the black-pitched
gate was opened, and a tall, dark-browed,
masculine-looking woman came out with the swing
of a grenadier. She caught sight of the tramps grey
coat and instantly stopped.

‘Get awa oot o' here!’ she cried, pointing to his
little bundle, which lay on the grass beside him. ‘We
want nane o'your kind here. There's thieves and
useless reprobates eneugh coming intil a decent
woman’s hoose without gangrel vaigabonds sitting
on her verra doorstep. Aye, an whaur gat ye that
mutton ham? I missed yin the day before yesterday.
I wish there was a polissman here. Tak' your ways
up the road, my man, and look as slippy as ye can,
or I'll set the dowgs after ye!’

The tramp said nothing, but rose to his feet, and
pocketing his package and the affront together he
went quietly up the road. The wrathful voice
pursued him.

‘Dinna let me see or hear o' you in this
countryside again, my man — you that hasna a
ceevil word in your head an' a stolen mutton ham in
year hand — gaun aboot the land burnin’ ricks wi'
your matches and abusing decent women wi' your
black looks, vermin that ye are.’

And the mistress of Loch Spellanderie took her
way with the consciousness of having done a worthy
and eminently Christian action in thus ridding the
bounds of so disreputable and even dangerous an
element as the tramp in grey.
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CHAPTER THIRTY

THE NE’ER-DO-WEEL

A stormy voice broke the morning silence of the
farmhouse of Loch Spellanderie some months
thereafter.

‘Kit Kennedy, ye are a lazy ne'er-do-weel, lyin'
snorin' there in your bed on the back o' five o'clock.
Think shame o' yoursel’.’

And Kit did.

He was informed on an average ten times a day
that he was lazy, a skulker, a burden on the world,
and especially on the household of his mother's
sister-in—law, Mistress MacWalter of Loch
Spellanderie. So, being an easy-minded boy, and
moderately cheerful, he accepted the fact, and
shaped his life accordingly.

‘Get up this instant, ye scoondrel!’ came again the
sharp voice. It was speaking from under three ply of
blankets, in the ceiled room beneath. That is why it
seemed a trifle more muffled than usual. It even
sounded kindly, but Kit Kennedy was not deceived.
He knew better than that.

‘Gin ye dinna be stirrin', I'll be up to ye wi' a
stick!’ cried Mistress MacWalter.

It was a greyish, glimmering twilight when Kit
Kennedy awoke. It seemed such a short time since
he went to bed that he thought that surely his
mistress had called him the night before. Kit was not
surprised. She was capable of anything in the way of
extracting work out of him.

The moon, getting old, and yawning in the middle
as if tired of being out so late, set a crumbly horn
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past the edge of his little skylight. Her straggling,
pallid rays fell on something white on Kit's bed. He
put out his hand, and it went into a cold wreath of
snow up to the wrist.

‘Ouch! said Kit Kennedy.

Tm comin' to ye,” repeated his mistress, ‘e lazy,
pampered, guid-for-naething! Dinna think I canna
hear ye grumblin' and speakin' ill words against
your betters!’

Yet all he had said was ‘Ouch!” — in the
circumstances, a somewhat natural remark.

Kit took the corner of the scanty coverlet, and,
with a well-accustomed arm-sweep, sent the whole
swirl of snow over the end of his bed, getting across
the side at the same time himself. He did not
complain. All he said, as he blew upon his hands
and slapped them against his sides, was, ‘Michty,
it'll be cauld at the turnip pits this mornin'’

It had been snowing in the night since Kit lay
down, and the snow had sifted in through the open
tiles of the farmhouse of Loch Spellanderie. That
was nothing. It often did that, but sometimes it
rained, and that was worse. Yet Kit Kennedy did not
much mind even that. He had a cunning
arrangement in old umbrellas and corn-sacks that
could beat the rain any day. Snow, in his own
words, he did not give a buckie’ for.

Then there was a stirring on the floor, a creaking
of the ancient joists. It was Kit putting on his
clothes. He always knew where each article lay —
dark or shine, it made no matter to him. He had not
an embarrassment of apparel. He had a suit for
wearing — and his ‘other clothes.’” These latter were,
however, now too small for him, and so he could not
go to the kirk at Whinnyliggate. But his mistress
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had laid them aside for her son Tammas, a growing
lad. She was a thoughtful, provident woman.

‘Be gettin' doon the stair, my man, and look
slippy,” cried Mistress MacWalter, as a parting shot,
‘and see carefully to the kye. It'll be as weel for ye.’

Kit had on his trousers by this time. His waistcoat
followed. But before he put on his coat he knelt
down to say his prayer. He had promised his mother
to say it then. If he put on his coat he was apt to
forget it, in his haste to get out of doors, where at
least the beasts were friendly. So between his
waistcoat and his coat he prayed. The angels were
up at the time and they heard, and went and told
One who hears prayer. They said that in a garret at
a hill farm a boy was praying with his knees in
snow-drift, a boy without father or mother near to
help or listen to him.

Ye lazy guid-for-naething! Gin ye are no doon the
stairs in three meenits, no a drap o' porridge or a
sup o' milk shall ye get this day.’

So Kit got on his feet, and made a queer little
shuffling noise on the floor with them, to induce his
mistress to think that he was bestirring himself. So
that is the way he had to finish his prayers — on his
feet, shuffling and dancing a breakdown.

The angels saw and smiled. But they took it up
and up, just the same as if Kit Kennedy had been
praying in church with the best. All save one, who
stopped above the garret to drop something that
might have been a pearl and might have been a tear.
Then he also went within the Inner Court, and told
that which he had seen.

But to Kit's mind there was nothing to grumble
about. He was pleased if any one was. His clogs did
not let in the snow. His coat was rough but warm. If
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any one was well off, and knew it, it was Kit
Kennedy.

So he came downstairs, if stairs they could be
called that were but the broken rounds of a stable
ladder. His mistress heard him.

‘Keep awa' frae the kitchen, ye thievin' loon!
There's nocht there for ye — takin' the bairns' meat
afore they're up!’

But Kit was not hungry, which, in the
circumstances was as well. Mistress MacWalter had
caught him red-handed on one occasion. He was
taking a bit of hard oatcake out of the basket of
‘farles’ which swung from the black, smoked beam
in the corner. Kit had cause to remember the
occasion. Ever since she had cast it up to him. She
was a master hand at casting up, as her husband
knew. But Kit was used to it, and he did not care. A
thick stick was all he cared for, and that only for
three minutes; but he minded when Mistress
MacWalter abused his mother.

Kit Kennedy made for the front door, direct from
the foot of the ladder. Mrs. MacWalter raised herself
on one elbow in bed to assure herself that he did not
go into the kitchen after all. She heard the click of
the bolt shot back, and the stir of the dogs as Tweed
and Tyke rose from the fireside to follow him. There
was still a little red ash gleaming between the bars,
and Kit would dearly have liked to go in and thaw
out his toes on the still warm hearthstone. But he
knew that his task-mistress was listening. He was
twelve now, and big for his age, so he wasted no pity
on himself, but opened the door and went out. Self-
pity is bad at any time. It is fatal at twelve.

At the door one of the dogs stopped, sniffed the
keen, frosty air, turned quietly and went back to the
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hearthstone. That was Tweed. But Tyke was already
out rolling in the snow when Kit Kennedy shut the
door.

Then his mistress went to sleep. She knew how
Kit Kennedy did his work, and that there would be
no cause to complain. But she meant to complain all
the same. Was he not a lazy, deceitful hound, an
encumbrance, and an interloper among her bairns?

Kit slapped his long arms against his sides. He
stood beneath his employer's window, and crowed so
like a cock that Mistress MacWalter jumped out of
her bed.

‘Save us,” she said, ‘What's that keckling beast
doin' there at this time in the mornin'?’

She got out of bed to look, but she could see
nothing, certainly not Kit. But Kit saw her, as she
stood shivering at the window in her night-gear. Kit
hoped that her legs were cold. This was his revenge.
He was a revengeful boy.

As for himself he was as warm as a toast. The
stars tingled above with frost. The moon lay over on
her back and yawned still more ungracefully. She
seemed more tired than ever.

Kit had an idea. He stopped and cried up at her:
‘Get up, ye lazy guid-for-naething! I'll come up wi' a
stick to yel’

But the moon did not come down. On the
contrary, she made no sign. Kit laughed. He had to
stop in the snow to do it. The imitation of his
mistress pleased him. He fancied himself climbing
up a rung ladder to the moon, with a broomstick in
his hand. He would start that old moon if he fell
down and broke his neck. Kit was hungry now. It
was a long time since supper-time. Porridge is, no
doubt, good feeding; but it vanishes away like the
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morning cloud, and leaves behind it only an aching
void. Kit felt the void, but he could not help it.
Instead, however, of dwelling upon it, his mind was
full of queer thoughts and funny imaginings. It is a
strange thing that the thought of rattling on the ribs
of a lazy, sleepy moon with a besom-shank pleased
him more than a plate of porridge and as much milk
as he could sup to it. But such was the fact.

Kit next went into the stable to get a lantern. The
horses were moving about restlessly, but Kit had
nothing to do with them. He only went in for the
lantern. It stood on the great wooden corn-crib in
the corner. Kit lighted it and pulled his cap over his
ears.

Then he crossed over to the cattle-sheds. The
snow was crisp under foot. His feet went through
the light drift which had fallen during the night, and
crackled frostily upon the older and harder
undercrust. At the barn door Kit paused to put fresh
straw in his iron-shod clogs. Fresh straw every
morning in the bottom of one's clogs is a great
luxury. It keeps the feet warm. Who can afford a
new sole of fleecy wool every morning to his shoe?
Kit could, for straw is cheap, and even his mistress
did not grudge a handful. Not that it would have
mattered if she had.

The cattle rattled their chains in a friendly and
companionable way as he crossed the yard, Tyke
following a little more sedately than before. Kit's first
morning job was to fodder the cattle. He went to the
hay-mow and carried out a huge armful, filling the
manger before the bullocks, and giving each a
friendly pat as he went by. Great Jock, the bull in
the pen by himself in the corner, pushed a moist
nose over the bars, and dribbled upon Kit with
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slobbering amicability.

Kit put down his head and pretended to run at
him, whereat Jock, whom nobody else dared go
near, beamed upon him with the solemn affection of
‘bestial’ for those whom they love, his great eyes
shining out in the light of the lamp with unlovely
but genuine affection.

Then came the cows' turn. Kit Kennedy took a
milking-pail, which he would have called a ‘luggie,’
set his knee to Crummie, his favourite, who was
munching her fodder, and soon had a warm
draught. He pledged Crummie in her own milk,
wishing her good health and many happy returns.
Then, for his mistress's sake, he carefully wiped the
luggie dry, and set it where he had found it. He had
got his breakfast — no mean or poor one.

But he did not doubt that he was, as Mistress
MacWalter had said, ‘a lazy, deceitful, thieving
hound.’

Kit Kennedy came out of the byre, and trudged
away out over the field at the back of the barn to the
sheep in the park. He heard one of them cough as a
human being does behind his hand. The lantern
threw dancing reflections on the snow. Tyke
grovelled and rolled in the light drift, barking loudly.
He bit at his own tail. Kit set down the lantern, and
fell upon him for a tussle. The two of them had
rolled one another into a snow-drift in exactly ten
seconds, from which they rose glowing with heat —
the heat of young things when the blood runs fast.

Tyke, being excited, scoured away wildly, and
circled the park at a hand-gallop before his return.
But Kit only lifted the lantern and made for the
turnip-pits.

The turnip-cutter stood there, with great square
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mouth black against the sky. That mouth must be
filled and emptied many times. Kit went to the end
of the barrow-like mound of the turnip-pit. It was
covered with snow, so that it hardly showed above
the level of the field. Kit threw back the coverings of
old sacks and straw which kept the turnips from the
frost. There lay the great green-and-yellow globes,
full of sap. The snow had slid down upon them from
the top of the pit. The frost grasped them from
without. It was a chilly job to handle them, but Kit
did not hesitate a moment.

He filled his arms with ‘swedes’ and went to the
turnip-cutter. Soon the ‘crunch-crunch’ of the knives
was to be heard as Kit drove round the handle, and
afterwards the frosty sound of the oblong finger-
lengths of cut turnip falling into the basket. The
sheep had gathered about him, silently for the most
part. Tyke sat still and dignified now, guarding the
lantern, which the sheep were inclined to butt over.
Kit heard the animals knocking against the empty
troughs with their hard little trotters, and snuffling
about them with their nostrils.

He lifted the heavy basket, heaved it against his
breast, and made his way down the long line of
troughs. The sheep crowded about him, shoving and
elbowing each other like so many human beings, as
callously and selfishly. His first basket did not go
far, as he shovelled it in great handfuls into the
troughs, and Kit came back for another. It was tiring
work and the day was dawning grey when he had
finished. Then he made the circuit of the fields to
assure himself that all was right, and that there
were no stragglers lying frozen in corners or turned
‘avel’ in the dusty lirks of the knowes.

Then he went back to the onstead of Loch
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Spellanderie. The moon had gone down and the farm
buildings loomed very cold and bleak out of the
frost-fog.

Mistress MacWalter was on foot. She had slept
nearly two hours, being half an hour too long, after
wearying herself with raising Kit; and furthermore
she had risen with a very bad temper. But this was
no uncommon occurrence. She was now in the byre
with a lantern of her own. She was talking to herself,
and “lyting' on the patient cows, who now stood
chewing the cuds of their breakfast. She slapped
them apart with her stool, applying it savagely to
their flanks. She even lifted her foot to them, which
affronts a self-respecting cow as much as a human
being.

In this spirit she greeted Kit when he appeared.

‘Where hae ye been, ye careless deevil, ye? A guid
mind hae I to gie ye my milking-stool owre yer
crown, ye senseless, menseless blastie! What ill-
contriving tricks hae ye been at that ye haena gotten
the kye milkit?’

1 hae been feeding the sheep at the pits,
mistress,’ said Kit Kennedy.

‘Dinna mistress me,’ cried his employer; ‘ye hae
been wasting your time at some o' your thievin
ploys. What do ye think that John MacWalter, silly
man, feeds you for? He has plenty o' weans o' his ain
to provide for without meddling wi the likes o' you —
careless, useless, fushionless blaygaird that ye are.’

Mistress MacWalter had sat down on her stool to
the milking by this time. But her temper was such
that she was milking harshly and unkindly, and
Crummie felt it. Also she had not forgotten in her
slow-moving bovine way that she had been kicked.
So in her turn she lifted her foot and let drive,
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punctuating a gigantic semicolon with her cloven
hoof just on that part of the person of Mistress
MacWalter where it was fitted to take most effect.

Mistress MacWalter found herself on her back,
with the warm froth of the milk running all over her.
She picked herself up, helped by Kit, who had come
to her assistance.

Her words were few, but not at all well-ordered.
She went to the byre door to get the driving-stick to
lay on Crummie. Kit stopped her.

Ye'll pit a' the kye to that ot that theylll no let
doon a drap o' milk this morning. An' the morn's
kirning-day.’

Mistress MacWalter knew that the boy was right;
but she could only turn, not subdue her anger. So
she turned it on Kit Kennedy, for there was no one
else there.

Ye meddlin' curse,” she cried, ‘it was a' your
blame.” She had the shank of the byre besom in her
hand as she spoke. With this she struck at the boy,
who ducked his head and hollowed his back in a
manner which showed great practice and dexterity.
The blow fell obliquely on his coat, making a
resounding noise, but doing no great harm.

Then Mistress MacWalter picked up her stool and
sat down to another cow. Kit drew in to Crummie,
and the twain comforted one another. Kit bore no
malice, but he hoped that his mistress would not
keep back his porridge. That was what he feared. No
other word of good or bad said the goodwife of Loch
Spellanderie by the Water of Ken. Kit carried the two
great reaming cans of fresh milk into the milk-
house; and as he came out empty-handed Mistress
MacWalter waited for him, and with a hand both
hard and heavy fetched him a ringing blow on the
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side of the head, which made his teeth clack
together and his eyes water.

‘Tak' that, ye gangrel loon!’ she said, ‘ye are aye in
some mischiefl’

Kit Kennedy went into the barn with fell purpose
in his heart. He set up on end a bag of chaff, which
had been laid aside to fill a bed. He squared up to it
in a deadly way, dancing lightly on his feet, his
hands revolving in a most knowing manner.

His left hand shot out, and the sack of chaff went
over in the corner.

‘Stand up, Mistress MacWalter,’ said Kit, ‘an' we'll
see wha's the better man.’

It was evidently Kit who was the better man, for
the sack subsided repeatedly and flaccidly on the
hard-beaten earthen floor. So in effigy Kit mauled
Mistress MacWalter exceeding shamefully, and
obtained so many victories over that lady that he
grew quite pleased with himself, and in time gat him
into such a glow that he forgot all about the tingling
on his ear which had so suddenly begun at the milk-
house door.

‘After a', she keeps me!’ said Kit Kennedy,
cheerfully.

There was another angel up aloft who went into
the inner court at that moment and told that Kit
Kennedy had forgiven his enemies. Being a
sympathetic recorder he said nothing about the
chaff sack. So Kit Kennedy began the day with a
clean slate and a ringing ear.

He went to the kitchen door to go in and get his
breakfast.

‘Gae way wi' ye! Hoo daur ye come to my door
after what yer wark has been this mornin'?’ cried
Mistress MacWalter as soon as she heard him. ‘Aff
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to the schule wi' ye! Ye get neither bite nor sup in
my hoose the day.’

The three MacWalter children were sitting at the
table taking their porridge and milk with horn
spoons. The ham was skirling and frizzling in the
pan. It gave out a good smell, but that did not cost
Kit Kennedy a thought. He knew that that was not
for the like of him. He would as soon have thought
of wearing a white linen shirt or having the lairdship
of a barony as of getting ham to his breakfast. But
after his morning’s work he had a sore heart enough
to miss his porridge.

But he knew that it was no use to argue with
Mistress MacWalter. So he went outside and walked
up and down in the snow. He heard the clatter of
dishes as the children Rob, Jock, and Meysie
MacWalter finished their eating, and Meysie set their
bowls one within the other and carried them into the
back-kitchen to be ready for the washing. Meysie
was now nearly fourteen and was Kit’s very good
friend. Jock and Rob, on the other hand, ran races
who should have most tales to tell of his misdoings
at home and also at the village school.

‘Kit Kennedy, ye scoondrel, come in this meenit
an' get the dishes washen afore yer maister taks the
'‘Buik,” cried Mistress MacWalter, who was a
religious woman, and ‘came forward’ regularly at the
half-yearly communion in the kirk of Duntochar.
She did not so much grudge Kit his meal of meat,
but she had her own theories of punishment. So she
called Kit in to wash the dishes from which he had
never eaten. Meysie stood beside them and dried for
him, and her little heart was sore. There was
something in the bottom of some of them, and this
Kit ate quickly and furtively, Meysie keeping a watch
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that her mother was not looking. The day was now
fairly broken, but the sun had not yet risen.

‘Tak' the pot oot an clean it. Gie the scrapings to
the dogs!’ ordered Mistress MacWalter.

Kit obeyed. Tyke and Tweed followed with their
tails over their backs. The white wastes glimmered
in the grey of the morning. It was rosy where the
sun was going to rise behind the great ridge of Ben
Cairn, which looked, smoothly covered with snow as
it was, exactly like a gigantic turnip-pit. At the back
of the milk-house Kit set down the pot, and with a
horn spoon which he took from his pocket he shared
the ‘scrapings’ of the pot equally into three parts,
dividing it mathematically by lines drawn up from
the bottom. It was a good big pot and there was a
good deal of scrapings which was lucky for both
Tweed and Tyke, as well as good for Kit Kennedy.

Now this was the way that Kit Kennedy — that
kinless loon, without father or name — won his
breakfast.

He had hardly finished and licked the spoon, the
dogs sitting on their haunches and watching every
rise and fall of the horn, when a well-known voice
shrilled through the air.

‘Kit Kennedy, ye lazy, ungrateful hound, come
ben to the 'Buik,’ Ye are no better than the beasts
that perish, regardless baith o' God and man.’

So Kit Kennedy cheerfully went into prayers and
thanksgiving, thinking himself not ill off. He had had
his breakfast.

And Tweed and Tyke, the beasts that perish, put
their noses into the porridge-pot to see if Kit
Kennedy had left anything. There was not so much
as a single grain of meal.
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CHAPTER THIRTY ONE

KIT’S CLASSICAL TUTOR

Once fairly settled Kit carried out his intention of
letting his grandfather know of the situation he had
found, and his Uncle Rob was despatched to report.
Upon his return the young forester allayed the fears
of Kit's mother and the Elder.

‘He’ll hae his ain battles to fecht, and his troubles
will no be to seek. But the man is an honest man
though the woman is an ill-tongued tairger. But I
wad let him bide awhile. The boy wasna learnin'
muckle at the schule onyway!’

These tidings were duly conveyed to Kirkoswald,
and in her heart Lilias rejoiced that her boy was at a
distance from the district, and, as she hoped,
beyond the reach of Christopher Kennedy.

Had she known how at that moment Kit was lying
prone on his face on a pile of corn-bags in the barn
of Cairnharrow listening to the tramp as, in a rapid,
clean-cut voice he ran over certain unknown words,
Lilias MacWalter might not have been so easy in her
mind.

It had happened in this wise.

Heather Jock’s hint had borne immediate fruit.
John Rogerson, more commonly called in Galloway
fashion ‘Cairnharrow' after the name of his farm,
had got a ‘spelk of wood into his hand,” which in the
busy season put him at a sore disadvantage. The
tramp was not strong and had had little experience
of farm work, but he was both cheap and willing,
and at least well worth a trial. So his sister said, and
so also, after due demur, Cairnharrow himself
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allowed.

In this fashion did John Smith become odd, or
more technically ‘orra,” man about the farm-house of
Cairnharrow, a larger and better holding than that
of Loch Spellanderie.

Throughout the winter that excellent optimist, Kit
Kennedy, dreed his weird with Mistress MacWalter,
and the work — indeed all work — came easily to
him. His mistress, it is true, had early stopped him
from attending the village school, nominally because
he was a hired boy and could not be spared, but
chiefly because his quickness put to shame Saft
Tam and Tatie Rob, the younger children of his
master. So, nothing loath, Kit Kennedy abode at
home.

It was not long, however, before he met the new
odd man of Cairnharrow. It was at the smiddy in the
village of Saint John, and the Cairnharrow man was
driving a cart in which he was to take back a plough
that had been repaired. Kit had come in with a
coulter which needed sharpening.

Now the ‘smiddy’ of all Scottish villages is at once
local parliament and club-house. To its privileges
members are duly elected. They are also frequently
blackballed. They may even be expelled. Each man
has his place and privileges clearly defined. The
miller may no more sit in the joiner's place than
Gavin Strang the wright may usurp the broken anvil
by the hearth, which is the perquisite of the smith
himself in his infrequent spells of leisure.

Every one’s character is discussed, their
prospects, temper, habits — if they lie abed in the
morning, if they are over-promiscuous in their
nocturnal roamings, if they look several times at a
penny before parting with it. All these peculiarities
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are referred to in the dry allusive way characteristic
of the humour of the Scottish peasant — a saying a
thing without saying it, as it were.

‘Guid-een to you, laddie,’ said the smith, big
Andro Hutcheon, the most mighty son of Tubal in all
Galloway, ‘ye come frae Loch Spellanderie. How do
ye draw wi' the mistress? Fine, ye say? Weel, ye
maun be an easily contented laddie. Ye dinna want
to be prenticed to a fine smith business, do ye? This
loon o' mine is aye grumblin'. He should hae a tack
o' Mistress MacWalter. But she's a fine woman, too
— certes! They tell me that she pared the nebs o' her
deuks (her ducks' bills) to a point so that they
wadna eat so muckle meat. It was a peety that they
a' deed before she got time to see hoo the plan wad
work.’

The Cairnharrow cart stopped at the door, and
the late tramp, now a very different figure from the
one of the Dornal quarry, looked gravely in.

Is that pleuch dune yet?’ he cried, in the local
speech, for he had an ear for languages, and a new
tang of rustic speech came as apt upon his tongue
as if it had been Greek dialect in the days when
young Chris Kennedy of Sandhaven won college
medals by the handful.

‘Come awa', man!’ cried the smith, who was for
the moment seated on his anvil, tell us what's a' the
news aboot Cairnharrow. The joiner there was juist
sayin' what an extraordinary fine woman he
considered your neighbour, Mistress MacWalter,
ower by at Lock Spellanderie.’

‘We are a' weel up oor road, except the maister,’
said the 'Orra Man,' cautiously; ‘is the pleuch dune,
smith?’

‘What's your hurry? Stop and gie's your crack,’
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returned Hutcheon, who took it almost as a personal
affront that any one should leave his smiddy under
an hour.

1 canna bide the nicht,” said the Cairnharrow
man, recognizing the obligation and excusing
himself, 1 hae to be hame to fodder the beasts and
supper the horse. The maister is laid up wi' an awfu'
sair hand!’

‘D'ye tell me sae?’ cried the smith. T missed him
oot o' the kirk — no that that's ocht to gang by. But
I haena seen him at the Cross Keys for a hale
fortnicht, and the like hasna happened for thirty
year. Ye are no a drinker, I'm thinkin'l’

The smith turned to the ‘Orra Man’ as he spoke.

‘No,” he answered, quietly, 1 do not drink.’

Something in the accent or the Englishy
pronunciation of the words attracted the attention of
the entire parliament. Each man glanced at his
neighbour, though no man said a word. In that eye-
passage the whole smiddy compared notes, and
were of opinion that, if the new Cairnharrow man
liked to speak, they would listen to a tale worth
hearing.

But it was not to be that night. For the messenger
persisting, and the horse outside growing restless,
the plough was lifted bodily into the cart, and the
‘Orra Man’ made haste to set out. Suddenly he
seemed to remember the boy from Loch
Spellanderie.

‘Will ye be lang, laddie?’ he asked, looking back
through the red comfortable door of the forge.

‘Peter will hae the coulter dune in a minute,” said
the smith, and for once Peter proved as good as his
master's word. He had the coulter finished, and Kit
found himself seated in the red farm cart beside the

258



KIT KENNEDY

tramp, both horse and cart clacking slowly up the
road under the frosty stars of a winter's night.

Kit, in high spirits at the unexpected 9ift’ and the
pleasant consciousness that it was yet a long way to
Loch Spellanderie, chattered incessantly of himself,
of his grandfather, of his grandmother, of Betty
Landsborough, and somewhat more reservedly of
Mistress MacWalter and the household at the farm
by the lochside.

The elder of the pair was a little uneasy till he
reached the bright lights of the Cross Keys. The
tramp drew up half unconsciously. Then he laid the
reins on the neck of the horse, took them up again,
and drove resolutely past. Kit and he could hear the
murmur of many voices within, and the public
rooms were bursting with lights. But the ex-tramp
drove steadily on.

Then quite abruptly he addressed his first
question to the boy.

Is your father dead?’

Kit stammered, and in the friendly dark blushed
also. This was a different thing to Mistress
MacWalter's voluble reproaches.

‘My grandfather telled me that he was dead,” he
said at last.

‘And your mother — is she dead, too?’ continued
the tramp, in the pursuit of his purpose ignoring
any pain he might be causing.

‘My mither is not dead,” murmured Kit; ‘she is
married.” But he said it sadly, as if the two things
were much the same. As, save for a soul's
continuing agony, they were indeed in Lilias's case.

The tramp thought a while and then continued,
‘Do you want to be a farm boy all your life?’

Kit explained that first of all he was not going to
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be a burden on his grandparents, and went on to tell
how he had run away from home that he might be
able to repay some of the money they had spent on
him.

‘Would you like to learn Latin?’ said the tramp, as
the snowflakes began to swirl in their faces, and the
patient beast, hitherto jogging quietly between the
shafts, tossed her forelock to clear the white drift
from before her eyes.

‘Aye, I wad that,’ cried Kit, eagerly, ‘but wha is to
learn me? The maister here canna, and besides, the
mistress wadna let me gang to the schule if he
could.’

T will teach you,’ said the ‘Orra man,’ calmly.

You!’ cried Kit, astonished, 1 didna ken that ye
could read even. Are ye a learned man, then?’

The ex-tramp laughed a curious little laugh.

You are thinking that it has not done much for
me,’ he said.

‘Oh, no,’ said Kit, politely, T was thinkin’ that my
maister said ye were a gaid worker, and he thocht
Cairnharrow would be wise to keep ye!’

It was long since the tramp had heard any man,
still one like John MacWalter, praise his worth and
faithfulness. The boy's words marked a distinct step
in his upward way. He was glad now that he had
driven straight past the Cross Keys.

‘Listen,” said John Smith, ‘put that sack round
your shoulders. This way! Now come nearer me.” He
put his arm about the boy, and, after a moment of
awkwardness, Kit felt strangely at ease. He wished
the road to Loch Spellandrie had been thrice as long
and difficult.

You must say nothing of this to any one,’ said the
‘Orra Man,’ in a voice which Kit could hear clearly
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above the sough and rush of the storm, 1 have
wasted my own chances. But if you are the lad I
take you for I am going to see that you don't waste
yours. [ will teach you Latin and Greek.’

T ken Penna, a pen, already,’ said Kit, whose ears
had been sharp while Duncan Duncanson took his
one ‘Latin boy’ through a revisal of the declensions.

The ‘Orra Man’ laughed a little.

‘That is always a beginning,’ said he.

‘But I hae nae buiks,’ said Kit, mournfully, ‘and
I'll hae juist to come to you when Mistress
MacWalter will let me.’

‘We won't need books for a while, and I'll speak to
your master when I see him,” answered the ‘Orra
Man.’

‘When will you begin?’

If ye please, I'll begin the noo,” said Kit, nestling
closer to this wonderful ‘Orra Man’ who knew Greek
and Latin and was willing to impart them.

So there amid the swirl and roar of the winter
snowstorm Kit had his first lesson in the language, a
knowledge of which is wuniversally believed in
Scotland to unlock the doors of success in every
profession. The minutes sped all too rapidly, but he
knew 'Penna’ completely in all its cases by the time
the mare stopped at the loaning end of Loch
Spellanderie, and Kit got down most unwillingly, but
with a strange upleaping elation at his heart.

‘Guid-nicht,” he cried up to the white-swathed
figure of the ‘Orra Man’ which came between him
and the black sky, till the morn's nicht at the Black
Sheds!’

‘Good-night — think well over what I said about
the Accusative!’

It was no longer the voice of the ‘Orra Man’ of
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Cairnharrow which answered Kit from the red cart,
but the voice of Christopher Kennedy, M.A., formerly
classical master in the Academy of Cairn Edward,
now for the first time in his life acting as private
tutor.
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CHAPTER THIRTY TWO

‘PENNA, A PEN’

‘Shake yoursel' weel, na, an' knock your great
clamperin' feet on the door-step,’ cried the voice of
Mistress MacWalter as Kit laid his fingers on the
latch of the kitchen door. ‘Whaur hae ye been a' this
time? D'ye think that I pay you good siller and feed
ye up wi' the best of meat for you to gallivant aboot
the countryside?’

‘Penna, a pen; Pennae, of a pen.’

Kit murmured what he had learned in the cart
like a kind of conjuration to ward off evil.

‘What's that ye are sayin' — mutterin' ower ill
words to yoursel, I'se warrant? John MacWalter, I
dinna ken what ye were thinking on to let siccan an
ill-tongued wratch into your hoose, corruptin' your
innocent weans and abusin' your married wife to her
verra face!’

Kit went quietly to a seat at the end of the table,
having deposited the coulter in the outer dark of the
back-kitchen, a place filled with a dismal debris of
pots and pans, dishcloths, broken paraffin lamps,
old boots, new blacking, iron girdles, and wash-
tubs.

‘Come oot o' that!’ cried the shrill voice of his
mistress as soon as he had seated himself near the
lamp, emphasizing the order with a cuff on the ear
which made the water stand in Kit's eyes; ‘that's
where Johnnie, puir lad, is doin' his lessons, as
brawly ye ken. Ye wad like him to sit doon amang a'
the wat snaw ye hae brocht trailin' in wi' ye, and get
his death o' cauld. That's what wad pleasure the like
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o' you!’

‘Pennae, pens; Pennarum, of pens.’

‘Gang and sit by the door and be thankfu' that ye
hae a meal o' meat to eat in a decent God-fearin'
hoose, which is mair nor a nameless, kinless loon
like you has ony richt to expect. And no a word oot
o' the head o' ye, pervertin' the minds o’ my innocent
bairns and bringing disgrace on your maister, that
may be an elder o' the parish in twa-three year, gin
he keeps in wi the minister and the factor.’

Kit did as he was bidden, and sat humbly down
on a low settle by the door, a place where he was
little likely to be disturbed by Johnnie or any other,
for there the winter's blast poured freely down the
back of his neck round the open door which
separated the inner from the outer kitchen.

Meysie MacWalter, the eldest daughter of the
house, now grown into a tall slip of a girl, brought
him his porridge. This was, as usual, composed of
the scraps and bottomings of bowls which had been
left unfinished by the rest of the household. But
when the mother's back was turned, Meysie, who
had her own views as to Kit's merits, poured over all
a generous jaw’ of new milk not unmingled with
cream. So that Kit fared for that night like a prince
— indeed, better than many princes.

And the fact that his ear tingled from the hard
palm of Mistress MacWalter was no more regarded
by him than the buffet of the storm he had left
behind him. Kit was of the bright nature which
takes the universe as it rolls. And he was not
unwilling to count the hardness of his mistress's
hand as part of the scheme of things. He did not
complain. He could take it out of the bag of chaff in
the barn afterwards. And besides, was there not his
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new amulet of safety — ‘Pennae, pennarum, pennis,
pennas, pennae, pennis.’

Mistress MacWalter thought that Kit did not care
for reading, or she would have locked up every book
about the house of Loch Spellanderie. And Kit, we
may be sure, with such a privation before him, did
not flaunt his accomplishments in her presence.

* * * * *

The proceedings of the ‘Orra Man’ on the day after
the snowy night journey with Kit were very peculiar.
It was market day at the town, and he went down
with his master from Cairnharrow. He wanted to
buy some winter things, he said. And indeed his
wardrobe was somewhat scanty. Mr. Rogerson
advanced his ‘orra’ man some money on the
strength of work yet to be done, a dangerous thing
in the case of many ‘orra’ men, who have mostly not
been in regular places before, and whose roots are
therefore not set very deep in the soil.

‘Dinna be drinkin' it a',” said his master. ‘Better
buy your winter gear first!’

He knew the nature of ‘orra’ men.

But John Smith did not at once proceed to buy
winter clothing. He skirmished this way and that
through the lanes about the Vennel till he lighted
upon an old dingy shop, in the window of which
were several books, a battered brass fender, some
unmatched cups and saucers, a pile of dingy
carpets, and a paraffin lamp without a globe.

The ‘Orra Man’ entered and spoke thus to the
owner of all these: ‘Have you any Latin dictionaries
or grammars?’

The shabby old man in list slippers, who had
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come stumbling and snuffling out of a back room,
shook his head.

‘What ken I?’ he said; ‘shes away frae hame the
day. Ye can look for yoursel’.’

With this permission the ‘Orra Man,” keenly
watched by the ancient long-coated guardian of the
shop, looked over the dusty books which were piled
higgledy-piggledy beneath the counter and behind
the door, mostly tied in bundles with string. He
handled them with the swift delicate art of a lover,
blowing the dust from the top, and running his
finger along the right-hand page to be ready for
turning as he read.

The old man watched him for a little and then
said, Ye are a queer ploughman to be seekin' Laitin
dictionaries.’

The ‘Orra Man’ did not hear him. He was shaking
his head over a doubtful note in an edition of
Suetonius.

Tt will not do — clever — undoubtedly clever. But
it will not do.’

It winna do, will it not?’ said the old man; ‘then
maybe you will find something there mair to your
taste, since you are so ill to please!’

As he spoke he threw open an upper glazed
cupboard, and row upon row of classical books were
disclosed.

‘There,’” cried the old man, laughing senilely, 4f
you set up for a learned man, there's something to
bite on. She bocht them at the sale o' a dominie that
ran awa frae Cairn Edward a lang while since —
made a munelicht flittin', that is. You'll see his name
on the boards. He was just desperate for debt they
say!’

And the ‘Orra Man,’ opening the nearest volume
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with a queer constriction of the heart, read the name
written within. It was

CHRISTOPHER KENNEDY M.A.,
on a neat, blue-edged oblong, and on a flyleaf a
Greek ode to Lilias Armour's eyes, which he had
scribbled in pencil as he lay waiting for her one day
high up on the Dornal moor.

‘Are ye a buyer or are ye not? I canna bide a' day
frae the fire on siccan a cauld mornin' as this, so I'm
tellin' ye!’

The creaking tones of the old shopman awakened
the ‘Orra Man.’” 1 cannot buy them all,” he said; 1
have not the money. But I want to buy them one by
one if you will keep them for me.’

‘Dinna fret; they'll keep themsel's easy eneuch in
the toon o' Dumfries. There's nae run on the dead
languages in Dumfries. Bibles are drug stock, and
even Shakespeare — man, [ dinna think we hae
selled yin o' him for twenty year, except a big bound
copy to Rob Veitch, the hosier, that he uses to keep
his letters doon on his desk, and to throw at the
dogs that come snuffin' aboot the wicks o' his shop
door.’

This being the state of the literary market in the
neighbourhood, the ‘Orra man’ carried away on easy
terms Riddle's Latin Dictionary, Dunbar's Greek
Lexicon, a couple of Edinburgh Academy's
Rudiments (arid but unequalled schoolbooks),
Ceesar, Livy, and (what was a sacrifice to his own
desires) a pretty little Elzevir Horace which he had
often seen in his dreams during the last sad years.

But John Smith went back to the yard where he
had put up his beast without a farthing even to pay
the hostler, and naturally without having added one
stitch to his stock of winter clothing.
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Yet the ‘Orra Man’ was thrice wrapped in joy.

It was an unthought-of chance, though of course
natural enough, that the old ‘general dealer’ of
Dumfries should have picked up the classical books
which no one else wanted, and that he should have
preserved them ever since in a dusty cupboard of his
back-shop. But to the classical master it seemed of
the best omen. It brought him, in his own esteem,
within measurable distance of his old position, and
he could hardly wait for the seclusion of his ‘stable
laft’ before turning to his favourite passages, and
verifying the exactness of certain quotations which
had been grains of gold to him in the dark days of
the underworld.

A somewhat shy and reserved man was the new
‘Orra Man’ among his fellows, ‘a weel learnit man’
they told each other when sizing up the newcomer,
‘a great reader and juist wonderfu' weel informed —
kenned nocht about farm wark when he cam to
Cairnharrow. But he was quick to learn — faith,
there's little that he canna set his hand to noo.’

On the whole exceedingly well liked was the ‘Orra
Man,’ but accounted to have a bee in his bonnet or
such a learned man would never be where he was
this day. Yet in such repute and serious respect is
learning (or even the report of it) held in Scotland,
that there was not a man but would have stopped
half an hour longer or risen half an hour sooner to
help John Smith with his work about the stables or
in the fields.

‘He's no used to it like us,” these kindly hearty
farm lads would say; ‘what can a learned man ken
aboot skailin' middens?’
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CHAPTER THIRTY THREE

KIT GOES HOME

There was one goal which his instructor always kept
before Kit. Nothing was any use which did not lead
to a university education. And the ‘Orra Man’ had
his own ideas as to how the matter was to be
accomplished. He knew well that every three years
there was a bursary open to the whole of Galloway
— thirty pounds a year for four years was the
amount. Not a fortune, doubtless, but capable, with
the economy inherent in Scottish youth, of seeing
him through his sessions at college.

The ‘Orra Man’ resolved that his pupil should
enter for this in three years. He would be fifteen by
that time, and just within the standard of age.

If I cannot train one pupil better than a man who
has twenty to attend to my name is not — John
Smith!” he said.

And though the terms of the affirmation were
dubious, the training and discipline which Kit
Kennedy presently began to undergo were of the
most severe and drastic kind.

Both the ‘Orra Man’ and Kit lived for these stolen
hours, when by the light of a stable lantern they
read together the solemn-sounding, grave-thoughted
Latins, and after a while, with infinite stammering,
the nimble-witted Greeks.

During all that first winter Kit met his teacher
every night in the Black Sheds — certain
ramshackle erections of wood on the boundary line
of both farms. Here, wrapped in old sacks and by
the feeble shine of a tallow dip set in a stable lantern
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Kit mastered his verbs, regular and irregular, and so
macadamized his way to the Latin version which he
hoped one day to write.

One night, however, Kit waited long, listening in
vain for his companion. The storm beat outside, and
the wind made eery noises among the tall ash-trees
overhead. Stray pieces of rotten branches struck the
sheds at intervals, as if some one unseen were
beating the roof with a stick. A loose clap-board
knocked incessantly demanding admission. Kit's
hair almost stood on end, but he conjured the
ghosts aloud with ‘“upto’ in all its moods, tenses,
and voices. The incantation was perfectly effective,
and gave Kit a better idea of the Greek language
than he had ever had before.

But after all the ‘Orra Man’ did not come.

The next night the boy again waited in vain in the
tingling frost which had succeeded the rain, till his
nose was blue and his fingers frozen to his palms.
Long before nine he had lost track of his toes. But
still the preceptor came not. Kit tried ‘Iuo’ on the
cold, but Greek, though excellent against the spirits
that roam in the dark, was but a feeble protection
against the bitterness of a Scottish winter, when the
frost curls the very leaves of the evergreens inward,
and the stars sparkle aloft in the seven prismatic
colours.

On the third night the ‘Orra Man’ appeared. His
face was strange and drawn, his voice hoarse, and
whistled a little as he spoke. He had lost that
straightforwardness of eye which had begun to
distinguish him. He could not look his pupil in the
eye.

‘What's been the maitter?’ cried Kit, anxiously, as
soon as he heard his foot on the threshold. ‘Hae ye

270



KIT KENNEDY

been ill, Maister Smith?’

T have not been ill,” said the ‘Orra Man.’

‘Hae ye gotten your leave frae Cairnharrow?’

The absentee did not answer, and Kit, with the
quick lightness of youth, accepted silence as a
negative, and darted on to what he had been eager
to tell.

T hae learned a' the rules ye gied me and six
pages mair. Will ye hearken me?’

The ‘Orra Man’ reached his hand automatically
for the grammar, and Kit rattled his lesson off. But
the teacher shut the book without remark, to the
great disappointment of Kit, who had expected
wonder and delight instead of this chilling silence.

Is it no weel learned? Are ye no pleased?’ he
demanded, anxiously. The classical master did not
answer. His head was bowed upon his hands, and
when Kit looked closer tears were trickling between
his wasted fingers.

‘Dinna — dinna do that!’ cried the boy, with the
pained consternation of youth amazed before an
elder's tears. ‘What gars ye do the like o' that?’

The ‘Orra Man’ stilled his slow, painful sobs.

‘Kit,” he said, speaking with difficulty, T am not fit
to sit beside you —I—I—I have been drinking again.
I was drunk the night before last, and was brought
home in a cart. And Mr. Rogerson overlooked it, for
the good fellows at the farm had done my work. They
are all better men than I. If your grandfather knew
the manner of man who was teaching you, he would
never let me come near you again.’

‘Maister Smith,’ said the boy, 1 yince heard the
doctor say that ye dinna get better a' at yince, o' a
trouble that ye hae had for a lang time. Maybe ye
hae had this trouble a lang while, and are no fairly
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better yet.’

‘Well,” said the ‘Orra Man,’ looking at Kit for the
first time, ‘let us go on with our work. I have
promised, and I will keep. Till I see you Galloway
bursar — I — TIll keep my promise. And then
perhaps I shall be cured.’

From this time forward Kit had long days of work
and short nights of learning and sleep. Little by little
he escaped from the domains of Mistress MacWalter
into the larger liberty of the work on the farm. And
that made a great change in his circumstances, for
John MacWalter, though of no power or authority
within doors, could make Kit's life infinitely easier
without. He slept now in the stable loft, and as that
opened above the horses in the stable Mistress
MacWalter dared not go in there to find out whether
he was in bed or not, a habit which had embittered
the first months of his scholastic career in the
university of the Black Sheds.

Then Kit was growing rapidly, and being of a
sturdy frame at a year's end he did almost a man's
work. And, for his own sake, John MacWalter
insisted that Kit should have his meals full and
regular. Even his mistress was quite alive to the
advantages of getting a man's work for a boy's wage,
and now mostly took it out of Kit with her tongue.
So that he had no more to share his breakfast with
the dogs out of the three-legged pot.

It was one of Mistress MacWalter's pet projects ‘to
mak' a minister out o' Jock.” Also it was about this
time that she began to call her eldest son Johnny.
Jock is not a suitable name for a minister in the
making.

Jock was a soft, underhandish youth, lanky and
stoop-shouldered, a coward by nature and a tale-
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bearer by education. For this last Kit would many a
time have knocked the head aff him’ had it not been
that he knew well that Jock would carry his
grievances straight to his mother within the kitchen.

Johnny or Jock MacWalter was accounted the
best scholar at the school of Saint John's Town. He
had a good memory, and his dominie was one of the
ancient stamp who consider themselves disgraced if
they do not send a scholar every year to the
universities — and a bursar if possible. This old-
fashioned pedagogue thought that he could make
something out of Jock MacWalter. ‘He's no what I
could wish, nor what I hae had in the past. But he's
a fair ordinary lad and between me and the taws
we'll maybe mak' a scholar oot o' Jock yet!’

Dominie Peter MacFayden, otherwise known as
Birsie, had been dominie of St. John's Town for
more than two generations and he did not despair of
yet living to tickle the palms of his earliest pupils'
grandchildren.

He had the name of a ‘grand teacher' — he ‘brocht
the weans on fine,' they said. 'He was maybe a wee
sair on them at times. But he's an auld man, and
his temper no juist what it was.’

‘Dod, gin it's waur than it was in my time thirty
year since, Guid peety the bairns! For a mair ill-
tempered thrawn auld runt there wasna in braid
Scotland.’

This was John Rogerson's opinion.

T am glad I hae nae weans,” he would declare,
‘but gin I had forty I wad send them a' oot o' the
pairish before I wad pit them at the mercy o' sic a
vicious auld curmudgeon. I declare ye canna gang
within a Sabbath day's journey o' Peter's schule but
ye will see a bairn a' forgrutten, haudin' its hand
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below its oxter, and the yells o' anither comin' frae
the schule itself like to tak' the roof aff.

“Ye are a great miss in a barn,' I said to Peter
yince.

“And what for that?’ says he, glowerin' at me.

“Ye wad do for flail and fanners too,' says I, 'for ye
lay on like twa threshers on a sheaf, and gar the
stour flee like a pair o' blue fanners new coft oot o'
Andro Dobie's shop!”

‘The dominie wadna like that, I'se warrant,” said
his neighbour at the kirk door, where they were
waiting for the minister.

For in the parish of Saint John's it was
considered that lightning would immediately fall
upon any head of a household or other responsible
person who would venture to take his seat before
the minister had gone into the vestry.

‘Peter has a great name for bringin' on backward
laddies, though,’ said Grocer Candlish; ‘there's Jock
MacWalter. I declare a stupider nowt than him ye
wadna find between here and the back-shore o'
Leswalt. He disna ken a turnip frae a patawtie
except juist by the taste and he has nae natural way
wi' horse beasts ava. But he can leather at the Latin
till ye wad think somebody was sweerin' strange
oaths doon by in the clachan.’

‘Oh, he’s a terrible weel-learned craiter, the
maister,” said the herd of Knockman, a hill farm at
the root of Cairnsmore. 1 hear he's gaun to sent
Jock forrit for the next Gallowa' bursary. His faither
is to mak' a minister oot o' him, I hear. Weel, I hae
seen mony queer-lookin' and unfaceable ministers,
but gin they mak' yin oot o' that callant, I'll say that
the day o' miracles is no bygane!’

‘And what's the matter wi' Jock, na,’” said Grocer
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Candlish; ‘he's a rael ceevil lad and eident at his
lessons?’

‘What's the maitter wi' him — a ceevil callant,
says you. Aye, far ower ceevil. I wad like to see him
scoorin' the hills lichfit like a wild goat, barefit and
bareleggit. Boy callants are best steerin'. But yon
laddie, he creeps to the schule, and he sits at the
desk, and he trembles for fear he's lickit, and greets
when he gets a cuff, and tells tales on the rest to
sook in wi' the maister. Oh, I hae been watchin' that
laddie when I've been aboot the clachan. Ye may
mak' a minister o' him, I will aloo, for the grace o'
God is almichty. But thae sort should be pushioned
when they're young, and that's my thocht o't.’

* * * * *

Every three months Kit got a day off, and went
through to the little house of Crae to see those
whom he had left behind. By the care of Betty
Landsborough (or some one of her many admirers) it
was always a day when Walter MacWalter was
absent on some of the mysterious business which
about this time more and more began to occupy
him. Lilias came over early, passing on her way the
grass-grown court-yard and closed doors, and
regarding wistfully the barricaded windows of the
little farm of Black Dornal; then, sighing a little, she
crossed the high-backed bridge of Crae beneath
which the water forever rustles brown and cool,
striving with the green leaves and the jubilant birds
which shall have the meed of sweetest melody.

Then at the end of the little walk, which leads to
the left among the trees to the cottage in the wood of
Crae, Kit would fling himself into his mother's arms
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with a little cry of joy.

‘Oh, mither — mither! But I am that glad to see
yel’

And each time he would search her face to see if
it had grown more weary, and her abundant hair for
grey threads to pull out as if he had been her lover.
And partly it was the anxious joy of a son's affection,
and partly because he knew that the ‘Orra Man’
would ask him so many questions about them all,
but especially about his mother, when he went back
to Loch Spellanderie and the Black Sheds.

Then in gallant procession they would return to
the cottage, Kit leading his mother, looking radiant
and almost girlish, the weary broken look for the
moment quite taken away by the excitement of her
son's home-coming, the flutter of her mother's
bustling welcome, and her father's stiller joy.

For early in the afternoon the Elder himself would
come up the green walk between the pine woods
carrying his stone-breaking tools — a little more
bent perhaps than of yore, a little whiter of hair, but
with all the old serenity of eye, the same
straightforwardness of regard, the placid lip, the
firm chin, the noble cliff-like brow.

At the same place each time, and ever with fresh
apparent surprise on his grandfather's part, Kit
would leap out upon him, and seizing the old man
by the arms dispossess him of his hammers and
leathern bag, crying out all the time, ‘Oh,
grandfaither, are ye no glad to see me? I thocht ye
were never comin'l’

Then with the old man smiling down upon him,
and Kit circling like a jubilant collie round and
round him, the pair would approach the door of the
little cot. And Betty Landsborough would come out
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with a tin ‘bine’ in her hands, and stand looking at
them with that in her eyes which none of her
admirers had ever been able to bring there.

Margaret Armour, her best ‘kep’ accurately
adjusted on her head in honour of the occasion,
stood upon the spotless doorstep, saying nothing,
but smiling observant, benignant as a motherly
senior among her chickens.

‘Kit, Kit,” she would say, warningly, as the boy,
wild with getting home for a day, would indulge in
some surpassing prank, ‘dinna vex your
grandfaither. He will be tired. Did onybody ever see
siccan a callant?’

But it was when they were all gathered in the
little room, and the very window flowers seemed to
turn inward to listen to their happy talk, that Kit's
‘head-time,’ as he called it himself, arrived.

Then he took from his pocket a purse which the
‘Orra Man’ had given him, and from it he extracted
his wages in dirty pound-notes. Six pounds in the
half-year was the figure. He carried them across to
his grandmother with careless grace but inward
swelling pride.

‘Here, granny,” he would say, cheerfully, ‘this is to
help to pay the rent.’

Then the same thing happened every time.

First Kit became conscious of a proud, beamy
look answering his on his mother's face. Then the
Elder would bow his head and give silent thanks.
Thereafter the tears would well up into his
grandmother's eyes, her lips quiver, and she would
say, I canna take it, Kit. 'Deed, I canna be takin' it
frae ye, laddie!”

Mostly, while she was thus holding it in her
shaking fingers and her hands were gripping her
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apron, with the glad tears happin' like rabbits down
her black dress and white mutch-strings, Betty
Landsborough would come jauntily in.

‘What's this, what's this?' she would cry. ‘Never
mair siller! I declare ye maun rob the bank. Faith ye
micht spare a note or twa for me to buy me a new
goon, Kit — me that has aye been sae fond o' ye!’

For Betty Landsborough thought that there had
been enough of the joy that brings down the tear,
and with her rustic outspokenness, which in
Whinnyliggate passed very well for wit, she soon
brought the smiles back again to all the faces.

Ah, simple moods of simple folk, humour broad
as the harvest moon that smiles in the September
sky, pathos of the working field and kitchen, of the
home-returning feet the labour-weary body, the

aging face, the unaging heart — with the love so
reticently shut within mostly, so suddenly revealed
some day when the clouds rift — ye are precious

every whit to me, but perhaps over-common for
many others! Your manifestations may be unrefined,
your words are often coarse, but the sin and the
pain and the pardon ye reveal are those which each
recurring generation has known since first the Wall
of Eden was broken down, and man set to earn his
daily bread in the sweat of his brow.

Then when Kit stood beside his grandmother, and
Lilias still had that glorified look on her face, with a
grandly simple gesture the Elder would rise to his
feet.

‘Let us pray!’ I can hear him say. Then all rose as
they did when the minister came to visit. At the
Book night and morning they kneeled. But now they
stood. For it was a family thanksgiving, and with a
hand laid on the boy's shoulder the Ruling Elder
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prayed that the blessing of the Heavenly Father
might rest on this lad who had no father on the
earth, and that he who honoured his forbears, and
obeyed the voice of his mother, might receive tenfold
the blessing of the commandment with promise.

This was the time when Kit felt the tears flood up
from his own heart to his eyes. His mother came
nearer to him; he bent his head on her breast.
Somehow the roof of the humble cot went off, and
they seemed to be standing in a large place of
shining beauty, as indeed well they might. For the
cottage in the Crae Wood had become an
antechamber of the court of Heaven, and the Elder's
petitions the bridge between the poor human fact
and the lofty human ideal.

Soon, all too soon, it was time to go.

Kit must be back at Loch Spellanderie for the
suppering of the horses, and besides he had trysted
with the ‘Orra Man’ to meet him at the smiddy in
Saint John's Town. With sad, reluctant foot Lilias
must return to Kirkoswald to feed on the joy she had
experienced and to await that which should yet be.
She lived chiefly because of these visits of her son.

Ye are mno forgettin' the Book, Kit?’ his
grandfather would say, meaning the reading of his
Bible.

‘And your prayers?’ his mother would add.

‘And ye are keepin' oot o' a' bad company?’ This
from his grandmother.

‘And you are no makin' love to ony o' the up-
country lasses?’ would be Betty Landsborough's
contribution; ‘mind that ye are trysted to me.’

Then Kit would ask for the foresters at Rob's
Bothie, and comport himself so bravely at parting
that smiles would be on every face. His mother

279



Galloway Raiders Bigital Edition

usually walked a little way with him to a shady place
in the wood down by the stepping-stones, where she
took him in her arms, great fellow though he had
grown, and kissed him and clapped his shoulder
lightly with her hand, saying only, in a shaken voice,
‘My laddie ! My nice laddie!’

Then Kit, first looking every way to see that no
one was coming, would lay his cheek on his
mother's brow and croon over her, saying, ‘Mither,
mither, dinna greet! I am gaun to be a great man,
and then I'll tak' ye away wi' me. And we'll hae a
hoose in the toon and a hoose at the sea-side. And
ye shall hae silk to wear and a bonnet with gum
floo'ers intil't green and red and purple. And ye'll
hae naebody to fret ye then, and nocht to do but to
see that my sarks are clean to pit on — a clean
white sark every mornin'. Dinna greet, mither, for
it's comin'.’

His mother smiled through the fast-running salt
water.

‘Be a good lad, Kit, and mind your prayers.’

‘Aye, mither! And we'll hae twa servants, and ye'll
gie them ‘Scots wha hae’ if they arena up at six
o'clock and readyin' the porridge!’

‘Kit, do ye aye mind to say a prayer for your
mither?’

‘Aye, mither, of course! But what need ye speak o’
sic things. Somebody might hear ye. And the hoose
will be three stories, and there will be canaries in
every window -’

‘Kit, ye never see ony tramp folk the worse of
drink up your way, do ye?’

‘No, mither. What for do ye speer? There's nae
tramps aboot the place, but I'll keep awa' frae them
if ye say so, mither, gin that will please ye. Noo, I
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maun rin half the road to be in time for the 'Orra
Man'’

His mother asked one other question with an
anxious face.

‘Oh, juist a kind man at a neighbour farm,’ Kit
answered; ‘he is to meet me at the clachan — a
ceevil man and greatly thocht o' by his maister.’

‘Guid-nicht, mither; mind and no greet. And think
on the clean sarks ilka day, and the twa servants
and the canaries in every window.’

So Kit would go off with his feet moving fast in the
direction of Loch Spellanderie, but his face looking
back over his shoulder. And he never cried a tear all
the time — that is, not till he was too far from his
mother for her to see whether he cried or not.
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CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR

KIT’S RIVAL

It was a great strain for Kit to keep the secret of the
‘Orra Man's’ lessons to himself, and only the urgent
remonstrances of his teacher, and the wonderful
surprise it would be to every one if he succeeded,
kept him from telling his mother each time he bade
her good-bye. She had so little in life to make her
glad. She seemed to have suffered for everybody
else's wrong-doings, and to make up Kit wanted to
give her all the joy he could. But the ‘Orra Man’
represented to him what it would be when they saw
his name in the papers.

And then Jock MacWalter - and Jock MacWalter's
mother!

Kit could not forego that revenge, and what he
suffered at Loch Spellanderie was perhaps as great a
factor in his desire for hard work and the acquisition
of knowledge as everything else put together.

For Mistress MacWalter ‘rubbed it into’ Kit after
her fashion. She informed him a thousand times
that John was to be a minister, and that he, Kit
Kennedy, was to be an out-worker about a farm,
who might indeed rise to handle a plough, but who
could not be trusted with a printed book.

Jock usually worked in the ‘ben room,’ or parlour
of Loch Spellanderie, a lugubrious apartment, with
chests of drawers and a best bed which retired itself
as far as possible into one corner behind curtains,
and which when company called they were expected
not to notice.

His mother was in the habit of taking visitors
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down as far as the door of this abode of the more
learned muses.

T think he’s oot. Ye micht juist like to tak' a peep.
He sits there and learns a' the day through. Aye
that's a Greek buik or a Hebrew; I dinna ken what
yin o' the twa. Jock is a fair neeger at baith
languages, and as for Laitin, Dominie MacFayden
says that he canna learn him ony mair. Noo, come
awa! He’ll be comin' in the noo, and he'll no like to
think that his learnit buiks hae been disturbit by
the likes o' us.’

It's a preevelege to hae seen,” his mother's visitor
would say, diplomatically and solemnly; 1 never
kenned that there was sae muckle to be dune before
ye could be a minister. I declare I think mair than
ever o' the Sabbath's sermon noo.’

‘Oh, Jock is no that length yet, but the fact is that
he's gaun to win a grand heap o' siller that's called a
bursary. It's gi'en to the best scholar. And though of
course John disna need it — for his faither is
perfectly able and wullin' to pay for his collegin’,
forebye his rich uncle Walter (the laird, ye ken) that
juist doats on him. But this bursary is an unco'
honour, and it will be a great feather in Dominie
MacFayden's cap. No but what John could win it by
himsel'! It will be a fine thing to gang to Edinbra as
the First Gallowa' Bursar. What think ye o' that for a
name?’

So the privileged visitant would retire, awed and
full of admiration for ‘that wonnerfu' callant o
Mistress MacWalter's.” But after she had passed the
loaning end, and found herself safe on the broad,
unprejudiced King's Highway, she was wont to
prophesy that somehow °‘siccan pride would get a
sair doon-come.’
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But it was not from this that Kit suffered most,
nor yet from having Jock thrown at his head at all
times of the day. It was because he was not allowed
to handle or even look at any of the favoured
student's books.

It chanced that on one occasion John had
brought an American edition of Virgil with him from
Dominie MacFayden's, a volume full of the most
admirable translations and the most copious notes
and explanations. So complete, indeed, was the
volume, so all compact of helps and aids and
information, that it left the student nothing
whatever to do — which, very naturally, was often
just what he did.

But to Kit Kennedy, trained in the severe school
of the classical master, to whom lexicon, grammar,
gradus, and dictionary represented all the law and
the prophets, this American royal road to learning
was a revelation. He lifted it with brightening eyes
and an eager hand. It was lying beside the
bakeboard open. Jock had just been explaining to
his scandalised mother about the doings of the
heathen gods and goddesses.

‘Tell me some mair about that shameless besom,’
Mistress MacWalter had been saying when mother
and son were called out by a great outcry in the
stable-yard.

It was at that very moment that Kit, all
unconscious, came in by the door of the back
kitchen, steering his way among the pots and pans.

There on the table open, no one near, lay the
fascinating volume.

Kit had it in his hand in a moment. He turned up
passage after passage, and ever his heart sank more
completely into his hob-nailed boots. He could never
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hope to obtain from his poor barren dictionaries,
and by the slow process of looking up every word,
such a wealth of classical lore as lay open to the
possessor of this volume.

He looked up line after line, in which he had
encountered difficulties untold. Here they were all
solved, with new and wondrous lights upon
meaning, fresh and impossible felicities of
translation, and rich store of allusions to manners
and customs which made his heart flutter to think
how little he knew.

Thus he stood rapt and transfixed by the side of
the bakeboard unconscious of all, till suddenly a
tremendous box on the ear sent him reeling. The
volume was snatched from his hand and the floury
rolling-pin applied vigorously to his back. Kit's eyes
watered with indignation more than with pain. But
louder than the ringing of his smitten ear shrilled
the indignant voice of Mistress MacWalter.

‘What do ye mean, ye ignorant wratch, ye
nameless landlouper, by finger-markin' my John's
learned bulk wi’ your great glaury paws? Did
onybody ever see the like? A great muckle nowt like
you, fresh frae the byre, to handle a dear-bocht buik
like that, and be lookin' at it as if ye could
understand a single word o't!’

‘What need hae ye o' eddication? What ye hae to
mind is to haud the pleuch and count the beasts —
that will tak ye a' your time, my man. Aye, and I'll
promise ye that your maister shall hear this nicht,
when he comes hame, baith how ye waste his time
and lichtly me, his marriet wife, standing there wi' a
mock on your face. I'll learn ye, my man. I'll gar ye
lauch on the wrang side o' your heid gin I bring the
roller down on your croon!’
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It was with a very downcast countenance that Kit
made his way to the Black Sheds that night.

T think I had better gie it up; I can never be
upsides wi' the like o' yon,’ he said to the ‘Orra Man.’

And with copious detail he told his master all the
wonders of the American book. The classical master
smiled a far-off, quiet smile.

‘For once,” he said, ‘Mistress MacWalter did quite
right. If ever I were to catch you with a book like
that I would first throw it in the back of the fire, and
then I would tan your hide from head to foot into the
bargain!’

Kit opened his eyes wide indeed. What could his
teacher mean?

‘Listen, Kit,” said the ‘Orra Man.’ 1 don't know
what Jock MacWalter has learned, but I know what
Dominie MacFadyen can teach. And — well, mind
you your versions and never pass a word you don't
know the exact meaning of to a shade. And when the
day comes, we'll see what we shall see.’

Walter MacWalter did not leave Kit to his fate
when he provided a home for him with his brother
and sister-in-law at Loch Spellanderie. He was for
ever passing to and fro on his now constant
journeys. He drove a fast horse in a light dog-cart,
and was understood to be engaged in extensive
dealing transactions, the exact purport of which
nobody but himself was acquainted with.

He did not personally pay much attention to Kit,
contenting himself with seeing that he remained on
the spot. But he obtained from Kit's master and
mistress all information as to his doings.

‘He's a decent, ceevil eneuch callant,” said his
master; 1 hae nae faut to find wi' him that ye
couldna find wi' ony ither callant, except that I wish
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he were a wee mair carefu' aboot the company he
keeps.’

‘Ah!” said Walter MacWalter, but asked no more
till he had a chance of speaking with Mistress
MacWalter alone.

‘What company does that boy o' yours keep?’ he
asked.

‘Him?’ cried Mistress MacWalter, with her nose in
the air; ‘the verra warst. But I dinna interfere wi'
him. For I mind aye what ye said to me when he
cam'. He taks up wi' naebody but the ‘Orra Man’
ower by at Cairnharrow — a drucken wratch that I
hae seen wi' my ain een brocht hame in the bottom
o' a cairt after twa days' spree. And it's mair than
suspected that he has been in the jail twa or three
times!’

Walter MacWalter nodded with a satisfied air.

‘And he goes a great deal with this man,’ he said;
‘what is his name?’

‘Oh, nocht particular. Some Englishy name he
has caa'ed himsel'. The like o' thae craiturs has a
new name ilka time they gang to the hirin' fair.’

Walter MacWalter smiled to himself, very well
pleased, as he drove away.

Kit was safely out of his neighbourhood. He was
fast becoming a mere rustic clod. He was already the
companion of a drunkard and probable criminal.

‘Providence is all very well,” chuckled the laird of
Kirkoswald, ‘but it pays better to depend on yourself
for making things happen as you want them.’
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CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE

THE EXAMINATION DAY

The day of the great trial of scholarship came round
at last. The secretary of the society had a
considerable list of entrants. These, being a W.S.
[i.e. Writer to the Signet] and a man of exactitude,
he had entered according to alphabetical order
under their names, places of abode, schools at
which they had studied, together with their present
ages.

There was one entry which puzzled him a good
deal. It came about midway his list of eleven or
twelve as finally made out. It ran as follows:
Christopher Kennedy, Age, 15. Loch Spellanderie
Glenkells — Private Study.

All the other entrants came from well-known
burgh or famous parish schools, long celebrated for
‘sendin' up lads to the college.” But here was a
difficulty.

Tt may be a practical joke,” said Ebenezer
Fleming, W,S., and like a wary man-of-law he
indited a letter to Christopher Kennedy asking for
particulars and a certificate from his parish minister
in lieu of one from his teacher. He got in reply a neat
and clerkly letter, which would not have disgraced
one of his own juniors at the office in St. Andrew's
Square. And enclosed in it were two certificates, one
from the parish minister of St. John's Town, and the
other from his own maternal uncle, the Cameronian
minister of the Kirk of the Hill in Cairn Edward.

Tt will be some minister who has been teaching
him — poor chap. I fear he will get a downcome
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when he tries himself against all these academy
fellows. I got a wonderful letter about one applicant
— what is his name, yes - yes - MacWalter - John
MacWalter.’

Now the Union of Galloway Associations held its
annual meeting in Cairn Edward at the time of the
examinations. And the unfortunates who had their
papers to write indited them in the assembly rooms
of the leading hotel, the Cairn Edward Arms, amid a
distant fusilade of popping corks, intermittent
sounds of revelry, and the constant trampling of
innumerable feet in the passages without.

Cairn Edward itself was new to Kit. That is, he
had been in the little town on Sabbaths when all the
shops wore their shutters - except the Apothecaries'
Hall, which, had two down, and looked in its staid
responsibility like a sportive parson who has lost a
couple of teeth, and who knows he ought not to be
smiling under the garish light of day. But Kit had
never seen Cairn Edward on a Monday. And that not
a common Monday either, but the red-letter day
when the Union of Galloway Societies met in the
town and held its great dinner in the evening.

The boy slowly took in the vision of the little
whitewashed town with its smiling shops, broad
streets, and comfortable merchants all a-bustle
behind their well-polished counters. Red carts stood
tilted here and there with their shafts pointing to the
sky, to the obstruction of the thoroughfare. A
ceaseless tide of grey-coated, irregularly bearded
farmers and their more gaily attired women folk
poured up and down the one long main street. There
was quite a concourse at the cross, and one could
hardly elbow a way athwart the market-hill (where
the auction marts were) for men and dog-fights.
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And in the midst of all this cheerful pother nine
or ten lads, crammed to the lips with knowledge,
anxiously awaited the examination papers which
were to seal their doom.

Kit was early on the scene. He was once more a
free agent. For he had given his notice and served
his warning at Loch Spellanderie, as his monthly
engagement enabled him to do. Hit or miss, he knew
well that he could not go back there after the dread
revelation that he had secretly put himself into
competition with ‘coor John’ for the great prize of the
First Galloway Bursary.

But at the sight of him among the competitors
John MacWalter nearly fell through the floor with
astonishment, with which indignation began soon to
be at strife. It was in the big barren room where,
during election times, meetings of the general
Conservative Committee are mostly held that Kit
first revealed himself as a rival to his mistress's son.

‘Kit Kennedy, what are you doing here? This is
reserved for candidates, don't you know?’ said John
MacWalter, coming across the room to where Kit sat
nervously fingering the rim of his Sunday hat, and
running over a few propositions in the sixth book of
Euclid about which he had qualms.

But Kit only smiled serenely. ‘Dinna you worry
about me, John,” he said, soothingly.

* * * * *

‘Keep cool, never give your classics a thought.
Read your paper through before you begin. Take the
easy questions first. Keep a still tongue in your
head, and, above all, think you are going to win!’
These were the parting directions of the classical
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master in the street of Cairn Edward. He had ridden
down from Cairnharrow with Kit in the farm cart in
which he was bringing a number of calves for the
market.

When the members of the United Galloway
Societies arrived at the Cairn Edward Arms, they
were taken as part of the entertainment to the hall
where the eleven candidates sat hard at work with
nothing to depend on but their brains, a printed
sheet of questions, and a plenteous supply of pens,
ink, and paper.

‘Lord bless my son!’ cried jovial Bailie Mowatt of
Edinburgh, who had come down with the midday
train to make the speech of the evening, ‘an' div ye
mean to tell me that yon laddies ken a' thae things!
And that they hae learned a' that for thirty pound a
year! A declare A wadna do it for twunty thoosand.
Landlord, see ye gie them the best dinner that is to
be had in your place. Bailie Mowatt, Bailie Mowatt,
A aye kenned ye for a dour ignorant body. But faith
A never realized the length and braith and deepth o’
yer ignorance afore! Laddies, ye canna a' win. But ye
are to get your fares back and forrit to your hames
frae Maister Fleemin', that upsettin' lawyer body at
tha heid o’ the table there, and a' your expenses, the
same to be chargit to Bailie Tammas Mowatt o' the
Candlemaker Raw, Enbra! Guid-day to ye, callants.'

Kit had never sat in an examination hall before,
and the rustling of so much printed paper, and the
scratching of so many pens all moving rapidly
forward, foundered him for a little. But soon the wits
came back to him, and he remembered the classical
master's advice — the easy questions first, and keep
cool.

Happily it was the Latin paper, and Kit ran his
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eye over the prose version for translation with a
wonderful feeling of security, which began at his feet
and spread tinglingly upward. It was a passage from
Macaulay's third chapter, one of his favourite pieces,
and one which he had more than once turned into
Latin with the ‘Orra Man.” The excellence of the
translation which Kit sent in was quite hid from
himself. He did not even know that all the others
were leaving their versions to the last. It seemed to
him that he was working very slowly.

Neither did he know that the examiner chosen by
the Society was an old pupil of Melvin's (prince of
Latinists) at Aberdeen grammar school. If he had, he
would have taken even more pains with the version
— and perhaps spoiled it.

The translations into English proved the merest
child’s play, and Kit wrote them off almost without
thought. Indeed, the whole paper was answered so
rapidly, and without a word wasted, that Kit was
first done, and presently found himself with a
beating heart watching the flying pens of the ten
covering ream after ream of foolscap. It seemed to
him that he must have left out something essential.
So he went carefully over all his answers, recalling
what the ‘Orra Man’ had told him, and putting down
that and no more.

Then came luncheon and an adjournment, the
youths rising pale and anxious at the call of their
time-keeper, some even halting to alter some
doubtful point even on the way up to the table; and
then, after all was fixed, rehearsing in their minds
some other method by which they could have
answered or evaded a question and so made
assurance doubly sure.

John MacWalter kept at a distance from Kit, who

292



KIT KENNEDY

sat in his corner shy and awkward, but relieved to
find the work easy and simple thus far, and well
within his possibilities.

A tall, strongly-built Wigtonshire lad came over to
where Kit sat and held out a horny hand with a
friendly air.

‘Hey, mon,’ he cried, heartily, 1 think surely I hae
seen you before. My name's Bob Grier. I come frae
the Garlies. What's yours, and where d'ye come
frae?’

Kit informed him gratefully, and straightway a
fellow-feeling rose between them, as being alike far
from home, and rough country lads among so many
better taught and better clad.

T misdoot neither o' us is like to get the siller,’
said he of Garlies; ‘there a young lad frae aboot
Balmaclellan that a minister tutored — a fine laddie,
too, but a wee delicate. You or me, Kennedy, could
twist him a' into knots. But I doot that at the
learnin' he will twist us intil a cockit hat.’

Kit smilingly admitted the probability — so far at
leasts as he was concerned.

‘What schule hae ye been at?’ was Grier's next
question. ‘What, nane since ye were eleven year
auld! That's fair desperate. Ye'll no ken whether ye
are richt or wrang haein' naebody to tell you. Did ye
do the version? What every word o't! Let's hear.’

Kit ran over a sentence or two of his translation of
Macaulay’s periods. Grier turned about and called ‘1
say, lads, here's a loonie that has sent in a' the hale
version, every word; and he can gie it aff his tongue
like as if it was the Shorter's Quastions!’

Half a dozen of the candidates surrounded Kit.

‘Say it again,” said Grier, who, being a generous
lad, wished his new friend to shine.
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Kit repeated his version as accurately as possible.

‘That's not classical Latin,” said John MacWalter;
‘and what a funny way to speak it! It's easy to see he
disna ken muckle!’

The smith from Garlies turned on the speaker.
‘Aye, my yellow-gilled dishclout, and what dub did
they fish you oot o' wi' a worm? What grand way do
ye pronounce your words, that ye can afford to
throw stanes at ither folk.’

Jock MacWalter wished he had his mother to
answer for him, but managed to falter that ‘at ony
rate that wasna the richt way.’

‘Man,’ said Garlies, 1 wish sair we had you doon
about whaur I come frae. There's a smiddy there
that I work in whiles. Man, I could pit a pair of fine
cuddy cackars on ye (iron shoes) that wad fit ye to a
hair. And then ye could gang your ways up to the
college o' Edinburgh and stand in the muckle 'yett,'
and tell a' the professors hoo to pronounce the
Laitin.’

‘Come to dinner now,” announced the voice of the
Secretary from the doorway; we will take the
mathematical paper in the afternoon.’

And Kit felt a tremor like incipient rigor run
through all his limbs. Here, if anywhere, he would
disgrace himself.

* * * * *

It was not to be so, however, for the old Melvin’s
pupil, perhaps conscious that he was not equal to
modern reasonings and deductions, had confined
himself mainly to the plain letter of Euclid and the
honourable and intelligible highway of quadratic
equations.
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Kit ploughed through the paper without
enthusiasm, but except that he had the ‘Orra Man's’
trick of putting Greek letters at the corners of his
figures, the Aberdeen LL.D. could find little to object
to. And perhaps that very irritant trick, all
innocently used by Kit Kennedy, prevented his
examiner from following the reasoning very closely.

But it was upon the afternoon of the second day
that the phalanx of eleven encountered their
Flodden field. Hitherto they had struggled on, no one
of them acknowledging that he was beaten even to
himself, except Bob Grier, who declared that ‘the
minister loon frae Balmaclellan’ was the winner.
‘And it's richt eneuch that the likes o' him should
get it. For I can gang back and whack het airn in the
smiddy at Garlies, and this hill tyke here can cut
turmuts and clip sheep. But the like o' the minister
loonie — faith, he's guid for nocht but to make mair
ministers o' — to gie oot the psalms on the Sabbath,
and tell folk on the street that it's a fine day a' the
rest of the week! We hae a plaguit wheen ower
money o' that kind doon aboot the Garlies.’

Thus spoke Rob Grier, the smith-student, with
the scorn of Tubal-Cain for them that only peep and
mutter in that great sound heart of his. But Kit,
having no liberty of prophesying among so many,
held his peace.

Flodden began precisely at half-past two of the
afternoon of the second day, when the Secretary
handed out the Greek paper. Kit read it calmly over,
and without observing the look of aghast surprise on
every other face settled comfortably to his task of
answering it.

Never before had he known the full capacities of
the ‘Orra Man,” and the worth of his stern drill in
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matching the Greek word and phrase, not with the
English alone, but also with the Latin equivalent. He
benefited by the list of words stuck on the barn door
when at the threshing, the irregular verbs which
depended from a point of the harness in the stable,
the rules pinned above his candlestick, and the red
and blue marks which decorated the grammars the
classical master had bought for him from the
general dealer in Dumfries.

So Kit began his paper with the same impartial
succinctness which had marked his method of
dealing with the others. The only difference was
that, on this occasion he left the version to the last
because, as he said to himself, ‘the rest was so easy.’
And so it was — to a pupil of the ‘Orra Man.’ Kit
finished his paper, looked again at the tenses of the
verbs, shook his head at a construction which did
not seem quite right, folded the foolscap sheets
neatly up, and carried it to the Secretary.

‘That will do; you can go now,’ said Mr. Ebenezer
Fleming, W.S. ‘You will be present to hear the
announcement of the successful candidate made in
this room this day fortnight.’

Kit looked back, and Rob Grier, sitting biting his
pen, waved a friendly hand. But all the rest were too
deeply engrossed in making Greek bricks without
the necessary straw of grammar and vocabulary to
be conscious of his departure.

Their sole comfort was that all were equally bad.
Why, there was that muirland boy, Kennedy the
name of him — he had fairly given the thing up, and
sent in his paper without finishing it.

The candidates separated with a general idea that
the prize lay between the minister's loon from
Balmaclellan, who was delicate, and John
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MacWalter, who declared that he was sure to get it.
For in these things confidence always counts for a
good deal.

Kit met the ‘Orra Man’ at the smiddy on his way
to Cairnharrow. So keen was his teacher to know
how he had done that he could hardly wait till they
were in the cart, rattling along the autumnal drift of
dead leaves which filled all the lanes.

‘Well?’ said the ‘Orra Man.’

1 dinna ken,’ said Kit, mournfully, for on the way
he had had time to think of all that he might have
done; ‘there were ithers wrote far mair nor me. They
fair covered miles o' paper. And there was a verb I
wasna sure o' in the Greek.’

‘Have you the papers with you?’

The hands of the classical master were trembling.
It was growing dark, so he lighted the stable lantern,
and master and pupil huddled under a sack in the
corner of the red farm cart, while Peggy, the sedate
old white mare, jogged along, happily quite able to
conduct herself home to Cairnharrow, for neither of
her masters paid the least attention to her. She
hitched her head occasionally when the ‘Orra Man’
dragged on the rein which he had thrown over his
arm, and which he was apt to pull upon in the
extremity of his anxiety. This hitch expressed
Peggy's contempt for the dead languages. Peggy did
not mind going home all unguided, but she expected
to have her head to herself when she was doing it.

‘Now tell me all that you put down exactly — the
Latin paper first.’

The ‘Orra Man’ frowned at one or two of the
phrases.

You should have bettered that,” he said, without
a word of praise.
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T ken,’ said Kit, humbly, ‘but it's no so easy when
ye hear a' their pens racin' like the Skyre Burn
comin' doon in spate off Cairnharrow.’

They were at the loaning end of the farm before
the consideration of the papers and the criticism of
the answers were half done. Then Kit went directly
to the stable loft where he was to sleep with the
‘Orra Man,' while in a sort of dream John Smith
gave Peggy her supper and went in for his own. He
had scarcely been gone a quarter of an hour when
he was back again, and Kit could hear his feet
rattling impatiently on the ladder at the end of the
corn-chest by which access was gained to the ‘aft’
where they were to sleep.

John Smith had a large ‘whang’ of scone and
cheese in his hand, which he gave to Kit for his
supper. And the boy answered his master's eager
questions as between alternate bites the ‘Orra Man’
bent his keen face over the crackling examination
papers. The whole work of the two days must be
gone over again, and the light had begun to ooze up
from the east like gravy through the crust of a pie
before the ‘Orra Man' delivered his final judgment.

‘Weak in mathematics, good in English,
respectable in Greek, and your Latin version about
as good as if [ had done it myself.’

And with this far from enthusiastic forecast Kit
had to be satisfied. He slept as soon as his head
touched the pillow. But several times he opened his
eyes as he turned over, and each time he saw the
‘Orra Man’ with the light of the stable lantern still
upon the papers, conning each question and
estimating marks and deductions upon the margin
with a stubby lead pencil.

298



KIT KENNEDY

CHAPTER THIRTY SIX

THE INNOCENCE OF BETTY LANDSBOROUGH

During the next fortnight the ‘Orra Man’ lost weight.
He did his work mechanically, and it was well that it
happened to be the end of the harvest and a wet,
uncertain season. For there was much to do at
Cairnharrow, and that kept him from thinking. He
had estimated Kit’s chances fifty times, and forty of
these he had made Kit out to be safe. The other ten
it seemed to him impossible that the lad should not
have slipped in some essential. Vague fears assailed
him whether he himself might not have lost his old
taste and knowledge, and be judging his pupil's
performance too high.

But at last the great day came, and the ‘Orra
Man’ asked a holiday from his master.

At first Rogerson of Cairnharrow demurred.

‘Smith,” he said, ‘what's gane wrang wi' ye? Ye are
no drinkin', are ye? If ye are, for Guid sake gang on
a spree decently and hae dune wi't. For I canna be
doin' wi' thae off an' on ways — a drappie here and a
drappie there, and nae satisfaction ava'l’

With this permit and a number of commissions to
be executed in Cairn Edward, the ‘Orra Man’ was
allowed to depart on a wet, gusty morning in late
September, when the winds were howling
mournfully up the valley with that desolate sound
which is heard only in late autumn, when the
foliage, dank above and sodden below, swishes
hopelessly this way and that, and when from far
come the roar and sough of the torrents off the hills,
rising and falling, filling and thinning out again with
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a certain large solemnity of note.

Kit had been at the Cottage for ten days, giving
himself little anxiety as to bursaries and colleges. He
went out each day with his grandfather and learned
the whole art and science of stone-breaking. He
broke his grandfather's spare hammer-shaft and
manufactured a new and better one. Never was seen
such a pile for one week's work as Kit and the Elder
had ready on Saturday for the surveyor when he
came along the road with his smart gig and little
light-trotting nag.

His grandmother purred over Kit and contrived
esoteric dainties for him. His uncle Rob the forester
took him to see the damage the wild goats of the
hills had done the young trees, the big wasp's nest
in the fir on the hill-top (three stings), and together
they harried six humble-bees' storehouses in the
meadow (one sting each). Taken for all in all Kit had
such a time as he had not had since he first went to
school. He saw his mother twice for an hour at a
time, down by the lochside in the place where he
had promised her that he would be a great man.

He arranged with Lilias that upon the day of the
declaration of the result he would put up on a
certain high fir tree, which could be seen from the
windows of Kirkoswald, a black flag in token of
defeat and a white if he should be victorious. But he
warned her that he had no expectations. He had
indeed made preliminary arrangements to winter as
‘boy’ at Cairnharrow. But all the same (so he had
consoled her) he meant to keep his promise and be a
great man.

The pleasantest part of the day was in the
evening, when Betty Landsborough always asked
him to go out for a walk. Kit was now fifteen, tall
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and well grown for his age. He had had his ideas as
to love and the worthiness of girls considerably
sharpened by a certain Vara Kavannah [she does not
come into this story; see ‘Cleg Kelly, Arab of the City.]
who had sojourned a while at Loch Spellanderie.

Betty always asked him which way he wanted to
go, but as invariably turned up through the wood in
the direction of the bothies where dwelt Rob Armour
and the other three foresters of the Crae estate.

Betty was a pretty girl, and it was pleasant
enough to walk beside her, especially when she kept
her hand on your shoulder — the far shoulder —
and did not resent it if (for convenience of walking)
your arm went round her waist.

They talked about the bursary and concerning
going to college and about Greek. But Betty's eyes
were always roaming to and fro, and sometimes she
would answer at random. Which was strange,
considering that Kit was explaining so interesting a
subject as the second aorist and when it should not
be used.

‘Oh, here's Frank Chisholm and Archie Kinmont,
and - yes, I declare, there's Rob,” she would
interrupt without the least compunction.

‘What do they want? They are always prowling
where they are no wanted,” said Kit, discontentedly.
He was getting on fine, and Betty was a nice girl.

Betty patted him on the cheek and leaned a little
more on his arm. Kit would have drawn apart, but
Betty said, very low, ‘Stay where ye are. They will
think ye are feared.’

So Kit, blushing a little, but feeling, as well he
might, strangely flattered and elated, kept his place
beside the wicked and designing Mistress Elizabeth
Landsborough.
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Then Betty, that arch traitress and tormenting
gadfly, would sit down on a cut tree, either quite at
the end or close against a branch so that the flank
of the position was guarded. This done she would
pull Kit down on the other side leaving Rob and his
mates to find accommodation where they would.
This they did, either on the dry pine needles or with
their backs against the trees themselves.

After this they all looked at Betty Landsborough
and Betty talked to them, playing with Kit's crisp
curls meantime, or resting a dimpled chin on his
shoulder and looking over it at Rob Armour.

Kit would have preferred that these amenities had
been accorded him in private. But Betty differed,
and Kit always made the best of things. The three
young men sometimes glowered at Kit as if they
could have choked him, but apparently that only
made Betty fonder of him than ever.

It was curious how innocent and thoughtless
Betty was. For of course it was bound to make the
others, all grown-up men with beards and
moustaches, very jealous. But Betty never thought
of that, and took Kit with her every night when she
went her walk. With her hand on Kit's shoulder, she
coaxed, reproached, rallied, said daring things, and
then looked modestly down after she had said them,
always in case of need appealing to her protector in
the sweetest and most seductive way.

Ts it no, Kit? Dinna ye think sae, Kit?’

And Kit always thought so. Then worst of all she
had a way of picking up his hand and patting the
back of it as they sat together, which was fitted to
drive Frank Chisholm and Archie Kinmont, but
especially Rob Armour, to a dancing distraction.

All three hitched in their seats as if they had been
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sitting on whin prickles, instead of good dry pine
needles, and for half an hour their intentions
towards Kit were murderous. But it was all Betty's
surprising innocence.

Then they walked back as far as the end of the
little loaning with Betty and her swain. They did not
come any further for fear of meeting the Elder.
Whereupon, taking leave of them, Betty and Kit
walked sedately up the dusky little path till they
came to the well by the wayside. In another moment
they would be out of the shadow of the trees. Even
as it was they were silhouetted against the clearness
of the western sky, and it occurred to Kit that the
three might be looking after them with their elbows
on the topmost bar of the green gate.

But it was evident that Betty did not think so. For
she always stopped here, and turning to Kit she
whispered softly, ‘Ye can gie me a kiss if ye like, Kit.’

And Kit did so, since no better might be. It was all
done in innocence, of course, for Betty could not be
suspected of purposely arousing bitter or envious
feelings in the breasts of those who had never done
her any harm. All the same it was curious how
completely Betty lost her interest in evening
promenades so soon as she was sure that the three
foresters had gone up to their bothies.

Kit thought it his duty, towards the close of these
ten days of idleness and bliss, to remonstrate gently
with Betty Landsborough.

‘A dinna think they like it, Betty.’

Betty smiled an innocent smile, and said,
tenderly, ‘But, Kit, what does that maitter to us if we
like it?’

Whereupon Kit intimated that in fact it did not
matter.
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‘Weel,” said Betty, with an air of finality, 1 am no
dry-nursin' Rob Armour and the ither twa that I ken
o'. Certes, they are auld eneuch and ugly eneuch to
look after themselves.’

All the same Kit wished that Betty was not quite
so innocent, and a little more inclined to think of the
feelings of others.

Could he have listened to the conversation of the
three foresters as they went up the wood to their
bachelor quarters, with the cue owls mewing here
and there like cats in the dark green gloom, he
would have obtained light on several things that
were as yet dark to him. For the words of the young
men were mysterious.

‘She's a licht-headed, deceitfu' haverel,” said Rob
Armour, bitterly.

‘But she's bonny, Rob!” suggested Frank
Chisholm.

Rob groaned as he admitted it, T1l wager she
disna care a preen for him. He's but a laddie
onyway. Betty may be deceitfu', but she's no daft!’

It was poor comfort, but the best that Archie
Kinmont could minister to a mind diseased.

‘Aweel,” said Rob, with his hand on the latch of
the bothie door, ‘mean it or no mean it, I ken this,
that I'll hae nae mair to do with Betty Landsborough
frae this day forth. Na, I have dune wi' her!’

‘That's richt, Rob,” said Frank Chisholm,
consolingly; ‘there's plenty will be glad to tak' the
contrack aff your hands as it stands, wi' a'
drawbacks and allowances!’

Rob Armour slammed the door in his friends'
faces. He felt that if Job had murdered his
comforters it would have been both a quicker and a
more satisfactory ending to that ancient drama.
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CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN

THE GREAT DAY

In the room where the examination had been held,
commonly called the ‘Muckle Commy-tee Room’ of
the Cairn Edward Arms, the candidates, their
friends, and all whom it might concern were
assembled. There was also what is called in local
papers ‘a large and influential attendance of the
general public,’ including as usual many whom the
matter did not at all concern.

The examiner was not present. But he had
forwarded his report with all the figures, which were
there to speak for him. Mr. Ebenezer Fleming, W.S.,
Secretary of the United Galloway Associations, was
standing behind the table, with the Provost by his
side to confer a certain flavour of official dignity to
the proceedings. These were understood to be the
only two who knew the true state of the poll. This
seems likely, for the Provost kept wide of his wife, to
whom he dared not refuse to tell anything that he
was known to know.

Mrs. MacWalter of Loch Spellanderie sat with her
son in the front row. Both wore their best clothes,
and John had already adopted the sedate demeanor
and style of address which is most consistent with
the position of a First Bursar.

Rob Grier sat beside Kit, who was telling himself
that he was not anxious, that he did not want to go
to Edinburgh, and that he would be happier at farm
work anyway.

I wish I had a forehammer here and something to
ding the sparks oot 0',” said Rob Grier; ‘man, I canna
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keep my hands still. There's something gangs ‘kittle-
kittle' in my loofs.’

In the remote corner, paler and more worn with
anxiety than any of the candidates, the ‘Orra Man’
was hidden away.

Nevertheless, the Provost eyed him and hunted
his mind for a resemblance, which, of course, as
soon as he tried to fix it as persistently eluded him.

1 have seen that face before somewhere,’ he said.

And so he had. He had been most of his life on
the committee which appointed the classical
masters to the Academy of Cairn Edward.

Then he called upon the secretary to read the
report of the examiner. Now Mr. Ebenezer Fleming
very properly believed in magnifying his office. All
that any soul then present wanted was to know the
name of the successful candidate, and then get away
as quickly as possible. But Mr. Ebenezer Fleming
was in no such hurry. The law has many delays,
which is the reason why many lawyers are rich.

Therefore he entered into a good comprehensive
review, heedless of the wuneasy mutterings of
sufferers scattered through the hall. He went over
the history of county organisations, their feeble past,
their magnificent prospects. He recounted the
foundations of the United Galloway Societies of
which he had the honour, and so forth. He gave the
names of past presidents and secretaries. He went
over the bequests which had been set aside for the
purposes of this bursary. He furnished lists of past
bursars and the honours they had obtained —
omitting the third last, who had just got seven years
for forgery.

The murmur in the hall steadily grew to a
rumbling. But with dramatic effect the secretary
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produced complete silence and restored the former
state of strained attention among his audience.

‘But on the present occasion,” he said, in a clear
voice, ‘the successful candidate is -’

He paused, and then deliberately began to take
another cast back.

‘But perhaps I had better read first what Doctor
MacLagan says about the papers in general —’

But here he had overreached himself. His
companion on the platform was on his feet.

‘Tell the laddies,’” said the more humane Provost,
who was not a lawyer; ‘gin ye dinna, I'll tell them
mysel', and pit them oot o' pain.’

The secretary looked a moment as if he would like
to rebel, but the Provost was leaning forward with a
name obviously on his lip, and the lawyer knew that
he would be as good as his word. It would be a
lesson to him in the future to keep all truly
important matters to himself.

‘The successful candidate on this occasion’ —
here he cleared his throat deliberately as a final
irritation — ‘s Christopher Kennedy, who has
obtained a total of 766 marks!’

There was a noise of feet, a gabble of voices. The
words, ‘Oh, the deceitfu' vaigabond!” were heard
from the vicinity of Mrs. MacWalter. And with a loud
clatter of iron-shod clogs the ‘Orra Man’ trampled
out of the hall.

Kit sat fixed and cold, thinking vaguely of his
mother. Rob Grier from Garlies turned and gripped
his hand as in a vice.

‘Man,’ he said, ‘ye deserve it. Ye hae dune well. I'll
hae to gang back to the forehammer (here a kind of
dry sob caught him by the throat). But it's a' I'm fit
for onyway. And wi' a' my heart I wish ye joy!’
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Kit felt he was making a poor appearance beside
the great-hearted smith, but for the life of him he
could not think on anything to say. He only gripped
his late opponent's hand, and the tears rose in his
eyes.

‘Hoots, man,” said Rob Grier, ‘it's a' richt, and as
it should be. I aye kenned that it was a' up wi' me as
soon as I heard ye gang ower your Latin version as
fast as a horse could trot,'

By this time most of the people were on their feet
to depart, but the secretary had more to say. He
held up his hand for silence. 1 do not wish to
trouble you with the entire report, but there is one
thing with which [ must conclude.’

‘There is one name which comes next to that of
Christopher Kennedy — some way behind indeed,
but so far ahead of the others that the Committee of
the Associations has resolved to give that candidate
a subsidiary bursary of a smaller value. The name of
that candidate is Robert Grier of Garlieston.’

It was now Kit’s turn to shake his friend heartily
by the hand, and the words came back to him with a
rush.

T declare I am gladder than aboot my ain,” he
said, ‘but ye should hae had the best yin!’

The secretary read the other marks, concerning
which the only notable thing was that the name of
John MacWalter came last. Then he added the very
necessary rider, ‘If the bursar and the subsidiary
successful candidate will apply to me at my office at
99, St. Andrew's Square (first floor, second door to
the left), one of my clerks will pay them the moneys
due to them, and they can forward to me, also at St.
Andrew's Square, certificates of attendance at the
close of each session.’
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Then the secretary folded up his papers in a glow
at having so satisfactorily acquitted himself, and
especially at having got in a litttle advertisement of
his own importance and place of business in the
most harmless and natural way.

For even writers to the signet are human.

Mrs. MacWalter was at the hall door before Kit
and in waiting for him.

Ye nameless blackguard — you that for years ate
the bread o' a decent household and then lifted up
your heel again' them. A kennin' mair, an' I wad
claw the e'en oot o' your face. This is the meanin' o'
your carryings on and your Black Sheds. I'll write to
them that gies the siller, and see if they hand wi' sic'
black ingratitude — that I wull!’

‘Did I not do my wark, Mistress MacWalter?’ said
Kit, very quietly, being anxious to get away and find
the ‘Orra Man.’

Your wark — what has that got to do wi' it? Ye
hae ta'en the bite oot o' my John's mouth, puir
laddie. I wadna wunner gin he was to do himsel' a
mischief. He's that upset aboot it.’

Kit passed on, but the voice of his late mistress
pursued him up the street.

‘And Ill tell John MacWalter, so I wull, that he's
richt served for takin' naebody-kens-whas intil his
hoose to deprave his lawfully-begotten bairns. And
I'll tell Walter MacWalter that he can keep his wife's
misfortunes at hame after this — defraudin' honest
folk o' their just dues!’

‘My good woman,” said the secretary, suavely,
‘pray do not fret yourself. Your boy would not have
got the money even if Christopher Kennedy had not
been successful. And the boy's character is without
blemish, as I have two ministers' certificates to
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testify.’

‘Dinna 'Guid wumman' me,’ she cried in a louder
voice. 1 am nae guid wumman, and that [ wad hae
ye ken. What I say is that my Johnny didna get fair
play amang ye, and that I am weel sure o'. For the
Dominie says there's no the like o' him in ten
parishes. Mair nor that, this Doctor MacLagan, he's
nae better than he's caa'ed, or he wadna alooed a
servant to be pitten before his maister, or his
maister's son, for that's the same thing. And gin the
law was as I would hae it, the siller should be my
Johnny's even as it is. For instead o' gieing the thirty
guid pounds to this ungratefu' blackguard, it wad
declare Christopher Kennedy should hae spent his
time learnin' his maister's son, as it was his
bounden duty to do. What business had he to ken
mair nor oor Jock, that has aye had the best of book
learnin’', and him but a chance-gotten callant keepit
aboot the hoose out o' charity, when a' is said and
dune.’

But except in thus easing her mind Mistress
MacWalter got no redress, but all the household had
a terrible time of it when she got home to Loch
Spellanderie.

Meanwhile, the new Bursar Designate was
seeking the ‘Orra Man’ from public to public over the
town. He wanted to thank the man who had done
this thing for him.

But it was five in the afternoon when, after being
thrice turned from the door and thrice denied at the
bar, Kit ran him to earth in the inner parlour of the
Black Boar. He would have missed him a fourth time
but for the eagle eye and trained legal intelligence of
the Sheriff's officer.

But Willie Gilroy responded to Kit's questionings,
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‘See your friend? Of coorse I saw him. He's drinkin'
himsel' fu' in the Black Boar. They tell ye that he's
no there? Man, ye ken little, an' you a learnit man
they tell me, gin ye believe a single word that Becky
Snodgrass wad say to ye? Gang richt in, I tell ye,
and see for yoursel'. And if they try to hinder ye,
threaten them that ye will bring a polissman! Faith,
that will do your business if I ken Mistress Becky.
She never could stand the silver buttons a' the days
o' her.’

Accordingly in the Black Boar, tumbled on a sofa
of worn hair-cloth, Kit found the ‘Orra Man’ — dead
drunk.

He did not heed the angry tongue of Mistress
Becky. He knelt down before his friend and besought
him to awake, for Kit had seen little of intoxication.
But the ‘Orra Man’ only groaned.

‘Oh, this is terrible — terrible,” said Kit; T wish I
had never gotten the bursary if I hae driven him to
this.’

It chanced that at this moment Mistress
MacWalter passed the door on her way ‘o change
her breath afore she gaed into that cauld machine,’
She caught sight of Kit through the open door and
cried out, There a bonny bursar! Didna I tell ye? To
think that the like o' him, that companies with a' the
drucken and debauched in the countryside, should
tak' the gowden guineas oot o' my innocent Johnny's
pooch. I declare I'll juist gang this verra minute and
fetch that secretary man to see this sicht.’

But by this time Willie Gilroy was on the spot as a
reinforcement.

In the name of the law,” he cried, grandly,
‘woman, what is this disturbance opposite to my
property? I will serve a notice on you instantly!” And
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Willie drew out his legal case. It is to be feared that
like some other officials of greater authority, Willie
somewhat traded on his neighbour's ignorance.

‘There's nae disturbance, maister Officer,” said the
landlady Becky Snodgrass, with twittering anxiety.
I'm as desirous of getting this man awa' without a
disturbance as —’

‘Gang for his beast and cairt, boy, and I'll wait
here wi' the body,” said Willie, as if he were about to
bury a fifth wife. 1 dinna care gin I gang a bit of the
road hame wi' ye mysel'.’

Within ten minutes the red cart, with Mary Gray
between the shafts, was at the front door of the
Black Boar.

‘This is your wark, Betty Snodgrass,’ said the Man
of Law, ‘and gin he dies within twenty-fower hours
— weel, there hasna been a woman hangit here awa'
since Mary Timny. It wad be a great occasion.’

The unconscious ‘Orra Man’ was brought out and
laid gently in the bottom of the cart. Then with Willie
on one shaft and Kit driving on the other they
rattled away through the buzz and stir of the
afternoon. Kit covered his friend from prying eyes
beneath a couple of corn sacks. He himself enjoyed
a popularity he had never known before, being
pointed out as the farm-lad that beat a' the ither
laddies frae the schules an' academies.’

Kit looked anxious lest the Provost of the town,
who shook hands with him seated with his feet on
the shaft, should wonder what freight he was
carrying home.

‘Weel dune, Whinnyliggate,” cried the Provost,
heartily. T11 send ye a barrel o' herrin' to the
lodgings when ye gang to Edinbra. They gang fine wi'
a cup o' tea and kitchen baker's bread, so that ye
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wadna ken it frae soda scones.’

But it were not till they were clear of the town,
and driving up the long waterside of the Kells Water,
that Kit really felt comfortable in his mind. He
wanted to get to the Cottage of Crae before the fall of
the evening, for he had his signal to make to his
mother. He knew that she would be watching
eagerly from her lonely window in the red freestone
front of Kirkoswald.

Willie Gilroy was every whit as eager as Kit. He
wanted to see Betty Landsborough, and he had a
question to ask of her. So Mary Gray had no rest for
the soles of her four feet, and Kit urged her into a
five-mile gait, a speed she had not attained for
years.

Kit mourned over his friend and refused to be
comforted.

‘He's never been like this,” he said. 1 wad raither
no hae had the bursary than that he said do the like
o' this!’

‘Hoot,’ said Willie, ‘he shouldna hae tried to break
himsel' a' at yince. The cravin' wad juist bank up
like a water ahint a dam — and then — whoosh,
awa' she gaed. This will maybe do him guid, gin ye
can keep it frae the kennin' o' his maister. No that
Cairnharrow has only richt to be very particular. I
hae seen him gangin' oot o' the toon gye an' coggly
in his gig himsel'’

In the meadow opposite to the Crae Cottage Kit
pulled the cart up. ‘Bide you here,’” he said; Tl no be
away a quarter o' an hour —’

‘Bring me word what Betty Landsborough’s doin’.
And gin ye get a chance, tell her that there’s a lad
wantin' to see her at the loan end.’

‘What if she'll no come?’ suggested Kit.
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Willie Gilroy closed an eyelid.

‘Dinna tell her wha the lad is, and I'se warrant gin
she's a woman ava, she'll come to see wha is it?’

Kit shook his head. He knew that the Sheriff's
officer was only preparing additional disappointment
for himself. He remembered the three foresters and
how Betty had treated them. He was glad he was not
to be present at this new flouting of honest affection.

‘Betty's weel and weel eneuch,’ he said to himself,
‘but for the life o' me I dinna see what a' the fyke's
aboot 'Betty this' and 'Betty that'’

He ran across the great stepping-stones, which
time out of mind have carried the feet of home-
returning men over the cool brown bend of the Crae
water into the dusky woods, in which the tang of the
cottage peat reek hangs like the peculiar incense of
home.

The Crae stepping-stones! Kit had crossed them
on his grandfather's back when he was yet too
young to stride the glossy interspaces of brown moss
water. He had paddled with bare feet between them
as he grew older. He knew the green stars of bottom
weed, the little peeping whorls of water starwort, the
tall rushes on either bank, which grew thickest
where the water divides round a little ten-yard
square island all overgrown with red purple willow
herb. There are just ten stepping-stones big and
little. You wade chin deep in the creamy spray of
meadow sweet to get to them. Gowans tickle your
chin as you turn up your trousers. The trout spurt
this way and that as your shadow falls on the water.
With what a pleasant sound the wavelets ripple
about your legs as you mount Auld Cairnsmore, the
big granite boulder in the middle. On rushes the
Crae water with a little silvery water-break and a
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smooth glide over a stone which it has worn away
till its head is beneath the surface. Then with three
strides and half a jump you are on the pine-needles,
and the resinous smell of the firs stings your
nostrils.

Verily it is good to be young and to taste these
things. They are good to taste even if one is old.
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CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT

THE FLAG UPON THE PINE

But Kit had no time to linger now. He went across at
a run, and his appreciation of the rich twilight glow
along the waterside took no other form than the
drawing of a long breath as he ran up the path
towards the cottage.

Now he must climb the tree for his mother's sake.
She must know first. So up the smooth trunk of the
tall pine on the top of the crag above the cottage Kit
swarmed with the easy progression of a born
woodland's boy. The flag was the handkerchief his
grandmother had given him fresh and clean the day
before. With a recklessness which would have
shocked his uncle, the forester, he stripped the top
of the pine that his flag might fly free. The sun
shone out from behind a cloud; and Kit's signal took
the air at the same moment.

What was his mother thinking now? Did she see
it?

We may be sure that she did.

It chanced that at that moment her husband,
Walter MacWalter, was amusing himself with
taunting her, as was his custom when ruffled
outside.

T married you for your beauty,” he was saying,
‘and how much of it have I ever seen? You go about
drooping like a barn-door hen on a wet day. I cannot
bring my friends to the house, for your face is like a
death's-head at a feast. It is all that boy of yours.
You think more of him — more of his blackguard
father even now — than of me that made you
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mistress of Kirkoswald. Deny it if you can!’

Lilias his wife did not answer. She did not even
look at him. His words did not hurt her, for in the
household only the voices of those one loves have
power to wound. He went on.

Yes,” he said, T am nothing. I never was anything
to you except a convenient means of paying your
father's debts. But the day will come when the boy
you dote upon shall break your heart with sorrow.
He is his father's son, and already he companies
with the lowest. In ten years he will be — well, what
his father has become. You do not believe it, but I
know.’

If you had your will I doubt not — ’ Lilias, the
mother of Kit, was beginning. But in a moment she
commanded herself and was silent.

Her husband laughed.

You do well not to defend him. I tell you he will
grow up an ignorant boor, a public-house sot, the
companion of the vilest. Kit Kennedy by name shall
be Christopher Kennedy by nature.’

At that moment Lilias saw something far over the
heaped masses of tree-tops down by the waterside.
She was standing near the great wide window of
Kirkoswald which looked to the south. She had her
eyes on a particular pine-tree which, being perched
boldly on a jutting crag, rose half its height above
the wood. She often stood here and looked over the
wide misty valley with eyes as full of luminous haze.
But what she saw that night made her heart beat
and the landscape waver before her face. The sun
was setting, and shot a last level flood of rays up the
glen from the west. A moment the top of the pine-
tree stood dark against the sky. The next a little
white square flew out, danced in the unsteady
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breeze, and sank down limp by its flag-staff. Then it
blew out again, and with a last expiring effort the
sun caught and glorified it, so that it burned like a
sparkle from the crystal river that is about the
Throne.

Lilias the mother turned to her husband and
smiled. And from that moment she heard not a word
that he said. She only looked at him with the light of
a new knowledge in her eyes. The man rose and
went out, angrily slamming the door after him. He
saw that somehow her soul had escaped him for
that time, but in his dark heart he set himself more
bitterly than ever to effect the ruin of Lilias's son.

* * * * *

From the pine-tree on the summit Kit descended
at a run heedless of his clothes, his Sunday suit
though it was, and in due time to serve him at
college through the winter. He left the handkerchief
flying for his mother to see in the morning.

His grandfather was sitting on the seat before the
door, putting a new shaft into a ‘knapping’ hammer.
At the Dornal Matthew Armour had been as he
himself said ‘an auld done man,” but with the
renewed need for work his youth seemed to have
returned to him in a sort of gracious Indian summer
of unabated natural strength.

He did not hear Kit till the boy was quite near
him. Kit stole behind the old man on tiptoe. His
heart was now proud within him. It was worth while
living for this. Kit had the same elation of spirit as
when he joined the rejoicing uplift of Old Hundred-
and-Twenty-Fourth in the Kirk on the Hill, a sort of
high godward pride that was wholly impersonal. He
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had been an unprofitable son. He had run away
from home. He had made them suffer, but now once
for all this would make up. He stood looking at his
grandfather, glorying in what he had to tell. He
hummed the swelling notes of his favourite Psalm
tune like those of a trumpet that sounds the charge
when the enemy are already in full flight.

Now Israel may say,
And that truly —
If that the Lord
Had not our cause maintained —

‘Grandfaither — grandfaither! I hae gotten the
bursary.’

The words written and printed look like an anti-
climax. They had even a ludicrous appearance. But
not in the Cot in the wood, not to these simple folk
to whom the chance of a good education comes next
to a good conscience towards God.

The Elder rose and stood with his tall grandson
before him. He did not look at Kit. His eyes were far
over the tree-tops. He looked at the hills from
whence had come his aid. He laid his hand upon the
boys head and lifted up the other.

‘O Lord,” he said, 1 have loved the habitation of
Thy House, the place where Thine honour dwelleth.
One thing have I desired, not for myself but for this
fatherless son of mine old age. Thou hast given me
more than my heart's desirings. Now let Thy servant
depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen Thy
salvation!’
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He paused a moment, and then said, quite
naturally, Let us go in and tell Margaret.’

‘And Betty,” added Kit, so happy that he could
leave no one out.

Then who so made of as Kit Kennedy! His
grandmother wept upon his shoulder, and Betty
kissed him outright, again and yet again, in another
fashion than she was wont to do for the painful
benefit of Rob Armour and the two foresters.

‘Oh, laddie, I wad gie a paper pound gin your puir
mother could ken this nicht!’

‘She kens! She kens!’ cried thrice triumphant Kit.

His grandmother stood up aghast.

‘Wi' boy, ye never dared gang up to that place to
face that dreadsome man.’

‘I wad face him or onybody,’ said the valiant First
Bursar, ‘that is, gin I didna think my mither wad
hae to suffer for it after. But I dinna need to gang.’

He led his grandmother to the window and
pointed up.

‘There,” he said, pointing to the fluttering scrap of
white, ‘that's how my mither kens.’

Ye’re a genius, Kit,” said Betty Landsborough; 1
wish I could wait for ye.’

Then Kit remembered about the ‘Orra Man’ and
Willie Gilroy.

1 maun gang my ways up to Cairnharrow the
nicht. I hae my work to do. I promised that [ wad
gang on wi’ that till I was ready for the college.’

‘But no the nicht, Kit,” said his grandmother; ‘bide
with us this ae nicht.’

‘Aye,’ said Betty, ‘bide this ae nicht, and we'll no
gang up by the bothie, but doon by the waterside,
gin ye like.’

But Kit could not for this time take advantage of
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the gifts of the gods.

He shook his head sadly,

‘Na,” he said, 1 hae my work to do, bursar or no
bursar. A man is nae better than his word, and
Cairnharrow trusted me.’

‘The lad is right,” said the Elder; ‘to me it is better
than any honour or emolument that he desires this
night to do his duty. Let him go!’

So Kit went down the path, and Betty came with
him as far as the stepping-stones. She bade him
good-bye in the shade of the last tree, and if Rob
Armour and the two foresters had been within sight
they would have had good cause for jealousy.

Betty was crying when she sent him off.

‘Gang — gang,’ she said, pushing Kit away; 1 am
ower proud o’ ye to hearken a single word. A laddie
manna hamper himsel' wi’ thae things at your age.
But a’ the same ye are a brave laddie! And — it
micht hae been itherwise.’

The cart was in the self-same place when Kit
came across the stepping-stones, and Willie Gilroy
sat very still and silent upon it.

He spoke, however, as soon as Kit came up.

‘Was yon Betty Landsborough that was at the
waterside wi' you?’

Yes,' said Kit, with eyes yet wet, ‘it was Betty.’

‘Did ye — did ye mention the subjeck to her?’

‘No,” said Kit, smitten with remorse, ‘I clean
forgot!’

Willie Gilroy bounded from the seat of the cart
with an energy far more youthful than his years.

‘Betty, Betty,” he cried. ‘Oh, she winna stop for
me. Cry you, Kit!’

‘Betty, Betty Landsborough,” cried Kit, touching
up Mary Gray and plunging into the shadows of the
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Dornal Bank. He looked about him. The ‘Orra Man’
had not stirred under his coverings.

The Sheriff’s officer was absent a quarter of an
hour, but just as Kit was taking the rising ground
before the crossing of the Dee Bridge, where the
high-backed arch strides across the turbulent rapids
of the dark river, he heard a hail behind him. And lo!
as he looked back, there was Willie Gilroy running
with a little harvester's trot. He had made a short
cut through the woods to overtake Kit and was out
of breath.

Tl come wi’ you this nicht, Kit Kennedy,” he said.
‘What like are the lasses aboot Cairnharrow? Are
there ony o’ them that a man might mak’ up till?’

‘But I thought that ye were fond o' Betty?’ said
Kit, astonished at Willie's proposition.

‘Ow,” said the Sheriff's officer, with a lofty
contempt, ‘Betty Landsborough's no what I took her
for. I consider her most michtily overrated — indeed,
a perfect intak!’

‘Betty's nocht o' the sort,” said Kit, valiantly. T11
no hae ye on my cairt, kind to me as ye have been, if
ye miscaa Betty.’

T'm no miscaain' onybody,” said the widower more
soberly, ‘but I dinna think that she wad mak an
appropriate successor to Mary and Susan and Jean
and my ain dear Margit. Na, it wadna look weel on
my tombstone — Eleezabeth Landsborough dearly
beloved fifth wife o' Weelum Gilroy, born — Na, na, it
wad tak' up mair than twa lines, and letterings
desperate dear. Forbye, there wadna be room for
anither, supposin' Betty to be taken awal’

‘What did Betty say to ye?’ said Kit, anxious to
improve his knowledge of the ways of women.

‘She’s an impudent besom. I carena what she
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said,” answered the Sheriff's officer, with suggestive
curtness.

‘But she's bonny,” suggested Kit, even as Frank
Chisholm had done.

‘Beauty is but skin deep!” said Willie Gilroy,
sententiously. ‘Even a bursar should ken that.’

‘And what mair do ye want?’ retorted the wise Kit;
‘for mysel' I care nocht for a woman withoot the
skin.’

‘Humph!” grunted his companion, ‘that's no what
[ wad caa' a pertinent observation.’

Yet Willie Gilroy would in no wise reveal to his
companion whether or no his offer had been well
received by Betty. All that he would say was no more
than that there were as good fish in the sea as ever
came out of it — a proverb which must have
originated with some fisher cousin of the fox who
abused the sour grapes.

All the way to Cairnharrow the Sheriff's officer
talked of nothing but Isobel Fairies, the dairy-maid
there, and Kirst Conchie the cook, weighing their
several capacities, with various side hits at Betty
Landsborough, always to her disadvantage. Kit,
anxious to get the ‘Orra Man’ safely bestowed, paid
little attention to Willie's soliloquies, only answering
a direct question after it had been asked half a
dozen times.

They arrived at last at Cairnharrow, and Kit, who
knew the ways of the house, made haste to take out
Mary Gray and lead that steady-going mare to her
stall.

Then, still hidden by the darkness of the winter
gloaming, he and Willie Gilroy took the ‘Orra Man’ in
their arms and carried him to his ‘laft.” He was
breathing heavily and regularly.
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‘He hasna had muckle,” said Willie, the expert.
It's juist gaen to his head wi' his keepin' frae it sae
lang. I'll wager he'll be a' richt in the morning.’

Then Kit went down again and did the ‘Orra
Man's’ work, stabling his horses and setting the yard
and office houses in order. Finally, almost worn out,
he went into the house of Cairnharrow for the
supper which he had earned so well.

‘Hello, Kit Kennedy,” cried John Rogerson, the
jovial farmer, ‘so Willie Gilroy tells me that ye hae
won the bursary and are gaun to be a colleger. Ye
hae dune weel, and whan ye gang to the big toon in
the winter, I shall be a puirer man than I expeck to
be gin I canna send ye a whang o' sweet-milk cheese
and maybe a bit bacon ham to be kitchen to your
piece.’

Kit thanked the warm-hearted farmer, but
Cairnharrow cut him short.

‘Did ye see ocht o' that daft craiter, my ‘Orra
Man?” he said.

‘He cam' hame wi' me in the cairt,” said Kit,
keeping carefully to a portion of the facts.

‘And what for disna he come in for his supper!’
demanded his master.

‘He was compleenin' o' a kind o' sair head,’ said
Kit, ‘and I'm thinkin' he will be aff direck to his bed.’

‘Humph,’ said the farmer of Cairnharrow, ‘this is
no the first sair head that has come hame frae Cairn
Edward on market Monday. And it’s no like to be the
last!’

Judiciously Kit said nothing, but retired early to
the ‘aft,” where the ‘Orra Man’ slept serenely. He
had not been long there when he heard a foot on the
ladder.

‘Are ye sleeping Kit Kennedy?’ said a voice.
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‘Na, I'm no sleepin' yet,” said Kit, who had now for
the first time a chance to think what the events of
the day meant to him.

Willie Gilroy came in, dragging himself up by
means of his long arms like a good-natured, black-
bodied spider.

Tt's a' richt. Kit,” he said, confidentially, ‘it's to be
Kirst Conchie the cook. I gaed to see Bell Fairies at
the byre, and she had ways wi’ her that I couldna
stammach ava! What do you think, she actually put
the guid coo's milk through a sile (sieve) afore she
could pour it intil the bynes. Heard ye ever the like
o' that? As if either butter and cheese were ony the
waur o' an odd hair or twa. Indeed, good judges even
prefer a' wheen hairs. It's a sign that ye are gettin'
nane o' your shop-bought crowdies, but rael
Galloway stuff, when ye find a black curly yin or twa
charkin' between your teeth.

‘So I didna say a word, but I gaed awa ben to
Kirst. The first thing I saw was Kirst pitten' on the
parritch in the pot that she had emptied the pigs
meat oot o'l That's the woman for me, says [. Nae
fikey perniketty particularity aboot Kirst! Na, rough
and ready, and no ill to please. Then she was gaun
to dish the maister's porridge to gang ben. There
cam' a flaucht o' soot doon the lum. Plap! Half a
pound o't gaed in the maister's bowl. What did Kirst
do, but gied it a bit turn wi' the dishclout, a bit rub
wi' her elbow, syne turned up her druggit petticoat
and dichted the delf dry. Then in wi' the porridge
and awa to the maister. Certes! A thorough-gaun
tairgin', satisfactory kind o' woman is Kirst!

‘So I put aff nae time, but says to her, Kirst, you
and me's no sae young as we hae been. Gin ye are
no particular wha ye get for a man, I'm no particular
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wha I get for a wife. Wull ye hae me?’

‘So she said she wad plump and plain as a
woman should, though as ye can pictur' to yoursel'
she was kind o owercome at first wi' me speakin' to
her sae affectingly. But saft talk o' that kind comes
naitural to me. Ye ken I have aye had a wonderfu'
way wi' the women fowk a' the days o' me.’

* * * * *

On the morning of the next day the ‘Orra Man’
came to himself out of a deep sleep. Kit and Willie
Gilroy were prepared to assert that he had hurt
himself by falling at the door of the Black Bull. But
the ‘Orra Man’ listened to their stories with sad-eyed
patience.

Tt is kind of you two,” he said; ‘I will not forget it.
But I know well what happened. As soon as I knew
that you had won the bursary it came over me like a
Solway tide. For your sake, Kit, I had done it. But in
a moment it came back upon me stronger than ever.
It is no use, Kit, I am a doomed man! I have saved
others, myself I cannot save.’

‘Nonsense,” cried Kit, cheerfully, ‘it wasna the
drink. Ye had hardly touched onything. I ken, for I
paid for it oot o' the siller in your ain pouch.’

‘The laddie's richt, man,” asserted Willie Gilroy,
with prompt friendly mendacity; ‘ye hadna even a
smell o' drink aboot ye. Faith, I had mair mysel',
yestreen, and I courted twa lasses till yin o' them
promised to be my wife. Ye ken Kirst the cook. Ye'll
ken her 'crowdie' onyway. Weel, she has gi'en her
consent to lie beside Mary and Susan and Jean and
my ain belovit Margit. [ aye said the monument wad
be the better o' anither line!’
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The ‘Orra Man’ went about his work in silence,
and Kit helped him, but it was evident that he was
revolving many things in his heart. Often he did not
reply at all when he was spoken to. His eyes were far
away, and several times he began to speak abruptly
and then as suddenly stopped.

It was not till night that the ‘Orra Man’ delivered
his mind.

‘Kit,” he said, taking the boy by the shoulder, ‘you
are on the right road now. So far [ have been a help
to ye, and you have given me happiness and
fellowship such as I have not known for years. But
the building is up, and it is time that the scaffolding
should come down. I am no creditable companion
for a young scholar and student. I will go away at
once when you go up to Edinburgh. I am a derelict
upon life's high seas. Kit; your clipper ship is not to
have my water-logged hulk sagging and plunging
behind her. So much, at least, of honour I have left
me.’

Then Kit answered with a light in his eyes. ‘You
have done everything for me. I will not let you go. We
have taken the rough together, now we will take the
smooth.’

The ‘Orra Man’ smiled at Kit's boyish periods, but
he did not smile when he saw the look in his eyes.

‘Kit — Kit,” he said, ‘you have done far more for
me than I can ever do for you!’
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CHAPTER THIRTY NINE

ENTRANCE INTO LIFE

In due time Kit Kennedy went to Edinburgh. It was
the dowie time of the year, November was just
beginning. He said good-bye to his mother who ever
since she had seen the white flag flutter above the
tree-tops had gone about with a little proud look on
her face which Walter MacWalter felt more than a
strong man's blow.

His grandfather gave Kit his blessing. Mr.
Osborne of the Kirk on the Hill bestowed on him a
great deal of excellent advice, adding, ‘But, Kit, my
lad, you will just have to pay your footing like the
rest of us. There is no royal road to experience any
more than there is to learning.'

Kit met Rob Grier at the end of Princes Street.
They left their boxes at a call-office, and drifted
southward looking for lodgings. The noise and stir of
the city took Kit by the throat. And though from the
point of view of the Strand and Fleet Street
Edinburgh may be considered a quiet city, to a boy
accustomed to the Black Craig of Dee it roared like
Babylon.

Suddenly and quite unexpectedly they found
themselves in front of the college, and here under
the great gates was one Clement Sowerby, the Cairn
Edward Academy lad who had tried unsuccessfully
for the bursary. He was smoking a cigarette, the first
that Kit had ever seen, and nursing a very big and
exceedingly nobby stick under his arm.

Sowerby was the son of a comfortable tradesman
in Cairn Edward, and had tried for the bursary more

328



KIT KENNEDY

(as he declared) ‘for fun’ than because he seriously
needed the money.

‘Hey, fellows,” he cried, ‘have you got 'digs'? Have
you matriculated? What, never been inside the
gates? Come along. I'll put you through.’

Kit felt exceedingly lonesome walking beside such
a mentor.

For though he had on his best Sunday clothes,
they were already a little too short for him as to
trouser leg and cuff. Somehow his limbs seemed to
stretch a little farther through them each morning
as he put them on.

The lads from Galloway presently found
themselves in an elbowing throng of students,
through which Sowerby pushed his way with the
easy confidence of an old-timer.

‘Here are your forms! Write your name there, and
where you come from. Then put a pound-note on the
top, and shove the whole to that red-headed lunatic
with the pen in his mouth. He’ll give you your
'matric' ticket! That's all right. Now come on and
let's find you 'digs.' There are some toppers near
me.’

But it was soon evident that the idea of Sowerby
as to ‘digs’ and those which (from severely absolute
considerations) governed Kit and Rob Grier could
not by any possibility be unified.

After interviewing many landladies the two lads
settled on a room high in a tall house in the
Pleasance, the front of which looked down a long
unlovely cross street, but the back-windows upon
the crags and grey pastures of Arthur's Seat.
Mistress Christieson, their new landlady, was a
widow whom penury had made careful and many
lodgers suspicious. But from the first she took to
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our pair of Galloway lads. It was Kit who did the
talking, and the terms as finally arranged were easy
— three shillings a week each with coal and gas, no
extras.

As Kit went up the stairs for the first time as a
sort of householder he felt for his latch-key with a
proud consequence, and blew the dust out of it as if
he were blowing upon the trump of fame. A pretty
girl, hearing beneath her his rushing feet, stood
aside on one of the landings to let him pass. She
was pulling a worn brown glove on her small left
hand; as the stalwart Kit went by she stole a glance
at him.

Now the Galloway code of manners demands a
salutation from wayfarer to wayfarer as each crosses
each in the tranquil travel of life. So Kit smiled
broadly upon the pretty girl.

It’s a fine day,” he said, ‘but I wadna wunner gin
it cam on a wee saft.’

A faint smile flickered on the girl's face. She
finished buttoning her glove with as much care as if
that were her only object in life. She did not reply,
and as soon as Kit had passed she began to
descend.

‘That's curious,’” said Kit to himself; ‘she never
answered me!’

He thought the matter over in his mind. It
troubled him not a little.

‘Maybe the puir lassie's deaf!’ he concluded within
himself.

During these days Kit saw a good deal of Clement
Sowerby, the Cairn Edward lad proving
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unexpectedly friendly. Rob Grier, however, could not
abide him, and wanted to ‘thraw the puir craitur's
neck.” But Kit, being a natural optimist, would hear
no ill of any human being, least of all of one so
friendly as Clement Sowerby.

So the dapper hat, the nobby rig-out, and the
curly stick appeared oftener and oftener at their
joint lodgings.

Kit mentioned the matter of the pretty girl.
Clement Sowerby laughed.

‘Some milliner,” he said; ‘you must get to know
her — find somebody to introduce you.’

‘What’s 'introduce'?’ said Kit, to whom the word
had not occurred in translations of the classics.

‘Oh, your landlady would do if she's a decent sort.
I say, I've a good mind to come and lodge here
myself.’

Rob Grier looked up with a belligerent air, but
subsided again upon his books as Sowerby added:
‘But really, you know, I could not stand the district;
all very well to come and look you fellows up, but it
wouldn't do at all to have to say ‘160, Pleasance’
loud out in the class when the Professor asked you
for your address!’

In due time Kit lifted his bursary from the
secretary, and made the necessary dispositions as to
fees. He was attending three classes, but at the first
the work was less than nothing to a pupil of the
‘Orra Man.’ He ran off the versions in a quarter of an
hour, and would do another edition quite different
for Rob Grier, when that hardworking student would
accept of the help, which, to do him justice, was not
often.

Yet it would have been well for Kit if he had been
kept closer to the grindstone during these first
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months of winter. Soon after his arrival Clement
Sowerby had taken him in hand and introduced him
to an outfitter, who made Kit a suit of clothes of a
very different cut from those which had been the
masterpiece of Tailor Byron in the village of
Whinnyliggate the year but one before Kit came to

Edinburgh.
The tailor tried to persuade the youth to run an
account — ‘any friend of Mr. Sowerby's,” he said,

with a smirk. But Kit's ingrained money sense kept
him straight where so many are weak. He paid
shilling by shilling on the nail, and saw that he got
the largest discount too.

But there is no denying that in these days Kit did
not fulfil the high promise of his start. The
Professor, indeed, commended him again and again.
The ‘Orra Man’ had taught him to turn tolerable
verses in the dead languages, and that being an
unheard-of accomplishment among  Scottish
students, Kit leaped to a first place in his teacher's
favour at a bound when he achieved a copy much
more than tolerable. The Professor standing up like
Jove before the class, declaimed Kit's lines with a
strong appreciation of their Horatian flavour. But
that was Kit's Waterloo, for all unconsciously he had
used the phrases of the ‘Orra Man.’ The next he gave
in were hastily written, and the Professor looked
disappointed.

He did not declaim the lines to the class on this
occasion, but he called Kit into his retiring-room,
and had five minutes' talk with him, which the boy
remembered all his life.

Three years afterwards he knocked a man down
in the passage between the college and the museum
for repeating a libellous statement about the
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Professor.

It was not long before Kit was ‘introduced’ to the
pretty girl. He was coming home one night along the
Bridges. It was a wet, plashy night, tempestuously
pleasant. The jets of the gas-lamps were blown this
way and that. Some had gone out. It chanced that in
a quiet part of the street near the Surgeon's Hall Kit
saw two or three fellows promenading arm-in-arm
across the breadth of the pavement. A girl was
walking quietly in front of him, but Kit had not
noticed her much, for his hat was pulled low over
his brow, and his coat-collar high about his neck.
Suddenly, however, he heard a little cry above the
whistle of the wind. The three youths had jostled the
girl, and then swung round so as to enclose her in
the centre of a narrow circle.

One of them had his hand about the girl's waist.

‘Let me go!’ Kit heard her cry.

Now Kit had no fear, and had been too much
exercised in the heart of fighting among the country
lads to think twice of what he was doing. He was on
the spot in a moment. And his strong ploughman's
grasp was on the throat of one, while another,
surprised by a left-hander on the jaw, went
staggering into the gutter. There was no fight. The
three bullies contented themselves with language of
the foulest, but took themselves promptly off at the
sight of the glowing belt of a city policeman, who
came along, testing bars and shutters leisurely as he
went.

With his natural quick imperiousness Kit took the
girl by the arm.

‘Come along!’ he said, and hurried her southward.

They had gone a couple of hundred yards when it
struck Kit that he had been hasty.
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I beg your pardon, he said, ‘if I have been rough.’

By this we see that Kit had been learning many
things. At the same time they had come to a better-
lighted part of the town, and under the Bray burners
Kit saw that this was the pretty girl he had passed
on the landing beneath.

‘Oh no,’ she answered, a little breathless with the
haste at which Kit had dragged her along, ‘it is very
kind of you. I was kept late at school tonight, and I
never was spoken to before. My brother promised to
meet me, but he must have been detained
somewhere!’

The words were common words, but to Kit’s
country ear they seemed to be spoken with the
accent of the nymphs and muses he read so much
about in his shabby cream-coloured German
classics. He wanted to tell her so, but did not quite
know how to begin.

But he did nearly as well.

‘Do you know,’ he said, talking as like the ‘Orra
Man’ as he could, 1 always look out for you on the
stairs?’

‘Do you?’ said the girl, in apparent surprise.
‘Why?’

‘Because,” said Kit, you put on your gloves so
nicely.’

In Galloway they did not put on gloves in the
pretty girl's way. Even Betty tugged at a creased pair
of blacks, and left half an inch unfilled at the end of
the fingers. But then gloves were only of acceptation
from the kirk door as far as the end of the first
psalm.

The pretty girl became prettier than ever, and if
Kit had looked closely he would have seen that his
frankness had brought a well-defined blush to her
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cheek. She was inclined to pass the words off as a
compliment. But the eager freshness in Kit's voice
told her woman's ear, inevitable in its appreciation
of sincerity, that he spoke the truth.

You live with Mrs. Christieson above us,” she
answered; ‘my father has seen you. He will thank
you for being kind to me. He does not like me
coming home by myself, and he will be very angry
with Dick for not meeting me.’

T cannot be angry with Dick!’ said Kit.

The girl evaded this.

‘Dick is thoughtless and often stays out late,” she
said; ‘but I think you are often out, too. We call your
friend and you Box and Cox. He is Box.’

‘Why?’ said Kit, wishing that the foot of the stairs
were a score of miles away. They were turning down
the street now which led to that dismal stone
turnpike where they must part one from the other.

The girl laughed a little thrilling trill of laughter.

‘Because,’ she said, ‘he keeps himself shut up —’

‘And why am [ Cox?’ said Kit, interested.

‘Well, because you are not Box!’

This was far worse than Greek to Kit, whose
education did not include even the commonest of
farces. But he was quite satisfied, and only sighed
as the girl took down her umbrella at the foot of the
stair. She did it so prettily, too, with a little flirt
along the pavement to shake the drops off the Fox
frame knobs, and a sudden uplift of eyes in which
consciousness of his admiration struggled with a
desire to thank him for his kindness. But she saw
too much on his face to risk many words in the dusk
of the stair foot.

T hope none went on you!’ she said, lamely
enough, referring to the raindrops which she had
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shaken from her umbrella.

‘Oh no, thank you,’ said Kit, feeling unutterably
coltish and stupid. He would have liked to tell her
what he thought of her — that is, in the ‘Orra Man's’
iambics.

1 suppose I must bid you good-bye,” said Kit,
slowly, stammering over his words. He was just
beginning his education — if he had won a bursary.

‘Not unless you decide to sleep in the cellar,” said
the girl; ‘we have three stairs more to go up
together.’

They went up one. The pretty girl paused a
moment on the landing and looked at Kit, who was
following somewhat forlornly behind her.

You haven't told me your name yet,” she said —
‘that I may tell my father,” she added, hastily.

‘My name is Kit — [ mean, Christopher Kennedy. I
come from Galloway,’ said Kit, gratefully hoping that
she would tell him hers.

The girl clapped her hands.

‘Oh, 'Kit' — I like Kit ever so much better than
Christopher,” she cried. Suddenly she rushed
upward and turned sharp to the right.

‘Oh, father,’” she cried, impulsively, ‘do you know
what has happened?’

Kit caught sight of a thick-set man of middle
height standing at an open door. He had a nose
slightly hooked, prominent bushy eyebrows high in
the middle (like a circumflex accent, thought Kit to
himself), which gave him a look at once high and
irascible. His face was thickly bearded with a short,
dense beard of the colour which the artist calls
warm russet and the unthinking red.

The man in the doorway did not answer his
daughter directly, but continued to gaze at Kit over
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her shoulder with an air of stern inquiry.

‘The class was late and I must have missed Dick,
somehow,” she went on; ‘then just at Nicholson
Square it was dark, and some nasty fellows spoke
rudely to me — or rather would have done, but for
this gentleman!’

She turned to Kit with an air of proprietorship.

‘This is Mr. Christopher Kennedy,” continued the
pretty girl, blushing so red that she looked to Kit's
eyes more engaging than ever.

The man did not speak, but bent upon Kit a look
so searching that the boy felt as if he were entirely
transparent to those bold, deep-set eyes.

T did nothing at all,” he faltered. ‘The fellows ran
as soon as they saw me. Besides, there was a
policeman coming, any way!’

Kit was blushing in his turn.

‘Will you come in, sir?’ said the russet-bearded
man, in no wise abating the severity of his glance.
He had a deep voice, and as Kit passed him he
noticed his enormous spread of chest — almost
disproportionate, indeed, to his height.

Kit took off his hat and passed within. It was a
simple kitchen that he was ushered into. A stout,
matronly woman was bustling about a range, which
shone in all its parts with winking brass and the
polish of infinite black lead.

‘Mother,” said the man, ‘here is a neighbour of
ours who has brought Mary home.’

The woman turned upon Kit with a pleasant smile
and held out her hand.

Ye are welcome,’” she said. ‘What has come over
that 'seefer' Dick that he dinna meet ye, Mary?’

The pretty girl stood in the middle of the floor and
explained. She drew one glove after the other slowly

337



Galloway Raiders Bigital Edition

and daintily off. Kit could not help looking at her,
though the action was clearly unconscious. He
wanted to tell her that it was even prettier to watch
her take off her gloves than to put them on.

‘And, mother,’ she cried, for she had an impulsive
way with her wholly unknown to Galloway, ‘if it had
not been for Mr. Kennedy, I do not know what I
should have done.’

Whereupon the tale of Kit's heroism was again
retold and again disclaimed, till that youth of parts
was all quivering with excitement and throbbing
with vague happiness. He seemed to be setting his
feet on the very threshold of the unknown. He began
to sympathise all at once with Rob Armour and the
two foresters who waited about the cottage gate to
see Betty. Hitherto he had always agreed with Betty
that it was very good fun.

But he was learning the other side of it while he
stood fingering the brim of his hat, and watching the
pretty girl drawing off her gloves so daintily that Kit
dared hardly shake her by the hand, lest something
so delicate should break in the stiff awkwardness of
his countryman's fingers.

‘Will ye no sit ye doon?’ said the good wife of the
house with cordial invitation. She was getting
supper ready, and, though naturally heavy-footed,
she wore such soft slippers and walked so springily
that she seemed to be in three places at once. The
girl took off her hat and went forward to help her
mother. But the elder woman pushed her from the
fire.

‘Gang awa' and sit doon. Rest ye, lassie. Ye hae
been a' day among the bairns in the schule, and
then at the nicht-schule as well. Your mither has
dune naething but plowter about the hoose.’
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‘But, mother,’ said the girl, 1 am not tired.’

And to show how fresh she was, the young girl
began to take crockery from a wall-press and spread
it out upon the white cloth which was already laid. It
was pretty to watch her. She was so graceful, so
innocent, and so impulsive.

T must be getting upstairs to my work!’ said Kit, a
little mournfully. It would not be half so much fun to
sit and listen to the scrape of Rob Grier's pen doing
his Latin version.

‘We are just going to have tea,’ said the taciturn
man, thawing a little; ‘will you stay and drink a cup
with us?’

Kit sat down, still, however, keeping his hat in his
hands.

The pretty girl came and took it away, smiling at
him as she did so.

‘Poor thing!’ she said; ‘don’t turn it round and
round like that all the time. You will make it dizzy.’

She disclosed a row of sparklingly white and even
teeth as she spoke. And Kit thought that he had
never listened to so witty a remark. Then, when the
table was set, she went and looked over her father's
head at the visitor, resting her elbows on the broad
shoulder and dinting her chin into his thick scrubby
bush of grey hair.

She was a very pretty girl. Her features were
delicate and regular, save for the slightest aspiration
on the part of her nose, which was set at a most
provocative angle. Her eyes were a kind of blue, yet
never stayed the same for two seconds. She had
brownish hair with golden lights in it, and a dimple
played bo-peep at the right corner of her mouth each
time she laughed.

She was not tall, but so slender that when no one
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stood beside her she gave the effect of being so.

Kit did not know what there was about this girl,
of whose very name he was still ignorant, that made
him think of all the beautiful things he had ever
seen. Did she bend coquettishly down to her father
so that the firelight was reflected in her hair, till the
brown turned into red and the bronze to golden
yellow — instantly Kit saw the Crae Hill sweeping
back in stretch after stretch of red heather. It was
morning's prime, and the sun was rising. Moor-
cocks were crowing in the hollows, and the great
gladsome day stood on tiptoe.

Or, she shook back her loosely clustering hair
from her brow. The lights wavered across it from fire
and lamp, and instantly Kit saw the thirty-acre field
at the Dornal all awave with ripening corn. The wind
came lightly from the west and drove it towards him
in glinting swells. That was the most beautiful thing
he had seen till he had met this girl of the city under
the November street lamps.

Happily on this his first visit Kit did not have to
speak much. The women talked both for him and to
him, while occasionally the thick-set saturnine man
put in a word.

Kit found himself at liberty to sit and look where
he would. And the stern-eyed man watched the
direction of his eyes.

Then they drew in to the plain deal table on which
a fair and fine cloth had been laid. Kit made a
pretence of eating, but he was not hungry. It seemed
a profanation to eat in such a dainty presence; or, if
not exactly profane, at least ill-judged and vulgar.

But the pretty girl herself had no such qualms.
She was frankly hungry, and said so. So that it was
not long before Kit observed with surprise that those
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white and even teeth were capable of being used for
other purposes than suddenly aiding and abetting
her eyes to break into a dazzling smile, like the sun
peering through a tearful April sky. All healthily
pretty girls must, as a condition of their beauty, eat
well, and this one freely owned the necessity.

T am a perfect piggie about supper,’ she confessed
with a frank unconcern; I have it in my mind all day
at school when I am drilling the infant class. I never
think about anything else coming home, and then
when I do get home I always look in the oven the
first thing to see what there is.’

At this moment a tall, loosely-built lad, with
short, red hair, a weak mouth, and a freckled face
came in. He wore a cutaway coat of smartish fashion
and held a thin cane in his hand.

‘Why, Dick!’ cried the girl, rising to give him an
impulsive kiss, to which he submitted rather than
responded, ‘where have you been? I missed you, and
if it had not been for this gentleman’ — here she
smiled at Kit, making his heart quiver strangely
(again he saw the Crae hillside and the sunshine
fleeting across it) — I don’t know what I should have
done.’

The stern-faced man continued to watch the
youth, who did not seem to look at any one in
particular, and who markedly avoided Kit’s eye.

T was out with Marmy,” he said; ‘we went farther
than we intended, and I did not get back to the
school in time. It's all nonsense about any one
molesting you, Mary. You are always so nervous. It
is very silly.’

‘Dick,’ said his father, ‘take your supper and go to
bed.’

The youth laid down his cane, put his hat
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carefully on a peg in the hall, and sat down at the
table without giving Kit a glance.

The supper proceeded, but with something less of
enthusiasm.

‘You have not been long in the city, sir?’ said the
elder man, suddenly unbending and looking over at
Kit with a friendliness in his eyes as sudden as it
was unexpected.

How it happened Kit did not know, but a moment
afterwards he found himself in the midst of a full
account of his life. He began by telling of his
grandfather, of his grandmother, something even of
his mother. He told of the MacWalters of Loch
Spellanderie. He entered into full particulars
concerning Betty and the three foresters.

T think she was a very cruel girl,” interjected the
one at the table most able to criticise Betty's actions
and motives.

From being silent Kit grew voluble, from the
extreme of reticence he became almost confidential.
And as he talked of the ‘Orra Man’ his halting
tongue grew oratory and the colour mounted to his
cheek. While he talked he continued to look at the
pretty girl, who blushed with contagious
enthusiasm. But it was to the stern man that he
spoke directly, and after a time he nodded quietly.

Suddenly, while Kit was speaking, the young man
who had been called Dick pushed back his chair
from the table, and brushing the crumbs from his
coat, he tramped noisily out and began to ascend
the stair.

‘Dick!’ said his father, in deep, quiet tones.

The feet tramped on.

‘Dick!’

The feet stopped on the landing. There was a
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moment’s silence which somehow weighed upon all
as though heavy with fate. The pretty girl's face lost
its bright expression. It seemed to grow anxious, and
she was obviously not listening to what Kit said.

The footsteps began slowly to descend. The head
of the youth, more vapid and watery-eyed than
before, was thrust within the kitchen.

‘What do you want, father?’ he said.

The stern man did not answer in words. He only
indicated the chair from which Dick had risen with a
slight nod of his head.

Dick sat down.

‘And now, you were telling us,” the face of the
russet-bearded man was turned to Kit with the same
unexpected smile of grave sweetness.

But the heart had gone out of the tale. Kit's glow
of communicativeness had sunk like a blaze among
whins.

‘Must you go?” murmured the pretty girl, a little
sadly. Kit liked the way she said that. He lay awake
two hours trying to recall her exact manner of
saying it.

‘And be sure ye dinna gang by the door withoot
lookin' in,” said the motherly person at the foot of
the table. ‘We hae aye supper aboot this time, and
ye are welcome.’

T shall be glad to see you!’ said the grave man,
reaching out a hand.

‘Good-night,” said Kit, to the young man in the
cutaway coat.

His father's eye was upon him, and he managed
to emit a grunt which, on a liberal interpretation,
might have been construed as an acknowledgment
of Dick's salutation.

The pretty girl went with Kit to the door.
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You were very kind,’” she said, ‘we are all very —
that is, we hope you will come back.’

You have not yet told me your name,’ said Kit,
holding her hand till she should answer.

‘Mary Bisset is my name!’ she said, with a grave
sweetness very like her father's.
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CHAPTER FORTY

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE

Kit’s acquaintance with his neighbours underneath,
to whom he had been so curiously introduced,
continued and prospered. But a very strange
element was introduced into it by Mistress
Christieson, Kit's landlady. Kit asked her about all
the people on the stairs. Being a diplomat, he took
each landing in turn, beginning at the bottom. Mrs.
Christieson was standing in the doorway, an empty
shovel in her hand, with which she was wont to
deliver the coals in homoeopathic doses, as if they
had been pills which might disagree with the fire if
taken too recklessly.

At last she arrived at the place to which Kit had
been bringing her.

‘Ow aye, the Bissets. I dinna ken muckle aboot
them, nor do I want to. The woman is a decent
woman, ceevil and sociable. But the man — he's yin
o' your infidel lecturers or something o' the kind. He
winna let a minister within his hoose. And no yin o'
them ever sets fit within a kirk door. The lassie
teaches weans in an infant schule. Bairns are sair
mislippened noo a days. To think that in a Christian
land they wad let the like o' her to learn them their A
B, abs!’

Mrs. Christieson divined the look on Kit's face.

‘Oh,” she said, ‘e'll hae been meetin' in wi' the
young man. He's the best o' the lot. Not that I hae
onything in particular again the lave o' them. But
Dick is in a guid position, and wad do weel if he had
better fowk at hame. But with his faither aye on this
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platform and that tearin' at Christianity and the
Toon Council the laddie hasna a fair chance. I
wonder he disna change his name,

But in spite of this censure, Kit haunted the
Bridges at the hour when the evening schools were
coming out. He had not much success. For Dick,
perhaps acted upon by fear of his father, was
unusually faithful. While more than once Kit, from
the safe shelter of the Post-office pillars, saw Mary
Bisset come across the street escorted by the square
shoulders of the infidel lecturer himself.

But by changing his hours of going to college Kit
did better. His first Greek class in the morning went
in at nine, and Mrs. Christieson's stair-foot lay
exactly ten minutes' walk from the college. The
professor of that class was strict on roll-calls, if lax
concerning everything else. But as usual he did not
begin till five minutes past the hour, and he
punctuated the whole with personal comments. Kit
had been accustomed to leave the door at five
minutes to nine, and be in his place by the time the
professor had reached the letter T’ in the roll.

Inglis?’ ‘Here, sir!” Ingram?’ No answer. ‘Where's
Ingram? Lazy boy, Ingram. Shall have three pages of
Ossian to translate into Greek. What shall it be —
that splendid passage where — What! Ingram's
dead? Very well, then, Ingram is excused from
coming to my class. Johnson — Kennedy.’

So hitherto Kit had always been on time.

But now the student left the house at half-past
eight, just in time to see a pretty figure issuing forth
from that gloomy, doorless, never-closed portal
which yawned upon the street. Sometimes he would
see Miss Mary Bisset stand a moment on the step,
doubtful whether she should put up her umbrella,
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or daintily gathering her skirts with a little frown on
her brow at the rain, reluctant as a kitten to cross
the muddy road.

‘Good-morning, Miss Bisset.’

‘Good-morning, Mr. Kennedy.’

It was not Kit’ any more. Constraint had
somehow fallen between them. Kit put it down to the
influence of ‘that beast Dick.” Dick evidently did not
like him, and scowled when they met. He always had
a low-browed, smartly-dressed man with him now,
who wore a tall hat and a heavy gold Albert — with
other clothing to match.

But all the same Kit generally escorted Mary
Bisset to school, and the young people thawed by
the way. By the time they had reached the grim,
square-windowed half factory, half church where
she taught, they were again ‘Kit' and ‘Mary.” And the
young man felt that, if only he could take things up
where he left them the day before, his friendship
might prosper. For at this stage they speak of it, and
think of it, as “friendship.’

Twice a week there was no night-school, and
Mary Bisset came home through the blue-grey early
dusk just as the swift municipal Lucifers were
lighting the lamps, and the long curves of the
Bridges fairly undulated with the crawling, fiery
serpents. There was a pleasant frosty hum in the
air. Kit and she walked more slowly, and they spoke
of books which she had read and he had not.

A fire was kindled in his breast.

T will begin tomorrow. I will get the book out of
the library.” It was Gibbon's ‘Decline and Fall’ of
which they spoke.’

‘My father will lend it to you,” she answered.
‘Come in for it tonight!’
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And the student promised. At the same moment
Kit, glancing up, met an eye, and with the courtesy
he had learned since he came to the city he lifted his
hat.

‘Who is that?’ said Mary Bisset, looking also. T did
not know you knew any one in the city.’

Tt was — only a fellow from the town near my
place,’ said Kit, evasively.

‘He stared very hard,’” said the girl. ‘Perhaps he
thinks you should be at your work instead of
walking home with me when there is no need,’

Tt does not matter what he or any one else
thinks!’ said Kit, loftily.

But the next morning Clement Sowerby ran all
the way across the quadrangle to greet him,
deserting a group of laughing, easy-mannered
companions to speak to Kit.

‘Hello, Kennedy, you're getting a gay dog for a raw
hand! Where did you pick up that deucedly pretty
girl I saw you with last night? I want you to
introduce me, that's a good fellow.’

1 do not know the young lady well enough for
that, I am afraid,’ said Kit, shyly, wishing Sowerby at
Jericho. 1 should consider it a liberty.’

‘She wouldn't, 1 bet,” cried Sowerby, cheerily;
‘why, man, don't be afraid — I won't cut you out. I've
got a girl of my own. But you were such an old
sobersides that I did not tell you before.’

* * * * *

That night, as Kit sat alone in the room which he
shared with Rob Grier, he was surprised by the
entrance of a visitor. The man from Garlies was out,
engaged in the sort of penal servitude known as
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‘coaching’ at a guinea a month.

This consists in doing the lessons of High School
and Academy boys for them, and if unremunerative
is not exhausting, except to boot leather upon the
hard sets of the Edinburgh streets.

‘Mr. Richard Bisset!” announced Mrs. Christieson,
with a certain consciousness that her plain sitting-
room, with the box-bed shut off by a panelled door
and the dismal photographs of tombstones all round
the walls, was somehow honoured by such a visitor.

Kit rose in surprise, erect and stiff as a pillar. The
freckled youth had a tendency to wriggle upon his
first appearance. But otherwise he made himself
perfectly at home.

‘Ah,” he said, ‘ou are surprised to see me. I
thought I'd look you up. I was rather off it the other
night — sort of chippy and hot about the gills, you
know.’

Kit did not know, but he smiled encouragingly as
he offered his visitor the only arm-chair in the place.
Dick Bisset reached forward and took the poker. He
stirred up the fire which Kit, knowing that he had
received all the coal which his landlady could in
justice to herself afford for twice three shillings a
week, had been carefully nursing against the return
of Rob Grier.

‘The fact is,’” said his visitor, ‘we don’t know one
another well enough to be living in the same house. I
am obliged to you for your kindness to my sister.
She is a good girl, Mary, but I own it is no end of a
swot having to meet her. A fellow has so many
things to do. Not but what there are lots of fellows
who would take that job off my hands — eh, what?’

He tried to look knowingly at Kit, but that
resolute youth would not see, and, as it were,
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warded off the glance with his shoulder.

‘Oh, all right,” said Dick Bisset, with a hurt
expression, I’'m as particular as any one, and I tell
you frankly I didn't cotton to you at first. No more
did my friend, Mr. Marmaduke Styles. Marmy is a
partner in the big tailor’s emporium at the corner of
the Bridges. You know the place, Try Styles's styles
one guinea the suit and an extra pair of trousers
thrown in.' I don't wear them myself, but it's a
deuced paying line.’

Kit had not a reply ready to this.

But the freckled faced young man went on wholly
unabashed. But I've come to my senses. And I'm a
chap that is not too proud to come and say so. I
don't mind owning when I'm wrong. I heard today
that you were a bursar and a swell at college. Well, I
don't go to college. I'm in an office, but clerking is
not my biz, though dad thinks it is. Ever bet? No!
Well, it's the best thing out. You can make a pot of
money in no time!’

Kit smiled, and said that be had no money to bet
with.

‘Oh, there’s no risk, said Mr. Richard Bisset,
airily. If you were in the know, and had Marmy
Styles at your back to put you on to real good
things, you wouldn't be lodging in a dog-hole like
this.’

Tt looks very nice to me,” said Kit; 1 have been
used to a stable-loft.’

‘Don't know what that is,” said Dick, still more
flippantly. ‘Beastly place, anyway. But seriously, you
should stand in with Marmy's crowd. There's only
half a dozen of us, and we can make no end of
money!’

T have to do my work, and it will take me all my
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time to get through the session without running into
debt,” quoth honest Kit.

‘Well, anyway, whether you do or not,” answered
the tempter, ‘you might come along with us
tomorrow night; eight or ten fellows are going to
have supper early and go to the theatre. Will you
come?’

Kit had never been to a theatre in his life, and
was about to decline, when Dick struck in, 1
daresay my sister will be going. She'll come if I ask
her, I know. There will be another girl or two there.’

‘Thank you,’ said Kit, definitely tempted this time,
but still uncertain as to his duty.

Dick Bisset reached out a hand and shook Kit's
heartily.

‘That's right,” he cried, ‘we'll make a man of you
yet.’

Kit's visitor did not sit down again. He mooned
about the room as if he were looking for something
but could not remember what. He examined the
tombstones on the walls, and then the books on the
table with a running undercurrent of comment, half-
muttered, half-spoken.

‘Poor place — poor place — tombs and epitaphs.
'Under the weeping-willow tree.' That sort of thing.
Books! What skittles! A + B - C. What blooming rot!
Dick Bisset, I'm jolly glad that you are not a mug,
and know better than that if you do have to stick on
to an office-stool from ten to four,’

Then he said half a dozen times, ‘Well, I must be
going.’

But still he did not go, something else taking his
wandering attention.

‘Well, I'll meet you at the foot of the stair at half-
past six — no, Ill come up for you here. And I say,
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old fellow, I'm short this week; could you lend me a
sov. for a day or two? Till I get my pay on Saturday?’

Kit wavered a moment, but the thought of Mary
Bisset decided him. His heart sank, however, for he
was uncertain about the value of Dick's promise and
how he would manage without the money before the
end of the session.

Nevertheless, he went to his little desk, and,
unlocking it, he took out the roll of crisp notes he
had received from the Secretary of the United
Societies. He separated one and handed it to Dick
Bisset without a word. Dick looked longingly at the
roll in Kit's hand. He seemed on the point of
speaking, but, apparently thinking better of it, he
thrust the note carelessly into his pocket.

‘Well, a thousand thanks, old fellow, he said; ‘you
are a brick. You shall have it again on Saturday sure
as fate, and a dozen of the same if you need 'em. Ta-
tal Be ready with your best bib and tucker at 6.30
prompt tomorrow night.’

At the door Robert Grier met him, coming
tramping past in his rough way.

It's a plagait cauld nicht!” he cried, slapping his
hands together and getting as near the fire as he
dared.

Dick eyed him with disfavour.

‘Who's that beast?’ he whispered to Kit after Rob
had gone in.

It is somewhat curious that, when Kit came back
to the little sitting-room, he found Rob Grier
glowering at him with his back to the fire and his
coat-tails under his arms ready to put a very similar
question.

‘What was that beast doin' in here?’ he asked.

And Kit, for the first time in his life, evaded Rob's
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honest eye. He could not bring himself to mention

either the supper of the succeeding evening or the
loan of the pound note.
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CHAPTER FORTY ONE

A KIND BROTHER

Excitement, fear, and exultation walked patteringly
to and fro all day in the heart of Kit Kennedy. He
was called up in class, and, answering at random,
he brought down on him the wrath of Professor
Jupiter Apollo, who, standing by the hacked rails of
the rostrum, hurled at him one decimating sentence,
which rang long in Kit's ear: ‘Sir, the only creature
on earth truly despicable is the man who can work
and will not work,’

Years afterwards, when Kit was ill with brain
fever, he used to turn this into Latin in twenty-four
different ways.

A month before Kit would have choked with
shame to have had such words spoken to him. Now
they seemed lighter than vanity to him. But Rob
Grier, who was called up after him and who
acquitted himself with the wooden perfection of the
conscientious lexicon-rustler, shook his head sadly.

‘Kennedy,” he said to Kit, afterwards, ‘ye are
cleverer nor me, but if ye dinna watch oot, faith, I'll
beat you yet!’

But the anticipation did not appear to afford the
blacksmith-student much satisfaction.

Ye'll bide in the nicht and we'll work her
thegither, when I get in frae my teaching,” he said,
almost imploringly, to his companion.

‘Not I,” said Kit; 1 am going out to see some
fellows.’

So all day he walked to and fro outside the garden
of Eden and saw the tree of the Knowledge of Good
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and Evil glimmering ripe-laden through the pales.

Rather before his hour Dick Bisset came up the
stair. He rang the little bell which tinkled just on the
other side of Mrs. Christieson's hall door and with a
condescending nod strolled past that lady as soon as
she had opened it leaving a trail of cheap cigarette
smoke like incense behind him.

‘Well,” he cried, heartily, ‘still at it? By Jove! how
you fellows do grind. You'll be the better of a let-up.
Shut these books and come on. We have to go round
by Mary's school. I'm going to 'ask her out.' I bet I
know how to yarn her Johnny of a chiefl’

Kit explained that the open books on the table
belonged to Rob Grier, his room-mate, and putting
on his hat the pair went down into the pale blue
misty twilight of the Edinburgh streets. A frosty
wind had whipped them dry, and now drove a stray
flake or two of snow horizontally along the roadways
which opened out north and south. Kit had never in
his life been conscious of so keen an elation of the
blood as on this humming lamplit evening of early
winter. A tingling appreciation of life bubbled headily
in his brain. He saw everything with a curious
clearness, and seemed to divine by instinct whither
each passenger was going and what drew him
thither.

Kit did not know that this power of heightening
his own sensations by contrast with those of others
was due to a certain essential corpuscle of his blood
inherited from his father. It was this which had
ended in taking Christopher Kennedy, M.A., away
from Lilias Armour early that autumn morning
nearly twenty years ago in the company of Nick
French.

Kit only knew that merely to walk by the side of
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Dick Bisset in the crisp frosty bite of the winter
twilight, through the exciting pour of well-dressed
people, made the Cottage by the Crae seem a
thousand miles away. It came upon him suddenly
and not at all remorsefully that for the first time in
his life he had that morning forgotten to say his
prayers. As the two youths swung out of the defile of
high houses on the Bridges they emerged upon that
astonishing panorama which seen at the hour of
gloaming, never fails to excite a thrill in the most
hardened and most unemotional — in the lawyer
escaping from the grinding monotony of Parliament
House, and the engine-driver coming up from a
twelve hours spell upon the foot-plate.

The Waverley station was now no more a prosaic
railway terminus. Common details were sunk in a
pale, luminous, silver mist, through which burned a
thousand lights, warm, yellow, and kindly. The blue
deepened beneath the Castle rock. There it was
indigo, with a touch of royal scarlet where the
embers of the sunset lay broadly dashed in against
the west. Princes Street, that noblest of earthly
promenades, whose glory it is to be no mere street,
lay along the edge of a blue and misty sea,
bejewelled with scattered lights, festooned with fairy
points of fire, converging, undulating, and receding
till they ran red as blood into the eye of the sunset.

Above all towered the ancient strength of the
Castle, battlemented from verge to verge, light as a
cloud, insurgent as a wave, massive as its own
foundations, etched bold and black against the
spreading splendours of the west.

‘Oh, look!’ cried Kit, laying his hand impulsively
on the arm of his companion, 1 did not know God
had created anything half so beautiful!’
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Dick Bisset laughed.

‘That's all very well,” he answered, ‘but I'll lay you
a crown to a tanner we'll better it for beauty before
the night is out.’

Ashamed to admit how much the scene had
moved him, Kit was about to make a laughing reply,
when he saw something burn a moment on the
highest tower of the Castle. The sun had touched
the flag in its final downward plunge. Like a flake of
gold it floated a moment and then vanished as a
tongue of flame 1is blown wupward from a
conflagration.

And Kit Kennedy remembered that he had never
taken down the white handkerchief from the top of
the pine-tree above the stepping-stones. His mother
would be looking at it that very moment from the
dull windows of Kirkoswald.

After this he was silent all the way to the factory-
like school in which Mary Bisset taught. He scarcely
listened to her brother's declaration of his plan of
campaign.

1 know the Johnny who runs this show,” he
confided; ‘he's rather gone on our Mary, [ think.
Used to come up to see father (of course it was
father) when he was a student. Mary was only a
kitten then. After, when he went up a bit, he got her
this place. He's a decent sort, but soft as they make
'‘em. Lord, it's like taking in a baby to yarn him. I'm
going to tell him Mary can't wait tonight because she
has to recite to the sick kids in the hospital over at
the end of Laurieston. Fact! He'll believe it, too, right
as the mail. It'll go, I tell you! The only thing is to
keep Mary from giving away the snap tomorrow
morning. That needs more savvy. But I bet I can
work it.’
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Kit was left without in the deepening dusk. The
lamps no longer seemed to exist by sufferance of the
tidal glow of the sunset. Now they burned with their
own proper lustre against the dusky bosom of the
mother night. The mill stream of homeward-bound
folk ran more strongly away from the city. Even
Leith Walk itself had grown picturesque in this light.
It was no more a mere lane of communication
between the mistress sitting aloft in a well-aired
drawing-room and the handmaid down in the
scullery. Its converging lines of lights ran to a point
which seemed to terminate in the midst of a deep
blue plain. That was the northern sea, off which the
stray snowflakes had been arriving one by one all
the afternoon.

Kit stood waiting in the dusk, his heart beating
with a certain pride in living. His lips tasted life, his
eyes were englamoured with vividest expectation.
Pretty girls passed him on their way to the theatre,
which meant work to them. Quietly, sedately, they
went by. Kit thought they were girls who had been at
the University Classes at St. Margaret's College.

Others passed arm-in-arm laughing and
humming gay airs. Kit looked longer at these. He
thought they were actresses. They were students of
St. Margaret's.

‘This is nice, Mr. Kennedy,’ said a voice in his ear;
‘it was delightful of Dick to get me off. And Mr.
Cathcart was so kind. He always lets me go when
Dick asks. But he generally puts such curious
questions in the morning. I don't know what Dick
can say to him.’

There was Mary Bisset, prettier than ever. Kit
wondered that even for a moment he had considered
the girls who had passed to be nice-looking. Such a
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light of release was in her face, such a sauciness of
half-defiant friendliness on her lips, that Kit could
only stammer and mutter commonplaces.

‘Well, Dick, where are you going?’ his sister cried,
putting her arm through that of the freckled youth.

‘First to supper and then to an entertainment, sis!
What do you think of that?’ he answered, carelessly.

Mary clapped her hands. This time they were very
neatly gloved when she appeared.

‘Oh, I am so tired,’ she cried, ‘so tired of children.
I don't think I ever want to see one again. Inky,
fractious little brats! And they were so extra fretful
today. I wish I had to teach the infant class. They
are sticky but dear. Where are you going to take us,
Dick? How nice it will be, just you and Mr. Kennedy.
I am so glad you have made friends. I am sure Mr.
Kennedy works too hard. It will do him good to get
out awhile.’

‘That is not the opinion of my professor,’ said Kit,
honestly. ‘He thinks I do not work at all.’

‘Oh yes, I know,” said Mary Bisset, looking up at
him with eyes that seemed to turn his vital parts to
lukewarm water within him, ‘they used to say the
same when I was a student — at Argyle House, you
know. They never thought we did enough, however
hard we worked for their old Quarterlies! And I was
not very clever, you know.’

‘There are one or two others coming tonight,” said
Dick, ‘girls, too, so you won't be lonely—’

‘How nice — girls whom I know?’ asked Mary, a
little more soberly.

‘Well, no, I don't think so,” replied Dick, ‘but you
soon will. They are girls who are easy to get on with.’

‘Oh yes, I remember,” said Mary, with a relieved
expression in her voice; ‘they are the girls who had
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stalls at that Charity Bazaar you went to so much
last month. You told me about them. Didn't I guess
right?’

Dick Bisset was palpably uneasy.

1 say,” he cried, suddenly, pulling out his watch, ‘1
did not know it was that time. I must go and fetch
the others. I say, Kennedy, do you mind taking my
sister a little walk and bringing her to Sponton's
(you know Sponton's — well, ask then) about half-
past six — that is, in half an hour? But be sure not
to be late, for we have to go to the entertainment
afterwards.’

‘Oh, Dick, don't be gone long,’ said Mary,
definitely distressed. ‘Mr. Kennedy will not know
what to do with me ages before that time. And
suppose you were not there when we came, it would
be dreadful. What should we do?’

‘Why, wait; that's all you would have to do. But I'll
be there right enough, so don't worry, Mary!’

Dick vanished up the steep little hill which led to
St. James' Square, while Kit and Mary walked
leisurely down the garden verge of Princes Street.
They were silent for a while, moving side by side
with a curiously pleasant sense of proximity.
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CHAPTER FORTY TWO

SPONTON’S

The sunset had burned itself out. The Castle was
now only a denser mass of blackness against the
dark grey sky. A light haze of snow-cloud obscured
the lesser stars. The city seemed roofed in for the
night, but the brilliance of the stretching miles of
lights was not dimmed.

‘This is better than the school-room," said Mary,
suddenly, with a little effort and a long indrawing of
her breath. ‘Do you know I have never been here
before after dark? Dick is always so busy.’

T — I am glad you see it first with me,” said Kit,
fighting with the difficulties of speech. Had it been
Betty he would have talked easily enough, but this
dainty marvel of the city froze him into silence. Yet
the girl's happiness at her unexpected deliverance
was childlike and unrestrained.

Tt is so lovely to have a whole evening to myself,
and so kind of Dick. I wonder what made him think
of it. He has been a great deal at a charity bazaar —
to buy a field for his athletic association or football
club — or something. It has taken a lot of time and
trouble. I wish I could have helped and had pretty
dresses to go selling things in.’

Mary Bisset sighed and looked down at the plain
black dress and trim quakerish mantle which
outlined her slender figure so clearly against the
reflected lights of the pavement.

Kit cleared his throat to speak. It had suddenly
become dry, and when his voice did arrive it came in
volcanic bursts and had a strange hard quality. The
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girl looked up expectantly.

‘You were going to say — ?’ she suggested.

Kit tried again, still it would not come. But just
when he had almost given up hope of ever being able
to utter another articulate word his voice came back
with a suddenness which made him start.

‘Will you take my arm, Miss Bisset?’

Kit actually looked round to see who had spoken.
It was certainly not his own voice he heard.

The pretty girl gave a little skip.

‘Of course [ will. How strange it seems to be called
Miss Bisset out of school. I shall expect you to snap
your fingers like this and say, 'Please, Miss Bisset,
will you wipe my slate for me?"”

‘May I call you Mary?’ Kit ventured, beginning to
be astonished at himself. Her little gloved hand was
on his arm by this time. It seemed to nestle there. It
looked exceeding small and smooth, while the glove
itself fitted without a crease. This was not at all like
walking in the woods with Betty. The lad drew a long
breath.

You are getting tired,” said the girl, evading the
boldness of Kit's question; ‘let us go back.’

‘Oh no, not yet — Mary,” said Kit, who, having
now overcome the resistance of his voice, resolutely
pursued his advantage with all the adventurousness
of the truly bashful.

But there is little use in chronicling over again
these eternal and unvarying tentatives of young and
innocent hearts — how he teased her to call him by
his first name; how he used hers in every sentence
for the pleasure of hearing it spoken unreproved;
how she, shying from the adventurous recklessness
of ‘Kit,” presently condescended upon the half-way
house of ‘Mr. Kit,” with which the hero had in the
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meantime to be satisfied; how, having uttered it
once, the pretty girl blushed and would have drawn
back.

T did not say it,” she said, and then with wayward
irrelevance she went on, ‘Well, you made me say it,
you know you did. I will take away my hand and go
home by myself if you say I said it.’

It was all very charming and delightful to these
simple unstaled souls. But such moments speed
fast, and Mr. Dick Bisset was waiting at Sponton's.
Kit's heart was rippling like a river over pebbles in a
water-break, so quick and continuous was its
beating. His eyes were feverishly brilliant, his brown
face a little pale under its weathering, and he walked
not on Caithness flags chilled by the north wind, but
rather upon rolling clouds and the viewless air.

Suddenly, after Kit had reached his right hand
over, and rested it on the smooth brown glove long
enough to feel the warmth strike upward into his
bare, frost-bitten fingers, the pretty girl started, and
light as a falling snow-flake her glove ceased from
his rough tweed sleeve.

She clasped her hands tragically as she did when
she recited at the children's hospital.

‘Oh, what shall we do? It is seven o'clock already!
Dick will be so angry. There, it is striking from St.
Giles. Listen! How could we have been so careless,
Kit.’

It was the flrst time she had ventured it, and the
monosyllable fell with a sharp sting of exceeding
pleasurableness upon the lad's ear and vibrated
long in his heart.

She did not put her hand back again on his arm,
but he did not care.

‘Kit — Kit!” he said softly to himself; ‘she called me
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'Kit.” Then he smiled.

But he had the good sense to know his limit, the
guarded bounds of the night, and not to try for
more.

‘Sponton's — yes, this is Sponton's,” said the
sleek-haired, tightly-buttoned epicene boy who stood
behind at the swinging glass door. ‘Mr. Bisset's
party? Yes, sir — upstairs, second on the right.’

Sponton's had been a famous place in the
beginning of the century. In it had sat Scott and
Jeffrey, talking ceaselessly, while with clear-cut
cameo face Lockhart had listened. Earlier still one
Burns (lately Burness) had come across the new
bridge and tasted the Scottish stone ale, virulent as
a tass of raw brandy.’ It had been the rallying-place
of the New Town wits against their natural enemies,
of the ‘Sports’ and the ‘Jeremies’ against the bookish
haunters of Old Town printing-presses and
stationers' shops.

But of late Sponton's had fallen on evil times.
Great warehouses had walled it in. A domed public
department had overshadowed it. Its once
commanding site had narrowed with the years to a
shy, many-angled lane, affording unrivalled
opportunities for quiet approach in several
directions. Many douce Sunday-plate citizens knew
Sponton's. When men rubbed shoulders there,
oftentimes they did not recognize each other. There
was something in the air which provoked after-
reticence.

Yet there was nothing definitely wrong about
Sponton's — nothing that might not have been set
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up in type and printed in the morning paper. Only
when after a dinner there a well-known author was
found tumbled into an area with a broken neck,
there was a black mark against Sponton's in most
serious men's minds.

Needless to say neither Kit nor Mary Bisset had
the least idea of this as they went upstairs. But the
consciousness of it accented the look of surprise on
the face of the befrizzled, powder-tinged attendant,
who came forward to say, respectfully enough, ‘Will
the lady take off her hat?’

‘Oh no,” said Mary, quickly, and a little
breathlessly, 1 will leave my cloak and go in as I am.
Dick won't mind!’

There was no difficulty in locating the room where
Dick Bisset and his friend Mr. Marmy Styles were
holding their select little supper-party. A hum of
brisk talk, a popping fusillade of corks, told that
Kit's loan could not go far in such a place. It was
well that Mr. Styles was a partner in the ‘This-style
Nineteen and Eleven’ shop at the corner of the
Bridges.

Kit and Mary were hailed clamorously by Dick
from the other end of the room, as they stood
tremulously hesitating in the doorway.

‘Here you are — we thought you had bolted.
Wherever have you been? 'A starry night for a
ramble' — that sort of thing, I suppose. Come and
sit down!’

Kit was stunned at what he saw, and Mary Bisset
stood poised and quivering, with a look on her face
as if she meditated flight.

But Dick pulled her around by the arm, talking
all the time.

‘Here is a lady friend of mine who wants to know
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you, Mary. My sister, Miss Violet Clifford. Sit down,
Mary. Here, Kennedy, do your duty.’

Somehow Kit found himself in a chair. Presently
Mary was seated by his side, removing her gloves.
He saw a folded white napkin on his plate, and he
had not the least idea what to do with it. The glitter
and hum dazed him, and he started violently when a
hand was laid on his shoulder.

‘Hello, Kennedy,” said a familiar voice, T did not
know you were up to this sort of thing! Congratulate
you on your pace, my boy. But what would they say
up in the Kirk on the Hill — eh, what?’

Kit turned, smiling stupidly, and there behind
him, easy and cool in evening dress, was Clement
Sowerby.

Instantly Kit became conscious that he alone of
all present was attired in tweed. Some were in black
morning coats, for the affair had a very informal air.
But Kit felt inconceivably miserable. He thought that
Mary would despise him. He knew the other fellows
would. He seemed to recognize amusement in the
half-smile on Sowerby's face.

Yet he could only vacantly stare and look at the
dazzling front of Sowerby's shirt.

‘Bisset lives on the same stair,” he said,
awkwardly, ‘and he asked me to bring this young
lady — his sister.’

Sowerby bowed slightly as Mary glanced up at the
mention of her brother's name.

‘Very pleasant duty,” he said; ‘see you again! Ta-
tal’

But as he fell back Sowerby, who was a better
fellow than he gave himself credit for, muttered,
‘Beastly shame to bring his sister to Sponton's —
what a sweep!’
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CHAPTER FORTY THREE

HIS FATHER’S SON

When Kit had time to distinguish persons he noticed
that there was a general forcing of the note among
the ladies of the party. Their colour was generally a
trifle high and wunusually permanent. Not like
Mary's, which (Kit thought was a strange elation)
paled to lily clearness one moment, and the next
grew pink as the inner rose-leaves where the dew
lingers longest in the morning. Their voices were
mirthful, but they lacked the woodland abandon of
Betty's when she was tantalising the foresters, or
Mary's gay ripple when she had clapped her hands
and said, ‘Oh, 'Kit,' that is a nice name — so much
better than Christopher.’

The general style of dress was also a little
extravagant, but Kit thought that no doubt some of
the costumes were parti-coloured because of the late
fancy dress bazaar.

But his eyes rested with a curious pride on the
plain black gown of the girl beside him.

‘No one of them is the least like her,” he summed
up his observations, and many of the men about the
table seemed to think so too. Mary kept her eyes on
her plate, and after the first stun of surprise seemed
to draw nearer to Kit, talking earnestly and quickly
all the time.

Kit's heart beat faster than ever at this subtlest
flattery. He sat up straighter and looked more boldly
about him. He found no difliculty in doing as the
others did, and he emptied again and again the
curious wide-mouthed glass which was set before
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him. A stronger tide of life ran through his soul. Life
became suddenly wider, richer, fuller. Every day he
had to live seemed another promissory note of
thrilling experience. He began to talk, and with the
eloquence of the natural observer he told Mary
Bisset of the beauties of his own Galloway.

He warmed as he spoke of the delicate flushing
rose-bells of the heath in early June ‘till the wild
moors look like a pretty girl blushing,” he said, and
he looked at her as he said it.

The girl's knife and fork trembled on her plate
with the vibration of the lad's voice in her heart.

He described the great forty-acre corn-field with
its roods of rustling oats, and the wind waves
coming and going across it.

Tt shines just like the sun on your hair, Mary,’ he
said.

There had been a hush at the table. Several had
been curiously regarding the rough tweed-clad
student with the pale, eager face. Among others who
did so was the rubicund old proprietor, successor to
the original Sponton. To him age had not brought
reverence nor the hoar hair respect.

So that, without Kit being the least aware of it,
his voice was heard all over the room in the hush
before the rising of the ladies.

‘Yes,” he repeated, for the pleasure of seeing Mary
Bisset's cheek turned a little towards him, ‘it is true;
I will say it again. The wind on the corn at home is
just like the sunshine on your hair, when you go
down the street on a windy morning!’

A roar of laughter ran round the table.

‘Bravo!” cried Clement Sowerby, clapping his
hands, Kennedy can 'see' us all and 'raise' us at this
game. Bravo, old man! Galloway forever — in love or
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war!’

In the laughter which followed all rose and the
ladies trooped out, Mary Bisset following with a
crimsoned face. The girl Violet Clifford came and
took her by the arm kindly and went out with her.
Then all the young men regrouped themselves and
began to talk quite differently. Kit did not
understand a tenth of what they said. But after he
had sat looking about him for ten minutes the old
proprietor of Sponton's came up and, with his usual
familiar courtesy to his guests, bent his dyed
mustache over Kit and said, ‘May I have the
pleasure, sir, of knowing your name? You remind
me so strongly of a face I used to see here thirty
years ago.’

‘My name is Kit — that is — Christopher
Kennedy!” the lad answered. The rubicund man
stood back to take another look at him. ‘Bless my
soul! Well—well—well!” he muttered. ‘Most strange.’

‘What is strange?’ said Kit, absently enough with
his eye on the door at which he expected to see Mary
Bisset reappear.

‘Nothing — nothing,” replied the proprietor, with
his fingers on his chin, ‘a coincidence, nothing more.
I once knew a man of your name.’

‘Now, then, pay the shot,” cried Richard Bisset,
jovially. Tl take the chink now, if you please! For
you fellows won't have a rap on you by tomorrow
morning. Come, shell out. Ten bob each for
yourselves and five for the lady.’

Kit rose gasping, but had the presence of mind to
show no surprise. Yet his heart fairly sank within
him. Another of his few pounds gone — the precious
pounds which were to see him through the session.

More as a precaution than anything else he had
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put one in his pocket when he came out. He handed
it to Dick.

‘All right, you're a blooming Croesus,’ said he; 1
saw this fellow with a pack of these last night in his
'digs'; the other five shillings will just do for the
entrance money to the Elysium.’

And Mr. Richard Bisset thrust Mr. Secretary
Fleming's second crisp bank-note into his pocket.

At this moment Miss Violet Clifford put her head
prettily in at the door with her hat on, a rather
flamboyant composition of yellow satin and white
feathers.

‘Well, lazy fellows,” she tinkled, ‘we are ready if
you are. Perhaps, though, you don't want to come. If
not, there are others in plenty who will.’

Opening the door wider she came into the room,
and assumed the dignity and port of a sergeant-
major.

‘Shun!” she cried. ‘Stand at ease! Order arms!
Quick march!’

And she waited till all had passed her. Kit was
last, and as he went by she took him by the arm and
detained him a moment.

‘See here,’ she whispered, hurriedly, ‘take that girl
home. She is a teacher in a school, and though
there's no harm for us — or you either, perhaps —
there may be both harm and trouble for her. It's a
shame for Dick to have let her come.’

‘How can I?’ said Kit. 1 have promised. She
expects it.’

‘Nonsense,’ cried the girl, angrily. 1 tell you, you
do not know. It will do her harm in her profession to
be seen at the Elysium.’

They had moved out now, and Kit, looking down
the narrow hall which formed the private entrance to
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Sponton's, saw Mary Bisset standing near the door
as if meditating flight. As soon as she saw Kit, she
made a slight gesture as if to go to him. But seeing
Miss Clifford's hand on his arm she stopped
suddenly, and somewhat ostentatiously resumed
her conversation with her brother's friend, Mr.
Marmaduke Styles.

‘Now go,” said Miss Clifford, giving him a little
imperious push; ‘do as I tell you!”

Somewhat unceremoniously Kit took possession
of Mary, ousting Mr. Styles without apology, and
they were on the doorstep and going down the steps
before he knew it. The Elysium was quite near to
Spontons, and as the night was fine the party had
elected to walk to the boxes which had been
reserved for them.

Mary was very silent, though she suffered Kit to
take her hand and put it on his sleeve. But there
was now no warmth in the pressure.

‘Mary,” said Kit, as soon as they were out of
hearing of their companions, ‘do you think we
should go with the others to this place? Would your
headmaster like to hear of it?’

T am not responsible to him for where I go. Nor to
you either, Mr. Kennedy,” said Mary, with
considerable asperity. 1 am with my brother.’

Kit wondered what was the matter, but had not
the tact to find out without asking.

T think you should let me take you home,” he
said, lamely enough.

Mary instantly removed her hand from his arm,
and turned to look for Dick.

You are at liberty to go and find that girl with the
dyed hair if you like,” she said, with a pretty
spitefulness. 1 will accompany my brother.’
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‘Why, what's the matter, Mary?’ cried Dick Bisset,
who was coming along after them. ‘What’s this? —
Kennedy wants to go home! Oh, nonsense, of course
not — unless you would rather. Well, make up your
own minds.’

And he passed on with Miss Violet Clifford upon
his arm. As the latter went by she cast a look
backward at Kit over her shoulder which happily
Mary did not intercept.

Mary stood a moment, secretly relenting at the
sight of his dejected countenance.

‘Are you sorry?’ she said, severely.

T am sorry you are angry with me,’ said Kit.

‘Well, let's say no more about it — come along!’

And putting her hand more confidently than
before on his arm she said, ‘Kit, I did not like that
man with the watch-chain. He frightened me a little.
But I feel quite safe with Dick — and you.’

There was nothing left but for Kit to obey. So now
the pair, left last of all, silently followed the others in
the direction of the famous Elysium Theatre,
Auditorium, and Music-hall — as it was named in
the advertisements.

At that time the entrance to the better places was
not through the present spacious hall, with its
bunched electric lights and countless palms and
statues. The entrant to the boxes or stalls had to
pass along a narrow lane, half of which was
occupied by a concreted channel, down which in the
winter rains a stream flowed towards the
subterranean levels of the Cowgate. It seemed to Kit
that, as he turned down here with Mary on his arm,
he caught a glimpse of a dusky figure flitting before
them.

But he saw no one, and he was just making up
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his mind by which of the three inscribed doors
arranged side by side he was to enter when out of
the darkness, straight in front of him, a figure
stepped into the glare of the gas-jets, a man
haggard, worn, emaciated, scarce of this world, a
figure which struck shame and gratitude and fear all
at once into Kit's heart. It was the man to whom he
owed all, yet upon whom since leaving Galloway he
had scarcely bestowed a single thought.

The ‘Orra Man’ stood before him, between Mary
Bisset and the door of the Elysium.

Kit disengaged his arm with a quick cry, and ran
forward with his hand held warmly out. The ‘Orra
Man,’ instead of shaking it, put his own right hand
behind him.

‘No,’ he said, I will not shake you by the hand till
you tell me what you mean by going in there.’

He pointed with the index finger of his left hand
to the brilliant portals of the Elysium.

‘Why,” said Kit, a sort of quick chill obstinacy
coming over him, 1 am taking this yonng lady to join
a company of whom her brother is one. Nothing
more.’

‘No,” cried the ‘Orra Man,’ tragically, ‘but it is
something more! That for you is the way of death,
with Hell following after. Others may try it
unharmed, but not you. And if this girl is as
innocent as her face proclaims her, as I think her to
be — I pray you — I command you — take her to her
home. She will thank you one day.’

1 owe you much,’” said Kit, doggedly, ‘but you
have no right to dictate to me what I should do. No,
nor yet to this young lady. I tell you I am taking her
to her brother.’

‘Brother or no brother,’ cried the 'Orra Man,' ‘you
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do not pass here while I can stop you. Listen, I have
a right to prevent you. I myself have flaunted it in
such companies as you were led into tonight. I have
tasted the tree of bitter knowledge. I have eaten the
apples of Sodom that grow thereon. The ashes are
under my tongue now. Kit Kennedy, that way is
death to you. I have seen the worm that dieth not.
The germ is in your blood. I knew that it would
grow, and that I alone could save you. For this I left
Galloway. For this I came to Edinburgh, that you
might never know what I have known, the utter
agony of having dragged the innocent down with you
to the pit — the remorse, the bitter, unavailing
regret for the past. I tell you, turn and flee! Stand
not on the order of your going. Go!’

T will not,” said Kit, excitement and anger
towering in his brain. ‘Stand out of the way! What
right have you to say where I should go, or with
whom?’

And with his strong young man's arm he would
easily have swept the frail body of the ‘Orra Man’ out
of his way, but all at once a white flame seemed to
pass across the countenance of the ragged man who
withstood him.

It was as if his features had suddenly been lit up
by a flash of lightning which shone on them.

T will tell you. Kit Kennedy,” he cried, ‘the right I
have to withstand you — I also am Christopher
Kennedy and your father.’
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CHAPTER FORTY FOUR

THE INFIDEL LECTURER

The strange revulsion of feeling which came over Kit
at the ‘Orra Man's’ words, the new light shed back
upon the past, his mother's warnings, the half-
understood taunts of schoolmates, his own vague
questionings, all combined to compel belief. Why
else should this man spend labourious days and
sleepless nights in teaching him — whence came his
indubitable learning, if this were not the sometime
classical master of Cairn Edward Academy whose
name he bore? Besides, there was something else, a
reverberating string in Kit's heart which told him the
man spoke the truth.

T will go,” he said, brokenly. ‘I will go home. Come,
Mary!’

And the girl, with that sense of being bound up
with great occasions which more than anything
dominates women, turned away from the door of the
Elysium and walked southward with Kit without a
word. The ‘Orra Man’ did not follow them. He stood
still on the steps from which he had spoken to them,
the garish lights shining steadily down on his pale
face and ragged attire.

Kit and Mary were just vanishing into the
darkness when Dick Bisset came to the door. He
peered up and down the lane, and a liveried official
also looked out behind him.

‘Kennedy — Mary,” he cried, ‘hurry up! We are
waiting!” Then to himself he muttered, ‘They are not
in sight. I guess they have grown chicken-hearted
and gone home. All right! I've got the yokel's dollars,
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and they can please themselves.’

The official, a fatted bull of Bashan in livery
button and gold braid, caught sight of the ‘Orra
Man’ standing at the foot of the steps.

‘Hey, get away from there,” he cried. ‘You are here
after no good. I'll bring a policeman to you in a
minute.’

And the elder Christopher Kennedy also turned
and went out of these dusky Elysian Fields into the
keen frostbitten, lamp-lit cheerfulness of the town.
Kit and Mary were already out of sight before him. A
light snow was beginning to fall, and the broad, far-
sailing flakes blew in their faces. Mary Bisset did not
speak. She knew instinctively that Kit's heart must
be a whirling chaos. But she did what was better.
She put her left hand up and joined it to her right so
that the fingers of both lay lightly netted upon the
lads arm. And the slight action healed and stilled
Kit's heart more than any words.

By the time they turned from the glow and clatter
of the main thoroughfare, up the long defile of the
street at the end of which loomed their door, both
were calmer. But it was the girl who spoke.

If you can tell my father anything, he is a wise
man. Many come to him for advice. He does not
believe like others, perhaps. He does not go to
church. They call him an infidel. But he will tell you
what to do.’

‘Thank you,” said Kit, ‘perhaps I will. But not
tonight. I think I will go straight home tonight.’

‘Come in with me,’ pleaded the girl; ‘they will ask
me where Dick is and I shall need you.’

Kit silently acquiesced, and the pressure of the
little smooth brown glove on his arm was more than
sufficient thanks.
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When they went in Mr. Bisset was bending his
dark brows over Rawlinson's ‘Five Monarchies’ and
making copious notes in a ruled note-book. He
looked up with a sudden brightening of the eyes as
his daughter came in. Then the girl, without taking
off her hat ran over to him and installed herself on
his knee.

‘At it again, Dad,” she said, brightly. I declare I
think it is you who are the student and not Mr.
Kennedy here. He never seems to have anything to
do. I don't believe he is a student at all.’

Mr. Bisset looked over at Kit soberly, and said
with a certain characteristic sententiousness, ‘Mr.
Kennedy is getting a great opportunity — an
opportunity for which I would have given ten years
of my life. I am sure he is profiting by it. I also have
attended classes at the university. But I could not
compete with striplings from the High School or
even with such well-trained youths from the country
as himself. My mind, matured in many things,
lacked the easy suppleness of youth. It was more
difficult for me to acquire, easier for me to let slip,
more difficult for me to summon my knowledge at
call. From what school did you come, Mr. Kennedy?
There are, I hear, good schools in Galloway.’

Kit blushed crimson.

1 did not come from any school,” said Kit. 1 was
taught privately by — by a friend.’

The Infidel Lecturer glanced keenly at Kit.

‘He must have been a fine scholar, sir,” he
answered; ‘did not you win a bursary?’

Kit nodded and looked at the floor.

‘He is ashamed of this teacher,” thought his
questioner, for the first time disappointed in the lad.
T will find out if this is so. And if it is —’
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Kit's welcome in the house of the Bissets hung on
his next words.

‘He was perhaps not a very desirable
acquaintance after you had finished with your
studies?’

The clouds cleared instantly from Kit's brow at
the question.

‘Oh no,’ he said, eagerly, ‘you must not think so. I
was only sorry that he would let me do so little for
him. I have not been in the least worthy of his help
and friendship.’

Kit glanced over his shoulder. Mary had stolen
quickly and quietly out of the room. He was alone
with the stern-browed man, who seemed to wait for
him to say more.

With all his natural impulsiveness Kit dashed at
the difficulty.

‘He was my father, sir, but I did not know it till
tonight.’

The dark man nodded without manifesting any
surprise. He was accustomed to hear unexpected
things, and so when Kit rushed headlong into his
story, not sparing himself nor blinking the facts of
his idleness and neglect of college work, he merely
sat still and listened. Kit could not enter into the
events of the night without implicating Dick. But he
said enough to give Mr. Bisset the clue. The Infidel
Lecturer heard him to the end without comment,
and then held out his hand across the table.

T thought you were a featherhead like Dick,’” he
said, ‘but I see you will make a man yet.’

Then one of the things happened which are called
providential. There came a ring at the little tinkling
bell, and presently Mrs. Bisset, who had been
busied in the kitchen with the preparation of
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supper, ushered in a visitor.

It was Mr. Cathcart, Mary Bisset's headmaster.

At the sound of his voice Mary herself came
forward with somewhat heightened colour.

He was a tallish, dark, official-looking man, with
a formal manner and a rather melancholy address,
as if the responsibility of so many children had
taken all the youth and boyishness out of him.

‘Why, Miss Bisset, then you did not go to the
hospital after all!’ he said, at the sight of her.

‘No,” said Mary, a little breathlessly, 1 knew
nothing about it till Dick told me, and then, after all,
he was called elsewhere.’

Kit somehow felt a strange, angry resentment
against this man begin to steal over him. He noted
jealously the flush on Mary's cheek when she spoke
to him, and he did not understand that she was
trying to preserve the balance between truth and the
reputation of a brother like Dick.

T did not expect to find any one except your
father,” said the schoolmaster, ‘but I thought I might
have the benefit of some conversation with him.’

To this Mr. Bisset did not answer. There was the
sound of another voice at the door, one anxious and
a little querulous. The Lecturer was listening with
straying attention, and did not hear Mr. Cathcart's
last words.

Presently his wife came to the door of the little
parlour.

‘William, you are wanted,’ she said.

The Infidel Lecturer went out and almost
immediately returned.

‘Mother,” he said, quietly, ‘do not wait up for me. I
am needed over in the Grassmarket. I may not be
home all night.’
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‘Very well, William,” said his wife, evidently
accustomed to such an event.

‘Will you walk a little way with me, Mr. Kennedy?’
said Mr. Bisset, going to the corner to take a great
oaken staff in his hand; ‘we will talk as we go. I am
sorry to bid you good-night so soon, Mr. Cathcart,
but a sick man wishes to see me. Such things
happen even to a pastor without a church, an
apostle without a creed!’

He smiled slightly and held out his hand. The
schoolmaster took it with an alacrity which was not
lost upon Kit. He on his part could do nothing but
prepare to obey. He shook hands with Mary without
looking at her and though there was a slight smile
upon her lips, her eyes followed him sympathetically
down the stairs. When Kit thought that she had
gone in he stole one swift glance back, and lo! there
she was still, her arms on the rail, looking down on
him. Her face lit up quickly as if she were saying,
‘Tell him!” She waved her hand gracefully and kindly
towards him, and somehow Kit went out into the
whirling snowstorm strangely comforted. Though he
had left the schoolmaster in the little lamp-lit
parlour alone with his sweetheart, Kit somehow felt
that he had taken the soul of Mary Bisset out with
him into the storm.

The Infidel (as Mrs. Christieson most unjustly
called him) was wrapped in a huge Inverness cloak
of grey frieze, with a collar which stood up about his
ears. Kit, who had never possessed a great coat in
his life, simply buttoned his stout tweed jacket up to
the neck and strode on beside his friend.

It was a strangely altered world into which these
two emerged, the first snow-storm of the year, and
already it had wrapped all the city in a white
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clinging mystery. The wind from the north still kept
the pavements fairly clean, but a thin and steady
drift blew low along them which banked itself deeply
at every turning. And there were growing wreaths
piling themselves in swirls at the angles of the
narrow alleys through which they made their way
steadily towards the Grassmarket.

‘Now tell me about your father,” said Mr. Bisset,
kindly.

And Kit told all he knew. He spoke of his
grandfather, the ruling Elder in the Kirk on the Hill.
He told of his mother’s marriage, and of all the
unhappiness which came after, of the loss of the
Dornal, and the stone-breaking by the roadside.
Then, softening the details as much as possible, he
told of his first sight of the ‘Orra Man’, of their
compact, and how it was carried out. He related the
story of the long nights of three winters in the Black
Sheds, of the early summer mornings that broke ere
they had finished their work, and of all the growing
knowledge which had ended in the winning of the
First Galloway Bursary.

And as he talked the hand of the Infidel Lecturer
fell upon his shoulder and remained there. William
Bisset heard Kit to the end and then he spoke.

‘We'll make a man of you yet,” he said; ‘but first
we must make a man of your father.’

They were crossing the wide space at the higher
corner of Candlemaker Row, now tortured and
tumultuous with whirling snow. Greyfriars' Bobbie,
coated white as he must often have been during his
lonely vigils on his master's grave, looked down
upon them as they turned down into the dark
trench of houses.

T will think over this and find your father,” said
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Mr. Bisset; ‘no one can long be hid in this little city,
though there are some queer places in it, too. But I
can go where the police dare not. It is my one
privilege. Now, do you turn back.’

‘Let me come all the way with you,” said Kit,
impulsively.

The Lecturer seemed to hesitate a moment.

‘Well,” he said, ‘Yyou may see some strange things
and observe what you call religion from a new angle.
Still, if you wish it you may come. Walk straight
after me, and keep your eyes only on that which
immediately concerns us.’

The two men crossed the white-sheeted causeway
of the Grassmarket, and at the farther side dived
into a dense rabbit-warren of houses. But Mr. Bisset
did not hesitate a moment. As they went down the
steps a policeman turned his lantern into their faces
inquiringly.

‘Beg pardon, Mr. Bisset,” said the man, T thought
it was a pair o' my 'lambs.' It's no a time to be out on
pleasure. And them that's in the Grassmarket this
nicht has a reason!’

‘All right, Fergus,” said the Lecturer, 1 have a
reason!’

T1l wager that!” answered Constable Fergus, and
shut off the light of his lantern with a snap.

‘Now take my hand,” said Kit's guide; ‘it is scarce
canny walking here.’

He went down many steps, and then with equal
confidence went up. He passed dark doors and
wound round spiral staircases, through whose iron-
barred windows the wind whistled and the sparse
snow drifted. Half-way up a man opened a door and
held a candle into their faces, going in again with a
muttered curse of disappointment, and leaving the
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darkness more complete than ever.

At last Mr. Bisset stopped. He paused a moment
as if to listen. But it was as silent within as it was
dark without.

A smell of chloride of lime oozed from under the
door. Mr. Bisset rapped. A faint light stirred inside,
filtering round the ill-fitting frame, and shooting
illuminated arrows from latch and key-hole.

A woman stood within barring entrance, a tall,
gaunt woman with a wisp of grey hair across her
brow.

Sullenly and silently she drew back at sight of Mr.
Bisset, who passed austerely in as if unconscious of
her obvious ill-will. He strode straight along a
narrow passage, his great shoulders brushing either
wall equally, and Kit followed at his heel.

Both worlds were growing bigger before the First
Bursar of the United Galloway Societies.

His guide entered a small kitchen-room, clean
and carefully tidied up. The tiles of the fireplace had
been recently whitened, and the ribs of the grate
were blacked and polished. A kettle sang thinly on
the hob. There were two closed and curtained beds
along one wall, and upon them small heaped
mounds told of the sleep of childhood. As Kit
stopped one of the heaps moved a little, and he
caught the glint of a black eye and a tossed elf lock
that fell over a thin inquiring face.

On the other side was a larger bed also let into
the wall and curtained with faded chintz. The latter
had been so often washed that the colour and
pattern were almost indistinguishable. Nevertheless
everything was clean as country linen.

A man, small-featured, haggard, hollow of eye and
cheek, lay sunkenly on the bed. His thin hand
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drooped over the coverlet. He had a brush of stubbly
grey hair like a dragoon’s helmet on the top of his
head. A shoemaker's bench and stool in a corner
betrayed his occupation. His face wore a querulous,
almost acrid expression in moments of pain, but at
other times a certain unwilling nobility crept into it.
There was at least no doubt that his eyes lit up
when they fell upon his visitor.

The cobbler held out his hand, lifting it from the
patchwork as if it had been a dead weight.

‘Ye hae come!’ he said.

You are very ill, Bartholomew!” said Mr. Bisset,
touching the man's wrist lightly, and as it seemed
mechanically, in search for his pulse.

T am going, sir — going to find out!” He smiled as
he said it.

‘Ah, Bartholomew, I envy you tonight if that be
so,” said the Lecturer, sadly; ‘that is the best, after
all. They have called us Agnostics so long — Know
Nothings. You have your chance now to prove them
wrong.’

1l would not be sorry, sir,” said the cobbler, ‘but
for these.’

And a slight movement of his hand included his
wife and the sleeping children. Kit caught again the
restless black eye out of the heaped coverlets in the
other bed.

‘Don't go hard because o' me, Bartholomew,’ said
the woman, coming to the bedside. T have kept the
poor children from starvation before and I can look
after them again, praise God. It will be better telling
you now to think of your immortal soul.’

She cast a savage glance at the Lecturer, which,
however, seemed to be absorbed by the mild
persistence of his glance.
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‘To be faithful, honest, diligent, owing no man
anything — these are no bad recommendations to
any true God,” said Mr. Bisset, gently, ‘and
Bartholomew need not fear to meet such an One on
his journeyings.’

‘Be soft with her, sir,’ murmured Bartholomew
the cobbler, ‘ours is the sterner, the more barren
creed. It is not fit for her; she is a woman.’

Tt is best so,” said Mr. Bisset, 1 would not have it
otherwise. Let every man be fully persuaded, did not
the Tarsan say?’

‘Who is this young man?’ said the cobbler, looking
across at Kit with a strange look. It was as if death
were in speech with life, one world hailing another.

‘He is a young student who lives beside me; I
brought him to talk to on the way. It is a very stormy
night.’

The dying man smiled.

‘Aye,” he said; T wonder if in half an hour I shall
be looking down on the house-tops? It is a rough
night to be going so far.’

As he grew feebler he motioned the Lecturer
nearer to his lips. And Kit, seeing that they wished
to speak privately together, moved over to a
scrubbed white-wood chair by the side of the bed
where he had twice seen the black beady eyes and
the tangled elf locks.

Kit had a penny in his pocket. He took it out and
stealthily held it on the edge of the mattress. There
were two black eyes watching him now. The tall
woman moved gauntly and mechanically athwart
the fireplace, and rubbed a brass knob here and a
piece of iron there. Kit held the penny a little higher.
A hand almost like the beak of a bird shot out from
under the torn blankets and pecked it away.
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Yes, Bartholomew,’ Kit could hear the voice of the
Lecturer, ‘she shall be cared for. We of the Many
Minds are poor, and it would not be well for her to
be among us, at any rate. But [ know a man -’

‘What, not a minister?’ cried the voice of the
cobbler. ‘No minister would trouble himself with the
widow of a dead unbeliever.’

You are no unbeliever, Bartholomew. Only fools
are unbelievers. And, at any rate, Alexander Strong
would not care what you were. I promise you your
wife and bairns shall not want.’

Mr. Bisset rose.

You are right,” said the cobbler, his eye painfully
bright. ‘Let there be no farewells on the platform
when the train goes out into the night. It is better
so. Goodbye, sir. Wife, see that the children are
covered. It is a bitter blast outside. And I want you
to lie down. You must be tired. I am going to turn
my face to the wall. I must try to sleep.’

And as Kit followed Mr. Bisset out he looked back.
The cobbler had already turned his frail body away
from them. The gaunt and silent wife was arranging
his pillow gently, and from the bed on the other side
Kit caught sight of the dark head of a girl of eight.
The penny was fitted into one of her eye-sockets,
and she was regarding him with a haughty and even
indignant stare.
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CHAPTER FORTY FIVE

THE BROKEN HINGES

The Lecturer and Kit walked rapidly through the
white, deserted streets till they reached a tall house
in a fashionable quarter. Mr. Bisset stopped before
it. The windows were dark, but a little faint light
came from the hall, filtering through the ground-
glass of the fanlight and revealing the number. It
was 52, and the figures will recall things high as
heaven, warm as the Forgiving Love to many hearts.
There are hundreds of us who will never forget
Number Fifty-Two till the sods rattle down above our
breasts.

From this point Mr. Bisset's proceedings were not
only singular but even suspicious. He went off into
the middle of the road and groped about in the thin
snow till he had collected a handful of pebbles the
size of peas. These he began to throw up at the
range of unlighted windows with but indifferent
success.

‘Which window do you want to hit?’ said Kit,
feeling that here at last was something that he could
do better than his companion.

‘The second on the left above the porch,’ said the
Lecturer.

‘Whose house is this?’ said Kit, making the
pebbles rap regularly on the glass of the window
which Mr. Bisset had designated.

After a little a light sprang into being behind the
blind. The window was thrown up, and a face
appeared dimly against the dark behind.

‘Well, who is it?’ said a voice, as if quite
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accustomed to such midnight summonses. ‘Oh,
Bisset, bless you, man — come up directly! Here is
the key. I keep it tied to a string on purpose.’

T can't come up, Mr. Strong,’” said the Lecturer. ‘1
have to go on elsewhere. There's a woman and her
children would be the better for seeing you. So I
came along to tell you. The man is dying or dead. He
was one of my people. But the wife is a Christian
and needs you. Last house on the right in the
Tinkler's Close off the Grassmarket — you know the
place.’

‘All right! I know it!” said the voice, cheerily. T11 be
down in a minute. Any use taking wine and things?’

‘None,” returned Mr. Bisset, but something from
the poor's-box would not come wrong.’

Kit and his friend stamped about for a minute or
two in the roadway to keep the blood moving in their
veins. Kit saw Mr. Strong for the first time under the
fanlight. Then the minister came out, a tall,
squarely-built figure with a leonine head and a
countenance grave and kindly, capable, too, of
kindling into an Isaiah fire upon occasion — a man
affectionate in private, tender of heart above most,
but dangerous to cross when charged with his
message and when the decks were cleared for
action.

‘Come along, Bisset — talk to me as we go,’ said
Alexander Strong, swinging a rough-checked
shepherd's plaid about his shoulders and thumping
the pavement with his unshod staff. ‘But who is this
with you?’

‘Another of your people,’ said the Lecturer, ‘a lad
from the country, recently come to the city with a
bursary, a clever head, and an ignorant heart. Let
him come and see you. You'll do him no harm. He
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has a father, too, he was telling me. But I think I
can best look after him.’

‘Come and see me on Saturday about lunch-time,
and we will have a talk. That is my hour!’ said
Alexander Strong to Kit.

Then to the Lecturer he said, ‘And now for your
friend's wife. What had we best do for her?’

And there in the black deeps of the night, under
the canopy of the drifting snow, the Agnostic
Lecturer and the Christian Teacher conjointly laid
their plans for the helping of poor human creatures.

In this fashion they came again to the cobbler's
house. Once more they went up the darksome twists
of the stair, Alexander Strong trampling between
them with his vigorous hillman's stride.

As they opened the door they heard the sound of
a woman sobbing. The cobbler's wife was
straightening the limbs of the man who had been
her husband.

‘He's gane — my Bartholomew's gane withoot a
word!” said the woman. ‘Oh, if my man is lost
because of unbelief, I want to be lost too!’

‘And you are the man that did it, too,” she cried
with sudden fury, turning sharply on the Lecturer.
Then she saw Alexander Strong.

He came forward and took her hand gently.
Without a word he went across the floor to the bed,
and stood a long while gazing down at the serene
face of the dead.

The Infidel Lecturer drew Kit away, and as they
closed the door they heard the voice of the Preacher
of the Gospel saying gently, ‘Fear not! It is written,
"To his own Lord he standeth or falleth. Yea, he shall
be made to stand, for the Lord hath power to make
him stand.”
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And his hand was upraised over the dead face as
if in benediction.

‘Come away and leave them. That is his work, not
yours or mine,” said Mr. Bisset as they went
homeward.

When Kit arrived at the door of his lodgings he
found Mrs. Christieson still out of bed. He expected,
and perhaps deserved, a word of censure for his late
hours. But his landlady had something else on her
mind.

‘Oh Maister Kennedy,” she said, as soon as she
saw him ‘sic a turn up as there has been here since
ye gaed oot.” She paused for breath, though she had
not been climbing the stairs. Then she went on,
‘Maister Grier didna come hame till eleven. He had
met in wi somebody frae his ain countryside, and
stayed crackin'. And then there cam' a tramplike
man and wad be in to see you. I said him nay, but
he wadna be said nay to. And faith but there was
something commandin' aboot the craitur too. Sae I
took him ben, thinkin' that every minute Maister
Grier wad be back, for he was never late before. I
gaed doon to the baker's to get the loaf-bread for the
breakfast. The stupid body hadna sent it. And wad
ye believe me when I cam' back the door was open to
the wa', and there wasna a soul in the hoose. Oh,
gang and see that a' is richt! For I'll no sleep this
nicht gin ocht has been ta'en through my fault.’

Kit went into the room where Rob Grier was
already in bed sleeping the sleep of the physically
tired and constitutionally healthy. He went directly
to his little desk. His heart stood still when he saw

390



KIT KENNEDY

that it had been burst apart at the hinges. He
unlocked it and the lid fell off. The remaining
eighteen pounds of his Bursary money were gone!

The Universe ran round and round as he stood
staring, and had he not grasped the back of a chair
he might have fallen. Nevertheless, Kit was no
weakling.

In a minute he had gripped himself, and walked
steadily to the door, at which appeared the agitated
face of Mrs. Christieson.

‘Was the man who asked for me tall and thin,
with grey hair and a cut across the forehead?’ he
asked.

‘That's the man,” cried Mrs. Christieson, much
relieved; ‘and bless me, sir, when I look at ye, he
raither favoured yoursel'. Maybe he was a relative?
Then ye hae fand a' richt in your room!’

‘All  is right — perfectly right. Mistress
Christieson, thank you,’ said Kit Kennedy.

‘The Lord be thankit for that, for I was a feared
woman this nicht,” said his landlady, as she closed
the door.

And then the First Galloway Bursar sat down
amid the ruins of his prospects to think what he
should do.

He could not stop attending his classes and go
back to service because he had taken the money of
the Societies, and was under contract to finish his
session and forward his certificates to the secretary.

He could not go on living upon Mrs. Christieson
with no prospect of paying his bills.

Still less could he accuse his teacher, his
benefactor — his father, of the theft. If he had taken
the money, he was clearly not accountable for his
actions any more than he had been that night of the
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declaration of the prize-winner, when Kit had found
him in the parlour of the Blue Boar in Cairn
Edward.

So, throwing his plaid about his shoulders, and
putting down the gas he had no longer the right to
waste, Kit Kennedy went and stood in the window.
And all through the watches of the sombre night the
white flurries veered and swirled, and the lamp
shadows wavered forlornly across the sidewalks of
the snow-shrouded city.
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CHAPTER FORTY SIX

THE PRETTY GIRL GROWS PRACTICAL

Kit had ten days before him during which to make
good the loss of his bursary. Then he must settle
with Mrs. Christieson for his fortnight's board and
lodging. His college fees were paid, so that, save for
the buying of class-books, he was safe in that
direction. But in ten days he would be more than a
pound in the debt of the honest woman, while all
that remained to him was sixpence, which he
discovered in the corner of his waistcoat pocket.

It was the afternoon of the following day before Kit
saw his father. The student had struggled through
the day somehow. His classes had hummed
themselves away. Rob Grier had propounded
starting posers on the rules of Greek composition,
which Kit had answered at random.

But it was Professor Aitchison who stung him into
a sort of temporary interest, and that more on
account of his province than from any personal
feeling.

Professor Aitchison embodied patriotism to the
university. Picturesquely Bohemian himself, he
encouraged all manner of vagabondage among his
students. If these fortunate youths did not learn
much Greek, at least they never forgot their
acquaintance with that fine, impulsive, clean-
thoughted, noble gentleman Professor Angus
Aitchison of the University of Edinburgh.

But without doubt the man of genius could be
excessively trying at times.

Entering the class-room like a whirlwind, he was
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halfway through the Lords Prayer in Greek before
the men could rise from their seats. Then still in a
blind hurry he would dash into the subject nearest
(for the time being) to his big bairnly heart.

‘Gentlemen, I have unfortunately come without
my lecture this morning. But that is the less to be
regretted that I find in this morning's Thistle the
most truly diabolical article, sufficient to bring a
Sodom-curse, a very Gomorrah-brimstone-cloud
upon this city. I will now make a few remarks upon
the Thistle-man!’

Then Angus Aitchison waved his oaken staff
round his head and declaimed for forty eloquent
minutes.

When he had calcined, pulverised, and finally
dispersed the Thistle miscreant he would return to
his class.

‘Dear me, we have only a few minutes left. Mr.
Fred Stewart, what do you mean by sitting there idle
all the day long? You are an unprofitable servant,
sir. That's a bad translation, but a good fact. Read
the first ten lines of our lesson for the day, and be
quick about it.’

This morning it was Kit who, at ten minutes to
the hour, was called upon to read a page of the Iliad.

Kit translated with his mind upon the burst
hinges of his little desk. But sheer instinct led him
through.

The Professor stopped him.

‘You are translating like a saw-mill, Mr. Kennedy.
Yes, with about as much heart and genius as a saw-
mill.’

Then like a flash came the question, ‘Have you
read my translation of the Iliad into ballad
measure?’
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‘No, sir,” said Kit, who had not so much as heard
of that great work.

‘No!” cried Angus Aitchison, throwing back his
head, ‘no porridge-fed Gallovidian ever read
anything half so good as my translation of Homer.
Sit down, sir. Mr. Fred Stewart, do you go on.’

Kit listened to the laughter of the class with a
curious detached coolness.

A week ago he would have blushed and subsided.
But he was both older and wiser now. And whether
he remained at college or went back to the plough-
tail, he did not purpose to be called ‘the porridge-fed
Gallovidian’ so long as one stone of that class
remained upon another.

So he continued to stand up.

Fred Stewart was half through his page before the
Professor noticed Kit still on his feet. He was
declaiming a noble speech and marking the time
with his hand as he trampled his way pridefully
through the sonorous polysyllables.

‘Sit down, sir. Sit down!’ he cried. ‘What are you
waiting for?’

1 am waiting for your apology, Professor
Aitchison,’ said Kit, calmly.

‘My apology — mine — what — why?’

Halted in full career, Angus Aitchison rose to his
feet and stooped in a thunder-cloud of black gown
and silvery hair from the rostrum upon Kit.

Your apology for calling me a 'porridge-fed
Gallovidian,' sir.’

And Kit kept his stand, respectful but
determined.

Then that very fine gentleman Angus Aitchison
approved himself greatly. He dropped in a moment
the outer cloak of eccentricity, and rose to the height
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of his own true heart.

‘Did I call you that? I had no right to call any man
that. I do beg your pardon most heartily, Mr.
Kennedy.’

Then the Professor bowed to his student as the
cheers of the class rang out.

‘And now, Mr. Kennedy,” he continued, will you
do me the honour to breakfast with me tomorrow
morning?’

Verily it was a training in high-mindedness to sit
under two such men as Jupiter Olympus, Professor
of Humanity, and Angus Aitchison, Professor of
Greek in the University of Edinburgh. From them
the students learned everything but roots. And these
they could acquire well enough from a couple of
assistants at £100 a year apiece.

As Kit returned from -college, the loss of his
money aching in his heart without remission, he met
his father at the foot of the stairs which led to his
lodgings.

The ‘Orra Man’ was now dressed in a black frock
coat, which buttoned tightly about his spare form,
grey trousers, and well-made boots. His linen was
clean, and the slight misfit conveyed no more than
an impression that the wearer had been long ill, and
had not again grown familiar with his own apparel.

‘Will you come up?’ said Kit, and led the way up
the grimy stair.

The Classical Master followed, so completely
altered that Mrs. Christieson, at gaze round the edge
of the kitchen door, failed to recognize in the pale
scholar of the afternoon the dreaded tramp of the
night before.

When they reached the fifth floor room these two
stood looking at each other squarely.
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T missed you last night,” said the elder, ‘but I am
not sorry, for we will talk more soberly and fitly
today.’

‘He does not remember!’ said the son. And in his
sick heart he rejoiced.

‘Kit,” said the Classical Master, sitting down and
looking across at his son, 1 did not intend to tell you
last night. It was perhaps ill-judged and wrong, but
the words sprang from me unawares. They are true
words. I am your father, and because you know
that, my life shall begin newly from today. Or else I
will not live it at all. | met a man this morning who
put the matter clearly. | knew him when I was a lad
at Sandhaven. He is a friend of yours — Bisset, a
city missionary, I think.

‘Yes,’ said Kit, ‘a kind of missionary.’

The Classical Master went on without appearing
to hear.

‘Now I see clearly that if I cannot use life well, at
least it lies within my power not to misuse it to the
hurt of others. More than that Mr. Bisset has put
me in the way of earning my bread honestly. I am to
have three hours coaching every day at a crammer’s
which will leave me time to look after your work
also.’

The eager look had come back to the eyes of the
‘Orra Man.” Once more the eternal hope was
dawning for him, and Christopher Kennedy, M.A.,
was as keen as ever on the scent of the ideal. He
picked up an exercise which lay on the table.

‘Pshaw!’ he said, ‘wooden — wooden. We must do
better than this, Kit. Where were you in the last
class-examination?’

‘Fourth,’ said Kit, hanging his head.

‘And first at the entrance — that will never do.
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There has been slackness somewhere. We will
change all that. I am free at six. Expect me
tomorrow, as soon after that as I can get lodgings. I
bid you good-bye now.’

He paused on the stairs and beckoned Kit to
approach.

‘One word,” he said, softening his voice. ‘You are
not altogether in want of money, I hope? I happen to
be temporarily in funds.’

1 am not in need of money,’ said his son, lying to
his father with a clear and steady eye.

And then with jaunty carriage and alert air the
Classical Master went down the stair. He regarded
the public-houses with a proud look. He even
walked twice past the first, smelling with disgust the
mingled odour of bad tobacco and stale beer which
trailed out from its open door.

‘Thank God, that is done with,’ he said.

* * * * *

Kit breakfasted next morning with Professor
Aitchison, and had it proven to him, as it were out of
the whirlwind, that Gaelic was the first language in
the world, that Greek came next, that English was
not a language at all, that a song was better than a
sermon, that Episcopacy might be the religion of a
gentleman, but that Presbytery was the religion for a
man — and, lastly, that personal vanity was the only
deadly sin.

He went away in the clear, brisk sunlight of the
winter forenoon, carrying with him a warmth about
the heart which lasted all day from the mere contact
of Angus Aitchison, gentleman, scholar, poet — and
play-actor.
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And it says much for his entertainment that he
was half a mile from the plain little house at the
corner of Frederick Street before he remembered the
dark cloud which had shut so suddenly down upon
his soul.

Kit was naturally reticent of trouble. He called on
the Reverend Alexander Strong, who sat in his study
with a paper-covered volume of Barbera's Dante in
his hand. A cup of cold tea was at his elbow, and his
feet were on the table.

‘Ah, I have been expecting you — I thought you
would never come,’ cried the minister, heartily. ‘Do
you smoke? No! It is a bad habit. I am going to give
it up — ah, next week.’

And he lighted a black and polished clay as he
spoke, shifting a red coal dexterously between his
fingers and looking calmly at Kit all the while.

The house in Melville Street, occupied by
Alexander Strong as a kind of barracks, impressed
Kit with a curious sense of brotherhood. He felt
instinctively that it was all the same to this man
whether he was a chimney-sweep or the owner of
millions, famous or infamous, witty or stupid, saint
or convict. At best and worst he was a brother to
Alexander Strong, and — he had a soul to be saved.

But the minister did not ask him to come to
church. He did not even recommend his Bible-class.
He had no panacea save the strong, comfortable
shake of his right hand. He talked gravely and
confidentially of books and men and things, and
having asked Kit’s opinion, he considered his reply,
not as a compliment, but respectfully, and as
equally worthy of attention with his own.

As they went down the stairs the minister put his
hand on Kit's shoulder.
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You are a bursar I hear, as I was,’ he said, ‘so
you won't want money yet. But if you do, you know
where to come. You would probably like better to
take a lift from a poor man like me than from any
one else.’

‘Thank you,” said Kit, choking a little; 1 don't
know why you should say that to me. But [ am not
in want of money.’

‘Very well,” said the minister, ‘but all the same
don't forget if the thing should happen.’

But the pride which the scholar-gentleman and
the man-and-brother could not overcome was
broken down by a girl.

Dick Bisset looked in early on the afternoon of the
day after the supper at Sponton's.

‘Good biz that you did bring Mary home last
night,” he said; ‘her chief came along, and if he had
found out she wasn't at the Hospital, it would have
given away the whole blooming show. But it is all
right. He's gone on Mary no end, and I tell her she
had better marry him and have done with it —
position, tin, and all that. But there's no hurry. Let
her have her fling first like yours truefully, Richard
Bisset.’

Kit said nothing. His heart could not well be
sorer. He fingered a slim Tacitus, red-covered and
with ‘Capio lumen’ upon it. With all his soul he
wished Dick Bisset would go.

‘Say, Kennedy,’ cried that hero, suddenly, ‘do you
want to get on to a winner? I can put you straight. A
sov. will do it. I tell you I copped a quid or two
yesterday that the old man don't know of. It takes it
all to go the pace. Best girls aren't run on soft
sawder these days!’

Here Rob Grier trampled in, and, with a brief nod
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to Dick, and taking no notice at all of Kit, he pitched
his wet hat on the sofa and drew in a chair to his
books.

‘Well, so-long, Kennedy; you're going to be lively,
I can see,” said Dick, ‘so am I. I wish you joy of
'Hocus-pocus-saveloy-sap'!’

And he laughed — for, strangely enough, Dick
considered this funny.

‘The examination's only a week off now,” said Rob
Grier, with a kind of entreaty in his voice; ‘you are
going to stop in and work, aren't you?’

‘No,’ said Kit, 1 feel curiously unsettled tonight. I
think I shall go for a walk.’

Rob Grier threw himself back in his chair, a sort
of darkly angry look on his plain, strong face.

‘Now I tell you, Kit Kennedy,” he said, dourly
nodding his head, ‘you had a long way the start of
me. But if you don't look out I'm going to come in
ahead.’

‘All right,” answered Kit, smiling sadly; I for one
shall not be sorry.’

‘No,” thundered Rob the Smith of Garlies, ‘you
won't be sorry! Who said you would? You haven't
enough sense. But there's an old man down in
Galloway that you told me was breaking whin-stones
on the roadside for your sake, and thinking of you
as he cracked every one. He'll be sorry. And you've
got a mother, haven't you? And if you are the man I
take you for, there's a girl somewhere that'll be
sorry. Besides (he was speaking truculently now) I
don't want to have to doctor the certificates that I
send in to that Secretary-duck over in St. Andrew's
Square. I want the credit for what I do. And I shan't
take it unless you are before me, as you ought to be.
So now, there's, for you!’
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Kit started up and held out his hand. The ex-
blacksmith gripped it in a vice.

‘That's all right,” he said, the anger cooling out of
his voice, but what's up anyway? You are striking
off the iron somehow. You can't have got through all
your money? Any bad news from home?’

‘No,’ said Kit, ‘it’s all right.’

Rob Grier shook his head.

You are a dour dog,’ he said; ‘you won't tell me, of
course. Now mind you, I haven't much, but if you
are in a hole — well, ye ken Rob Grier by this time.’

And Kit rose quickly and went out, for the
kindness that ringed him round made him afraid of
that bugbear of youth — the making a fool of
himself.

Kit ran downstairs. It was a dank, softish night,
with greasy pavements and an unfulfilled promise of
the frost breaking up. The wind, which since the
morning had been sweeping streets clean of snow,
had died away, and the city was full of the damp
exhalations of steaming tramway horses and
sodden, half-slaked ash-bins.

Kit turned moodily into the current of the main
southern thoroughfare. There is a tide along it which
runs strongly north all the forenoon, and as strongly
back again in the late afternoon and evening. He
was breasting its later flood now, and the sight of
the lighted shops and garish shows of Christmas
cards in the news-agents' windows jarred upon him.
The world was very black just then, and Kit
withdrew himself deeper into his own soul.

It was when passing the barred and ballustered
front of the Surgeons' Hall, where he had first met
Mary Bisset, that something in front of him caused
him to lift his head. Hitherto he had been looking at
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the ground and mechanically avoiding the passers-
by. But now he looked up alertly.

For there, not a score of yards from him, was the
Pretty Girl marching along with a little sheaf of
books under her arm caught in an elastic band. She
was carrying herself, thought Kit, with even more
than her usual inimitable lightness. He stopped and
held out his hand. She began at once to tell him how
Mr. Cathcart had waited till her mother was deadly
weary, and had even disgraced herself by yawning in
his face. But Kit did not answer. He only turned and
walked slowly back with the girl, as if it were a
settled and accepted thing that he should do so.

Presently Mary Bisset stayed the current of her
gladsome gossip. ‘What is the matter, Kit?’ she said,
looking intently into his face.

‘Nothing,” asserted Kit, more gloomily than before.

Mary smiled a little private smile confined to the
side of her face farthest from her companion. She
thought that he was sulky about the visit of Mr.
Cathcart. And being a sensible girl she was not a bit
sorry that he should feel that way about the matter.

Tt will do him good,’ she said to herself; ‘they are
all apt to take things too easily.’

It is curious that she never thought of connecting
Kit's gloom with the man who had claimed him for a
son, after stopping them both at the door of the
Elysium.

To Mary Bisset, innocently conscious of her own
attractiveness and of Kit's admiration, only one
subject appeared likely to influence his moods.

At last Kit burst out.

‘This is good-bye,” he said.

‘Good-bye!’ faltered Mary Bisset; then with a
slight smile she continued, ‘You are angry with me
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— you are joking?’

‘No,’ said Kit, blurting out his trouble at last, and
glad to be done with it. T am disgraced, whatever I
do. I have lost my bursary money. It was stolen out
of my desk late last night. I cannot stay at college
and run more deeply into debt. Yet I have to send
my certificates to the secretary because I have taken
their money.’

As he spoke Mary Bisset's face grew pale, and her
sweet lips fell pitifully away from each other.

‘But why,’ said she, breathlessly, ‘why do you not
apply to the police?’

Kit smiled grimly, thinking neither of his
sweetheart nor yet of her words, but of his own sick
heart.

‘Because the only two who entered my room were
my own friend Rob Grier and — and my father! That
is the reason.’

Your father,” cried Mary incredulously; ‘The man
whom we saw at the music hall — he was really
your father?’

1 have no choice but to believe so,” answered Kit.

As Kit spoke they had been nearing the defile of
houses, down which they were wont to turn in order
to reach their homes.

Mary touched Kit's arm.

‘Don't let us go in yet,” she said; ‘let us walk
across the Meadows and talk it all over.’

Kit, wrapped in his trouble, gloomily acquiesced.
It had begun to rain a little, and Mary Bisset wanted
to pick up her skirts before venturing through the
grimy needle's eye of Archer's Hall.

‘Will you hold my umbrella for me?’ she said,
glancing up at Kit.

Kit reached a hand for the closely enwrapped,
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lady-like article of protection, which he held like a
toy. He himself walked brow forward in all weathers
and took the rains of heaven as they fell. But the
girl's practical words awoke him out of his selfish
SOITOW.

He held the umbrella over Mary's head.

Tt is kind of you to mind,” as he spoke he
stumbled in his speech; ‘why should you care that I
am ruined — disgraced?’

He said the last word with a sort of sob. He
thought of going back to his mother and those who
had been so proud of him. The white flag would still
be flying on the pine-tree on the lochside slope, and
he knew that his mother would look towards it at
morn and even.

Mary Bisset's lips were pressed closely together
now. They denoted a kind of womanly determination
equally foreign to the soft childish curves of her
cheek and to the sweetness of her eyes. She was
rather longer than she need have been in setting the
swing of her skirts to her mind. For there was that
in her eyes which Mary did not care to trust even to
the gloomy November night. Then at last she laid
her hand on Kit's arm and drew him away to the
right along the little walk through the Meadows with
the bare boughs dripping overhead and the lights of
the city winking mist-blurred through a pale bluish
haze.

‘Kit Kennedy,” she said, sharply, ‘you call yourself
a man, yet you are ready to give in at the first
obstacle. I have been going to speak to you for some
time. I am glad the chance has come now. You have
been taking things far too easily. You tried for a
bursary. You won it. And — well, you have done
nothing since. I know, for there is one of our
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teachers attending your classes.'

‘Mr. Cathcart,’ said Kit, gloomily.

‘No — not Mr. Cathcart,” Mary went on, ‘but it
does not matter if it were Mr. Cathcart. The thing is
so. And I dared not tell you. But now, when you
speak of meanly giving up — why, I can speak, and I
will.”

‘What can I do?’ said Kit, who was becoming a
little sulky. He had not been so spoken to ever since
he began to think well of himself.

‘Why, at the very first check you would cast all to
the winds. I tell you, Christopher Kennedy,” she
flashed round upon him so swiftly that Kit stopped.
The pretty girl stood fronting him, one small gloved
finger pressed peremptorily into the palm of the
other hand, with the action she used when
emphasizing a fact to a stubborn class (and the
inspection day was near). 1 tell you plainly, I am
twice the man you are. You think I am only a girl,
and in one way I am. But I have kept myself and
helped my father and mother with the rent ever
since I was thirteen. Then they would not take me as
a pupil teacher, because my father was an Infidel
Lecturer. But I became a pupil teacher all the same.
Parents would not send their children to be taught
by me for the same reason. They took them from
school. I went and saw them — and — the children
came back again. Then I could not be admitted to
the training colleges here because they were
denominational. I went alone to London at seventeen
and got through my two years there. With worse
than no influence I gained an assistantship in a
school where influence does nearly everything.’

Mary was talking swiftly now still standing in
front of Kit. Both of them had forgotten all else. And
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more than one passer-by turned and smiled at the
tableau. Kit, a tall, awkward lad, stood holding an
umbrella over his own head, while this slender,
emphatic little person demonstrated fiercely into the
palm of her gloved hand.

‘A lovers' quarrel,” they said to themselves, and
retailed the matter as a joke at their cosy tea-tables
on the other side of the Meadows.

Kit was dumb before Mary's outbreak. Yet even in
the turmoil of his thoughts he could not help being
stimulated and quickened. Mainly, however, he was
thinking how pretty she looked. The light of one of
the rare lamps fell directly upon her piquant face
and flashing eyes. The sweetness seemed gone from
these last, and in its place there was such a flashing
contempt for cowardice, such an ardency of resolve,
so pronounced a snap and glitter of belligerence,
that Kit could do nothing but stare.

‘You are lovely!” he stammered, as if ignorant that
he was speaking at all.

Mary Bisset stamped her foot.

‘Pshaw,’ she cried, ‘that proves it. I speak to you
for your good. I tell you my heart as I have not done
to my own father, and you have nothing to answer
but that. Did I not tell you that I was twice the man
you were? You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Kit
Kennedy.’

But all the same, because no woman can stand
and look at the admiration in the eyes of a man who
— well, who is worth taking the trouble with that
Mary Bisset was taking with Kit, the sharpness
oozed out of her declamation though the
earnestness remained.

After all Mary Bisset was a pretty girl as well as a
very practical person. And she knew her merit on

407



Galloway Raiders Bigital Edition

both scores.

But she was not going to be less practical because
Kit admired her, and because even in the midst of
her tonic indignation she could see (as it were) her
own quite satisfactory person reflected in the mirror
of Kit's eyes. Still, Mary was conscious that she
ought to have been annoyed, and this made her
more than ever determined that Kit should pay for
the feeling.

‘And now,’ she said, with a vicious snap of her
white and regular teeth, ‘instead of standing up to
trouble like a man, you would basely turn your back
on it as soon as the wind blows. You mean to
disappoint your friends and break their hearts, to
rejoice your enemies — and — I shall be sorry. [ am
sorry now — that is, unless you have something
more in you than running away.’

Kit had thought specially well of himself in this
matter. He had hidden his trouble successfully from
his father, from Mr. Strong, from Rob Grier. Hitherto
his conscience had continuously applauded itself.
But this was decidedly looking at the matter from a
new standpoint.

‘What am I to do?’ said Kit, yet more mournfully.

‘First, give me a share of my own umbrella,” said
Mary, still indignant, ‘and then walk along like a
reasonable being.’

But within herself she was saying, 1 am doing it
all for his good.’

Which process is rarely pleasant for the
beneficiary.

‘Do?” said Mary, suddenly losing patience as the
helplessness of Kit's question came back to her
mind, ‘well, first of all — try. What does your
companion do — teach in the evenings. Why cannot
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you? Get some work to do out of college hours. Your
preparation, by your own account, does not take so
much of your time. My father will get you some if
you are not too proad to take what turns up,

‘God knows I am not proud,’” said Kit Kennedy,
earnestly.

‘Well, then,” said Mary, relenting a little, 1 am
sure you will do very well. And you will never speak
any more of going away or giving up college? Now we
must go home. They will be wondering where I am.
And besides (as if the state of the elements had
occurred to her for the first time) it is raining and
my hat is soaking. More than that, I have talked to
you as no girl ought to do. And they were quite right
to try to stop me teaching in the schools. For I never
do what I ought. But all the same, they did not.’

Thus Mary talked on as they left the twinkling
gloom and converging lamps of the Meadows alone
in the misty ‘haar.” She did not want Kit to say any
more. She could see perilous things — things for
which she was not ready, things which were better
unsaid for the present — hovering in his eyes and
trembling upon his tongue.

They got to the foot of the stair. Kit paused to
take down the umbrella.

‘Mary,” he began, in a thick, suppressed voice,
speaking with more than his old difficulty.

‘Good-night,” she said, lightly, ‘there is my father
waiting for me. But you are not going to keep my
umbrella to yourself now, if you have done so all the
time we have been coming home. Deliver it up! And
mind what I have said to you.’

So with a flash of admonitory finger, and a kind
glance which she left Kit as a salve to his feelings,
she tripped up the steps, leaving the young man
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standing limp and dazed by the greasy lintel of the
common stair.

‘Why,” said Kit to himself after a long pause, 1
thought she was only a girl.’

But at that moment Mary Bisset, who after all
was only a girl, or at most only a woman, was lying
on her little white bed with her face to the pillow.

‘Oh, what shall I do — what shall I do?’ she was
saying in accents that were sobs. These are words
that do not vary with rank or age, wisdom or
experience, when women are in trouble.

The only difference is that after the storm is
overpast some do know what to do, and upon such
descends a time of clear shining after rain. And
Mary Bisset was of those who do not spend long in
fruitless mourning. For by the time her mother came
knocking at the door she had risen, dabbed her eyes
twice with eau de cologne, and begun to make up
her mind for a second and more bitter interview. For
as yet only the easier part of her work was done.
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CHAPTER FORTY SEVEN

MARY IMPROVES DICK’S ARITHMETIC

‘Dick, I want youl!’

‘Alright - plenty of time. I'm getting up,’ grumbled
the voice of Dick Bisset from the little corner room
which he occupied next Mary's. Then he lowered his
tones, ‘Mary, go into the kitchen like a good girl and
get a fellow some baking-soda without letting father
see you. | was on an awful tear last night, and I've a
head on me as big as the Castle Rock.’

Mary did as she was asked. Her father had
already gone out. Her mother was putting the
finishing touches to breakfast.

‘Dick will need more than soda,” Mary remarked
to herself, ‘when I have done with him.’

‘Now be quick; I'm all ready for school and I want
to speak to you in the parlour.’

Dick groaned audibly within his locked chamber
door.

It's no use taking trouble with me, old girl,” he
said; I am not your sort — nor yet father's. But, I
say, I must have had a grandfather who made things
hum in his time, though.’

The last sentence he confided to his mirror, in
which he regarded his swollen and discoloured face,
his pale, watery eyes, and closely cropped reddish
hair.

‘Dick, you're not an Adonis,’ he admitted, shaking
his head; ‘it's well you are smart, and can get the
rhino together where another would starve. Or
Violet, good girl as she is, would never look at you
for your beauty.’
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Meanwhile Mary Bisset was walking up and down
swiftly in the chill of the fireless parlour. It was the
early morning of a northern winter and grey with the
usual dampish haze. The streets gleamed a little and
the pavements appeared brighter than the gloomy
sky. A stray light or two blinked belatedly in the
otherwise blank front of the houses and was
reflected on the greasy pavements. A policeman
drew his cloak closer about his shoulders and
looked eagerly out for his relief. He smelt many
breakfasts and stamped his feet. Shutters were
rattling endwise on the flags, being clattered into
bundles and made to disappear swiftly behind shop-
doors. A maid with an untidy ‘bang’ low on her
forehead was sweeping out the baker's shop
opposite. The policeman looked over at her with a
friendly expression. But she slammed the door and
went in. She despised policemen. She hoped she
was a step above that. She was engaged (or the next
thing to it) to a clerk in an office at eight shillings a
week.

Mary had a book in her hand and was supposed
to be looking over her lesson for the day. Half a
dozen notebooks, roll-books, and bundles of
exercises, blotted and scrawled, but interlineated in
red with her own neat and business-like writing, lay
under the broad india-rubber band which she used
to keep them together on her way to school.

Presently Dick came in grumbling. He rubbed his
hands together.

‘Beastly cold,” he muttered. ‘Say, old girl, spit it
out quick! Get it up off your mind whatever it is, and
let's get into the Christmas fireside. This sort of
thing don't conduce to moral resolution.’

Mary stopped opposite her brother. The table with
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the old-figured table-cloth was between them. The
light from the large double window fell greenish-grey
upon his face. He looked as unwholesome as
possible, a strange brother for Mary Bisset to lay
claim to.

‘Now, Dick Bisset,” the sibilants fairly hissed
driven forward by the impulsion of scorn and
disgust which was behind them, ‘will you give me
the eighteen pounds you stole from Kit Kennedy
upstairs, or shall I bring in a policeman?’

Dick had been stamping, shuffling, rubbing his
hands disconsolately, and generally dragging himself
frowsily together to face the actualities of the day.

But when Mary's words, as clearly enunciated as
if spoken to a class, fell on his ear, he seemed to
tumble inward upon himself like a collapsing house.

‘Eh - eh? - what - what's that?’ he gasped,
gripping at the edge of the table and almost barking
across at his sister as he thrust a suddenly
whitened face nearer to her.

Mary Bisset repeated her request still more
clearly.

T allow you five minutes to make up your mind.
Either give me the eighteen pounds you stole out of
Kit Kennedy's desk, or I will go down and fetch up
that policeman there.’

And with her hand Mary indicated the cloaked
figure standing sentinel opposite the baker's shop.

‘Hush — for God's sake, hush! My father will hear
you,’ whispered Dick.

‘My father is gone out — my mother is busy. We
can talk,’ said his sister.

1 didn't, Mary — by heaven, I didn't do it. I wasn't
in his room a moment. He lent me the money,’
gasped Dick. ‘He lent me a pound — I own that, but
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I did not steal his money. What do you mean, Mary
Bisset” — he spoke louder now — by charging your
brother with being a common thief? I'll let you know,
madam —’

Mary fixed him with the eye wherewith she
subdued an wunruly class or kept at bay a
demonstrative admirer.

‘Richard,” she said, straightly, where were you
going when I opened the door to let out Mr.
Cathcart? I saw you run upstairs into Mr. Kennedy's
room. I waited till I heard you come down again. I
knew you must have come home early from the
Elysium on purpose. But I thought you wanted to
see if Kennedy had got home. I know better now.
Give me the money.’

Then the face of Mr. Richard Bisset became pitiful
to see.

‘Don't tell my father that,” he said; ‘he always
sides against me. I couldn't help it. I had to do it or
be disgraced. I was owing money at the office.
Besides, the 'swot' upstairs has plenty of money and
he thinks his pal took it — that smithy-shop chap
with the Roman beak. Mary, as you love me, as [ am
your brother, don't say a word.’

He came round the table and tried to take his
sister by the hand. His weak mouth was working,
and there was a gletty foam gathering about the
wicks.

‘Give me the money,” repeated Mary Bisset,
implacably.

‘Be merciful, Mary,” he cried, sinking on his
knees; ‘see, I beg of you. You and I have always been
pretty good friends, haven't we, Mary?’

‘Get up, you pitiful coward,” cried his sister;
‘stand up to your crime like a man. Give me back
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every penny you stole from Kit Kennedy, without
which he is disgraced.’

T cannot — before God I cannot,” groaned Dick,
still on his knees; ‘see here, sis, I had to put in ten
pounds yesterday morning into the till before the
boss came along to check my petty cash. And I
spent the rest — I gave some to —’

‘No more lies, Dick; you couldn't spend eight
pounds in a single day even if the first part were
true. Come into your room!’

Mr. Richard Bisset raised himself to his full
height and endeavoured to assume a dignified
expression.

‘What if I bid you do your worst,” he said, in a
bullying tone. I can see the country swine has been
blabbing to you. How will it look if it comes out to
Mr. Cathcart and your managers that you suppered
that same night at Sponton's with the loser of the
money? How can he prove that he did not spend the
money himself or take it in his pocket and get eased
of it on the way — aye or give it to you himself? Oh,
such things have been before, young lady, and they
can be again. And your good name ain't quite -’

1 want the money,” said Mary Bisset, so coldly
and bitterly that Kit Kennedy would not have known
her voice had he been in the next room; ‘whatever
may come of it after, my word and his will be better
than yours in court. Kennedy and his comrade will
swear to the money being in the desk. I will swear
that I saw you take it — that will be enough.’

It would. Dick knew that it would be much more
than enough. Besides, the fear of consequences
which served him as conscience was in arms against
him. That Mary was rather overstating her case did
not occur to him. He collapsed all at once.
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‘As I live, Mary, I have not got more than a pound
or two left, and I need the money badly.’

‘Turn out your pockets, and then I will see what I
shall do.’

You shall have every penny if you won't split,
said Dick, eagerly ladling crushed cigarettes, loose
tobacco, matches, coppers, silver, and stray half-
sovereigns out of his pockets.

‘Open that case.” Mary pointed to Dick's only
lockfast place — a little jewel-case she had once
given him on his birthday. Her brother scowled at
her with an almost murderous look in his eyes.

T sha'n't do anything of the sort. There's nothing
in there that concerns you — no, nor your precious
friend upstairs either,” he said, with an ugly sneer.

‘Very well,” said Mary Bisset, beginning to walk
towards the outer door.

Dick saw the wet water-proof cover of the
policeman's helmet still sentinel beneath the
window.

‘Dont go,’ he said, weakly; Tl open it.’

He fumbled in his waistcoat for the key, then
fumbled a little longer with the lock. It opened
quickly, and a torrent of letters and notes, on pink
and other fanciful papers, tumbled out and slid with
a soft rush upon the floor. They were mostly strongly
scented, and monogramed in several colours.

Mary stirred these contumeliously with the point
of her small but very practical boot. Then she lifted
the lid of a little velvet-lined compartment. Two
pounds in notes lay there, together with a white-
wrapped jeweller's box. Mary coolly lifted and
counted the money and slipped it into her pocket.
Then she possessed herself of the jeweller's box and
a receipted bill which lay beneath it.
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Dick swept forward again.

‘Leave that alone!’” he cried, hoarsely; ‘that has
nothing to do with you or with the money. I swear to
you that it has not!’

Mary coolly stood her ground and opened the bill.
It was dated the day before, and the date stamp
attested the fact that it had been paid the same day
to a firm of jewellers on the North Bridge.

Then she thrust the whole into her pocket.

‘Go to your breakfast, Dick Bisset,” she said, ‘and
thank your Maker that you have a sister.’

Dick made a final appeal.

‘Mary,” he said, in a shaky voice, ‘you and I have
always been pals. I've never told about your going to
church. I've never let on that you don't think as
father does. Give me the money now. I'll pay that
fellow upstairs as soon as I can raise the cash. I will
— I promise it. I'll swear it if you like. But I need the
money now, and I must have it.’

‘All T have to say to you I have said, Richard
Bisset. Now go!’ quoth this determined little lady.

Then the fellow's sudden anger burst into sudden
fury.

You call yourself a sister. You think yourself a
Christian. I hate such sneaking. You will favour
anybody but your own brother. I don't believe you
are my sister at all. I've seen my father's papers
mind you. I know more than you think. You are no
sister of mine. You're a foundling picked out of a
hedge root.’

‘Well,” said Mary, careless of his raving, ‘at any
rate I know more than father knows about some
things. And if you don't take care I will tell him what
I know.’

‘Take care! Take care yourself.” Dick stood before
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his sister with clenched hands and injected eyes.
‘What would your father say if he knew that you
went regularly to church — sneaked off to
communion when he thought you were walking in
the park with me. And I've screened you for years,
and expected you to stand up for me in your turn.
More than that, suppose I split about your walking
in the Meadows with Kennedy, and his meeting you
every night on the way home. What would your
father say to you then, Miss Immaculate
Straightforwardness!’

You can say or leave unsaid exactly what you
please,” said Mary; ‘perhaps my father knows more
of these things than you imagine. At any rate (she
added, looking meditatively out of the window), there
always remains the policeman!’

‘Children — children — what are you arguing
about,” cried Mrs. Bisset through the shut door.
Then, dusting the meal from her hands, she opened
it, and saw Dick standing at one side of the table
and Mary on the other near the window with a book
in her hand.

‘Oh, I suppose Dick is helping you wi' your
arithmetic,” she said. ‘Ye were aye a kennin' weak in
that, Mary!’

‘No, mother,’ rejoined Mary Bisset, calmly walking
to her breakfast in the kitchen, ‘this morning it is I
who have been improving Dick's arithmetic!’
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CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT

THE PRETTY GIRL TAKES CHARGE

Mary made a very hurried breakfast in spite of her
mother's anxious protests.

‘Eh, lassie, ye are eatin' juist naething, and I
trudged a' the road to the Cross Causeway for the
kippers. Henderson's is the only shop for them in
the Soothside. And ye hae plenty o’ time. Dick, gar
her eat something afore she gangs oot. The lassie
will starve by dinner time. And then she will as like
as no tak' nae mair than a biscuit or a 'bap' to her
milk.’

But Dick appeared preoccupied, and his whole
contribution was a sullen, ‘Oh, let me alone!’ in reply
to his mother.

Mary rose, and, having collected her books and
methodically furled her umbrella, she went out.

She had nearly an hour to spare. This was not
one of her early mornings at school. She had time to
visit a certain jeweller's shop in the North Bridge
where she had business. A smart assistant was
dusting a long array of glass cases, enclosing objects
which the printed cards displayed above termed
‘Bijouterie,” as unsympathetically as if they had been
the legs of chairs.

An older man, with a look of responsibility upon
his face, was taking off his coat in leisurely fashion
before hanging it up in a little glazed office open at
the top.

1 should like to return this ring,” said Mary,
opening the box and displaying its contents to the
assistant. The youth smartened up noticeably at her
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entrance and greeted her with a bow, which,
however, was half-checked when he heard the object
of her visit so abruptly stated.

You wish to return this ring,” he repeated a little
uncertainly, as if he could not have heard aright. ‘Is
it not satisfactory?’

‘Perfectly,” said Mary. ‘But my brother bought it
under a misapprehension. The money — the money
he paid for it was not his own. That is, he had no
right to spend it, and I want it back.’

Mary was conscious that she was not doing
herself justice. But the case was difficult. So she
smiled. That smile ‘wandered’ the assistant. He
promptly lost grip, but with a last instinct of self-
preservation he fell back on his reserves.

‘Mr. Ashton,’ he said.

The responsible-looking man, now delivered from
his surtout came out of the office with a letter open
in his hand and a quill between his teeth. He
removed the latter and also the frown from his brow
at the sight of the pretty girl, and, passing his hand
automatically over his thin hair with the action of
making sure that it was not standing on end, he
came forward to the counter at which she stood.

‘Well, madam, and what can I do for you?’ he
said, bowing to the early customer.

His face grew graver, however, as Mary stated her
case.

T don't think we can; in fact, I know we cannot,’
he said, very excusably.

‘Mr. Ashton,’ said the girl, earnestly, I do not ask
you to do this thing as an ordinary business
transaction. But the circumstances are peculiar. I
must return the money my brother spent with you. I
am the daughter of Mr. Bisset — the — the Lecturer,
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and I am only a girl (with a little gasping sob), but —
I am trying to set things right!’

The sob took the responsible man by surprise. He
stared at the pretty girl. There were tears in her
eyes. He thought he had never seen anything quite
like it — at least not for five-and-twenty years. Then
suddenly Mary Bisset smiled at him through her
tears. He had once, very long ago, seen something
like that.

‘But I am foolish to trouble you with it,” she said.

The responsible man smiled in his turn, and
rubbed his hair-parting in some perplexity.

Tt is gravely irregular, and I don't know what my
partner will say. But let me see the receipt.’

With the money in her pocket, all six pounds ten
of it, Mary walked erectly down the North Bridge,
and out upon the arches by which that fine highway
swings itself contemptuously across the screeching,
snorting underworld of the Waverley Station.

The tears were still wet in her eyes, but it might
be the wind that kept them there.

Back in the shop on the North Bridge there was a
smile on Mr. Ashton's face which something else
than the snell bite of the North-Easter had brought
there. He held Dick's receipt in his hand and
examined it meditatively.

‘This been crossed out on the stock book?’ he
called out, suddenly.

‘No, sir,” said the smart clerk, looking out from
behind the window-case shutters.

‘Ah, well, see here,” he said, tearing it up into
fragments, ‘put the ring back in the show-case and
write a new ticket. And, ah — you can have
Wednesday afternoon for a holiday. You need not
mention the transaction to Mr. Merrylees!’
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The clerk said aloud, ‘Thank you, sir; certainly
not sir.’

Then, having retired behind some high show-
cases, he coughed discreetly behind his hand. ‘And
at his age, too,’ he said to himself.

* * * * *

It was five o'clock of the afternoon. Kit Kennedy
had been at home twenty minutes, after having
waited in vain for over an hour at the Surgeons' Hall
in the hope of meeting Miss Mary Bisset. He had not
lit the single flaring jet of gas which his agreement
with his landlady permitted him to use at his
pleasure. He did not even close the shutters but sat
staring out into the gloom of the long, uninteresting
street. He had dulled the edge of his remorse with a
day of such hard study as he had not done since he
came to Edinburgh. With the zeal of the reformer he
had performed much more than his appointed task
and had in fact, gone on reading an English
translation of a recently translated German treatise
on Greek accents till the reading-rooms of the
University had been closed. Now he had neither the
heart nor the necessity to begin any further studies.

Rob Grier had not come back from his guinea-a-
month tuition, and the fire was smouldering under
the roofing of black slate with which Mrs.
Christieson covered it every time her lodgers went
out.

Kit could hear that lady shuffling about in her
little kitchen and he smelt the odour of burning
toast. There came a sharp knock at the door, not
loud and indignant like the postman's when he has
come all the way up four flights of stairs with a
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postcard, but light and decisive.

He heard Mrs. Christieson open the door, and
then a voice said clearly in a tone and accent that
thrilled him to the heart, Is Mr. Kennedy at home?’

‘Aye, he's at hame. At least I think sae,’ returned
Mrs. Christieson with reserved suspicion.

‘Will you tell him that Miss Bisset has a message
for him.’

The landlady came in muttering. ‘Did ye ever see
the like?’ And with a countenance indicative of the
gravest disapproval she opened the door of the
sitting-room and announced Kit's visitor. With a
quick spring Kit closed the door of the little close
bed where he and Rob Grier passed the night in
exceedingly close quarters.

‘Come in, Ma— Miss Bisset,” he said. T am sorry I
did not see your father when I called. I meant to
have told him about my visit to his friend Mr.
Strong.’

Kit thought rather well of himself for his tactful
interpretation of Mary's visit in the presence of this
hostile third party. But Mary was uncompromising.

1 wanted to speak to you myself,” she said. 1 did
not know that you had called for my father.’

Kit stood with the door knob in his hand while
Mrs. Christieson lighted the gas and stirred the fire.

1 shall not need tea till Mr. Grier comes in,” he
said. Thank you, don't trouble about the fire any
more!’

For Kit had learned other things besides the
classics from the ‘Orra Man.’ For instance, he made
sure now that Mrs. Christieson had retired to her
own domains by the simple process of looking down
the passage, and then turned to shake hands with
Mary Bisset.
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But that young lady was in an exceedingly
business-like mood.

‘This is yours,” she said, quietly handing him a
roll of notes. ‘Will you oblige me by counting them?’

Kit stared and gasped in his astonishment. But
his hand being still outstretched, he mechanically
took the bank notes and turned them over
helplessly.

‘What — what is this?’ he said. ‘How did you get
— where?’

T will put the matter plainly, Mr. Ken— Kit,” she
said, relenting a little, ‘and then you must decide
what you are to do. One thing I am decided, that you
must have no more to do with any of us. My brother
broke open that desk in your absence and stole this
money. | return it to you. If you are inclined to
prosecute, I can give such evidence as will be
sufficient to convict him.’

Kit sprang forward to take her hand.

‘Mary,” he cried, ‘as if I could! What does it
matter? Dick is nothing to me. It served me right for
listening to him. I should have known better than to
have taken you to his wretched supper-party. But I
only care for you, and I wanted to see you.’

You must not see me any more,” said Mary,
compressing her lips at the end of every sentence;
‘you have your career to think of and your reputable
companions. I forbid you ever again to speak to me.’

‘Mary’ cried Kit, catching at a hand that evaded
him without its owner appearing to notice the
attempt, ‘you do not mean it!’

The pretty girl nodded determinedly.

1 have learned many things during these last
days,’ she said; ‘the world is not given us to get what
we want in. Good-bye — Mr.— Kit.’
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The Christian name was a compromise, and
carried with it the weakness inherent in all
compromises.

There came a little throbbing quaver into her
voice as she turned towards the door, saying, It is a
shame. And we might have been such friends.’

‘And so we shall, Mary,’ cried Kit, following her
eagerly; 1 do not care — I’

But his visitor was already in the narrow passage
outside, and Kit was sure that Mrs. Christieson's ear
was glued to the crack of the kitchen door. He could
only follow his sweetheart silently to the outer
landing.

‘Good-night, Mr. Kennedy,” said Mary Bisset,
without again looking at him.

‘Good-night,” said Kit, dropping her hand in a
dazed way and watching her down the stairs till she
was lost in the gloom of her father's doorway.

‘And wull ye hae your tea noo, or wull ye wait for
Maister Grier,” said his landlady, putting her head
out at the door of the kitchen. ‘At ony rate, come in
an' shut the door!’

T don't want any tea! I shall never want tea
again!’ said Kit, seizing his hat and rushing down-
stairs.

Mrs. Christieson lifted up her hands and stood
looking after him.

‘Lord sake, is't as bad as that?’ she cried.

And having shut the outer door with a bang she
returned within, muttering that ‘it wasna sae in my
young days, the idea! 'Miss Bisset' - no less, and 'l
have a message for Mr. Kennedy,' as bold as brass.
And then when she tak's her leave, the puir laddie
wants nae tea and gangs fleein' doon the stair as if
he was oot o' his mind. It's a crying shame and a
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disgrace, and sae I wull tell Mistress Mairchbanks
when she comes up the stair to hear the news.’

But Kit was not long before he returned. He had
brought a small cash-box with a lever lock, and to
this he consigned the bank notes which he had so
wonderfully recovered. He noticed that nine of them
were new and crisp, but he did not know the reason.
He only knew that she had given them to him. So as
he was stooping over the great red painted box the
Whinnyliggate joiner had made for him to hold his
books and clothes in, he looked shamefacedly
around, and then with a swift furtive action he
kissed the paper which her hands had touched. But
he did not know what these rustling sheaves had
cost the girl. Then he placed in the cash-box besides
the money the tassel of an wumbrella, which
somehow had found its way mysteriously into his
pocket in spite of the fact that he had never owned
an umbrella in his life.

Down in the room below Mary Bisset was
surveying herself in the glass. She had been dabbing
her tear-stained eyes with a handkerchief after the
immemorial manner of women, and was now ‘seeing
how she looked’ before going into the kitchen to her
mother.

T did it for the best,’ she said. ‘And [ am very glad.
But I did want a new dress and cloak this winter. I
suppose this will turn. And at any rate he will never
know — I shall never, never let him speak to me
again.’

But at this point somehow she could not dab fast
enough, and had to sit down and bury her sobs in
the pillow lest her mother should come in and ask
her what was the matter.

The late post brought to Kit in his fifth floor
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chamber two letters and a visitor. The first letter was
from his mother and the visitor was his father.
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CHAPTER FORTY NINE

KIT’S MOTHER’S LETTER

Dear Son [so the letter began|, — | know not when I
shall get this letter written nor yet how I shall get it
forwarded to you. I must depend upon the
opportunities of a kind Providence.

God knows I would not distress you unless there
were need. But so sore has been my trouble and my
need so pressing that I have no other resource.

You know, dear Kit, that I have never complained,
but have been rather thankful that life held so much
for such an one as I. But now I cannot bear very
much longer.

My husband is grown so troubled in mind that he
is often quite past himself. I say not that he can help
himself, for his mood comes upon him like a
possession, and at such times I go in hourly fear of
my life. He has shut me out from the sight of any
human creature ever since be heard of your winning
the college bursary, at which I could not conceal my
joy.

Now he speaks of taking me to Sandhaven, there
to spend the winter. I know not what he has in his
mind. But as we are to pass through Edinburgh, I
hope to see you, though I know not how. We put up
(according to present intention) at the Tabernacle
Hotel, which is, I believe, situated in a street called
Leith Walk.

Be diligent at your lessons, dear son. And, Kit, do
not forget your prayers. The day may come when
they and the hope of death are all that remain to
you in this world. Pray for your mother also, that
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soon she may have that rest which is the alone
desire of her heart.

But first she would like to see you through the
college and established with credit in some
profession. I hope you will choose the holy ministry.

* * * * *

The letter ended sharply, without leave-taking or
signature, and to Kit's mind, now sharpened by
hatred and suspicion, this suggested that the
remainder had been cut short by the necessity of
concealment, or perhaps in order to take advantage
of a chance to have it forwarded.

The other letter was from Betty Landsborongh. It
ran more briefly:

DEArR Kit, — I write to let you know about your
mother. Walter MacWalter is, Rob and I both think,
plainly going out of his mind. And we think
something ought to be tried to get her away from
him, lest he do her a mortal mischief. He locks her
up in a room at Kirkoswald and keeps the key,
letting none go near her but himself. Heather Jock
brought the word, but Walter MacWalter has
threatened to shoot him if ever he catches him about
the house again.

Dear Kit, they say that you collegers have
holidays at Christmas time. Come home if you have
to walk all the way, and Rob Armour and you and
me will try to get her way from that man. It is not
safe. We are all in some measure of health here.
Your grandfather and grandmother are well at time
of writing. Laziness is all that is the matter with
Rob, also conceit of himself.
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Kit, I hope you are behaving yourself among the
Edinburgh lasses, and have not forgotten your old
friend,

BETTY LANDSBOROUGH.

* * * * *

While Kit perused his letters the ‘Orra Man’ sat
looking at him with a hungry look in his face. He
had noticeably improved in appearance since the
day after the Elysium. He now wore, not a spare suit
of Mr. Bisset's, but a well-cut overcoat, frock-coat,
and grey trousers. His carefully-brushed silk-hat lay
on the table brim upwards.

He continued to gaze wistfully and eagerly at the
letter in Kit's hand. Kit laid it on the table while he
read over Betty's.

‘Well?’ said Christopher Kennedy, M.A., a white
and quivering anxiety settling down upon his pale
face. He frequently smoothed his hair, now liberally
sprinkled with silver, and pulled at the moustache,
which, however, still remained black and long.

An impulse came over Kit. It was an old adage of
his grandfather's, which he had but lately begun to
understand the meaning of, that nothing steadies a
man like responsibility, or women like children of
their own.

Impulsively he thrust both letters across to his
father and sat looking at him as he tried to peruse
them. Christopher Kennedy laid the papers down,
gravely drew out a double eye-glass, carefully
adjusted it upon his nose, and lifted Lilias
MacWalter's letter with shaking fingers.

As he read his head drooped on his hand, and the
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letter was laid down on the table-cloth, with a fast-
falling rain of tears falling upon it.

Kit sat silent and waited.

At last his father looked up. He read both
communications more than once.

‘Kit,” he said, in an almost inaudible voice, ‘do you
think you can trust me with these letters? I have too
long stood apart as unworthy and allowed this
iniquity to go unchecked. Now, thank God, by the
help of my two friends and fellow-townsmen,
Alexander Strong and Daniel Bisset, | am depending
upon strength that is not my own. There lies upon
me a responsibility of which you know nothing. Will
you trust me a little longer, and do nothing in this
matter till I have laid these two letters before them?’

‘What has Mr. Strong or Mr. Bisset to do with my
mother?” said Kit, with sturdy  Scottish
unwillingness that such troubles should be spoken
of outside the family.

‘Mr. Strong nothing, save as one in whom I have
confided, and who has helped me as it does not
often fall to one man to help another. He has put
power and purpose into my poor life. But as to
Daniel Bisset and his daughter! That is another
matter! They are most intimately connected with all
that concerns Walter MacWalter.’

Kit felt that he was beyond his depth. But the
look of power and dignity on the ‘Orra Man's’ face
was so surprising that he suffered him to carry off
the letters.

Christopher Kennedy rose with the two papers in
his hand.

T will return as soon as we have decided upon a
plan of action,’ he said. ‘Fear nothing. God has given
Walter MacWalter into our hands, and the wronged
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woman who has been so long in the valley of the
shadow shall again walk in the light.’

He passed through the door and went down
stairs. Kit, sitting silent over his books, could hear
the door of the Bissets' flat open and shut. Then in a
while it opened again, and presently, looking past
the edge of the blind, he could see the broad
shoulders of Daniel Bisset and the tall, slender
figure of his father striding down the windy street
arm in arm. And he knew that the ex-drunkard and
the Infidel Lecturer were on their way to take
counsel with that eminently noble gentleman and
Christian minister, the Reverend Alexander Strong,
of the more than Metropolitan Church of Saint
Laurence.

Rob Grier came back in the highest spirits, and
slapped Kit on the back.

Tve got a berth for you after the New Year,” he
cried. ‘What do you think of that? There's a cousin
of my cub's who is going in for his medical 'prelim.'
He has yarned his father that he has passed
already, and now the old man is on the war-path
and is coming up at the end of the session to
prospect. Besides, he is ready to take his first
professional, and he can't unless he has passed his
preliminary. So I've promised that you will shove
him through.’

‘Why don't you do it yourself, Rob?’ said Kit,
smiling up at him.

‘Oh, Rob Grier kens his place,’ said the ex-smith,
dropping into the vernacular. ‘It's mainly Laitin and
Greek that he wants. Besides, I hae as muckle afore
my nose as I can manage!’

The two lads rose and shook hands without
words on either side.
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‘Now,’” said Rob, 9ust cast your blinker ower my
version, and tick the howlers wi' a killivine.” [i.e.
‘underline the bad mistakes with a lead pencil.’]

For this is the sort of a macaronic speech
produced by a few months of college life acting upon
a base of rich Galloway Doric.

An hour afterwards, in the great, bare study of
Alexander Strong, three men sat round a table.
Their host was summing up.

‘What you have to do is plain. You, Bisset, must
keep some of your people on their track from the
moment they reach the city. If Walter MacWalter is a
madman, he is most certainly a madman with a
plan in his head. The brother of the dead Mary
Bisset may have his own idea what that plan is.’

‘And you, my old college mate’ — he turned to the
Classical Master — ‘you have also your part to play
'in the strength of a man,' as Bisset might say; 'by
the help of God,' as I would put it. Right is on your
side. We will support you in that right. If MacWalter
shows fight, I will bring poor Nick French with me.
But he will not fight. At all hazards and at any cost
we must get this wronged woman out of his hands.’

‘Then,’ said Daniel Bisset, ‘it is agreed that we go
to Sandhaven and take Kit Kennedy and Mary Bisset
with us. That is, in the event of Walter MacWalter
taking his wife there.’

The others nodded, and then, standing up, they
all shook hands solemnly upon their compact.
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CHAPTER FIFTY

BAXTER'S FOLLY

The old inn of Port Baxter lies high up on the tall
cliffs between Sandhaven and Arbuckle on the east
coast of Scotland. The memory of the aboriginal
Baxter is not yet quite forgotten. The oldest
inhabitant has endless stories to tell of his
eccentricity, his startling wealth, and yet more
startling tales of how he acquired the latter. Baxter
of Baxter's had been an overseer and afterwards a
master in The West India plantations in the pre-
emancipation days. He was known indifferently as
the ‘Auld whupper-in’ and the ‘Slave-driver.’

Nevertheless, his descendants had fallen upon
evil times, and the most prominent now drove the
Sandhaven dustcart. But a certain awe and respect
still accompanied Baxter tertius on his rounds.
Though not naturally dusky, the nature of his
profession gave some colour to the universal opinion
that he had some ‘slaister o' the tar-brush’ about
him.

In the days before railways there could have been
no safer investment than the inn of Port Baxter. In
itself the port was nothing — a mere fringing hamlet
along a sandy bay far below; a dozen fishers divided
into three quaintly intermarried families engaged
chiefly in producing albinozed babies in thatched
cottages and cherishing odorous lobster-pots upon a
tiny quay. For all that, when first built 'Baxter's'
little deserved its nickname of 'Baxter's Folly.'

But, like Baxter's descendants, Baxter's had
fallen upon evil days. For the coaches had vanished
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from the roads and the bicycles were not yet. Still,
there was a certain traffic, carriers between the
three notable towns from which Baxter's lay about
equidistant, shepherds driving to or returning from
Fairport market or Falkirk Tryst, many sea bathers
in the summer time — an overpress of them indeed,
sleeping in tiers in the barn and on the dining-room
table of Baxter's, so, at least, they said in Fairport.
At all events, custom sufficient there was to make a
fairly rich woman of Mistress Meysie Conachar, the
plump and rosy hostess, who with her own shapely
hands served the liquors in the bar and clinked the
money into the till.

It was a dullish December evening that Hoggie
Haugh, hostler and factotum of Mistress Conachar,
was engaged in sweeping out the stable-yard of
Baxter's. Hoggie had obtained his wonderful
Christian name (if shape it could be called that
shape had none’) upon the ice at the play of the
curling stones. He suffered as a player from a
chronic inability to pass the ‘hog-score,” a sort of
great gulf fixed upon the rink, those failing to
overpass which abide in a kind of limbo, unclassed
and uncounted at the game's ending. As for Hoggie's
other name it was seldom heard, but on these
occasions was pronounced with the exact sound of
some one impolitely clearing his throat.

Now Hoggie was a stout fellow, shrewd, not
uncomely to look upon, and accounted to be ‘far
ben’ with his mistress. There were those who even
paid a kind of provisional court to Hoggie, as not
unlikely to stand behind the bar some day himself
and rattle the coin into the till, the coppers into one
sounding compartment and the tinkling silver into a
place by itself.
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Hoggie communed with himself as he swept his
besom steadily to and fro, — or rather, to be exact,
to, but not fro:

TIt's saft like, but it's gaun to be safter afore a' be
dune,” he confided to the clouds. He looked up at the
leaden pall which had spread above and sniffed at
the light breeze which came from the southeast. It
smelt moist in his nostrils. And Hoggie soliloquized
as he leaned upon his broom:

‘Snaw,” he said nodding his head, sagely; ‘an
ending o' snaw — wreaths and drifts o' snaw — a
close cover for Christmas, a white and sleekit New
Year. And packs o' veesitors in the hoose, or on their
road. Guid send that they be storm-stayed on their
way, for I kenna what they will do wi' themsel's. It's
a blessin' that the mistress has flour an' meal, hams
in raws and raws, and saxty hens on the baulks —
every hen o' them guid layers even in winter-time!’

He sniffed the air again. ‘It's aboot tea-time,
Hoggie,” he said; I wish ye could smell the ham fryin'
— Lord, here they come!’

As he spoke a high dog-cart whirled past and
drew up in the corner of the yard with a spirited
clatter and a spraying of the sand and gravel from
the tense forefeet of the black mare between the
shafts.

A tall dark man leaped down, and throwing the
reins carelessly to Hoggie he turned to assist a veiled
lady from the other seat. She was clad in black, and
wrapped from the cold in many folds of shawl.

‘Here, take the ribbons, don't stand malingering
there,” cried the dark man to Hoggie, ‘and if you
don't let her cool slowly and feed her well, I'll tan the
hide off you, my good man with the bullet head.’

‘The bullet head — very well,” said Hoggie, under
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his breath. T1l mind that! Tan my hide, master, will
ye? Hoggie Haugh kens a gentleman and a
gentleman's words. And he neither sees ane or hears
the ither.’

This to himself, and then with a sympathetic
glance at the silent figure standing waiting in the
snow he murmured, ‘Eh, the puir thing, I'll wager
she has nane o' her sorrows to seek wi' a black-a-
vised Turk like that! Tan my hide, will he? Let him
try't, that's a'l’

And Hoggie Haugh having led the black mare into
the stall, turned about and ‘'squared up'
scientifically at the back of the visitor which was
just vanishing into the bar, the silent woman
following meekly behind.

‘Eh, puir thing,’ said Hoggie again.

Hoggie went back to his sweeping, but now with a
more perfunctory diligence, owing in about equal
measure to the broad flakes of moist snow, which
had begun to fall lightly and airily, with many
upward liftings and side swirlings in the winds that
blew before the snow-storm, and to the fact that
Hoggie had an eye to keep on the kitchen of Baxter's
and an ear to direct towards the frizzle of the pan.

But before he had time to reach his desired haven
of a sonsy meat tea he discerned through the drift,
which began thinly to veil the face of the bleak
moorland, a number of dark figures advancing on
foot up the long steep ascent.

At this Hoggie threw down his broom with a
justifiable expression of disgust.

‘Mair and mair! They may be wantin' to stop ten
days like yon drawing craiturs that cam' at the time
o' the snaw-storm three year syne, and nearly ate us
oot o' hoose and hame. At the best they'll be bidin'
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for their tea, and Hoggie will hae to wait till the
mistress and Meg has them served. May the black
deil tak' a' stravaigers and run-the-countries that
are sae far left to themsel's as to forsake their ain
comfortable firesides in sic weather.’

Hoggie was at the gate by this time, and the
stoutest of the party of four came forward to speak
to him.

‘Are you the master of this inn?’ he said, politely.

Hoggie shook his head with a curious little smirk.

‘Na,” he said, 1 wadna tak' that upon mysel’ —
juist yet. But the mistress is busy ben the hoose,
and — weel, ye may say onything to me that ye hae
to say to her.’

‘We are three friends out from Edinburgh on a
walking tour in our Christmas holidays. At the last
moment my daughter wished to accompany us. I
fear there is a storm brewing. Could we have any
accommodation however humble, at your inn?’

Hoggie scratched his head.

‘Weel,' he said, ‘Ye'll hae to gang into the auld
hoose. For there’s a lady and’ — Hoggie paused —
he, could not conscientiously add 'a gentleman' — ‘a
man here already, and they hae engaged the best
rooms and the parlour. They hae had them bespoke
mair than three weeks. Sae gin ye want ony
accommodation, yell e'en hae to gang to the auld
hoose.’

‘A double-bedded room, and a small one for the
young lady, will be all we shall want, and we are
willing to go anywhere you can put us. Where is the
'‘auld hoose' of which you speak?’

Hoggie turned on his heel, and pointed to a long,
straggling, single-storied thatched house, whose
small windows looked into the quadrangle of out-
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buildings at the back of the larger inn.

‘That's the auld hoose,’ he said; ‘it was here before
ever there was a Baxter.’

The two seniors — who were, of course, the ‘Orra
Man’ and Daniel Bisset — looked at each other.

‘That will suit us admirably,” said Mr. Bisset. ‘Can
we go in now and take off our wet boots, and ease
the straps of our knapsacks?’

‘Ye maun hae been ill-fixed at hame that ye cam'
aff on a walkin' tour, an' wi' a lassie too, in weather
like this! But I suppose ye'll be English, an' the
Almighty, if He has gien them siller, has surely
withhauden a' common-sense frae the puir craiturs.
Come your ways ben. I bide in the auld hoose mysel'
— for the present. And I'se warrant ye'll no be waur
dune to there than if ye had the best bedroom in
Baxter's. Come ben! Come ben!’
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CHAPTER FIFTY ONE

‘HOW LONG, O LORD, HOW LONG?’

Lilias MacWalter sat in a little chillish sitting-room,
in the contracted grate of which a fire of wood and
peat was reluctantly burning up with a maximum of
smoke and a minimum of flame. She had thrown
down her shawls and bonnet upon the sofa, and
now she sat in the armchair by the fire looking
straight before her, a dull and hopeless ache
wrenching stolidly at her heart. She had suffered so
much that the acuteness had gone out of the pain
itself. Death and life seemed now very much alike to
her. Walter MacWalter grew every day more sullenly
enraged. Sometimes he would sit and watch her for
hours with hateful, malevolent eyes.

Again, without any apparent occasion, he would
hector and rage, threaten and bully, till only the
dulness of weariness and indifference preserved her
sanity.

On this occasion he strode restlessly up and
down the narrow apartment. He had the whip still in
his hand clutched in the middle, and every other
minute he would stop at the window and curse the
snow, which appeared somehow to irritate him past
endurance.

‘But for this I might have had it over tonight,” he
muttered. Pshaw! nothing goes right with me! But I
am glad, though, that the place looks different.’

He stopped before his wife.

‘Woman,’ he said, ‘rise up and look after the fire,
and see that the idle people bring us something to
eat.’
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Lilias stooped obediently, and began to arrange
the smouldering peat and dying embers. She blew
ineffectually till the man, laying his hand upon her
shoulder with a sudden fierce access of anger,
thrust her rudely aside.

‘Stand away from there,” he cried. ‘You blow all
the ash into the room. Get the dinner laid, and leave
me to attend to the fire myself.’

Lilias moved listlessly towards the door.

‘No,” thundered her husband, ‘did I not tell you
that you were not to go out of my sight on the peril
of your life? Dare to disobey me on your peril. Ring
the bell.’

And as the woman did not at once see the bell-
pull, which was hidden behind a deep curtain, he
rushed thither himself and pulled it till the cord
came off in his hand, and the released lever sprang
back with a wheezing screech.

Mistress Conachar of Baxter's Inn appeared a
moment after at the door of the private parlour, a
little flushed in the face, partly from the shortness of
breath natural to her years and manner of life, and
partly from an excusable anger at being summoned
thus imperiously in her own house.

As she entered Walter MacWalter threw the green
cord of the bell-pull on the floor.

‘Can you not bring up dinner at once? I ordered it
to be ready upon my arrival. Is three weeks too short
notice for you?’

You are nearly an hour before the time you
specified in your letter, sir,” said Mistress Conachar,
with dignity. ‘But I will spread the cloth.’

‘Yes, spread it and be done!’ returned Walter
MacWalter, striding to the window, and standing
there a tall, gloomy figure, the whip still clutched

441



Galloway Raiders Bigital Edition

nervously in his right hand.

Mistress Conachar erected herself, and sailed out
with the stately port of a galleon before the wind.

‘Indeed,’ she said, indignantly, ‘is this the King o'
Muscovy that we hae gotten at Baxter's? 'Spread the
cloth and be done!' It's not likely that Elspeth
Conachar will abide where her conversation is not
esteemed a privileege. Where's that guid-for-
naething Hoggie Haugh — oot at the auld hoose, ye
say, wi' mair tourist bodies? I wonder what's ta'en
the hale warld to travel at Christmas. Never was sic
daft-like ploys heard o' in my young days. Babbie,
tak' ben the second best service. Guid kens what sic
a monster micht no do to my best cheena. Faith, I'm
heart-sorry for yon puir peetifu'-lookin' thing that he
has for a wife. She appears no to be lang for this
warld. An' gin I was her I wadna muckle care, wi'
siccan a girnin' Hottentot for a man!’

When Walter MacWalter was left alone with his
wife he sat down opposite her.

You do not ask why I have brought you here,” he
said; 1 know your play and pretence of meekness.
But, my lady, I learned from a source you cannot
guess at of your letters to the old stone-breaker,
your father. I doubt not they were the means you
took of sending my money to the drunkard's son.
Now it seems that I cannot watch you closely
enough in your own house at Kirkoswald. But I can
here. I will not once let you out of my sight. You
shall see your old father on the parish before you
die. And I will make of your son just what his father
was. | cannot say more than that!’

Lilias had eaten nothing, and now sat with her
head turned away from her tormentor, looking into
the fire with an expression of more than mortal
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anguish.

‘How long, O Lord, how long? she was saying
within her own heart.

And it was not to be long. For so the Lord of the
snow and of the sea and of the heart of man had
decreed.

Walter MacWalter went on. His cord was
lengthened yet a little.

‘And let me tell you that now you are in a place
where you can do nothing to help your beggar's brat
or alter that which is coming to him. I saw Sowerby
of Cairn Edward, the other day, and he told me that
the brat was already proving the blood he came of.
He is spending his bursary money like water in the
vilest places. He will soon come to the end of it and
be disgraced. That is why I will take good care that
you do not send him any more. In a year I will see
him back at the hedge-root, where I have seen his
father lie. I shall live to have him sent to jail, and
you shall go to the trial — Lilias, pretty Lilias that
once flouted and despised Walter MacWalter. Have
not [ paid my debts in full?’

And the sound of his voice reached the ears of
three who listened beneath in the snow, and was
heard also by a fourth, who stood a little way
behind.

‘Aye,’ this last communed with himself, ‘oot o' his
mind, I wad say sae. That's never the voice o' a man
in his seven senses. Ye may coont on Hoggie Haugh
to keep an e'e on him. I'll never tak' a wink o' sleep
this nicht wi' that puir thing in his poo'er.’

For the excellent thought had come to Mr. Bisset,
so soon as he had heard Hoggie describe Walter
MacWalter as a ‘black-a-vised hyena,” that they
should take the ostler partly into their confidence. A
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crisp and ‘crunkly’ pound-note wonderfully assisted
the process, and the ‘Orra Man's’ discriminating
appreciation of the horses in the stable beneath the
auld hoose o' Baxter's bought Hoggie Haugh body
and soul.

‘He's gane to his ain bed and barred his door,
flingin-it to wi' a brainge that shook the hoose!’ was
Hoggie's last bulletin. T listen whiles at the puir
lass's window through the nicht, and gie ye a cry if
need be.’

T also will watch with you!’” said Christopher
Kennedy, M.A.
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CHAPTER FIFTY TWO

THE NIGHT-WATCH

Lilias MacWalter had long known her husband's
essential insanity. For years he had dwelt morbidly
upon her past. The boy Kit Kennedy was to
MacWalter the outward sign and token of her former
love for his father. Of a cast of mind originally coarse
and brutal without mental or moral reserves of
power, Walter MacWalter had grown to believe that
his chances of happiness depended upon the
removal of the boy out of his path, and for this
purpose he had systematically endeavoured to
separate Lilias and her son. But recently an idea far
more dangerous had taken its place. He had made a
mistake. The wife herself was the barrier to
happiness. The son must be ruined. The mother
would die of grief. He himself would be free — or, if
this failed him or proved too slow, he must discover
other means to free himself.

His return to places familiar to him in his
boyhood, his fits of alternate kindliness and
brutality would, to a medical man accustomed to
cases of delusion, have indicated influence and
homicidal mania, and have diagnosed Walter
MacWalter as belonging to the most dangerous class
of lunatics.

Yet he was a man of money, power, and
responsibility. It was impossible to restrain or
confine him. His mental states were not noted save
by his wife, and she, wearied and made even
indifferent by long-continued cruelty, mistook his
moods for the natural bias of a perverted jealousy,
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though a specialist on the alert would rather have
noted them as strong evidence of dementia. There
are lunatics who, being sane in the ordinary affairs
of business and the outward relations of mankind,
and having no one in any sort of authority over
them, cannot be proved to be insane till some overt
act of mania suddenly startles their world into
dreadful knowledge of their condition. Such maniacs
are perhaps the most dangerous of all.

It was, for instance, no unusual thing for Lilias to
awake in the night to the affrighting consciousness
that her husband had entered her room and was
standing silently by her bedside with arms folded
across his breast. Hour after hour he could remain
so, never for a moment removing his gaze from her
face. And then as the grey light of the morning stole
into the fearful chamber, and the blinds edged
themselves with brighter light, he would steal back
to his own room on tiptoe and fling himself upon his
bed, still fully dressed, only to repeat the
performance the following night.

It was a vigil like this, for the first time spied
upon by other eyes than those of the persecuted
woman, who had borne her trouble so silently
throughout the years, that Walter MacWalter kept
that stormy night of midwinter in the inn of Baxter's
Folly high on the cliffs of Sandhaven.

The two men, watching at the edges of the blind
through which the feeble glimmer of the night-light
shone like an illumination, saw Walter MacWalter
come in and stand by his wife's bed. Motionless for a
full hour they watched him. Their hands were on the
window-sill ready to throw up the sash and spring
into the room if he should lay hands upon her.

Presently Lilias moved in her sleep and moaned
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restlessly. The watcher by the bedside drew back a
little into the shadow of the curtain. Then, as she
became still, he again approached and, swiftly
stooping, glided his hand under the pillow.

He brought out in his hand a withered spray of
heather which once had been white. At the sight of it
a kind of fury took possession of him. He stamped
his stockinged foot on the threadbare carpet and
gnashed his teeth as he tore the dried fibres apart
and scattered the dust-like leaf meal upon the floor.

Lilias MacWalter turned over at the sounds and
opened her eyes upon the startling apparition of the
anger of her husband.

‘Walter,” she gasped, not yet fully awaked from
sleep. ‘Walter!” And could say no more.

And still the men at the window watched with
their hands tense upon the chill wood of the
window-frame. The Classical Master put his hand
behind him to feel his revolver easy in his hip-
pocket. But without a word, or once removing the
terrible fixity of his gaze from that of the woman,
Walter MacWalter backed to the door and so
disappeared.

And Lilias lay thus hour after hour, staring at the
blank black oblong of the door through which her
husband had disappeared, her lips and throat not
only parched but dessiccated, her brain almost
paralysed, her soul under the influence of such
deadly fear that she could not even pray the prayer
so familiar to her — the eternal appeal of the
sufferer to Him who, sitting at the helm of the
Universe, yet permits the suffering to continue —
‘How long, O Lord, how long?’

But now it was not to be so very long.

The light came clearer. The day broke. It was
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Lilias MacWalter's Christmas morning.

* * * * *

That morning was Christmas morning over all the
world. With the dawn the air had grown keen. The
soft breath of the cyclone had quite passed.
Glittering frost had fallen with the dropping of the
wind upon the hardy hollies and stunted laurels
around Baxter's Folly. The snow had not drifted
deeply and especially on a slope so windswept as
that of Baxter's Ness it was nowhere more than a
crust; while save for a wreath or two behind dykes,
the edge of the great cliffs which stand out into the
German Ocean all the way to Sandhaven were blown
wholly clear.

It was twelve of the clock on as fine a December
day as ever lighted up the white face of this northern
land before life or sound appeared in the rooms
occupied by Walter MacWalter and his wife.
Breakfast had been served at nine, but at eleven the
dishes had not been touched. For Babbie
MacGregor, the maid-of-all-work, had given so
terrifying an account of the dark-faced man who sat
at the table-end crumbling the ‘dottle’ of his pipe
upon the tablecloth and among the very dishes, and
had growled at her to let that fire alone for a
meddlesome fool when she went near to sweep up
the scattered ashes, that it was thought best to leave
everything alone for the present.

Hoggie, who did not seem to have anything to do
on Christmas morning, wandered to and fro near the
windows of the New House. He was prepared to
assert that he was pruning the rosebushes — that
is, if any one had asked him what he was finding to
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do there. But no one took any particular notice of
Hoggie.

The ‘Auld Hoose’ lay apparently untenanted, save
for a pew of reek which rose straight up into the
windless air. It was so still that when Mrs.
Conachar's Brahma rooster crowed suddenly in the
yard it brought a trickle of snow sliding down the
roof of the stable. Only a low growling sough very far
away could be heard, which was the sea calling
restlessly at the foot of Baxter's Heuchs.

Punctually at twelve the door of the New House
opened, and a little wreath of snow with a wavy
crest, which had been making a Cambridge blue
shadow upon itself, collapsed inwards on the mat.
Walter MacWalter held the door open for his wife to
pass. And Lilias came out, looking slender and even
girlish in her plain black dress outlined against the
spotless snow.

The pair turned into the high road together,
watched, however, from every window of the inn.
The ‘Auld Hoose’ stood blank and silent without
apparent observer. Only a black lump sped seaward
behind a dykeback where the snow was lying
thickest. It consisted of the hunched shoulders of
Hoggie Haugh.

‘This way,” said Walter MacWalter, cheerfully.

And his wife turned obediently at his word.

They had not proceeded far, however, when the
snow grew deeper in the hollows, and the progress of
Lilias became so painful that her husband, who
strode on before, waxed irritable and impatient.

‘Cannot you go faster than that?’ he growled.
‘Here, take my hand.’

But she shrank from the touch of his fingers and
struggled on, sinking to the knees at every step.
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‘This will never do,” he said; ‘turn back and we
will get the mare and trap.’

‘Here — fellow,” he shouted at the entrance of the
yard, ‘where is that drunken scoundrel of an ostler?’

But Hoggie was far out of sight or hearing.

T will put the beast in myself,” he said, angrily.

And striding from door to door round the yard he
soon found the black mare, and began with the
strong assured fingers of an expert to harness her.

The dog-cart was sheltered in the wide, bare
house which in its time had held many a snowed-up
coach with his Majesty's Royal red and gold on the
panels. Walter MacWalter drew it out by the shafts,
and had the whole turnout ready as quickly and as
neatly as any professional yardman.

‘Get in!’ The order to his wife came like a military
command.

But this was too much for one of the watching
contingent behind the blinds of Baxter's Inn. Mrs.
Conachar came out at the back door, a silver platter
in her hand and a paper folded upon it.

‘Will ye be pleased to look at this, sir, before ye
gang oot o' my yaird. It is the custom of the hoose.’

‘What is this?’ The words came gruffly as Walter
MacWalter tied a new knot upon his whiplash.

‘The accoont, sir, if your honour pleases!’

Walter MacWalter erected his head with a certain
gesture of surprised contempt.

1 am not a trickster,” he said, very proud and
high.

Tt is a custom o' the hoose, sir,’ repeated Mistress
Conachar, fearless and implacable where money was
concerned. Babbie MacGregor said afterwards that
she was ‘air feared to hear her mistress speakin'
that gate to him, and the muckle black hyeny lookin'
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as if he wad hae etten her. Oh, if I had only
jaloused!’

T am going for a little drive with my wife,” said
MacWalter. ‘To look at the view from the cliffs. I am
not going to run away!’

‘Na, but I dinna ken but your horse micht,” said
the stout-hearted landlady, still extending the silver
salver.

Babbie remarked that a ‘reesle-reesle ran up her
back like pittin' a clean sark on’ at her mistress's
words. She ‘couldna describe it itherwise, but she
kenned it was a warnin'’

Walter MacWalter pulled a thick wad of bank-
notes out of his pocket. He selected a couple,
throwing them to Mrs. Conachar with scorn, and
crying, ‘There, woman, will that content you?’ he
helped his wife into the dog-cart.

‘For the present, sir, I thank you!’ replied the
landlady, with strictly non-committal curtsey.

Tl gie him 'Spread the cloth and be done'! Na, na
— the black-a-vised gorilla doesna breathe that can
say the like o' that to Elspeth Conachar, though her
Jeems, puir man, is dead and in his restin' grave
thae fourteen years come Martinmas!’
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CHAPTER FIFTY THREE

BAXTER’S HEUCHS

During their short drive to the heights of Baxter's
Heuchs Walter MacWalter talked to his wife as he
had done during the first months of their married
life. He even pointed out places of interest familiar to
him from boyhood. There was Sandhaven itself,
glittering in the morning light, a watercolour in
white and red as the wet tiles took the sun and the
warmth beneath melted the thin snow. The smoke
was blowing blue and gossamer fine from it. He
showed her the fishing-boats bending their sails to
fare forth from the harbour-mouth, and the distant
light-house, a pillar of cloud by day, of fire by night,
rising from the sea as the low sun of winter shone
down on the myriad glasses of its crystal crown.

‘Now we will go across the fields to the finest view
of all! We have not had a holiday like this for a long
time,’” he said, cheerfully, leaping down and tying the
reins to a stone gate-post.

Though the mare had scarcely come half a mile,
he slung the bag of oats over her nose, and left her
to feed at the entering in of the bare field which
divides the high road to Sandhaven from the yet
more bald and wind-swept cliff-edge.

‘This way, Lilias,” he said, reaching his wife a
hand to help her over a great wreath of snow which
undulated behind the dyke and rose into a final
swirl that pushed a white nose a yard or two
through the gate itself.

It was the first time he had spoken her Christian
name in kindness for ten years.
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She did not reply but gave him a gloved hand,
and they went up the field without a word. A curious
kind of amazed apathy had come over her. She even
smiled to think how little she cared what should
happen to her.

They reached the highest part of Baxter's Heuchs,
from which the cliff began to drop, first in a little
short slope of bare grey turfage to the brink, and
then in a four hundred foot fall, sheer down upon
the myriad flashing facets of the restless winter sea.

There was haze to seaward, like the moonlight
which dwells in a large opal when you hold it so that
the prismatic colours are not seen. The sea was blue
and calm beneath, the waves the merest dancing
dimplings. But an intermittent heave and growl told
that a swell was running far into the caves which
undermined the huge headland of Baxter's Heuchs.

Lilias shivered a little. She put the shawl, which
she carried across her arm, about her shoulders.
She felt somehow that the sea looked chilly.

‘Yes, the view is fine,” said her husband, looking
out underneath his hand, ‘but I know a spot where
you can see the mouth of the Guillemots' Cave, with
the sea running straight into it. I have not seen it for
twenty years. But I think I can find the place. It
should be just by that little pinnacle on which the
raven is sitting!’

Lilias shrank back a little, as if unwilling to go
any nearer the verge.

T am tired,” she said; 1 think I would like to go
back to the inn.’

‘Nonsense,” he cried, hilariously, without,
however, looking at her, ‘It is a glorious morning,
and I am going to show you all the places I knew as
a boy. I remember walking here with -’
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He broke off short.

‘Give me your hand,” he said, abruptly, with a
quick change of voice. And he seized her fingers in a
grip like a vice.

There was a noise near him, a stone dislodged
itself from a crevice and trickled slowly down the
bald grey slope. Then with a quickening leap it sped
over the utmost cliff edge and fell — fell — fell — far
out of sight and hearing into a deep gulf below.

Walter MacWalter held up his left hand and
inclined his ear to listen.

He listened in vain. No splash came up, nor any
sound save the low booming from the caverns
under.

‘Four hundred feet,” he said, with a kind of
mounting exultation, ‘four hundred feet — and
then!’

They went on, Lilias with her fine boots growing
wet and discomfortable as the sharp slats cut them
and the snow sifted in. Afterwards it appeared to her
strange that at the moment her chief thought was a
feeling of regret that she had not put on a stronger
pair.

The edge of the cliff was thrown up in a sort of
bluff like the crest of a breaking wave. A little wind-
worn gallery ran beneath, aided in the task of
keeping its position by the original backward thrust
of the strata.

Walter MacWalter had been holding his wife by
the arm as they went up the last steep ascent. Now
they paused on the very edge. The world seemed
suddenly to grow hollow beneath them. And the
heart of Lilias — nay, all her body — seemed hollow
also. Her instinct was to clutch the arm of her
companion, and only an intense personal loathing
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kept her from yielding to it.

‘Come here and I will show you the mouth of the
Guillemots' Cave!’ he cried, in an excited tone.

He almost dragged Lilias to a lower jutting
pinnacle. ‘See,” he said, pointing downwards into the
gulf with his finger, ‘they are flying out and in like
spirits — like ghosts of the dead — while the sea
calls beneath. Four hundred feet! Look — look! They
are beckoning us.’

His voice rose to a shriek and he compelled her to
look over the verge.

As she did so he loosened his hold on her arm
and appeared to stumble with all his weight against
her. She fell forward — outward — downward — and
knew no more.
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CHAPTER FIFTY FOUR

WALTER MACWALTER MEETS MARY BISSET

When she came to herself Lilias found that she was
supported in arms which clasped her firmly about
the waist. Her head lay on some one's shoulder. This
was very strange, yet somehow as the buzzing in her
ears ceased, she seemed to find herself in some
strangely familiar place. She felt an incurious
content steal over her. She was quite ready to stay
where she was forever.

‘Mother,” she said, ‘is that you?’

But even as she said it she knew that her mother
was not there.

Then her eyes opened upon a world of dazzling
whiteness, upon the blue of a brilliant sky infinitely
removed.

Then her eyes lighted upon Walter MacWalter. He
was standing above her bedside looking at her as
she had seen him do last night. She shrieked aloud.

‘Oh, take him away — do not let him come near
me.’

Then a voice spoke in her ear, a voice she knew,
yet could not remember whose it was. It said, ‘He
will never come near you any more.’

She perceived that two men whom she had never
seen held her husband by the arms, while her son
Kit, very hale and strong, stood behind with a
strange, alert, triumphant look on his face.

But the voice behind belonged to some one else.

‘Who are you?’ she faltered, trying weakly to turn
her head.

'Lilias, I am your husband,” said Christopher
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Kennedy, laying her gently back on the grass and
looking down into her eyes.

* * * * *

Joy does not kill, as the story-books aver.
Perhaps for the reason that when it comes suddenly
and unexpectedly like an angel from heaven, it is not
at first believed in.

Slowly Lilias became aware that the elder of the
two men who held her husband was speaking. The
sense of his words seemed to come to her from an
infinite distance.

‘Listen, Walter MacWalter,” he was saying. ‘You
know me. You have known me all your life. I am
Daniel Bisset, brother of Mary Bisset, your dead —
your murdered wife.’

Walter MacWalter tried to thrust his guards from
him, but they held him fast, Hoggie Haugh hanging
upon his arm with the grip of a giant, and Kit
Kennedy standing behind ready to assist in case of
need.

Yes — murdered,’ said Daniel Bisset, solemnly.
‘We suspected it before. We know it now. From the
place from which Mary Bisset fell you would have
thrown Lilias Kennedy today, even as twenty years
ago you sent my sister to her death.’

‘Lilias Kennedy,” The words came scornfully from
the lips of the baffled madman.

‘Aye, Lilias Kennedy, no other,’ said the Classical
Master, coming forward — for his charge was now
sufficiently recovered to sit up (and, after the
manner of women, begin to arrange her hair). ‘She is
my wife, not yours. Alexander Strong, of Edinburgh,
has found poor Nick French whom we thought dead.
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He has kept the original marriage lines of
Christopher Kennedy and Lilias Armour. So long as I
thought her happy I would never have come forward.
I would have kept myself where she would never
have known. But now —’

Tt is a lie — a lie — a devil’s lie,” cried Walter
MacWalter, furiously, foaming at the mouth.

Then Daniel Bisset spoke again.

Tt is a truth which the judges of the land will
believe, as they will believe the witness of us four
men — when you, Walter MacWalter, are tried for
the attempted murder of Lilias Kennedy and the
accomplished murder of Mary Bisset, my sister and
your wife.’

With a quick access of maniacal strength the
prisoner cast his guards this way and that from him.
Even then he would have sprung upon Lilias but for
the shining tube of a revolver which looked at him
from the right hand of the Classical Master. He
heard his guards rushing at him from behind. With
a quick swing he turned, dashed between them,
knocked Kit down flat on his back, and ran along by
the edge of the cliff in the direction of the gate at
which he had left the black mare tethered.

But at the first dip of the ground, in a little
sheltered hollow, he came upon a girl sitting. She
held her hat in her hand as if enjoying the winter
sunshine, and as he ran towards her she rose with a
startled look on her pale face.

The maniac stopped dead in his career with a
strange gasping cry.

‘Mary Bisset! In God's name, Mary Bisset! Touch
me not. Out of my way, fiend!” he shouted.

And swerving to the left to avoid the wrath of his
victim, he stumbled upon the imminent verge of the
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cliff, and fell outward and forward. He clutched at
nothing as he fell, and as it were wrenched himself
round, till his distorted face looked up at the
accusing phantom who had confronted him so
startlingly. That face vanished like a falling stone.

And from below there came an agonized cry of
‘Mary Bisset! Mary Bisset!’

Then silence.

459



Galloway Raiders Bigital Edition
EPILOGUE

The fragments must be briefly gathered up. Lilias
Kennedy began a new life from that day forth. Her
husband long tried in the fire, had come forth
refined. These two went to the South of England for
the winter, and Daniel Bisset accompanied them 'for
his health's sake,' he said. But the Classical Master
knew better.

1 thank you, Daniel,” he said; ‘next year I shall be
able to walk without swaddling bands — by the
blessing of God.’

‘Amen to that,” said the Infidel Lecturer.

Mary Bisset gave up her situation and went with
them but her mother refused to quit Edinburgh.

T will keep the house open and the fireside warm
against your return,’ she said.

Dick listed in the Scots Greys which were
quartered at Piershill, and his father refused to buy
him off in spite of his mother's many prayers.

Tt is his one chance!’ he said.

Kit went back to his college course, and when he
came in spring to the Cottage under the Crae Wood
he had two medals to show the Elder. But he had
heard news that had saddened him. With one of the
curious freaks of violent and passion-driven men
Walter MacWalter had left all his property to Mary
Bisset, the only daughter of his dead wife. Kit felt
that now Mary was separated from him by a great
gulf fixed.

He said this to Betty, to whom he communicated
all his woes.

‘Nonsense — try her,” said that experienced
person; ‘Rob tried me a score o' times afore I wad
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hae him. Only a fool ever takes it for granted that a
woman will say no.’
And Kit took Betty's advice.

* * * * *

It was the bright heart of May when Mary Bisset
came to Kirkoswald with her adopted father. Mr. and
Mrs. Christopher Kennedy were already there,
putting the place in some sort of order. They had
refused to remain, however, in spite of many
invitations.

1 can maintain my own wife, thank God,” said
Christopher Kennedy, Senior, with some pride. T
have been appointed Classical Master at the
Edinburgh Athenzeum. It is not a great school, but it
is better on that account for one so long out of
practice. Lilias and I have taken a house, and we
start work after the holidays. Daniel will be near us.’

Mary Bisset was infinitely distressed that Lilias
would not consent to receive any of the inheritance
of Walter MacWalter.

1 am not his widow. I never was your father's
wife. I will have nothing that ever belonged to him. It
is yours by right and by gift. But if you put my
father and mother back in the Dornal they will die
happy.’

And so it was arranged. Rob and Betty jointly and
severally agreeing to work the farm for them.

‘But I wad like to see the Rob or the Betty that
will mak' me ither than mistress o' my ain hoose,’
said Kit's grandmother.

‘Fegs,” said Willie Gilroy, who had come to see
them comfortably settled, ‘ye are o' the same mind
as my wife.’
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‘What, Willie, ye are never married again?’

The Sheriff's officer admitted the accusation with
a shake of his head.

‘Wha is’t, Willie,” cried Betty Landsborough, who
was naturally much interested.

TIt’s juist Meg Patterson frae Clarebrand.’

‘But she’s surely no young. Willie, hoo auld is
she?’

‘God kens,’ said Willie. 1 misdoot she’ll never dee
decently, this yin. I think I'll hae to shoot her!’

* * * * *

Kit found Mary in the renovated drawing-room of
Kirkoswald. She was looking prettier than ever
before, eyes seemed somehow to fill the room, even
as once it had filled Kit’s heart under the Edinburgh
gas-lamps.

He took her hand and bent his head towards her.

‘What is it Kit?’ she said.

You are a great lady now,” he said very low. ‘You
are the owner of all this.’

The pretty girl was silent a little, looking up at his
drooping head with a singularly sweet smile. Then
she went a little nearer to him.

‘Ask me if there is nothing else I would like better
to be!’ she said at last.

Then Kit asked, and found that there was.
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The Black Douglas

Kit Kennedy

Ione March

Joan of the Sword Hand
Stickit Minister's Wooing
Little Anna Mark
Cinderella

The Firebrand

Love Idylls

The Silver Skull

The Dark o' the Moon
Flower o' the Corn

The Adventurer in Spain
The Banner of Blue
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1904
1904
1904
1904
1905
1905
1905
1905
1906
1907
1907
1907
1908
1908
1908
1908
1909
1909
1909
1909
1909
1910
1911
1911
1911
1912
1912
1912
1913
1913
1914

Love of Miss Anne
Strong Mac

Raiderland

Red Cap Tales

Maid Margaret

The Cherry Ribband

Kid McGhie

Sir Toady Crusoe

White Plumes of Navarre
Me and Myn

Little Esson

Vida

Deep Moat Grange
Princess Penniless
Bloom o' the Heather
Red Cap Adventures
The Dew of Their Youth
Men of the Mountain
Seven Wise Men

My Two Edinburghs
Rose of the Wilderness
Young Nick and Old Nick
The Lady of a 100 Dresses
Love in Pernicketty Town
The Smugglers

Anne of the Barricades
Sweethearts at Home
The Moss Troopers
Sandy's Love

A Tatter of Scarlet

Silver Sand
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POSTHUMOUS PUBLICATIONS
1915 Hal o' the Ironsides
1917 The Azure Hand

1920 The White Pope

1926 Rogues' Island

2016 Peter the Renegade

Find out more about Crockett’s life literature and
legacy at: www.gallowayraiders.co.uk
www.srcrockett.weebly.com and The Galloway
Raiders YouTube channel at www.youtube.com

‘Mayhap that is the best fortune of all — to be loved
by a few greatly and constantly, rather than to be

loudly applauded and immediately forgotten by the
many.’

R Gudol
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