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CHAPTER 1





EVENING IN GLENAVELIN

From the heart of a great hill land Glenavelin stretches west
and south to the wider Gled valley, where its stream joins with the
greater water in its seaward course. Its head is far inland in a
place of mountain solitudes, but its mouth is all but on the lip of
the sea, and salt breezes fight with the flying winds of the hills.
It is a land of green meadows on the brink of heather, of
far-stretching fir woods that climb to the edge of the uplands and
sink to the fringe of corn. Nowhere is there any march between art
and nature, for the place is in the main for sheep, and the single
road which threads the glen is little troubled with cart and
crop-laden wagon. Midway there is a stretch of wood and garden
around the House of Glenavelin, the one great dwelling-place in the
vale. But it is a dwelling and a little more, for the home of the
real lords of the land is many miles farther up the stream, in the
moorland house of Etterick, where the Avelin is a burn, and the
hills hang sharply over its source. To a stranger in an afternoon
it seems a very vale of content, basking in sun and shadow, green,
deep, and silent. But it is also a place of storms, for its name
means the "glen of white waters," and mist and snow are commoner in
its confines than summer heats.

On a very wet evening in June a young man in a high dogcart was
driving up the glen. A deer-stalker's cap was tied down over his
ears, and the collar of a great white waterproof defended his neck.
A cheerful bronzed face was shadowed by the peak of his cap, and
two very keen grey eyes peered out into the mist. He was driving
with tight rein, for the mare was fresh and the road had awkward
slopes and corners; but none the less he was dreaming, thinking
pleasant thoughts, and now and then looking cheerily at the ribs of
hill which at times were cleared of mist. His clean-shaven face was
wet and shining with the drizzle, pools formed on the floor of the
cart, and the mare's flanks were plastered with the weather.

Suddenly he drew up sharp at the sight of a figure by the
roadside.

"Hullo, Doctor Gracey," he cried, "where on earth have you come
from? Come in and I'll give you a lift."

The figure advanced and scrambled into the vacant seat. It was a
little old man in a big topcoat with a quaint-fashioned wide-awake
hat on his head. In ill weather all distinctions are swept away.
The stranger might have been a statesman or a tramp.

"It is a pleasure to see you, Doctor," and the young man grasped a
mittened hand and looked into his companion's face. There was
something both kindly and mirthful in his grey eyes.

The old man arranged his seat comfortably, buttoned another button
at the neck of the coat, and then scrutinised the driver. "It's
four years—four years in October since I last cast eyes on you,
Lewie, my boy," he said. "I heard you were coming, so I refused a
lift from Haystounslacks and the minister. Haystounslacks was
driving from Gledsmuir, and unless the Lord protects him he will be
in Avelin water ere he gets home. Whisky and a Glenavelin road
never agree, Lewie, as I who have mended the fool's head a dozen
times should know. But I thought you would never come, and was
prepared to ride in the next baker's van." The Doctor spoke with
the pure English and high northern voice of an old school of
professional men, whose tongue, save in telling a story, knew not
the vernacular, and yet in its pitch and accent inevitably betrayed
their birthplace. Precise in speech and dress, uncommonly skilful,
a mild humorist, and old in the world's wisdom, he had gone down
the evening way of life with the heart of a boy.

"I was delayed—I could not help it, though I was all afternoon at
the job," said the young man. "I've seen a dozen and more tenants
and I talked sheep and drains till I got out of my depth and was
gravely corrected. It's the most hospitable place on earth, this,
but I thought it a pity to waste a really fine hunger on the
inevitable ham and eggs, so I waited for dinner. Lord, I have an
appetite! Come and dine, Doctor. I am in solitary state just now,
and long, wet evenings are dreary."

"I'm afraid I must excuse myself, Lewie," was the formal answer,
with just a touch of reproof. Dinner to Doctor Gracey was a serious
ceremony, and invitations should not be scattered rashly. "My
housekeeper's wrath is not to be trifled with, as you should
know."

"I do," said the young man in a tone of decent melancholy. "She
once cuffed my ears the month I stayed with you for falling in the
burn. Does she beat you, Doctor?"

"Indeed, no," said the little old gentleman; "not as yet. But
physically she is my superior and I live in terror." Then abruptly,
"For heaven's sake, Lewie, mind the mare."

"It's all right," said the driver, as the dogcart swung neatly
round an ugly turn. "There's the mist going off the top of Etterick
Law, and—why, that's the end of the Dreichill?"

"It's the Dreichill, and beyond it is the Little Muneraw. Are you
glad to be home, Lewie?"

"Rather," said the young man gravely. "This is my own countryside,
and I fancy it's the last place a man forgets."

"I fancy so—with right-thinking people. By the way, I have much to
congratulate you on. We old fogies in this desert place have been
often seeing your name in the newspapers lately. You are a most
experienced traveller."

"Fair. But people made a great deal more of that than it deserved.
It was very simple, and I had every chance. Some day I will go out
and do the same thing again with no advantages, and if I come back
you may praise me then."

"Right, Lewie. A bare game and no chances is the rule of war. And
now, what will you do?"

"Settle down," said the young man with mock pathos, "which in my
case means settling up also. I suppose it is what you would call
the crucial moment in my life. I am going in for politics, as I
always intended, and for the rest I shall live a quiet country life
at Etterick. I've a wonderful talent for rusticity."

The Doctor shot an inquiring glance from beneath the flaps of his
hat. "I never can make up my mind about you, Lewie."

"I daresay not. It is long since I gave up trying to make up my
mind about myself."

"When you were a very small and very bad boy I made the usual
prophecy that you would make a spoon or spoil a horn. Later I
declared you would make the spoon. I still keep to that opinion,
but I wish to goodness I knew what shape your spoon would
take."

"Ornamental, Doctor, some odd fancy spoon, but not useful. I feel
an inner lack of usefulness."

"Humph! Then things are serious, Lewie, and I, as your elder,
should give advice; but confound it, my dear, I cannot think what
it should be. Life has been too easy for you, a great deal too
easy. You want a little of the salt and iron of the world. You are
too clever ever to be conceited, and you are too good a fellow ever
to be a fool, but apart from these sad alternatives there are
numerous middle stages which are not very happy."

The young man's face lengthened, as it always did either in repose
or reflection.

"You are old and wise, Doctor. Have you any cure for a man with
sufficient money and no immediate profession to prevent
stagnation?"

"None," said the Doctor; "but the man himself can find many. The
chief is that he be conscious of his danger, and on the watch
against it. As a last expedient I should recommend a second course
of travel."

"But am I to be barred from my home because of this bogey of
yours?"

"No, Lewie lad, but you must be kept, as you say, 'up to scratch,'"
and the old face smiled. "You are too good to waste. You Haystouns
are high-strung, finicking people, on whom idleness sits badly.
Also you are the last of your race and have responsibilities. You
must remember I was your father's friend, and knew you all
well."

At the mention of his father the young man's interest
quickened.

"I must have been only about six years old when he died. I find so
few people who remember him well and can tell me about him."

"You are very like him, Lewie. He began nearly as well as you; but
he settled down into a quiet life, which was the very thing for
which he was least fitted. I do not know if he had altogether a
happy time. He lost interest in things, and grew shy and rather
irritable. He quarrelled with most of his neighbours, and got into
a trick of magnifying little troubles till he shrank from the
slightest discomfort."

"And my mother?"

"Ah, your mother was different—a cheery, brave woman. While she
lived she kept him in some measure of self-confidence, but you know
she died at your birth, Lewie, and after that he grew morose and
retiring. I speak about these things from the point of view of my
profession, and I fancy it is the special disease which lies in
your blood. You have all been over-cultured and enervated; as I
say, you want some of the salt and iron of life."

The young man's brow was furrowed in a deep frown which in no way
broke the good-humour of his face. They were nearing a cluster of
houses, the last clachan of sorts in the glen, where a kirk steeple
in a grove of trees proclaimed civilization. A shepherd passed them
with a couple of dogs, striding with masterful step towards home
and comfort. The cheery glow of firelight from the windows pleased
both men as they were whirled through the raw weather.

"There, you see," said the Doctor, nodding his head towards the
retreating figure; "there's a man who in his own way knows the
secret of life. Most of his days are spent in dreary, monotonous
toil. He is for ever wrestling with the weather and getting
scorched and frozen, and the result is that the sparse enjoyments
of his life are relished with a rare gusto. He sucks his pipe of an
evening with a zest which the man who lies on his back all day
smoking knows nothing about. So, too, the labourer who hoes turnips
for one and sixpence the day. They know the arduousness of life,
which is a lesson we must all learn sooner or later. You people who
have been coddled and petted must learn it, too; and for you it is
harder to learn, but pleasanter in the learning, because you stand
above the bare need of things, and have leisure for the adornments.
We must all be fighters and strugglers, Lewie, and it is better to
wear out than to rust out. It is bad to let choice things become
easily familiar; for, you know, familiarity is apt to beget a
proverbial offspring."

The young man had listened attentively, but suddenly he leaned from
the seat and with a dexterous twitch of his whip curled it round
the leg of a boy of sixteen who stood before a cottage.

"Hullo, Jock," he cried. "When are you coming up to see me? Bring
your brother some day and we'll go and fish the Midburn." The
urchin pulled off a ragged cap and grinned with pleasure.

"That's the boy you pulled out of the Avelin?" asked the Doctor. "I
had heard of that performance. It was a good introduction to your
home-coming."

"It was nothing," said the young man, flushing slightly. "I was
crossing the ford and the stream was up a bit. The boy was fishing,
wading pretty deep, and in turning round to stare at me he slipped
and was carried down. I merely rode my horse out and collared him.
There was no danger."

"And the Black Linn just below," said the Doctor, incredulously.
"You have got the usual modesty of the brave man, Lewie."

"It was a very small thing. My horse knew its business— that was
all." And he flicked nervously with the whip.

A grey house among trees rose on the left with a quaint gateway of
unhewn stone. The dogcart pulled up, and the Doctor scrambled down
and stood shaking the rain from his hat and collar. He watched the
young man till, with a skilful turn, he had entered Etterick gates,
and then with a more meditative face than is usual in a hungry man
he went through the trees to his own dwelling.













CHAPTER 2





LADY MANORWATER'S GUESTS



When the afternoon train from the south drew into Gledsmuir
station, a girl who had been devouring the landscape for the last
hour with eager eyes, rose nervously to prepare for exit. To Alice
Wishart the country was a novel one, and the prospect before her an
unexplored realm of guesses. The daughter of a great merchant, she
had lived most of her days in the ugly environs of a city, save for
such time as she had spent at the conventional schools. She had
never travelled; the world of men and things was merely a name to
her, and a girlhood, lonely and brightened chiefly by the
companionship of books, had not given her self-confidence. She had
casually met Lady Manorwater at some political meeting in her
father's house, and the elder woman had taken a strong liking to
the quiet, abstracted child. Then came an invitation to Glenavelin,
accepted gladly yet with much fear and searching of heart. Now, as
she looked out on the shining mountain land, she was full of
delight that she was about to dwell in the heart of it. Something
of pride, too, was present, that she was to be the guest of a great
lady, and see something of a life which seemed infinitely remote to
her provincial thoughts. But when her journey drew near its end she
was foolishly nervous, and scanned the platform with anxious
eye.



The sight of her hostess reassured her. Lady Manorwater was a
small middle-aged woman, with a thin classical face, large
colourless eyes, and untidy fair hair. She was very plainly
dressed, and as she darted forward to greet the girl with entire
frankness and kindness, Alice forgot her fears and kissed her
heartily. A languid young woman was introduced as Miss Afflint, and
in a few minutes the three were in the Glenavelin carriage with the
wide glen opening in front.



"Oh, my dear, I hope you will enjoy your visit. We are quite
a small party, for Jack says Glenavelin is far too small to
entertain in. You are fond of the country, aren't you? And of
course the place is very pretty. There is tennis and golf and
fishing; but perhaps you don't like these things? We are not very
well off for neighbours, but we are large enough in number to be
sufficient to ourselves. Don't you think so, Bertha?" And Lady
Manorwater smiled at the third member of the group.



Miss Afflint, a silent girl, smiled back and said nothing.
She had been engaged in a secret study of Alice's face, and
whenever the object of the study raised her eyes she found a pair
of steady blue ones beaming on her. It was a little disconcerting,
and Alice gazed out at the landscape with a fictitious
curiosity.



They passed out of the Gled valley into the narrower strath
of Avelin, and soon, leaving the meadows behind, went deep into the
recesses of woods. At a narrow glen bridged by the road and bright
with the spray of cascades and the fresh green of ferns, Alice
cried out in delight, "Oh, I must come back here some day and
sketch it. What a Paradise of a place!"



"Then you had better ask Lewie's permission." And Lady
Manorwater laughed.



"Who is Lewie?" asked the girl, anticipating some gamekeeper
or shepherd.



"Lewie is my nephew. He lives at Etterick, up at the head of
the glen."



Miss Afflint spoke for the first time. "A very good man. You
should know Lewie, Miss Wishart. I'm sure you would like him. He is
a great traveller, you know, and has written a famous book. Lewis
Haystoun is his full name."



"Why, I have read it," cried Alice. "You mean the book about
Kashmir. But I thought the author was an old man."



"Lewie is not very old," said his aunt; "but I haven't seen
him for years, so he may be decrepit by this time. He is coming
home soon, he says, but he never writes. I know two of his friends
who pay a Private Inquiry Office to send them news of him."



Alice laughed and became silent. What merry haphazard people
were these she had fallen among! At home everything was docketed
and ordered. Meals were immovable feasts, the hour for bed and the
hour for rising were more regular than the sun's. Her father was
full of proverbs on the virtue of regularity, and was wont to
attribute every vice and misfortune to its absence. And yet here
were men and women who got on very well without it. She did not
wholly like it. The little doctrinaire in her revolted and she was
pleased to be censorious.



"You are a very learned young woman, aren't you?" said Lady
Manorwater, after a short silence. "I have heard wonderful stories
about your learning. Then I hope you will talk to Mr. Stocks, for I
am afraid he is shocked at Bertha's frivolity. He asked her if she
was in favour of the Prisons Regulation Bill, and she was very
rude."



"I only said," broke in Miss Afflint, "that owing to my lack
of definite local knowledge I was not in a position to give an
answer commensurate with the gravity of the subject." She spoke in
a perfect imitation of the tone of a pompous man.



"Bertha, I do not approve of you," said Lady Manorwater. "I
forbid you to mimic Mr. Stocks. He is very clever, and very much in
earnest over everything. I don't wonder that a butterfly like you
should laugh, but I hope Miss Wishart will be kind to him."



"I am afraid I am very ignorant," said Alice hastily, "and I
am very useless. I never did any work of any sort in my life, and
when I think of you I am ashamed."



"Oh, my dear child, please don't think me a paragon," cried
her hostess in horror. "I am a creature of vague enthusiasms and I
have the sense to know it. Sometimes I fancy I am a woman of
business, and then I take up half a dozen things till Jack has to
interfere to prevent financial ruin. I dabble in politics and I
dabble in philanthropy; I write review articles which nobody reads,
and I make speeches which are a horror to myself and a misery to my
hearers. Only by the possession of a sense of humour am I saved
from insignificance."



To Alice the speech was the breaking of idols. Competence,
responsibility were words she had been taught to revere, and to
hear them light-heartedly disavowed seemed an upturning of the
foundation of things. You will perceive that her education had not
included that valuable art, the appreciation of the
flippant.



By this time the carriage was entering the gates of the park,
and the thick wood cleared and revealed long vistas of short hill
grass, rising and falling like moorland, and studded with solitary
clumps of firs. Then a turn in the drive brought them once more
into shadow, this time beneath a heath-clad knoll where beeches and
hazels made a pleasant tangle. All this was new, not three years
old; but soon they were in the ancient part of the policy which had
surrounded the old house of Glenavelin. Here the grass was lusher,
the trees antique oaks and beeches, and grey walls showed the
boundary of an old pleasure-ground. Here in the soft sunlit
afternoon sleep hung like a cloud, and the peace of centuries dwelt
in the long avenues and golden pastures. Another turning and the
house came in sight, at first glance a jumble of grey towers and
ivied walls. Wings had been built to the original square keep, and
even now it was not large, a mere moorland dwelling. But the
whitewashed walls, the crow-step gables, and the quaint Scots
baronial turrets gave it a perfection to the eye like a house in a
dream. To Alice, accustomed to the vulgarity of suburban villas
with Italian campaniles, a florid lodge a stone's throw from the
house, darkened too with smoke and tawdry with paint, this
old-world dwelling was a patch of wonderland. Her eyes drank in the
beauty of the place—the great blue backs of hill beyond, the acres
of sweet pasture, the primeval woods.



"Is this Glenavelin?" she cried. "Oh, what a place to live
in!"



"Yes, it's very pretty, dear." And Lady Manorwater, who
possessed half a dozen houses up and down the land, patted her
guest's arm and looked with pleasure on the flushed girlish
face.



Two hours later, Alice, having completed dressing, leaned out
of her bedroom window to drink in the soft air of evening. She had
not brought a maid, and had refused her hostess's offer to lend her
her own on the ground that maids were a superfluity. It was her
desire to be a very practical young person, a scorner of modes and
trivialities, and yet she had taken unusual care with her toilet
this evening, and had spent many minutes before the glass. Looking
at herself carefully, a growing conviction began to be
confirmed—that she was really rather pretty. She had reddish-brown
hair and—a rare conjunction— dark eyes and eyebrows and a delicate
colour. As a small girl she had lamented bitterly the fate that bad
not given her the orthodox beauty of the dark or fair maiden, and
in her school days she had passed for plain. Now it began to dawn
on her that she had beauty of a kind—the charm of strangeness; and
her slim strong figure had the grace which a wholesome life alone
can give. She was in high spirits, curious, interested, and
generous. The people amused her, the place was a fairyland and
outside the golden weather lay still and fragrant among the
hills.



When she came down to the drawing-room she found the whole
party assembled. A tall man with a brown beard and a slight stoop
ceased to assault the handle of a firescreen and came over to greet
her. He had only come back half an hour ago, he explained, and so
had missed her arrival. The face attracted and soothed her.
Abundant kindness lurked in the humorous brown eyes, and a queer
pucker on the brow gave him the air of a benevolent despot. If this
was Lord Manorwater, she had no further dread of the great ones of
the earth. There were four other men, two of them mild, spectacled
people, who had the air of students and a precise affected mode of
talk, and one a boy cousin of whom no one took the slightest
notice. The fourth was a striking figure, a man of about forty in
appearance, tall and a little stout, with a rugged face which in
some way suggested a picture of a prehistoric animal in an old
natural history she had owned. The high cheek-bones, large nose,
and slightly protruding eyes had an unfinished air about them, as
if their owner had escaped prematurely from a mould. A quantity of
bushy black hair— which he wore longer than most men-enhanced the
dramatic air of his appearance. It was a face full of vigour and a
kind of strength, shrewd, a little coarse, and solemn almost to the
farcical. He was introduced in a rush of words by the hostess, but
beyond the fact that it was a monosyllable, Alice did not catch his
name.



Lord Manorwater took in Miss Afflint, and Alice fell to the
dark man with the monosyllabic name. He had a way of bowing over
his hand which slightly repelled the girl, who had no taste for
elaborate manners. His first question, too, displeased her. He
asked her if she was one of the Wisharts of some unpronounceable
place.



She replied briefly that she did not know. Her grandfathers
on both sides had been farmers.



The gentleman bowed with the smiling unconcern of one to whom
pedigree is a matter of course.



"I have heard often of your father," he said. "He is one of
the local supports of the party to which I have the honour to
belong. He represents one great section of our retainers, our host
another. I am glad to see such friendship between the two." And he
smiled elaborately from Alice to Lord Manorwater.



Alice was uncomfortable. She felt she must be sitting beside
some very great man, and she was tortured by vain efforts to
remember the monosyllable which had stood for his name. She did not
like his voice, and, great man or not, she resented the obvious
patronage. He spoke with a touch of the drawl which is currently
supposed to belong only to the half-educated classes of
England.



She turned to the boy who sat on the other side of her. The
young gentleman—his name was Arthur and, apparently, nothing
else—was only too ready to talk. He proceeded to explain,
compendiously, his doings of the past week, to which the girl
listened politely. Then anxiety got the upper hand, and she asked
in a whisper, _a propos_ of nothing in particular, the name of her
left-hand neighbour.



"They call him Stocks," said the boy, delighted at the tone
of confidence, and was going on to sketch the character of the
gentleman in question when Alice cut him short.



"Will you take me to fish some day?" she asked.



"Any day," gasped the hilarious Arthur. "I'm ready, and I'll
tell you what, I know the very burn—" and he babbled on happily
till he saw that Miss Wishart had ceased to listen. It was the
first time a pretty girl had shown herself desirous of his company,
and he was intoxicated with the thought.



But Alice felt that she was in some way bound to make the
most of Mr. Stocks, and she set herself heroically to the task. She
had never heard of him, but then she was not well versed in the
minutiae of things political, and he clearly was a politician.
Doubtless to her father his name was a household word. So she spoke
to him of Glenavelin and its beauties.



He asked her if she had seen Royston Castle, the residence of
his friend the Duke of Sanctamund. When he had stayed there he had
been much impressed—



Then she spoke wildly of anything, of books and pictures and
people and politics. She found him well-informed, clever, and
dogmatic. The culminating point was reached when she embarked on a
stray remark concerning certain events then happening in
India.



He contradicted her with a lofty politeness.



She quoted a book on Kashmir.



He laughed the authority to scorn. "Lewis Haystoun?" he
asked. "What can he know about such things? A wandering dilettante,
the worst type of the pseudo-culture of our universities. He must
see all things through the spectacles of his upbringing."



Fortunately he spoke in a low voice, but Lord Manorwater
caught the name.



"You are talking about Lewie," he said; and then to the table
at large, "do you know that Lewie is home? I saw him
to-day."



Bertha Afflint clapped her hands. "Oh, splendid! When is he
coming over? I shall drive to Etterick to-morrow. No— bother! I
can't go to-morrow, I shall go on Wednesday."



Lady Manorwater opened mild eyes of surprise. "Why didn't the
boy write?" And the young Arthur indulged in sundry exclamations,
"Oh, ripping, I say! What? A clinking good chap, my cousin
Lewie!"



"Who is this Lewis the well-beloved?" said Mr. Stocks. "I was
talking about a very different person—Lewis Haystoun, the author of
a foolish book on Kashmir."



"Don't you like it?" said Lord Manorwater, pleasantly. "Well,
it's the same man. He is my nephew, Lewie Haystoun. He lives at
Etterick, four miles up the glen. You will see him over here
to-morrow or the day after."



Mr. Stocks coughed loudly to cover his discomfiture. Alice
could not repress a little smile of triumph, but she was forbearing
and for the rest of dinner exerted herself to appease her
adversary, listening to his talk with an air of deference which he
found entrancing.



Meanwhile it was plain that Lord Manorwater was not quite at
ease with his company. Usually a man of brusque and hearty address,
he showed his discomfort by an air of laborious politeness. He was
patronized for a brief minute by Mr. Stocks, who set him right on
some matter of agricultural reform. Happening to be a specialist on
the subject and an enthusiastic farmer from his earliest days, he
took the rebuke with proper meekness. The spectacled people were
talking earnestly with his wife. Arthur was absorbed in his dinner
and furtive glances at his left-hand neighbour. There remained
Bertha Afflint, whom he had hitherto admired with fear. To talk
with her was exhausting to frail mortality, and he had avoided the
pleasure except in moments of boisterous bodily and mental health.
Now she was his one resource, and the unfortunate man, rashly
entering into a contest of wit, found himself badly worsted by her
ready tongue. He declared that she was worse than her mother, at
which the unabashed young woman replied that the superiority of
parents was the last retort of the vanquished. He registered an
inward vow that Miss Afflint should be used on the morrow as a
weapon to quell Mr. Stocks.



When Alice escaped to the drawing-room she found Bertha and
her sister—a younger and ruddier copy—busy with the letters which
had arrived by the evening post. Lady Manorwater, who reserved her
correspondence for the late hours, seized upon the girl and carried
her off to sit by the great French windows from which lawn and park
sloped down to the moorland loch. She chattered pleasantly about
many things, and then innocently and abruptly asked her if she had
not found her companion at table amusing.



Alice, unaccustomed to fiction, gave a hesitating "Yes," at
which her hostess looked pleased. "He is very clever, you know,"
she said, "and has been very useful to me on many
occasions."



Alice asked his occupation.



"Oh, he has done many things. He has been very brave and
quite the maker of his own fortunes. He educated himself, and then
I think he edited some Nonconformist paper. Then he went into
politics, and became a Churchman. Some old man took a liking to him
and left him his money, and that was the condition. So I believe he
is pretty well off now and is waiting for a seat. He has been
nursing this constituency, and since the election comes off in a
month or two, we asked him down here to stay. He has also written a
lot of things and he is somebody's private secretary." And Lady
Manorwater relapsed into vagueness.



The girl listened without special interest, save that she
modified her verdict on Mr. Stocks, and allowed, some degree of
respect for him to find place in her heart. The fighter in life
always appealed to her, whatever the result of his struggle.



Then Lady Manorwater proceeded to hymn his excellences in an
indeterminate, artificial manner, till the men came into the room,
and conversation became general. Lord Manorwater made his way to
Alice, thereby defeating Mr. Stocks, who tended in the same
direction. "Come outside and see things, Miss Wishart," he said.
"It's a shame to miss a Glenavelin evening if it's fine. We must
appreciate our rarities."



And Alice gladly followed him into the still air of dusk
which made hill and tree seem incredibly distant and the far waters
of the lake merge with the moorland in one shimmering golden haze.
In the rhododendron thickets sparse blooms still remained, and all
along by the stream-side stood stately lines of yellow iris above
the white water-ranunculus. The girl was sensitive to moods of
season and weather, and she had almost laughed at the incongruity
of the two of them in modern clothes in this fit setting for an old
tale. Dickon of Glenavelin, the sworn foe of the Lord of Etterick,
on such nights as this had ridden up the water with his bands to
affront the quiet moonlight. And now his descendant was pointing
out dim shapes in the park which he said were prize cattle.



"Whew! what a weariness is civilization!" said the man, with
comical eyes. "We have been making talk with difficulty all the
evening which serves no purpose in the world. Upon my word, my
kyloes have the best of the bargain. And in a month or so there
will be the election and I shall have to go and rave— there is no
other word for it, Miss Wishart—rave on behalf of some fool or
other, and talk Radicalism which would make your friend Dickon turn
in his grave, and be in earnest for weeks when I know in the bottom
of my heart that I am a humbug and care for none of these things.
How lightly politics and such matters sit on us all!"



"But you know you are talking nonsense," said the serious
Alice. "After all, these things are the most important, for they
mean duty and courage and—and—all that sort of thing."



"Right, little woman," said he, smiling; "that is what Stocks
tells me twice a day, but, somehow, reproof comes better from you.
Dear me! it's a sad thing that a middle-aged legislator should be
reproved by a very little girl. Come and see the herons. The young
birds will be everywhere just now."



For an hour in the moonlight they went a-sightseeing, and
came back very cool and fresh to the open drawing-room window. As
they approached they caught an echo of a loud, bland voice saying,
"We must remember our moral responsibilities, my dear Lady
Manorwater. Now, for instance—"



And a strange thing happened. For the first time in her life
Miss Alice Wishart felt that the use of loud and solemn words could
jar upon her feelings. She set it down resignedly to the evil
influence of her companion.



In the calm of her bedroom Alice reviewed her recent hours.
She admitted to herself that she would enjoy her visit. A healthy
and active young woman, the mere prospect of an open-air life gave
her pleasure. Also she liked the people. Mentally she epitomized
each of the inmates of the house. Lady Manorwater was all she had
pictured her—a dear, whimsical, untidy creature, with odd shreds of
cleverness and a heart of gold. She liked the boy Arthur, and the
spectacled people seemed harmless. Bertha she was prepared to
adore, for behind the languor and wit she saw a very kindly and
capable young woman fashioned after her own heart. But of all she
liked Lord Manorwater best. She knew that he had a great
reputation, that he was said to be incessantly laborious, and she
had expected some one of her father's type, prim, angular, and
elderly. Instead she found a boyish person whom she could scold,
and with women reproof is the first stone in the foundation of
friendship. On Mr. Stocks she generously reserved her judgment,
fearing the fate of the hasty.



 











CHAPTER 3





UPLAND WATER



When Alice woke next morning the cool upland air was flooding
through the window, and a great dazzle of sunlight made the world
glorious. She dressed and ran out to the lawn, then past the loch
right to the very edge of the waste country. A high fragrance of
heath and bog-myrtle was in the wind, and the mouth grew cool as
after long draughts of spring water. Mists were crowding in the
valleys, each bald mountain top shone like a jewel, and far aloft
in the heavens were the white streamers of morn. Moorhens were
plashing at the loch's edge, and one tall heron rose from his early
meal. The world was astir with life: sounds of the _plonk-plonk_ of
rising trout and the endless twitter of woodland birds mingled with
the far-away barking of dogs and the lowing of the full-uddered
cows in the distant meadows. Abashed and enchanted, the girl
listened. It was an elfin land where the old witch voices of hill
and river were not silenced. With the wind in her hair she climbed
the slope again to the garden ground, where she found a solemn-eyed
collie sniffing the fragrant wind in his morning stroll.



Breakfast over, the forenoon hung heavy on her hands. It was
Lady Manorwater's custom to let her guests sit idle in the morning
and follow their own desire, but in the afternoon she would plan
subtle and far-reaching schemes of enjoyment. It was a common
saying that in her large good-nature she amused people regardless
of their own expense. She would light-heartedly make town-bred folk
walk twenty miles or bear the toil of infinite drives. But this was
after lunch; before, her guests might do as they pleased. Lord
Manorwater went off to see some tenant; Arthur, after vain efforts
to decoy Alice into a fishing expedition, went down the stream in a
canoe, because to his fool's head it seemed the riskiest means of
passing the time at his disposal; Bertha and her sister were
writing letters; the spectacled people had settled themselves below
shady trees with voluminous papers and a pile of books. Alice alone
was idle. She made futile expeditions to the library, and returned
with an armful of volumes which she knew in her heart she would
never open. She found the deepest and most comfortable chair and
placed it in a shady place among beeches. But she could not stay
there, and must needs wander restlessly about the gardens, plucking
flowers and listlessly watching the gardeners at their work.



Lunch-time found this young woman in a slightly irritable
frame of mind. The cause direct and indirect was Mr. Stocks, who
had found her alone, and had saddled her with his company for the
space of an hour and a half. His vein had been _badinage_ of the
serious and reproving kind, and the girl had been bored to
distraction. But a misspent hour is soon forgotten, and the sight
of her hostess's cheery face would have restored her to good humour
had it not been for a thought which could not be exorcised. She
knew of Lady Manorwater's reputation as an inveterate matchmaker,
and in some subtle way the suspicion came to her that that goddess
had marked herself as a quarry. She found herself next Mr. Stocks
at meals, she had already listened to his eulogy from her hostess's
own lips, and to her unquiet fancy it seemed as if the others stood
back that they two might be together. Brought up in an atmosphere
of commerce, she was perfectly aware that she was a desirable match
for an embryo politician, and that sooner or later she would be
mistress of many thousands. The thought was a barbed vexation. To
Mr. Stocks she had been prepared to extend the tolerance of a happy
aloofness; now she found that she was driven to dislike him with
all the bitterness of unwelcome proximity.



The result of such thoughts was that after lunch she
disregarded her hostess's preparations and set out for a long hill
walk. Like all perfectly healthy people, much exercise was as
welcome to her as food and sleep; ten miles were refreshing;
fifteen miles in an afternoon an exaltation. She reached the moor
beyond the policies, and, once past this rushy wilderness, came to
the Avelin-side and a single plank bridge which she crossed lightly
without a tremor. Then came the highway, and then a long planting
of firs, and last of all the dip of a rushing stream pouring down
from the hills in a lonely wooded hollow. The girl loved to
explore, and here was a field ripe for adventure.



Soon she grew flushed with the toil and the excitement;
climbing the bed of the stream was no child's play, for ugly
corners had to be passed, slippery rocks to be skirted, and many
breakneck leaps to be effected. Her spirits rose as the spray from
little falls brushed her face and the thick screen of the birches
caught in her hair. When she reached a vantage-rock and looked down
on the chain of pools and rapids by which she had come, a cry of
delight broke from her lips. This was living, this was the zest of
life! The upland wind cooled her brow; she washed her hands in a
rocky pool and arranged her tangled tresses. What did she care for
Mr. Stocks or any man? He was far down on the lowlands talking his
pompous nonsense; she was on the hills with the sky above her and
the breeze of heaven around her, free, sovereign, the queen of an
airy land.



With fresh wonder she scrambled on till the trees began to
grow sparser and an upland valley opened in view. Now the burn was
quiet, running in long shining shallows and falling over little
rocks into deep brown pools where the trout darted. On either side
rose the gates of the valley—two craggy knolls each with a few
trees on its face. Beyond was a green lawnlike place with a great
confusion of blue mountains hemmed around its head. Here, if
anywhere, primeval peace had found its dwelling, and Alice, her
eyes bright with pleasure, sat on a green knoll, too rapt with the
sight for word or movement.



Then very slowly, like an epicure lingering at a feast, she
walked up the banks of the burn, now high above a trough of rock,
now down in a green winding hollow. Suddenly she came on the
spirits of the place in the shape of two boys down on their faces
groping among the stones of a pool.



One was very small and tattered, one about sixteen; both were
barefoot and both were wet and excited. "Tam, ye stot, ye've let
the muckle yin aff again," groaned the smaller. "Oh, be canny, man!
If we grip him it'll be the biggest trout that the laird will have
in his basket," The elder boy, who was bearing the heat and burden
of the work, could only groan "Heather!" at intervals. It seemed to
be his one exclamation.



Now it happened that the two ragamuffins lifted their eyes
and saw to their amazement a girl walking on the bank above them, a
girl who smiled comrade-like on them and seemed in no way
surprised. They propped themselves on their elbows and stared.
"Heather!" they ejaculated in one breath. Then they, too, grinned
broadly, for it was impossible to resist so good-humoured an
intruder. She held her head high and walked like a queen, till a
turn of the water hid her. "It's a wumman," gasped the smaller boy.
"And she's terrible bonny," commented the more critical brother.
Then the two fell again to the quest of the great trout.



Meanwhile the girl pursued her way till she came to a fall
where the bank needed warier climbing. As she reached the top a
little flushed and panting, she became conscious that the upland
valley was not without inhabitants. For, not six paces off, stood a
man's figure, his back turned towards her, and his mind apparently
set on mending a piece of tackle.



She stood for a moment hesitating. How could she pass without
being seen? The man was blissfully unconscious of her presence, and
as he worked he whistled Schubert's "Wohin," and whistled it very
badly. Then he fell to apostrophizing his tackle, and then he grew
irritable. "Somebody come and keep this thing taut," he cried.
"Tam, Jock! where on earth are you?"



The thing in question was lying at Alice's feet in wavy
coils.



"Jock, you fool, where are you?" cried the man, but he never
looked round and went on biting and tying. Then an impulse took the
girl and she picked up the line. "That's right," cried the man,
"pull it as tight as you can," and Alice tugged heroically at the
waterproof silk. She felt horribly nervous, and was conscious that
she must look a very flushed and untidy young barbarian. Many times
she wanted to drop it and run away, but the thought of the menaces
against the absent Jock and of her swift discovery deterred her.
When he was done with her help he might go on working and never
look round. Then she would escape unnoticed down the burn.



But no such luck befell her. With a satisfied tug he
pronounced the thing finished and wheeled round to regard his
associates. "Now, you young wretches—" and the words froze on his
lips, for in the place of two tatterdemalion boys he saw a young
girl holding his line limply and smiling with much
nervousness.



"Oh," he cried, and then became dumb and confused. He was shy
and unhappy with women, save the few whom he had known from
childhood. The girl was no better. She had blushed deeply, and was
now minutely scanning the stones in the burn. Then she raised her
eyes, met his, and the difficulty was solved by both falling into
fits of deep laughter. She was the first to speak.



"I am so sorry I surprised you. I did not see you till I was
close to you, and then you were abusing somebody so terribly that
to stop such language I had to stop and help you. I saw Tam and
Jock at a pool a long way down, so they couldn't hear you, you
know."



"And I'm very much obliged to you. You held it far better
than Tam or Jock would have done. But how did you get up
here?"



"I climbed up the burn," said Alice simply, putting up a hand
to confine a wandering tress. The young man saw a small, very
simply dressed girl, with a flushed face and bright, deep eyes. The
small white hat crowned a great tangle of wonderful reddish gold
hair. She held herself with the grace which is born of natural
health and no modish training; the strong hazel stick, the
scratched shoes, and the wet fringes of her gown showed how she had
spent the afternoon. The young man, having received an excellent
education, thought of Dryads and Oreads.



Alice for her part saw a strong, well-knit being, with a
brown, clean-shaven face, a straight nose, and a delicate, humorous
mouth. He had large grey eyes, very keen, quizzical, and kindly.
His raiment was disgraceful—an old knickerbocker suit with a
ruinous Norfolk jacket, patched at the elbows and with leather at
wrist and shoulder. Apparently he scorned the June sun, for he had
no cap. His pockets seemed bursting with tackle, and a discarded
basket lay on the ground. The whole figure pleased her, its rude
health, simplicity, and disorder. The atrocious men who sometimes
came to her father's house had been miracles of neatness, and Mr.
Stocks was wont to robe his person in the most faultless of
shooting suits.



A fugitive memory began to haunt the girl. She had met or
heard of this man before. The valley was divided between Glenavelin
and Etterick. He was not the Doctor, and he was not the minister.
Might not he be that Lewie, the well-beloved, whose praises she had
heard consistently sung since her arrival? It pleased her to think
that she had been the first to meet the redoubtable young
man.



To them there entered the two boys, the younger dangling a
fish. "It is the big trout ye lost," he cried. "We guddled 'um. We
wad has gotten 'um afore, but a wumman frichted 'um." Then turning
unabashed to Alice, he said in accusing tones, "That's the
wumman!"



The elder boy gently but firmly performed on his brother the
operation known as "scragging." It was a subdued spirit which
emerged from the fraternal embrace.



"Pit the fush in the basket, Tam," said he, "and syne gang
away wide up the hill till I cry ye back." The tones implied that
his younger brother was no fit company for two gentlemen and a
lady.



"I won't spoil your fishing," said Alice, fearing fratricidal
strife. "You are fishing up, so I had better go down the burn
again." And with a dignified nod to the others she turned to
go.



Jock sprang forward with a bound and proceeded to stone the
small Tarn up the hill. He coursed that young gentleman like a dog,
bidding him "come near," or "gang wide," or "lie down there," to
all of which the culprit, taking the sport in proper spirit, gaily
responded.



"I think you had better not go down the burn," said the man
reflectively. "You should keep the dry hillside. It is
safer."



"Oh, I am not afraid," said the girl, laughing.



"But then I might want to fish down, and the trout are very
shy there," said he, lying generously.



"Well, I won't then, but please tell me where Glenavelin is,
for the stream-side is my only direction."



"You are staying there?" he asked with a pleased face. "We
shall meet again, for I shall be over to-morrow. That fence on the
hillside is their march, and if you follow it you will come to the
footbridge on the Avelin. Many thanks for taking Jock's place and
helping me."



He watched her for a second as she lightly jumped the burn
and climbed the peaty slope. Then he turned to his fishing, and
when Alice looked back from the vantage-ground of the hill shoulder
she saw a figure bending intently below a great pool. She was no
coquette, but she could not repress a tinge of irritation at so
callous and self-absorbed a young man. Another would have been
profuse in thanks and would have accompanied her to point out the
road, or in some way or other would have declared his appreciation
of her presence. He might have told, her his name, and then there
would have been a pleasant informal introduction, and they could
have talked freely. If he came to Glenavelin to-morrow, she would
have liked to appear as already an acquaintance of so popular a
guest.



But such thoughts did not long hold their place. She was an
honest young woman, and she readily confessed that fluent manners
and the air of the _cavaliere servente_ were things she did not
love. Carelessness suited well with a frayed jacket and the
companionship of a hill burn and two ragged boys. So, comforting
her pride with proverbs, she returned to Glenavelin to find the
place deserted save for dogs, and in their cheering presence read
idly till dinner.



 











CHAPTER 4





AFTERNOON IN A GARDEN



The gardens of Glenavelin have an air of antiquity beyond the
dwelling, for there the modish fashions of another century have
been followed with enthusiasm. There are clipped yews and long
arched avenues, bowers and summer-houses of rustic make, and a
terraced lawn fringed with a Georgian parapet. A former lord had
kept peacocks innumerable, and something of the tradition still
survived. Set in the heart of hilly moorlands, it was like a cameo
gem in a tartan plaid, a piece of old Vauxhall or Ranelagh in an
upland vale. Of an afternoon sleep reigned supreme. The shapely
immobile trees, the grey and crumbling stone, the lone green walks
vanishing into a bosky darkness were instinct with the quiet of
ages. It needed but Lady Prue with her flounces and furbelows and
Sir Pertinax with his cane and buckled shoon to re-create the
ancient world before good Queen Anne had gone to her rest.



In one of the shadiest corners of a great lawn Lady
Manorwater sat making tea. Bertha, with a broad hat shading her
eyes, dozed over a magazine in a deck-chair. That morning she and
Alice had broken the convention of the house and gone riding in the
haughlands till lunch. Now she suffered the penalty and dozed, but
her companion was very wide awake, being a tireless creature who
knew not lethargy. Besides, there was sufficient in prospect to
stir her curiosity. Lady Manorwater had announced some twenty times
that day that her nephew Lewis would come to tea, and Alice,
knowing the truth of the prophecy, was prepared to receive
him.



The image of the forsaken angler remained clear in her
memory, and she confessed to herself that he interested her. The
girl had no connoisseur's eye for character; her interest was the
frank and unabashed interest in a somewhat mysterious figure who
was credited by all his friends with great gifts and a surprising
amiability. After breakfast she had captured one of the spectacled
people, whose name was Hoddam. He was a little shy man, one of the
unassuming tribe of students by whom all the minor intellectual
work of the world is done, and done well. It is a great class,
living in the main in red-brick villas on the outskirts of academic
towns, marrying mild blue-stockings, working incessantly, and
finally attaining to the fame of mention in prefaces and
foot-notes, and a short paragraph in the _Times_ at the last... Mr.
Hoddam did not seek the company of one who was young, pretty, an
heiress, and presumably flippant, but he was flattered when she
plainly sought him.



"Mr. Lewis Haystoun is coming here this afternoon," she had
announced. "Do you know him?"



"I have read his book," said her victim.



"Yes, but did you not know him at Oxford? You were there with
him, were you not?"



"Yes, we were there together. I knew him by sight, of course,
for he was a very well-known person. But, you see, we belonged to
very different sets."



"How do you mean?" asked the blunt Alice.



"Well, you see," began Mr. Hoddam awkwardly—absolute honesty
was one of his characteristics—"he was very well off, and he lived
with a sporting set, and he was very exclusive."



"But I thought he was clever—I thought he was rather
brilliant?"



"Oh, he was! Indubitably! He got everything he wanted, but
then he got them easily and had a lot of time for other things,
whereas most of us had not a moment to spare. He got the best First
of his year and the St. Chad's Fellowship, but I think he cared far
more about winning the 'Varsity Grind. Men who knew him said he was
an extremely good fellow, but he had scores of rich sporting
friends, and nobody else ever got to know him. I have heard him
speak often, and his manner gave one the impression that he was a
tremendous swell, you know, and rather conceited. People used to
think him a sort of universal genius who could do everything. I
suppose he was quite the ablest man that had been there for years,
but I should think he would succeed ultimately as the man of action
and not as the scholar."



"You give him a most unlovely character," said the
girl.



"I don't mean to. I own to being entirely fascinated by him.
But he was never, I think, really popular. He was supposed to be
intolerant of mediocrity; and also he used to offend quite honest,
simple-minded people by treating their beliefs very cavalierly. I
used to compare him with Raleigh or Henri IV.—the proud, confident
man of action."



Alice had pondered over Mr. Hoddam's confessions and was
prepared to receive the visitor with coldness. The vigorous little
democrat in her hated arrogance. Before, if she had asked herself
what type on earth she hated most, she would have decided for the
unscrupulous, proud man. And yet this Lewis must be lovable. That
brown face had infinite attractiveness, and she trusted Lady
Manorwater's acuteness and goodness of heart.



Lord Manorwater had gone off on some matter of business and
taken the younger Miss Afflint with him. As Alice looked round the
little assembly on the lawn, she felt for the first time the
insignificance of the men. The large Mr. Stocks was not at his best
in such surroundings. He was the typical townsman, and bore with
him wherever he went an atmosphere of urban dust and worry. He
hungered for ostentation, he could only talk well when he felt that
he impressed his hearers; Bertha, who was not easily impressed, he
shunned like a plague. The man, reflected the censorious Alice, had
no shades or half-tones in his character; he was all bald, strong,
and crude. Now he was talking to his hostess with the grace of the
wise man unbending.



"I shall be pleased indeed to meet your nephew," he said. "I
feel sure that we have many interests in common. Do you say he
lives near?"



Lady Manorwater, ever garrulous on family matters, readily
enlightened him. "Etterick is his, and really all the land round
here. We simply live on a patch in the middle of it. The shooting
is splendid, and Lewie is a very keen sportsman. His mother was my
husband's sister, and died when he was born. He is wonderfully
unspoiled to have had such a lonely boyhood."



"How did the family get the land?" he asked. It was a matter
which interested him, for democratic politician though he was, he
looked always forward to the day when he should own a pleasant
country property, and forget the troubles of life in the Nirvana of
the respectable.



"Oh, they've had it for ages. They are a very old family, you
know, and look down upon us as parvenus. They have been everything
in their day—soldiers, statesmen, lawyers; and when we were decent
merchants in Abbeykirk three centuries ago, they were busy making
history. When you go to Etterick you must see the pictures. There
is a fine one by Jameson of the Haystoun who fought with Montrose,
and Raeburn painted most of the Haystouns of his time. They were a
very handsome race, at least the men; the women were too florid and
buxom for my taste."



"And this Lewis—is he the only one of the family?"



"The very last, and of course he does his best to make away
with himself by risking his precious life in Hindu Kush or Tibet or
somewhere." Her ladyship was geographically vague.



"What a pity he does not realize his responsibilities!" said
the politician. "He might do so much."



But at the moment it dawned upon the speaker that the skirker
of responsibilities was appearing in person. There strode towards
them, across the lawn, a young man and two dogs.



"How do you do, Aunt Egeria?" he cried, and he caught her
small woman's hand in a hard brown one and smiled on the little
lady.
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