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‘All is well,’ Judith said quietly, coming forward
  and stroking the red apples of the sofa. ‘I shall
  not leave you, Jennifer. It is better I remain.’

As her hand mechanically stroked those same
  rosy apples, so friendly and familiar, she reflected.

Yes, this simple sentence declared the crisis of
  her whole existence. Nothing ever again could
  matter to her so deeply as this decision. With
  it she had cut away half her life, and perhaps the
  better half. She was not by nature a dramatic
  woman; moreover, she had but lately returned
  from the funeral of the best friend she had, and
  she was forty-seven years of age in this month
  of January 1822. So—for women then thought
  forty-seven a vast age—she should be past
  drama. Quietly she sat down on the sofa, leaned
  forward, looking into the fire. Jennifer Herries
  was speaking with eager excitement, but Judith
  did not hear her. Jennifer was fifty-two and
  should also be past drama but, although a lazy
  woman, she liked sensation when it did not put
  herself to discomfort.

Judith at that moment heard and saw nothing
  but the past, the past that she was irrevocably
  forsaking. Strange how the same patterns were for ever returning! Her father had been a
  rogue and a vagabond, a rebel against all the
  order and material discipline of the proper
  Herries. In his early years he had married
  Convention and of her had had a son, late in life
  he had married a gipsy and of her had had a
  daughter in his old age, when he was over seventy.
  David at one end of his life, Judith at the other.

In their histories again the pattern had been
  repeated. David of his marriage had had two
  sons: Will the money-maker, Francis the
  dreamer. Will prospered even now in the City;
  Francis was a failure, dead of his own hand.

And with their children again the pattern was
  repeated. For Will’s son Walter was triumphant
  near by in his house at Westaways, and Francis’
  widow, Jennifer, and Francis’ children, John and
  Dorothy, remained, undefended, here at Uldale.

It was here that she, Judith, came into the
  pattern. Daughter of two vagabonds, mother of
  an illegitimate boy, she should be vagrant. Half
  of her—the finer, truer, more happy and fortunate
  half—(she nodded at the fire in confirmation)
  was so. But the other half was proper, managing,
  material, straight-seeing Herries. She threw her
  wild half into the blaze (her hand flickered towards
  the fire). It was gone. She remained to fight
  for Jennifer, Jennifer’s children, John and Dorothy,
  and, maybe, who knows? . . . her own boy Adam.

To fight whom? Here Jennifer’s voice broke
  through:

‘. . . That will be most agreeable. I have
  always said that the Yellow Room needs but a trifle altering and it will make . . . but Francis
  would never see it. And with a new wallpaper.
  . . . We must certainly have a new wallpaper. . . .’

To fight Walter Herries, and all that were his.
  As ‘Rogue’ Herries in his tumble-down house in
  Borrowdale had fought all the world, as Francis
  his grandson had tried to fight the world and
  failed, so now would she fight Walter, flamboyant,
  triumphing Walter, made of Will and his money-bags,
  sworn to extinguish Jennifer and her children
  and all that were in Fell House, Uldale.

It had been the wish of her whole life to flee
  from all the Herries and live in the hills as her
  mother had lived before her, but Walter Herries
  had challenged her and she had taken up the
  challenge.

‘. . . Not that it should be difficult,’ Jennifer
  was saying, ‘to find another girl to work with
  Doris. Girls will come willingly enough now
  that you are going to remain, Judith, dear. . . .’

Walter and his two children, Uhland and
  Elizabeth, with all the money in the world,
  against Jennifer and her children, undefended and
  helpless, Judith and her Adam, fatherless and
  by law without a name. . . .

Jennifer was going on: ‘And Walter will not dare, now that you are remaining, Judith. . . . You
  are the only one of us all of whom he is afraid. . . .
  He will not dare. . . .’

Would he not, so large and confident and
  powerful? Had he not said that he would snuff
  them out—Jennifer, John, Dorothy—raze Fell
  House to the ground? And what had she, small, elderly, alone, with no one in the world
  belonging to her save Adam, to oppose to that
  strength?

Nevertheless, she looked across to Jennifer
  triumphantly.

‘We will give Walter something to think
  about,’ she said.

‘And you can go to Watendlath when you
  wish,’ Jennifer said.

‘Oh no. Watendlath is over for me. Watendlath
  is ended, a closed valley.’

‘But how foolish, Judith. It is only a mile or
  two.’

‘It is the other end of the world.’



She did not tell anyone how that night, with
  Adam asleep beside her, she cried. She lay
  awake for half the night, hearing the owl hoot,
  a mouse scuttle, and seeing a slow, lonely moon
  trace with her silver finger a question mark across
  the floor.

Her thoughts were wild, incoherent, most
  mingled. At one moment she was fiercely
  rebellious. She sat up, staring about her. No,
  she would not remain! She would tell Jennifer
  in the morning that she revoked her decision.
  She allowed her fancy then to play with the lovely
  sequence of events if she went. Tom Ritson
  should arrive in his cart. She and Adam would
  be packed into it, and, after tearful farewells, they
  would be off, down the hill with one last backward
  wave at the bottle-green windows of the Uldale
  shop and the slow friendly shoulder of the moor, along the road to Bassenthwaite, beside the Lake,
  Keswick, then up the hill again, above Lodore, and
  then—— Oh, happiness! Oh, joy! The little
  valley closing them in, the long green field, the
  tumbling Punchbowl, the two farms, her own,
  John Green House, and the Ritsons’; below the
  farm the round scoop of the Tarn, black or silver
  or blue, the amphitheatre of the hills, the sheep
  nosing at the turf, the cattle moving in the byre,
  and best of all, Charlie Watson, straight as an
  arrow in spite of his years, riding towards her
  over the stones . . . the fresh sweet air, tang of
  soil and bracken, glitter of stones, sweep of the
  changing sky . . . she had to catch the sheets
  between her hands.

That life was for ever surrendered. Then, at
  once, her other practical self came running in.
  She was mistress of Fell House now. They
  would all do anything that she told them. Jennifer
  was her slave. She had seen, at the Ireby
  funeral, what the neighbours and villagers
  thought of her. Yes, in spite of her illegitimate
  son. Many things would have to be done.
  Had she strength enough? It was the convention
  that a woman over forty was an ‘old thing’
  without savour. It was true that she had been
  aware, for some time past, of the troubles, melancholies,
  miasmas peculiar to her time of life,
  but she had refused to surrender to them. She
  felt within her a wonderful vitality and energy,
  as though she were at the beginning of life rather
  than more than half through the course of it.
  Just as in earlier days her love for her husband Georges had filled her with fire and splendour,
  so now her love for her son Adam glorified her.
  She was such a woman.

Yes, many things needed to be done. Walter
  Herries thought that Fell House was at an end,
  did he? She would show him. Jennifer had
  money. They could purchase the piece of land
  towards Ireby . . . four more cows, two more
  horses. The dairy must be enlarged. They
  were lucky in their servants. Bennett was devoted,
  would do anything for her. Jack was a
  good boy. Mrs. Quinney was honest and hard-working,
  although she had a tongue when she was
  put out. Martha Hodgson was a good God-fearing
  cook, who never grumbled so long as she
  was not interfered with, and Doris would do well
  if they had a child in from the village to help her.

They must entertain more than they had done.
  John and Dorothy were growing now. John
  was fourteen and Dorothy thirteen. It was right
  that they should take their proper place in the
  County. . . . She must find a tutor for John and
  Adam. Someone who would have no dealings
  with Walter. There was Roger Rackstraw in
  Keswick, a friend of Miss Pennyfeather’s. He
  had a broken nose and looked altogether like a
  prize-fighter, but he had been for two years tutor
  to the Osmaston children and had done well there.
  She would see about that in the morning. She
  would lose no time. And, maybe, she might,
  after all, shortly pay a visit to Watendlath, stay
  with the Ritsons for a week, ride over to Watson’s
  farm. . . . No, no. . . . Better leave that alone until she was settled here, settled deep, deep down so
  that she could never pull herself up again.

Then once more desolation caught her. She
  lay back on her pillow sobbing. She could not
  help it. She had given up all that she loved best
  in the world, all save Adam. And for what?
  She had been considering Walter Herries as too
  serious a figure? What was he after all but a big,
  blundering bully? What could he have done to
  Jennifer and the children? John would soon be
  able to protect his mother. . . . But no. John
  was soft, sensitive, gentle. She remembered how
  years ago Mrs. Ponder, a servant in the house,
  had thrown his pet rabbit out of the window.
  She had thought then that he would have died
  of misery. And yet he had courage. Only a
  few days before, when the rioters had set fire to
  the stables, he had sat with his mother through all
  the noise and confusion, reading to her, trying
  to comfort her. . . . He had courage, but he was
  no match for his Cousin Walter. She, and she
  alone. . . . At that she fell, at last, asleep.



It was natural that the world of Judith’s son,
  young Adam, should be very different in shape,
  colour and contents from his mother’s.

He was now in his seventh year and as strong
  as a young colt. He was, most certainly, not
  handsome. Even his mother could not think so.
  His hair was black and straight without a suspicion
  of a wave in it, his nose snub, his mouth
  large, his legs and arms too long for his body
  as yet. Nevertheless, he gave promise of both height and breadth. His grey eyes held both
  humour and caution, and he was brown with
  health. He was clumsy in his movements—indeed
  he was to move all his life short-sightedly,
  and this not because he was short-sighted but
  because he was absent-minded.

Were his interest thoroughly caught, absent-minded
  was the last thing that he was, but he was
  often thinking of the unexpected instead of the
  customary.

It seemed that his character would be warm
  and loyal, but he was sparing of words. He
  hated to show feeling or express it. He was
  independent, always venturing off on his own,
  busy on his own purposes. Whether he liked
  or disliked anyone he never said, but he had a
  very especial connection with his mother and
  would, on a sudden, leave what he was doing and
  search for her because he thought that she needed
  him.

When he did this his intuition was always
  right. He was quite fearless and could be very
  pugnacious, but he would attack someone without
  warning and often when he had been smiling but
  a moment earlier. He was inquisitive, would ask
  questions and remember carefully the answers
  given him, although he would not always believe
  their truth. On the whole, his independence, his
  loyalty, his taciturnity and his courage were at
  present his strongest characteristics. He walked
  very much by himself.

His horizon was larger than that of many boys
  of his age, for his first years had been spent in France and after that he had lived like a young
  peasant in the Watendlath valley. His friends
  had been farmers like Charlie Watson and the
  Ritsons, farmers’ wives like Alice Perry, farmers’
  boys like the young Perrys.

Then on coming to Fell House he had known
  the first attachment of his life (he was never to
  know very many). His mother was part of
  himself and he of his mother, so that did not
  figure as an attachment, but at the moment that
  he saw John Herries he adored him.

John, Jennifer’s boy, who was eight years
  older than Adam, was fair, slender, handsome
  and an aristocrat. He walked with his head up,
  as though he were made to rule the earth. But
  he was too gentle and unselfish to wish to rule
  anyone, and it soon happened that the young
  black ruffian Adam did all the commanding.
  John was impetuous until checked, then was hurt
  and silent. He had a very occasional stammer
  that added to his shyness. He had most beautiful
  natural manners and was over-aware of the
  feelings of others. He loved to be liked, hated
  to be disapproved of, while Adam did not care
  whether anyone liked him or no. Nevertheless,
  Adam responded deeply to affection, although
  he said nothing that showed this. He forgot
  neither kindness nor injury, but John was always
  eager to heal a quarrel; John was wretched in an
  atmosphere of unfriendliness. Adam enjoyed a
  fight if he felt that the cause was a worthy one.

John’s sister, Dorothy, was fair, plump and
  amiable. She was a type that was always recurring
  in the Herries families. She had some
  of her mother’s laziness, but took a livelier
  interest in the outside world than her mother did.

Adam’s world seemed sufficiently filled with
  these figures—his mother, Jennifer whom he
  called his aunt although she was not, John,
  Dorothy, Mrs. Quinney the housekeeper, Mrs.
  Hodgson the cook, Bennett the coachman, Jack
  the stable-boy, Doris, two dairy-maids. Until
  now there had also been Mr. Winch the tutor,
  but Mr. Winch was gone for ever.

Geographically his world held first the house,
  the garden, the stables, then the moors that fell to
  the very edge of the garden, Skiddaw and Blencathra
  under whose shadows all the life of the
  house passed, and beyond them Keswick, and
  beyond that the world of Watendlath becoming
  speedily to him now a dream world, a sort of
  fairy kingdom where all the glories and wonders
  of life were enclosed.

However, he had then (and he was always to
  have) the great gift of accepting what he was given
  and making the best of it. It is true that did he
  feel he was being given something that he ought
  not to be given, he would fight relentlessly to
  change it. He had, for instance, felt that he was not given Mr. Winch, and he had fought Mr.
  Winch most gallantly. It seemed only in the
  proper nature of things that Mr. Winch should
  be removed.

His attitude to John changed as time passed.
  He did not love him less, but when he found that
  he could make John and Dorothy do as he wished he had his way with them. Although he was
  only six he knew very well on every occasion what
  it was that he wanted to do. The only trouble
  was that others did not always want to do likewise.

Like a stone flung into a pool so the fearful
  adventure of the rioters had broken into the
  settled pattern of Adam’s life. That had been
  one of his proudest moments when his mother
  had told him to go into Aunt Jennifer’s room and
  wait there until ‘the men who were throwing
  stones at the windows’ had gone away. He had
  known that there was more in his mother’s mind
  than she expressed in words. She had in fact
  said to him: ‘I shall have occupation enough. I
  trust you to guard all that I have no time for.’
  A strange scene that was in Aunt Jennifer’s bedroom
  with all the familiar things, the high bed
  with the crimson curtains, and Aunt Jennifer’s
  lovely black hair in a lace cap, her silver shoes
  and a green turban with a feather in it lying on
  the floor, Dorothy sitting virtuously on a chair
  pretending that she listened to John who was
  reading from Goldsmith’s History of England (Adam did not, of course, know what the book
  was), John with his gentle voice reading on and
  on, never taking his eyes from the book—all this
  so quiet and ordinary, while the reflection from
  the flames of the burning stables played like
  living figures on the wallpaper, and the muffled
  echoes of shouts and cries came from below. He
  would never forget the white tenseness of John’s
  face, the little exclamations of Aunt Jennifer: ‘Oh dear! Oh dear!’ ‘Listen to that!’
  ‘We shall all be murdered!’ ‘Children, we
  shall all be murdered!’, the ridiculous aspect
  of the leather cushions that had been pushed up
  against the windows, the way in which everything
  in the room jumped and sank and jumped again
  in accordance with the fiery hands that stroked
  the walls. He himself sat on a low chair near the
  bed and had no doubt but that he was there on
  guard over them all. He was prepared that at
  any moment Aunt Jennifer should jump out of
  bed and run as she was into the passage and down
  the stairs. It was privately his opinion that she
  showed great cowardice to remain there while
  his mother and Bennett and Mrs. Quinney were
  defending the house, but he had a patronising,
  forgiving affection for Aunt Jennifer, as though
  she were a pony gone at the knees, or a dog that
  wouldn’t fight other dogs, or a doll whose stomach
  oozed sawdust.

It was all that he himself could do to sit there
  thus quietly, but his mother had given him that
  piece of work and so without question there he
  was!

The worst moment of all was when Aunt
  Jennifer suddenly cried (just as John was reading
  about the Princes who were murdered in the
  Tower): ‘Oh, it is me that they are after! I
  know it is! . . . They have always hated me!
  They will burn the house over us! . . . We mustn’t
  remain here, children. . . . We must fly or we
  shall have the house burnt over our heads!’

Although Adam was too young to be aware of it, it was perhaps the serious regard that the three
  children bestowed upon her that forced her to lie
  back again upon her pillow, to close her eyes and
  await, as best she might, the outcome.

Indeed the affair was soon at an end. Quiet
  fell in a moment. The shadows and tremblings
  of the flames’ reflections continued to play upon
  the walls of the room. John opened the door
  and listened. Below there were shufflings of
  feet, whispers, someone was weeping. They
  waited. . . . At last Judith herself came, and Adam
  learnt that Uncle Reuben was dead.

The news was the first real crisis in young
  Adam’s life, the first occasion on which he had
  been close to a death that was real and actual to
  him. In France the old Curé of the village had
  died when paying them a call, but Adam had
  been too young to understand. In Watendlath
  a cow had died and one of Charlie Watson’s
  horses. But Uncle Reuben had been his friend.
  He had spent whole days with him in the hills and,
  although he had been fat and puffed as he climbed
  a hill, he had been able to talk to hundreds of
  people at the same time and had known stories
  about Abraham, the Lord Jesus, the Giant of
  Poland, King Arthur’s Round Table and scores
  of others. He had never bothered Adam with
  making him do things he did not want to do, as
  Charlie Watson sometimes did, and he carried
  gingerbread and lollipops in the pocket of his
  gown.

Now Uncle Reuben was dead, shot with a gun
  that had been fired by one of the wicked men who wanted to burn the house down. As the
  consciousness of this absolute fact, positive, not
  in any circumstances to be changed, sank into
  Adam’s mind, something affected him for ever.
  He was, his whole life afterwards, to remember
  the moment when his mother, breaking off from
  some story that she was telling him, drew him
  towards her and said to him that now they were
  to remain at Fell House, not go to Watendlath
  as she had promised, and they were to remain to
  fight. . . . To fight whom? . . . Was it Uncle
  Walter?

He suggested Uncle Walter because he himself
  wanted to fight him. Once in the hills when
  he had been bathing, Uncle Walter had ridden
  past on a white horse and tried to strike him
  with his whip. He had not forgotten that. He
  would never forget. So it seemed to him quite
  natural that he and his mother should fight Uncle
  Walter. And now when his mother said that
  they would remain here and not go to Watendlath
  he connected that with Uncle Reuben’s death
  and concluded at once that it was Uncle Walter
  who had shot him. That being so, he, Adam,
  would one day shoot Uncle Walter. The
  sequence of ideas was quite natural and inevitable.
  He said nothing. He asked no questions. But
  he did one thing. He had a black doll, a black
  doll with a red coat and brass buttons. He hung
  the doll from a nail on the wall and threw marbles
  at it. Within a week he could hit the doll from
  a great distance. The doll’s face that had been
  made of painted clay was no longer a face.

Then on an afternoon late in February, John
  and Adam had a curious adventure. Adventures
  were for ever happening to Adam, whether
  watching a carriageful of ladies tumbled into
  the ditch on the Carlisle Road, seeing a drunken
  old man fall off the top of the Kendal coach,
  looking at the gipsies who came and pitched with
  their caravans painted orange and blue on the
  moor above the house until they were ordered
  away (they had brown babies, two monkeys and a
  basketful of snakes; a woman in a crimson kerchief
  with silver coins through her ears invited
  Adam to join them: had it not been for his
  mother he would have done so). Adventures for
  him were perpetual, but this one had for him a
  new quality, terrifying had he allowed himself to
  be terrified.

It had been a strange day. In the forenoon
  there had been showers of rain that had filled
  the road with puddles of silver. Then Skiddaw
  about two of the afternoon took a step or two and
  came face to face with the house, dragging a
  stream of clouds over his shoulder with him. He
  had a way of doing this: a shrug of shoulders, a
  quiver of his sides and there he was staring in at
  the parlour window. The air was fresh with a
  sniff of spring (although spring would not be
  with them for a month or two). Adam walked
  out as far as the stream in the hollow below the
  Tarn; the water glided and leapt. The moss was
  wet on the gleaming stones above the brown water;
  the Fell rose straight from the hollow and was
  thronged with little moorland streams, for there had been heavy rains. He thought that he saw
  an eagle and he looked up and up into a sky that
  was whitish blue and empty until the clouds that
  clung on to Skiddaw’s shoulders. All these little
  things belonged to the adventure. As he entered
  the house again Skiddaw receded and the clouds
  turned rose; the road beyond the garden wall
  was very hard and white. He could hear a young
  owl hooting. He climbed the stairs to find two
  large marbles, one crystal white, one purple, that
  he liked to carry in his pocket. Then slid down
  the banisters to the parlour. He knew that his
  mother and Aunt Jennifer were paying a visit.
  They had gone in the carriage with Bennett.

In the doorway of the parlour he found John
  and saw at once that he was shaking with some
  event. He pulled Adam by the arm into the
  room, which was lit only with the dusk of the falling
  day and the sharp jumping flames from the fire.

He spoke in a whisper.

‘Adam! . . . Cousin Walter has been here!’

Adam looked to the window.

‘No,’ said John, ‘he has gone.’

‘He came into the house?’

The two boys whispered like conspirators.

‘No. Not so far as the house. He was on a
  white horse. He got down and stood at the gate.
  Then he opened it and stood in the garden. He
  stayed looking at the house without moving, for
  a long while. Then he went out and rode away.
  I saw him through the window.’

Adam drew a deep breath and clutched the
  two marbles in his pocket.

‘Did he look angry?’ he asked at length.

‘I could not see his face. Everything was so
  still. I thought he would knock at the door, but
  when he was inside the gate he never moved.
  He stood there looking. I thought he could see
  me through the window and I hid behind the
  curtain.’

Adam went to the window and peered out.
  The glow in the sky was bright and shredded now
  with little yellow clouds like goslings.

‘He is gone,’ he said, his nose pressed against
  the cold pane.

‘Yes—but a moment back. He rode slowly
  up the hill. Oh, Adam, why did he come?’

‘To spy on us.’ Adam nodded his head. ‘I
  shall go after him.’

‘Oh, Adam, will you?’

‘Yes, why not? Perhaps he has a gun and is
  waiting to shoot someone.’

John must go too if Adam went, but he felt
  an overwhelming fear, sprung from years of his
  mother’s dread. Adam was too angry just then
  to be frightened. When he was angry he was
  possessed with rage; there was no room for any
  other emotion. When he had been a baby his
  anger had sometimes almost choked him because
  it boiled inside him and he could not shout nor
  cry. He took John by the hand, and together,
  as quietly as might be, they stole out of the house,
  closing the big heavy door gingerly behind them.
  The owl hooted at them as they hurried on to the
  road.

Outside the gate Adam halted. Something in the whiteness of the road pulled him up. But
  he knew what it was. A week ago he had been
  walking up the hill and had come upon a fat and
  distended frog. This frog was croaking in a
  despairing manner; around its neck were folded
  the thin spiry legs of two smaller frogs who
  clung thus, motionless, without sound. From the
  mouth of the large distended frog protruded a tip
  of tongue scarlet red.

Adam came the next day and found that the
  swollen frog was dead (the red tongue still protruding),
  but the two live frogs were still there,
  their legs interlaced, while another frog, small
  and green, squatted near by on guard and to see
  that justice had been done.

Adam was too young to feel spiritual disgust:
  his original instinct had been one of interest and
  curiosity, but now the scene around him was
  ghostly with evening mist, and out of the mist
  sprang the sharp white road; by the side of the
  road was a yellow-bellied frog with a tongue like
  blood and around him croaked a chorus of green
  frogs. The moor was filled with green frogs. He
  stood staring intently in front of him.

‘What is it?’ whispered John. ‘He will be
  gone in an instant.’ They stood very close together
  and listened. All was still. The lights
  of the little village were coming out; Fell House
  was a black mass against the mist.

It was perhaps the cold that drove them forward.
  They walked on the turf at the side of the
  road so that they should make no noise. They
  turned from the road and began to climb the moor, stumbling over the unevenness of the turf.
  Suddenly John caught Adam’s arm: ‘Keep down.
  . . . He’s there!’

Just in front of them a shelf of turf rose above
  a cutting. To the right of them, very close to
  them, three sheep, aware of them, held together,
  their sides panting. But quite clearly the boys
  could see the figure on the hill. He seemed
  gigantic in that light, his white horse colossal.
  The mist, into whose vapours the moon would
  soon pour her light, made a ghostly background
  to that motionless horseman, great of bulk, in a
  black overcoat with a high black collar. His
  thighs, his riding-boots, were jet against the
  whiteness of his horse’s flanks. Neither he nor
  his horse moved. The sheep too seemed to be
  carved against the moor, and the two boys,
  kneeling behind the rising of turf, their hearts
  thumping as it seemed to them into their throats,
  waited to see what he would do.

He did nothing. He stayed there looking
  down on to Fell House. Then, as darkness fell,
  he turned his horse’s head and rode away.
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Westaways was a very different place from Fell
  House, Uldale.

Fell House would have always, whatever were
  done to it, the atmosphere of the farm from which
  it had sprung. David Herries, John’s grandfather,
  had in his time made certain enlargements.
  He was greatly proud—and so was Sarah his wife—of
  his dairies, the garden with its fine lawn and
  Gothic temple, the parlour and the best bedroom,
  but both David and Sarah had been simple people,
  nor, since their marriage, had they travelled far
  afield. Sarah, for a brief while, had been bitten
  with the London fashion, fostered by Horace
  Walpole, The Castle of Otranto, Mrs. Radcliffe
  and the rest, for pseudo-mediaevalism, suits of
  armour, stained-glass windows and plaster gargoyles,
  but she was not by nature romantic and
  the craze had soon passed. Fell House, nestling
  its warm cheek against the breast of the moor, was
  an improved farmhouse and no more.

Utterly different from its very inception was
  Westaways. In the early years of the eighteenth
  century old Pomfret Herries, brother of ‘Rogue’
  Herries, and so uncle to David, young John’s
  grandfather, had had it built, not because he wanted a beautiful house but because he wished
  to go one better than his neighbours. However,
  it was a beautiful house because he chose for
  architect old John Westaway, saturnine and
  melancholy hermit, one of the finest architects
  then alive, trained in Italy, the friend of Vanbrugh
  and Chesterman, famous through all the
  north of England not only for his skill but also
  for his eccentricities and savage temper.

Old Pomfret had to pay for his ambitions and
  grumbled at the cost for years after, but he had,
  in the end, a lovely house. It is true that the
  only room in it of any value to himself was his
  own apartment thronged with guns and fishing-rods.
  He was proud, nevertheless, for people
  came from miles to see the house.

It was situated between Crosthwaite Church
  and the town of Keswick. At that time the
  gardens ran down to the fringe of the Lake.
  The virtues of the house were its beautiful tiles
  of rosy red, the delicate wrought-ironwork across
  its front, the sash windows—at that time a great
  rarity—the pillared hall, and especially the
  saloon, whose decorations were designed and
  executed by John Westaway himself. The subject
  of the design was Paris awarding the apple,
  and the three goddesses were painted with extreme
  vigour.

After old Pomfret’s death the house passed out
  of the family for a while, but Will, David Herries’
  money-making son, bought it back again and
  thought to live in it. However, London, and
  especially the City, held him too strongly. He found the country both dull and fruitless. His
  son Walter reigned in Westaways in his stead.

Walter, who had little taste but great energy
  and a readiness to take the advice of others (for
  his own profit), enlarged and improved Westaways.
  For a number of years workmen were
  always about the place. He added a wing
  towards Crosthwaite, doubled the stables, extended
  the gardens and had a grand conservatory.
  He also put fine things inside the house; he had
  a famous piece of tapestry that showed Diana
  hunting, some excellent sculpture, and a Van
  Dyck and a small but most valuable Titian.
  There was also over the door of the saloon a
  painting of the Watteau school in deep rich
  colours of some French king dining with his
  ladies—a picture all purples, oranges and crimson
  that the Keswick citizens thought the finest thing
  they had ever seen. Only old Miss Pennyfeather
  laughed at it and called it ‘stuff,’ and Mr. Southey,
  after dining with Walter, was said never even to
  have noticed it.

Walter Herries himself cared for none of these
  things for themselves, but only in so far as they
  represented strength and power.

At this time he was thirty years of age and his
  children, Uhland and Elizabeth, who were twins,
  were seven; they were born in the same year as
  young Adam and were a few months older than he.

Walter was large in girth and limb, but could
  not at this period be called stout. He was in
  appearance a survival of the days of the Regency,
  now swiftly slipping into limbo. He seemed already something of an anachronism with his
  coats of purple and red, his high thick stock
  with its jewelled pin, his capacity for eating
  and drinking, his roaring laugh, his passion
  for sport. But he was not really such an
  anachronism as he seemed. In politics, when
  he bothered to speak of them, he appeared as
  reactionary Tory as Wellington or old Lord
  Eldon, but in reality he stood closer to Huskisson
  and Canning. The fact was that he learnt
  much from his father, who, one of the astutest
  men in the City, had his eye more firmly fixed
  on the past. Walter, caring for nothing but
  his personal power and the aggrandisement of
  his family, loving only in all the world his
  crippled little son, building his edifice in part
  for himself but in the main for Uhland’s future,
  considered that future very much more deeply
  than anyone supposed. He suffered from the
  fact that no one in his immediate surroundings
  was of any use to him in these things. He
  reigned in a passionate loneliness and perhaps in
  that had more in common with his great-grandfather,
  old ‘Rogue’ Herries, than he would ever
  have dreamed possible. His wife Agnes he held
  to be an imbecile, and she was truly as terrified
  of him as all timid wives are supposed to be of
  tyrannous, loud-voiced husbands.

On a certain fine September morning of this
  year, 1822, a long-legged, supercilious individual
  named Posset (William Posset, son of William
  Posset, coachman at Levons Hall) brought into
  Walter Herries’ dressing-room a large tin bath. The floor of this dressing-room drooped in its
  centre into a hollow and in the floor of this
  hollow was a small iron grating. Over the
  hollow the bath was inserted. A pinch-faced
  youth in a uniform of dark red and brass
  buttons then arrived with two vast pitchers so
  large as almost to conceal him. With an air of
  extreme relief and under the cold eye of the lengthy
  Posset, young Albert emptied the pitchers into the
  bath. Posset then with delicate tread stepped
  into the next room, pulled back the curtains and
  approached the four-poster. Walter, his mouth
  wide open, his chest bare, his nightshirt pulled
  down over one shoulder, was snoring loudly.
  Posset, with a gravity worthy of a tax-collector,
  shook the bare arm. Walter woke, gave one
  glance at Posset, sprang from his bed, tugged his
  nightshirt over his head, rushed into the next
  room and plunged into the bath. Young Albert,
  accustomed to the fierce eruption of water, always
  at this point retired to the farthest corner of the
  room, where he stood, towels over his arm,
  admiring, with an amazement that custom never
  seemed to lessen, that great body, that splutter of
  exclamations, grunts and oaths, and that sudden
  magnificent figure of a man withdrawn from the
  water, suffering the lusty (but always reverent)
  towelling of Posset—and water dripping everywhere,
  running in little streams and eddies into
  the hollow and away safely through the iron
  grating. Albert always informed those less
  privileged that there was no sight in the world
  quite so fine as his master as he plunged into his bath—no lion in a show, no tiger in Indian
  jungle, could have the energy and vigour of his
  master at this moment. It was Albert’s top
  moment of his day—a pity that it came so early;
  every event was a decline from it.

Walter had long ago insisted that any visitor
  in the house—his mother, his wife, very definitely
  included—must, unless a doctor forbade
  them, be present at the family breakfast table.
  It was the beginning of his patriarchal day.
  Only thirty years of age, he already felt himself
  founder of the whole of the Herries stock, and
  nothing pleased him better than to have Herries
  collected from all over the country and seated at
  his table.

This was not at present easy, for Keswick
  was tucked away in the North and travelling
  was difficult. Nevertheless, this was not a bad
  halting-place on the way to Scotland, and
  the number of Herries ‘bagged’ for Walter’s
  dining-table in the last five years was remarkable.

Walter liked further to collect Herries who
  were oddities and to encourage them in their
  idiosyncrasies—granted, of course, that these idiosyncrasies
  did not inconvenience himself. Here
  he was instigated by the old motive of the King
  and his Court Jester. Walter might be said to
  have a great sense of fun, if no very strong sense
  of humour. He liked, for example, to indulge
  old Monty Cards in his femininities (Monty
  painted his cheeks and powdered his nose), in his
  little meannesses and his nervous terrors. He enjoyed the company of old Maria Rockage (for
  whom he had a real liking) that he might shock
  her Methodist principles. He even was childish
  enough to play on his wife’s terrors by laying a
  book on a door that it should fall on her when
  entering a room. He was not at all above practical
  jokes and horseplay. They were part of his
  ‘Regency’ manner.

He had just now as his guests, Phyllis, Maria
  Rockage’s daughter, her husband, Stephen Newmark,
  and three of her children—Horace aged
  three, Mary aged two, and Phyllis only one.
  She was anticipating a fourth. They were all
  very healthy children and Mr. Newmark looked
  upon them as just rewards tendered to him by a
  grateful Deity.

For Stephen Newmark, tall, long-nosed,
  sanctimonious, was a perpetual joy to Walter.
  He took life seriously. He enjoyed Family
  Prayers. Walter, therefore, indulged his fancy
  and insisted that all of them, Agnes his wife, his
  mother (who was staying just then with him),
  his own two children, and all the household
  should be present on the stroke of eight and offer
  up, under the leadership of Mr. Newmark,
  thanks to the Creator for the dangers of a night
  safely past and the glories of another day vouchsafed.
  It puzzled Mr. Newmark a little that
  Walter should be so truly determined on Family
  Prayers. This determination did not altogether
  ‘go’ with his cock-fighting, horse-racing, card-playing,
  but Newmark had long ago decided
  (and confided to Phyllis) that his Cousin Walter was ‘a strange fish.’ In that conclusion he was
  perfectly correct.

On this morning, however, Walter had a
  small matter of business to discharge before
  breakfast. Rosy, scented, his stock starched
  until it glittered, his pantaloons of dark purple
  hiding his magnificent legs, ‘rings on his fingers
  and bells on his toes,’ he descended, like Jove
  from Olympus, to the study where he transacted
  his affairs.

Here his agent, Peach, was waiting for him.
  Peach was a short, stocky, beetle-browed little
  man who had been in the service, for most of his
  days, of the Duke of Wrexe. He came, therefore,
  from the South and hated the North and the
  Northerners with a dreadful passion. He would
  not have stayed here a day had it not been for the
  odd power that Walter Herries exercised over
  him. He could not be said to love his master—he
  was not known to love any human being; he
  was not deferential, showed no servitude, disputed
  his master’s wishes hotly and was grudging
  in thanks for benefits, but he seemed to have
  found in Walter Herries a man who had stung,
  reluctantly, his admiration—the only man in the
  world it might be. He appreciated Herries’
  dominating roughness, coarseness, liking for
  horseplay, and then something more—outside
  and beyond these.

In any case he made a wonderful servant
  and was hated cordially throughout the countryside.

He was standing now, his legs, that were slightly bowed, apart, his hand gripping the
  shoulder of a slim fair-haired boy who, his hands
  tied behind him, his eyes wide open with fear and
  apprehension, stayed there, his heart beating like
  a terrified rabbit’s.

‘This is the boy,’ Peach said.

‘Yes,’ said Walter, looking at him.

The boy’s eyes drooped. In his heart was the
  terror of death. He knew that he could be hanged
  for what he had done.

‘I discovered him,’ Peach went on, ‘last
  evening. He had a small wheelbarrow and was
  placing in it some logs from the pile outside the
  further stables.’

‘What did he say?’ Walter asked.

‘He said nothing. At least not then. Later
  when he was shut into the cellar for the night he
  admitted that he was hungry and had a mother
  who was hungry and a small brother who was
  hungry.’ Peach gave a click in his throat, a
  favourite noise of his, and it resembled a key
  turning in a door. ‘They all say they’re hungry
  now.’

‘What’s your name?’ asked Walter.

‘Henry Burgess.’

‘Well, Henry Burgess. . . . You know what
  the Keswick Justices will say?’

The boy was understood to mutter that he
  didn’t care.

‘You don’t care? Well, all the better. It’s
  a hanging matter, you know.’

‘I gave him food and drink,’ Peach remarked
  reluctantly. ‘He wouldn’t have held up else.’ Then he added: ‘His mother’s been waiting
  outside all night.’

There was an interruption. The door opened
  and Uhland came in. It was his habit to find
  his father here before breakfast. For a boy of
  seven he was tall and very spare and his face was
  grave and sadly lined for a child. One leg was
  longer than the other and he walked aided by a
  little ebony cane. When he saw that there was
  company he stopped at the door. It was characteristic
  of him that he stood there looking at
  them solemnly and said nothing.

‘Well, what’s your defence?’ asked Walter.

The boy was understood to say they were all
  hungry.

‘All hungry, were you? That’s not much of
  an excuse. Couldn’t you work?’

No work to be found. Hard times. Had
  been working for a hostler. Turned away for
  fighting another boy who insulted his mother.

‘Young ruffian,’ said Walter complacently.
  He stood, his chest thrust out, his thumbs in his
  arm-holes. Then he nodded to Uhland, who
  came limping forward. Walter put his arm
  round his son and held him close to him.

‘Uhland, this boy has been stealing my wood.
  He says he did it because he was hungry. If
  he goes before the Justices it will be a hanging
  matter. Shall I send him or no?’

Uhland stared at the boy, who suddenly
  raised his eyes, glaring at them all.

‘He doesn’t look hungry,’ he said quietly.

‘No, upon my word he doesn’t,’ said Walter with boisterous good-humour. ‘That’s good for
  a child, Peach, is it not? He does not look
  hungry. You are right, Uhland, my boy.’ He
  laughed, throwing back his handsome curly head.
  ‘Well, what shall we do with him?’

‘Let him go, Papa,’ said Uhland. His voice
  was cold, but he looked at the boy with interest.
  ‘We have plenty of wood.’

‘Yes, but we shall not have,’ said Walter,
  ‘if all the young vagabonds——Very well, let
  him go, Peach. He shall have the dogs on him
  if he comes this way again.’

Without a word Peach, pushing the boy in
  front of him, took him from the room.

Walter laughed, yawned, stretched his great
  arms.

‘Well, my boy, how are you?’

‘Very well, Papa, thank you.’

‘Slept? No headache?’

‘No, Papa, thank you.’

‘Will you come with me into Keswick this
  morning?’

‘Yes, Papa.’

There was a pause; then Uhland said:

‘Elizabeth wishes to come.’

‘She can go with Miss Kipe.’

‘Yes, Papa.’

A roar like a wild beast’s cry for his food
  filled the room. It was the ceremonial gong—a
  gong brought from India, purchased by Will
  and given by him to his son, a superb gong
  of beaten brass and carved with the figures of
  Indian deities.

So they went to breakfast, Uhland’s small
  bony hand in his father’s large one.

They were all assembled in the bright, high
  room whose wide windows looked out on to the
  garden with the plashing fountain, the Lake
  and the hills beyond. Stephen Newmark was
  there, standing behind a reading-desk; Phyllis
  his wife; two of her children; Elizabeth with
  her governess, Miss Kipe; Christabel Herries,
  Walter’s mother; Agnes, Walter’s wife; Montague
  Cards and the whole household—Posset,
  young Albert, the cook, the maids and the little
  kitchen-help.

Walter took his place beside his wife and
  instantly they all knelt. A long row of upturned
  boots met the interested gaze of two robins on
  the window-sill. After a while, with creaking of
  knees, rustling of aprons, they all rose and sat
  down while Mr. Newmark read a selection from
  the New Testament. The sun flooded the room.
  A large fat tortoise-shell cat came stealthily down
  the garden path, its green eyes fixed on the robins.
  On the bright road beyond the house the Burgess
  family began to trudge in silence towards Carlisle.
  Walter put out his hand and laid it on Uhland’s
  shoulder. The cook, who was fat and had trouble
  with her heart, began to breathe heavily, Posset
  caught the eye of the prettiest of the maids and
  instantly looked away again. Little Elizabeth,
  looking out, saw the cat and the birds. Her eyes
  widened with apprehension.

‘Let us Pray,’ said Mr. Newmark, and down
  on their knees they all went again.

‘May the blessing of the Lord rest upon us
  all this day,’ said Mr. Newmark. There was a
  pause, then a rustle, a knee-cracking, a boot-scraping,
  and they were all on their feet again.

The domestics were in line—Mrs. Rains the
  cook, Posset, the maids, Albert, the little kitchen-maid
  who had a round rosy face and a neat
  waist—all in their proper order.

‘Fresh country girls you succeed in getting,
  Walter,’ said Newmark after they were gone,
  his mind meditatively on the kitchen-maid.

‘Anybody wanting the barouche this fine
  morning?’ said Walter genially. He was in an
  excellent temper, which fact the three ladies perceived
  and brightened accordingly. Christabel
  Herries, Walter’s mother, was fifty years of age
  and thin to emaciation. She wore gowns of black
  silk with a purple Indian shawl thrown about
  her narrow shoulders. She moved with timidity,
  as though she were ever expecting a rude word.
  She adored her son but feared him. She had been,
  all through her married life, under the domination
  of Herries men. Her husband had never
  treated her with unkindness, but the City had
  swallowed him, leaving Christabel alone on shores
  of domesticity so barren that she occupied half
  her London evenings talking to herself in a large
  drawing-room all yellow silk and mirrors. Will,
  her husband, had hoped to make her a social
  success. But after a disastrous Ball that they gave
  in the summer of ’96, a Ball that had ended with
  a scene between Christabel and Jennifer, then a
  radiant young beauty, Will, with a shrug of his shoulders, had reconciled himself to her disabilities.
  He very quickly saw that the thing for him
  to do was to make the money so that his son
  Walter might carry on the family glory.

Walter had always been kind to his mother,
  but for family rather than personal reasons. He
  thought her ‘a poor fish,’ but then he had no
  opinion of women unless they were handsome.
  Christabel was, however, the mother of Walter
  Herries; she must therefore be honoured by the
  outside world. And he saw that it was so.

Agnes, as the wife of Walter Herries and the
  mother of his children, should also have secured
  honourable treatment had the thing been at all
  possible. But in this Walter saw that the world
  was not to blame, for a more miserable woebegone
  sickly female was not, he was assured, to be
  found in the civilised globe. When he married
  her she had been something of the type of that
  new rosy-cheeked kitchen-maid (whom he had
  noticed, and saw also that Newmark had noticed).
  She had been merry at first with a certain rather
  kittenish charm. But she was ‘cold.’ Marital
  relations had terrified her from the first. Their
  marriage-night had been a horror, and after the
  birth of the twins they had occupied separate
  bedrooms. Then she had had one sickness after
  another, now did not choose to trouble to talk;
  ‘sulky,’ Walter told himself. She pretended to
  be fond of the children but, he was happy to
  say, Uhland had already as much scorn of her as
  his father had.

He felt (and with justice surely) that Fate had dealt unfairly in giving so magnificent a man so
  wretched a partner. He was fair to her, he gave
  her everything that she needed; all that he asked
  of her was that she should keep out of his way
  and not interfere with his plans for Uhland.
  With Elizabeth she should do as she pleased.

Phyllis Newmark was tall, of a charming pink
  and white complexion, and had a laughing eye.

Her father, Lord Rockage, in his place, Grosset
  in Wiltshire, had given her love and kisses combined
  with general disorder, poverty and Methodism.
  On these mixed virtues she had thriven.
  She was kindly, cheerful, intelligent and quite
  uneducated. She was born to be a mother, and
  a mother she was most assuredly proving. She
  did not mind how many children she had. She
  adored them all. Newmark, having helped to
  provide her with three, must receive her grateful
  thanks. She gave him her obedience, laughed
  at his foibles and understood him better than anyone
  else in the world. She too had noticed his
  glance at the kitchen-maid although at the same
  time she was murmuring (with real devotion) the
  Lord’s Prayer and observing a pimple on the neck
  of little Horace and wondering whether Walter
  would allow them the barouche that morning or
  force them into the post-chaise or order them to
  walk. She knew, however, exactly how to deal
  with the kitchen-maid, the pimple and the walk
  (if that were compulsory). Nothing could defeat
  her; she inherited from both her parents courage,
  honesty and an insatiable zest for life.

Soon they were all around the breakfast-table and set to with an eagerness that spoke well for
  their digestions. Rounds of beef; pies; fish,
  broiled and fried; eggs, baked, fried, boiled;
  hams, tongues, jams, marmalades, buns, scones—everything
  was there, and tankards of ale, tea,
  coffee. . . . Agnes Herries alone pretended to
  eat but did not.

‘Yes, you may have the barouche,’ Walter
  observed, ‘and Phyllis shall have the barouche
  box if she chooses—I know that it gives her the
  greatest gratification both to see and be seen.’
  Then, having paused sufficiently to catch all their
  attention, he added:

‘But first I have a visitor.’

‘A visitor?’

‘Yes. At ten o’clock precisely a lady is to
  come and see me.’

‘A lady?’

‘A friend of you all—Mrs. Judith Paris.’

He allowed his words to sink in. And indeed
  they caused a stir. Both Christabel and Phyllis
  Newmark had the deepest affection for Judith.
  To Phyllis she had been a familiar friend since her
  babyhood, for Judith had once lived at Grosset,
  and to Christabel she was perhaps the only woman
  in the world who had never failed her, the one
  human being who did not patronise her, cared
  for her as she was, knew with tenderness and perception
  the barrenness of her life.

Yet Christabel had only seen her once in seven
  years. Only once since the night when Judith
  had dined at Westaways, the night of the news of
  Napoleon’s escape from Elba. After that Judith had fled to Paris, borne her illegitimate son there.
  Since her return to Uldale there had been war
  between the two houses. Whenever Christabel
  came up from London to stay with her son she
  hoped that there would be some chance meeting,
  in a lane, in a street. She had not dared herself
  to prepare a meeting.

‘Oh, Judith!’ Phyllis cried joyfully. ‘I had
  been intending to ask. . . .’

‘She is coming,’ Walter said, greatly amused
  at the disappointment that his womenkind would
  suffer, ‘solely on a business matter. The visit is
  only to myself.’

Then Christabel showed courage.

‘Walter, you should invite Judith to dinner.
  Bygones are bygones. You should most certainly
  invite her to dinner.’

‘And Jennifer?’ asked Walter, laughing.

Christabel’s pale cheek flushed. No, she
  could never forgive Jennifer. That old quarrel,
  twenty-six years old, could never be forgotten.
  It had too many consequences. It had split the
  family; it had been the close of Christabel’s
  social life. She had never had the courage to
  give a real party again. And then Jennifer had
  behaved scandalously. She had been another
  man’s mistress under her husband’s nose. That
  poor Francis had shot himself in London was
  all Jennifer’s fault. No, Jennifer was another
  matter.

‘Well, then,’ said Walter, observing his
  mother’s silence. ‘You see, ma’am. And you
  cannot have Judith here without Jennifer. Judith rules that house. She has become, I hear, a perfect
  Turk. . . . Well, well, it may not be for
  long.’

He added these last words in a half-murmur
  to himself. With a final pull at his tankard of
  beer, wiping his mouth, with a bow to the
  ladies, he got up, walked for a moment to the
  window and stood there, looking out, then left
  the room.

As soon as he was gone the children broke
  out into little pipings and chirrupings. The two
  Newmark children (who should have been in the
  nursery, but their father wished them to take
  their part, even thus early, in the morning ceremony)
  rolled decorously on the floor at their
  mother’s feet. You felt that already their infant
  eyes were cautiously on their father. Uhland sat
  without moving, one leg over the other, an
  attitude protective of his deformity. Elizabeth,
  shyly, crossed the room. She was a beautiful
  child, most delicate in colour and build. She
  had none of the high bones of the Herries tribe.
  She did not seem like a Herries until suddenly
  with a lift of her head you saw pride and
  resolve, two of the finer Herries characteristics.
  Her mother took her hand and they stayed
  quietly together, remote, in a world of their
  own, without speaking. . . .



Judith was shown into the little parlour next
  the saloon. It had not been long since she had
  had a talk with Walter there—last Christmas-time
  it had been. Now, as she sat on the red morocco chair waiting for him, she thought of
  that, and how there had been a bowl of Christmas
  roses. A petal had fallen lazily, wistfully to the
  carpet. Their talk then had been almost friendly.
  She had gone with him afterwards to the nursery
  to see the children, and she had been touched by
  his protective love for his son.

But now all was changed. In the interval between
  that meeting and this she had had proof
  enough of the serious danger that this big laughing
  man offered to her and to hers.

She was here to defend her own, and a wave
  of hot fierce pride beat into her cheeks as she
  sat there, a small unobtrusive woman in a black
  bonnet, her hands in a black muff, waiting for
  him to come in. It was he who had written to
  her, a short polite note asking her whether she
  could give him a few moments on an important
  matter. She would not have come, but she also
  had something of her own to say. She would see
  that she said it.

When he came in she got up and bowed, but
  did not offer her hand.

‘Well, Cousin Walter,’ she said grimly.
  ‘What do you wish to see me about?’

His own tone changed when he saw her attitude.
  He had intended to be friendly, jolly, a
  mood that he preferred, for he liked himself in
  that rôle. But he was like a child if anyone
  affronted him. It might be, too, that Judith was
  the only person in the world of whom he had
  some fear. Still, his ground was sure and he
  began confidently enough.

‘Forgive my asking you to take this trouble,
  Cousin Judith. You will agree, however, that I
  should be deceiving myself if I fancied that my
  presence would be welcome at Uldale.’

‘Nevertheless,’ she answered, ‘you have paid
  us already at least one visit this year.’

‘Indeed?’

‘Last February I believe it was. You did us
  the honour to ride over and even to inspect our
  garden.’

He was confused. He had not thought that
  she knew of it.

‘Well—it happened that I rode that way. . . .
  But come, Cousin Judith. I am certain that we
  have neither of us time to waste. . . .’ Then
  he added, a little awkwardly: ‘I am sorry that
  you are already determined that our talk shall be
  unfriendly.’ (What was there, he asked himself,
  about the little plain woman in the homely
  bonnet that made him feel like a scolded schoolboy?
  She had, in the last six months, acquired the
  devil of a manner—as though she were already
  Queen of Cumberland. Well, he would show her
  that she was not.)

She regarded him sternly.

‘Cousin Walter, I was in this same room
  Christmas last. We had a conversation that was
  not altogether unfriendly. Since then facts have
  come to my knowledge. I know that it was
  through you that Francis Herries left home and
  put an end to his life in London. I know that it
  was because you bribed and suborned that the
  riot occurred at Fell House—the riot that ended in the undeserved death of the best friend I had in
  the world—Reuben Sunwood. And since then,’—she
  spoke without emotion and without removing
  her eyes from his face,—‘since I have been
  in charge of things at Fell House, your hand has
  been everywhere. Those fields towards Ireby
  that we intended to purchase—you paid an absurd
  price for them, although you could not need the
  ground. You bribed the cattle-man whom we had
  last March from Mungrisdale to poison our cows.
  Within the last month you have attempted to bribe
  Mr. Rackstraw, who has been with us all this
  year as tutor, to spy upon us as Mr. Winch did
  before him. Mr. Rackstraw has been gentleman
  enough to show us loyalty. After these things—and
  I have no doubt that there are many more
  with which your conscience can charge you—it
  is perhaps a little without meaning to speak of
  friendliness between us.’

Walter did not move, did not shift his great
  bulk, did not turn his eyes away. He admired her.
  By God, he admired her! There was someone
  here worth fighting.

‘Very well, then,’ he said at last. ‘We know
  at least where we stand, you and I. I will not,
  however, admit responsibility either for Francis’
  weakness or Sunwood’s rashness. Francis would
  not have shot himself had he been another sort
  of man. It was his whole life condemned him,
  not I. As to the riot, no one regretted more than
  myself its most serious consequences. And what
  evidence have you that I was concerned in that
  matter?’

‘The evidence of Mr. Winch,’ Judith answered.

‘Faugh! A wretched little time-server who
  cheated me quite as steadily as he cheated yourself,
  Judith. As to other more recent matters,
  well—do you recollect our last conversation in
  this room?’

‘Perfectly.’

‘Then you will remember the challenge I laid
  down. I told you—what I trust you sincerely
  believe—that I had no animosity whatever towards
  yourself. I told you also that for reasons
  both private and public I was resolved that
  Jennifer and her children should vacate Fell
  House, and that if I could not see to it by fair
  means that they went, then I would see to it by
  unfair. I was honest in that. I gave you warning.’

‘And on what ground,’ Judith cried indignantly,
  ‘had you the right? Fell House is Jennifer’s
  place. It is where her husband was born and
  his children after him.’

‘My father also was born there,’ said Walter
  quietly. ‘As you may have observed, Judith, I
  have a great sense of family. It is perhaps the
  greatest quality in me. Jennifer with her rotten
  public history offends my sense of family. There
  is also an old quarrel between her and my mother
  that possibly you have not forgotten. In any case,
  I made you a fair offer then. I make you a fair
  offer now. Let Jennifer and her children leave
  Fell House and go to live in the South—and the
  matter is for ever ended.’

‘We are only beating the old ground,’ answered
  Judith impatiently. ‘There is nothing to
  be said on that score. We defy you now, Cousin
  Walter, as we defied you then. There is only now
  this difference—that they have me to fight for
  them, and life has made me a determined woman,
  not easily moved.’

‘No,’ he answered quickly. ‘I am aware that
  you are not. We are alike at least in that. But
  you know that my quarrel is neither with you nor
  your boy. Indeed, it has never been. That is one
  matter on which I wish to speak to you.’

He hesitated, then went on:

‘It seems that my boy, Uhland, has met your
  boy Adam on several occasions.’

‘Yes, I know it.’

‘They are only babies, but Uhland is old for
  his age. He has taken an unaccountable liking
  for your Adam.’ He paused, laughed, continued:
  ‘Forgive me for that word “unaccountable.” But
  for children as young as they are——’ He
  broke off.

She felt herself, against her will, touched.
  When Walter mentioned his son a different
  character seemed to speak from his eyes, his
  mouth, his very hands. He was young and proud
  when he spoke of his son. Some better light
  shone through his coarse texture. But she did
  not want to be touched.

‘You must know,’ she said impatiently, ‘that
  it was through no wish of mine that they met. It
  was in the woods beyond Portinscale—pure accident.’

‘Oh, I know, I know. . . . I was not charging
  you with any intention. But my boy speaks of
  him, wishes to see him——’

‘Yes,’ Judith answered, ‘that is a mischance
  that we must correct.’

‘A mischance?’

‘Yes. It would be good for neither of them,
  things being as they are, that they should be better
  acquainted.’

Walter choked back some reply that he was
  about to make. His control was remarkable.

‘I had hoped,’ he said steadily, ‘that you
  would allow the children occasionally to meet.
  We elders may have our divisions. There is no
  reason——’

She broke in, jumping impetuously to her feet:

‘No reason! No reason! There is this reason,
  Cousin Walter—that you are our enemy. You
  have killed Francis Herries, you would rob his
  children of the very roof over their heads. Only a
  moment ago you threatened me. And yet you wish
  that my son and your son——’

She stopped, sat down quietly, smoothing her
  skirt.

‘I have still some of my old temper remaining
  although I am near fifty. . . . In fact, I may tell
  you, Cousin Walter, that I was never in better
  health in my life. Aye,’ she nodded her bonnet,
  ‘that is what I had come to say. You may think
  me an old woman, but I am young enough yet
  to keep my son from your influence and, pray
  God, I ever will be.’

He was angry; she had touched him. His hand fingered the jewelled pin in his stock.
  But his voice was level as he answered: ‘Very
  well, then. You are confident, Cousin Judith.
  I am an impatient man by blood, but in this case
  I can school myself to waiting.

‘Now hear my offer. It was to make it that
  I asked you to visit me. Last week I purchased
  the land at High Ireby. It was my intention,
  unless we come to some agreement together, to
  build a house there.’

High Ireby? At once she grasped the implication.
  The High Ireby land was on the hills
  above Uldale. It was at some distance, but
  nevertheless it overlooked Fell House. Walter
  there in some big place of his planning, with
  his fields, his cattle, his servants. . . . In spite of
  herself she showed some agitation.

‘That would be done,’ she said at length
  slowly, ‘to spite us.’

‘It would be done,’ he answered, smiling
  (for he saw that she grasped the consequences),
  ‘because I admire the view. It would not be
  perhaps altogether happy for Jennifer and her
  children to have me so neighbourly.’ He looked
  at her closely. She gave him back look for look.
  ‘But,’ he went on, ‘you have not heard my proposition.
  This house here is now too small for
  me, but there are other sites that I could choose,
  other than High Ireby. Then it is one of two
  things. Either Jennifer sells me Fell House—I
  will give her a good price for it—and removes
  herself South. And in that case I would make
  you the offer of it. You should be my tenant at a most moderate rental. Or I build on High
  Ireby. There is no necessity for an immediate
  decision. I only wished that you should know
  what I had in mind.’

Judith saw then his plan; that this should
  hang over them night and day. If Walter built
  a house at High Ireby, it would kill Jennifer.
  And John? His nature being as it was, he could
  not endure it. Nor would it stop at Walter’s
  living there. He would be able, in a thousand
  ways, to molest them at Fell House, to spy upon
  them, to break their privacy. . . . Yes, it was a
  clever notion.

‘At any time, Cousin Judith,’ he said, moving
  towards the door, ‘that Jennifer is ready for me
  to have Fell House at a good price——’

She got up, putting her hands in her muff.

‘You are clever, Walter,’ she said. ‘I grant
  you that. You are clever.’

‘I am flattered,’ he said, bowing. ‘I must be
  clever to fight so brilliant an adversary.’

‘Stuff!’ she answered, tossing her head.
  ‘None of your fine manners. Time’s wasted by
  them.’

Outside the door she turned.

‘You are a strange man. So much trouble to
  persecute two weak women.’

‘One weak woman,’ he corrected her.

At the top of the stairs he said: ‘You understand
  my offer?’

‘Oh yes, I understand.’

‘Well, good day.’

‘Good day to you, Walter.’

As she climbed into the chaise she was surprised
  to find herself trembling. Her desire at
  that moment was to hasten home and find them
  safe. Then to gather them all into her arms—Jennifer,
  John, Dorothy and Adam.

But all she said aloud for the benefit of
  Bennett’s broad back was, once again, ‘Stuff!’
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It might be claimed that in spite of all that
  happened to him afterwards, the most important
  years of Adam Herries’ life were from 1822 to
  1826, from the age of seven to the comparative
  maturity of eleven.

It was true that the French years and the
  Watendlath years were important, but it was Mr.
  Rackstraw who really woke him into active conscious
  life, and Mr. Rackstraw didn’t come to
  Uldale until after the riot at the beginning of
  1822.

The five years that followed had for Adam
  three outstandingly influential personalities—his
  mother, Mr. Rackstraw and John. Looking
  back, in later years, he sometimes fancied that
  everything that he did afterwards, all the things
  that brought him into trouble, all the things that
  gave him happiness, sprang in reality from those
  three people. At least, it is true that afterwards
  one person only was to influence him so deeply,
  and for two others only was he to care with such
  strong endurance as he did for his mother and for
  John Herries. But it was his character that was,
  in the main, to settle the result of events for him,
  as it does with all of us. What he was he was partly born, partly formed by people and events,
  partly fashioned by his own free will.

During those five years he lived, as all small
  boys do, a kind of under-water life with his own
  particular anemones, sea-horses, coloured weeds
  and stones for his absorbed attention. Of the
  traffic of the waters above his head he knew nothing;
  it mattered to him not at all, of course, that
  Mr. Canning, staying with John Gladstone in
  his Liverpool home, watched a small boy called
  William Ewart playing on the lawn, or that there
  was a skirmish at Missolonghi, or that taxation
  grew ever higher and higher, that men and
  women cursed the machines that were taking the
  bread from their mouths, that the word ‘Reform’
  was becoming an ever-louder battle-cry on men’s
  lips. . . .

He was always to have a great capacity for
  choosing at once the things that would, he thought,
  be useful to him and rejecting all the rest. From
  the very first he went his own way, and this independence
  was the beginning of all his trouble
  with his mother.

On the first occasion when he went off for a
  whole day without warning, indeed without word
  to anyone, he was on his return in the evening,
  tired, dirty and triumphant, beaten, and by his
  mother. She could not but remember, as she
  watched him adjusting his small trousers, the
  occasion so long ago when David Herries had
  beaten herself, hating it more than she did. The
  memory made her catch Adam to her breast and
  cover his face with kisses, an act of sentimentality that was to be, on the occasions of these punishments,
  her last. For she saw that he thought
  poorly of her for relenting, and for a day or two
  despised her a little.

She fought her first serious battle with him
  over this affair. He would neither tell her where
  he had been nor would he promise her not to do
  it again. For an awful week it seemed to her that
  her whole relationship with him was broken to
  pieces, until she discovered that she was now
  more intimate with him than ever before. For,
  when she said that she no longer wished to hear
  where he had been, he told her everything. He
  had been in the woods beyond Ireby, had had
  food with a farmer, had stroked a wild dog that
  everyone else feared, had found birds’ eggs and
  fought a boy about tying a cat to a log and throwing
  stones at it. He told her everything and then
  tried to convey to her that he would always do
  so, but that he must have his freedom. He was
  to be always very inarticulate, and when now he
  found that she did not understand what he wanted,
  he simply fell into a complete and unyielding
  silence.

She explained to him that if he really loved
  her he could not give her anxiety and unhappiness
  by disappearing without telling anyone first. He
  wanted to say that if he told anyone he would be
  prevented from going and that therefore it was
  plain that no one must be told, but this was too
  deeply complicated for him, so he said nothing.
  Then she, the least sentimental of women, descended,
  in her distress, to the desperate expedient of asking him whether he loved her or no, and
  he, who loved her with all his being, disliked so
  profoundly to speak about his feelings that he
  said nothing at all. He, being seven, was not, of
  course, aware of his reasons for these things. He
  simply knew that he was hungry, that his posterior
  was sore where his mother had struck him,
  that he hated to be questioned, that he had had
  a grand day, and that he would go off again in
  a similar manner as soon as opportunity offered
  itself.

Judith was a sensible woman and she had an
  especial talent for understanding other people.
  This was not ‘other people’ but her own flesh
  and blood, and, just as forty years ago she had
  climbed out of the window and ridden away to
  Uncle Tom Gauntry at Stone Ends, so now her
  son Adam must also be free.

She did the wisest thing—she left the whole
  matter to Mr. Rackstraw. This was, in fact, very
  remarkable on her part, for at this time in England
  the great parental movement for the proper
  discipline and benefit of the children was just
  beginning to achieve force and power. All the
  children of England were learning to say ‘Sir’
  and ‘Ma’am’ to their parents, never to speak
  before they were spoken to, and to ask questions
  in the manner of Little Henry—but Judith was
  never like other people, and their ways would
  never be hers.

Mr. Rackstraw had from the first a strong
  influence over Adam. He was a man made up
  of very striking opposites. In appearance he was a little, wiry fellow with a face like a slumbering
  coal, red, dusky and shadowed ash-colour.
  He had a broken nose and sparse sandy hair.
  No beauty, but with clear bright eyes and a lively
  mouth. He wore always rough country clothes,
  his legs were a little bowed, and did he wear a
  straw in his mouth would have been the perfect
  hostler. Nevertheless, he was beyond mistake or
  question a gentleman. His rather sharp voice
  that would crack in moments of excitement, his
  eyes, the way that he carried his head, and the
  fine aristocratic shape of his hands told you that.
  He was, in fact, of a very good family, the Rackstraws
  of Rackstraw Manor in Rutlandshire, and
  his elder brother was Sir Wilfred Rackstraw,
  14 Mount Street, London, and some minor
  official in the Foreign Office. He told you these
  things if you asked him, said the Rackstraws were
  poorer than mice, and that he had also a brother
  a smuggling trader on the Whitehaven coast.
  Whether this last were so no one ever knew. But
  he certainly had some very odd friends and some
  very mixed tastes. There was not a farmer,
  hostler, stable-man, huntsman, poacher in the
  district he didn’t know. But he was on social
  terms too with the County families—the Osmastons,
  the Derricks, the Tennants. He was an
  intimate friend of old Miss Pennyfeather, and
  they cracked jokes continually: he often took a
  dish of tea with Mr. Southey and, they said, knew
  as much about his library as he did himself.
  There was not a cock-fight, a football match, a
  boxing match that he did not attend, and yet he gave himself nobly to the two boys, John and
  Adam. His passion was for Homer, and Adam
  owed that at least—that the Iliad and the Odyssey were to be ever friendly companions to him because
  of Roger Rackstraw. He had a pretty
  sense too of the virtues of Virgil, Horace, Thucydides
  and the Greek dramatists, and could make
  them live under his fingers. He had a poor
  opinion of contemporary English Letters, although
  he said a good word for the Waverley romances and told everyone that there was a
  young poet, John Keats, who would be remembered.
  For Mr. Wordsworth he had more
  praise than was locally considered reasonable,
  but when alone with a friend confessed that he
  thought Southey’s poetry ‘fustian.’

However, his great and abiding passion was
  for this country in which he lived, and it was here
  that he and Adam had their great meeting-place.
  He was not a local bumpkin, of course, and his
  principal charm for Jennifer was that he seemed
  to have ever at his fingers’ ends all the London
  gossip. He was always very courteous and tender
  to Jennifer, as though he felt that she needed
  protection and guarding. It might be too that
  she appealed to him, for, over fifty though she
  was, she was yet beautiful in a sort of tumbling-to-pieces,
  letting-herself-go fashion, and he would
  say, to the end of his days, that he never anywhere
  else saw dark hair and fair complexion to
  match Jennifer Herries’.

He would sit in the parlour and tell her things,
  how Brougham after the Queen’s death, defending
  his not going with the body to Brunswick,
  had said: ‘It was well known through the whole
  of the business he had never been much for the
  Queen’ (and a dirty tyke Brougham was, said
  Mr. Rackstraw); how Castlereagh’s suicide was
  because of a pernicious blackmail that he had
  suffered under, how the King now is become an
  awful bore and talks about nothing but his old
  age, how Lady Holland persecuted her guests
  with her odious cats that were for ever scratching
  and clawing, how the King was seen somewhere
  walking with his arm round Canning’s neck,
  how scarcely anyone went now to Lady Jersey’s
  parties, and that the gambling saloon in St. James’
  Street was the most splendid ever known and that
  young William Lennox and others were certainly
  being ruined there. . . .

These were Jennifer’s happiest hours, when
  lazily sitting before the fire, warming her beautiful
  hands, she could, without moving, transport
  herself into a world where indeed she did not
  wish herself to be, but about whose movements
  she was never weary of hearing.

Nevertheless, it was to Adam and Judith that
  Rackstraw was closest. He seemed to understand
  Judith exactly, submitted to her domination
  but treated her with a sort of quizzical
  honesty that she found delightful.

It was Adam, perhaps, whom he really loved,
  although he never showed him much liking,
  treated him often with roughness, lost his temper
  with him completely (and then he would shout
  and swear like a trooper) and ordered him about when he wished as though the boy were his slave.
  He understood, however, the child’s passion for
  independence, and it was he who persuaded
  Judith to buy him his pony, Benjamin, and never,
  after one of the boy’s disappearances, did he reproach
  or punish him. It was the rule, as Adam
  well understood, that if he went off alone he
  must be always back again by nightfall. He
  made, himself, many expeditions with the boy.
  These were the grandest occasions of Adam’s life.
  Rackstraw taught him to see the country rightly.
  It was a country, he said, of clouds and stones.
  Stone walls, grey clouds, stone-coloured seagulls
  on dark fields like fragments of white stone,
  streaks of snow in winter thin cloth of stone, and
  above these stony crags pinnacles of stone, needles
  of stone, piercing a stony sky. He learnt to see
  a small imprisoned valley, wind-swept, as a living
  thing subject to growth and decay like himself.
  Through this vale twisted the mountain torrent,
  fighting with stones, letting its life be dominated
  by these piling stones that heaped themselves
  one on another, that fell in showers down the
  hillside, that at length perhaps choke the life of
  the stream and form a stony pathway that leads
  at last to new shapes of grass and moss and fern.
  The clouds feeding the streams, the streams
  fighting the stones, life moving ceaselessly from
  form to form, from pattern to pattern.

He learnt that it was impossible to live in this
  country, loving it, without having always in his
  heart the colour and shape of clouds. When,
  later, the drive of his life carried him to the South, he brought the clouds with him: he was
  never again to be rid of them. He knew all their
  patterns, forms and vagaries. He knew the
  clouds that flew in flags and pinions of flame and
  smoke over the brow of the hill, driven forward
  as though by gigantic bellows, he knew the moth-coloured
  clouds that with soft persistence gathered
  like great boneless birds around the peak of a
  hill, he knew the clouds of rose and silver that lay
  in little companies against a sky of jade in winter
  above sun-drenched snow, he knew the fierce
  arrogant clouds of jet and indigo that leapt upon
  a pale sky and swallowed it, he knew the gay
  troops of cloud that danced and quivered around
  the sun, he knew the shining clouds that the
  moon, orange-ringed, gathered round her on a
  frosty night when the hoar glittered on the grass
  and the only sound under the black trees was the
  chatter of the running streams. The clouds were
  of themselves reason enough why this country
  was first for him in the world.

But Rackstraw taught him also detail and
  reality. He learnt to know ash and oak, birch
  and thorn, holly and hazel. He knew about the
  cutting of the coppice woods for firewood and for
  ‘spills’ and how it was ‘coaled,’ and what was a
  ‘stander’ and what a ‘yarding,’ and from what
  woods houses of ‘crucks’ were made, and what
  ‘dotard’ oaks were. He learnt to know every
  variety of rain, from the stampede when it comes
  down like animals rushing a thicket to the murmur
  and whisper of a hesitating shower. He
  knew how sudden gusts would come as though someone threw a bucket of water at you, and
  again how it would be as though you walked down
  a staircase of rain, catching your breath for a
  pause, slowing up on the step’s very edge while
  the water trickled under you.

During those five years he went on many rides
  with Rackstraw, and sometimes they would be
  away two nights, sometimes three, and once and
  again a whole week, he on Benjamin, and Rackstraw
  on his bony ugly horse Satan. He remembered
  all that he saw. He had in his heart
  and brain for evermore the Brathay, set in its
  circumference of meadowland, the view like a
  crumpled handkerchief from Pike o’ Stickle, the
  cold, haunting loneliness of Black Sail, the glassy
  perfection of Small Water, the fall of screes from
  Melbreak, the sudden flight of birds so that the
  sky seemed darkened at Ravenglass, the long
  stretch of shore pale and lucent towards Whitehaven,
  the evil cleft of Simon Nick whose ghost
  seemed ever to be watching from the thin darkness,
  the great view from Yewdale to the Old
  Man, the Roman Fort on Hard Knott, the grand
  silence of Waswater where the Screes, the proudest
  of all the hills, plunge scornfully into unknown
  depths—these and hundreds more were to be his
  companions for ever.

He knew the dalesmen, their wives, sons,
  daughters, dogs, horses and cows; he knew the
  Herdwick sheep as though he were one of them.
  He knew the birds, the golden eagles, soon to
  be gone for ever, the osprey, the dull heavy kite,
  the redshanks and larks, the fishing cormorant. He felt like his own the flight of the peregrine,
  the black-and-white wheatear, and the mocking
  little cry of the sandpiper as it flitted in front of
  him along the Lake’s edge. The kingfisher and
  the moorhen spoke to him, one of rushing water,
  the other of pools so still that the reflection of a
  cloud on their surface was like a whisper.

And all the singers—the willow-wren, the
  chiff-chaff, the blackcap, the whitethroat, the
  tree-pipit—he mocked and imitated and whistled
  to.

From all this life there came three lives—one,
  the life of the outer country; two, the life of his
  home, the building of Fell House, the village and
  the moor; three, the personal life with the human
  beings around him; and from all the events that
  occurred to him during those five years three
  were of particular importance. One, the affair
  at Watendlath, was the matter of a moment—and
  it was thus.

In all these five years he went over only on
  three occasions to Watendlath. This abstention
  was proof of itself of his love for his mother;
  it was because of her that he did not go more
  often, for he loved Watendlath more than any
  other place on earth. Judith never once told
  him that she did not wish him to go, but he knew
  from the first that it made her unhappy. Why,
  he wondered, would she herself never go? She
  cared for Charlie Watson and the Ritsons and
  the Perrys. Once, looking out of window and
  he standing at her side, after some trouble that
  she had had with Mrs. Quinney, she burst out: ‘Why am I tied here? I am missing my whole
  life!’ and he knew that she was thinking of
  Watendlath. She never mentioned the place.
  Once or twice Charlie Watson rode over to
  Uldale, but his visits were very brief. He seemed
  constrained, and even to Adam he was sharp and
  curt.

It was on the third occasion—a week after
  Adam’s ninth birthday—that the strange thing
  happened. It was early autumn, the hills were
  on fire with colour above the grey stone, the dead
  bracken flamed, and the Tarn, rocked by a little
  wind, was scattered with tiny feathery waves.
  Adam and Mr. Rackstraw had ridden over and
  stayed the night with the Ritsons. Charlie
  Watson never appeared, although the Ritsons
  said that they had told him that Adam was coming.
  So it was an unsatisfactory visit, for without
  Watson Watendlath was only half alive. Moreover,
  even the Ritsons seemed to be not quite so
  friendly as they had been. Adam, who was quick
  for a little boy, fancied that they were offended
  because his mother had not been to see them, and
  in arms as he always was if he thought that his
  mother was attacked, he attempted some sort of
  defence, but only made things the worse, for Alice
  Perry smiled and said she knew that Mrs. Paris
  was busy, she had heard that she had much to do:
  they all called her ‘Madame’ now, she had heard,
  a kind of foreign way of calling a person, and, of
  course, were she busy they could not expect her to
  come all the way to Watendlath, and so on, and
  so on. Everyone began to speak of other things.

This made Adam angry and he went down, a
  rather desolate little figure, in the late afternoon
  to the Tarn alone. The wind had died; mists
  were rising. The sky that had been cloudless all
  day was frosty white, and the amber of the hills
  was fading into dun. Behind him sheep moved,
  like a concrete part of the dusk, up the slope.
  He was cold, lonely and disturbed by a sense of
  having betrayed his mother in coming here. He
  wanted to go home: he would rather not stay the
  night in the farm. The Perry boys, although
  they had known him since he was a baby, were stiff
  with him. And where was Charlie Watson? Why
  had he not ridden over? He wanted to go home.

Standing there, looking at the Tarn, he had
  the sense for the first time (it was to return to him
  very often) of being outside himself. He could
  see every movement that he made and he felt that,
  if that boy threw himself into the Tarn and disappeared,
  Adam Paris would still be there, nor
  would he feel any loss. It went so far that he
  pinched his arm to see whether he were real.
  Then he threw stones into the Tarn. The noise
  of the splash echoed in his ears, but even that was
  unreal—as though someone else, far from himself
  and having no relation to himself, had thrown the
  stones.

It was then that directly in front of him,
  rising from the Tarn, he saw a figure on a white
  horse. While he looked the figure grew clearer—a
  man in odd clothes, a black hat, and under
  the hat a wig. He wore a long, heavy, purple
  riding-coat, and down one spare thin cheek ran a deep scar. This man was quite clear to him
  in every detail to the silver buttons on his coat.
  He was not looking at Adam but away, gravely,
  up into the hills. Neither horse nor rider made
  any movement. They were like coloured shapes
  painted on the mist. Then they vanished. That
  was his grandfather, who had lived, years ago,
  below the hills at Rosthwaite. He had talked of
  him to his mother so often and had asked so many
  questions about him that he knew exactly how
  he would look, and in later days he might realise
  that it was his own imagination, at that moment
  of loneliness and longing for his mother, that
  had conjured up the figure.

But now he was only a small boy who believed
  in ghosts and pixies, warlocks and witches. So
  for once in his life he took to his heels and ran
  and ran until he arrived breathless in the warm
  and lighted kitchen.

He never told anyone of what he thought he
  had seen, but that night in bed, listening to the
  snores of Mr. Rackstraw, he was comforted as
  though he had made a new friend.



The second affair concerned John, and this
  was one of the most dreadful half-hours of Adam’s
  life, dreadful because he was not at this time old
  enough to meet the emotion that he encountered.
  When mature things break in upon childhood a
  picture is broken, a view destroyed; the picture
  and view never quite return.

Adam was nearly ten when this thing happened,
  and John seventeen and a half.

Their friendship had by now grown so close
  that they were more than brothers. They had
  the intimacy with that edge of strangeness and
  interest belonging to a friendship that has no
  blood relationship.

John had caught and held Adam in the only
  way that he could catch and hold him—by demanding
  his protection. He did not consciously
  demand it: this had grown out of Adam’s fearlessness
  and John’s sensitiveness. John was handsome
  beyond all ordinary standards; he was the
  best-looking young fellow, it was generally
  admitted, in the County. He was tall, slender,
  fair, with a straight carriage and an air of such
  breeding that when he moved both men and
  women unconsciously watched him, feeling perhaps
  that he was of a different strain from the rest
  of mankind.

When he came into a place he walked haughtily
  and seemed proud, his head erect, his mouth
  sternly set, but at once, when he was in contact
  with another human being, his smile shone out,
  lighting up his face. His proud carriage sprang
  from an intolerable shyness that he could never
  overcome. It was agony to him to meet new
  people or anyone of whose kindliness he was
  not sure. At any unfriendliness he flung on instantly
  an armour of reserve. With the men and
  women about the place he was in perfect relations;
  they all loved him and would do anything
  for him. His beauty seemed to them something
  rare and wonderful, and when they knew him
  also to be so gentle and kind they served him without further question. Nevertheless, he was
  no commander of men; any tale of distress
  touched him, however false it might be. He
  believed what he was told, and when he was
  deceived thought that it was some wrong in himself
  that had caused the deceit.

It was here that Adam, whom even when he
  was so young a child he trusted and loved as
  he trusted and loved none other, protected him.
  Adam was uncouth and rough beside him. He
  did not grow more handsome as he grew older.
  The darkness of his hair, the brown of his face
  and body, made him seem someone foreign and
  apart. He wore always the roughest country
  clothes. He spoke, when he did speak, with a
  slight Cumberland ‘burr,’ he was often silent
  when he ought to speak and would look at people
  with a sort of frown as though he were summing
  them up. His worst fault was exactly the opposite
  of John’s, namely, that he suspected everyone
  until he had proved his case.

It became plain to him soon that John was
  his charge. In spite of the difference of their
  ages he was already wiser about the world than
  John and, because he was not sensitive and because
  hostility only made him hostile in return and
  because he was afraid of no one, he was a good
  bodyguard.

Only one thing at this time came between
  the two of them. A chance meeting brought
  them into contact with Uhland, Walter’s son.
  Adam had long ago decided that Walter Herries
  was his enemy and the enemy of all those whom he loved. He was not aware, during these
  years, of the developing battle between Walter
  Herries and his mother, but he did know that
  everything round Westaways was enemy country.

The queer thing was that Uhland, who was
  Adam’s age, never missed an occasion of an encounter
  with Adam if one were possible. They
  met but seldom, in the Keswick street, once and
  again at the Hunt, at a sheep trial, at a running-match:
  once when Adam was fishing by himself
  beyond Crosthwaite Church, Uhland, unattended,
  came limping through the field. He stood looking
  at Adam, apparently afraid to speak. Adam
  would have had nothing to do with him, but the
  boy was lame, his face was pale, he seemed so
  sickly that it was a wonder he could move at all.
  So he spoke, and Uhland came and sat beside
  him. What followed was most uncomfortable,
  for Uhland sat there, staring out of large protruding
  eyes, and said nothing.

At last he felt in his jacket and offered Adam
  a top, a large one coloured green and crimson.
  Adam did not wish to take it, but Uhland clambered
  to his feet and went limping away across
  the field without another word. . . .

Now John had from the very first the strangest
  fear of Uhland. There was something about
  his deformity and sickliness that affected him as
  though the boy had a disease that he could
  convey to others. He saw him on the rarest
  occasions, but he was often conscious of him,
  would, in the middle of the night, think of that
  leg longer than the other, those protruding eyes, the little body that seemed to be bent by a head
  too big for it.

Once he burst out passionately to Adam and
  wished him to promise never to speak to Uhland
  again.

‘But I don’t speak to him,’ said Adam,
  astonished.

‘You meet him. He talked to you in Keswick
  a fortnight back.’

‘He has a horse,’ said Adam irrelevantly.
  ‘It is called Caesar. It’s coal black with a white
  star on its forehead.’

‘I tell you,’ John repeated, ‘you are not to
  talk with him.’

‘Why not?’ asked Adam.

John could not say. The boy and his father
  hated them, would do them any harm. . . .

But Adam fell into one of his silences. John
  would not speak to him for days.

Then came this terrible distressing thing.

It came like a door banging on to a silent
  room. It was in the early summer. Adam had
  been riding, had shut Benjamin into his box,
  stroked his nose and talked some nonsense to
  him, then very happy, whistling out of tune, had
  wandered into the house. He had a room to
  himself now, one that he had chosen, an attic
  with a slanting roof and a fine view over the moor
  to the slopes of Skiddaw. He and Skiddaw were
  now on speaking terms, and there was nothing
  about Skiddaw that Adam didn’t know—or so
  he thought.

He had but just sat down upon his bed and was thinking of the coach that had passed him
  with a fine tantivy and a grand cloud of dust
  from the horses’ hoofs, thinking perhaps that he
  would like to see the world a bit, when the door
  opened and John came in. He stood without
  moving. He had been paying some visit and
  was dressed very smartly in a claret-coloured
  coat, the hips and chest padded, a white frill,
  his dark chestnut trousers strapped under his
  boots. Adam remembered then that, urged by
  Judith, John had been to call on some people
  with a house on the border of Bassenthwaite Lake.
  They were called Sanderson and were new
  arrivals in the neighbourhood.

He stood there, his face pale, his lips quivering.
  He crossed to the bed, sat down by Adam,
  then to Adam’s horror burst out crying, his head
  in his hands.

Adam put his arm around him and sat there,
  not knowing what to do or say. He had never
  seen John cry before, and that a man should
  shed tears seemed to him an awful thing.

‘What is it? . . . What’s the matter, John?’
  he said at last, his voice a funny broken bass from
  his emotion. For a long while John, crying
  desperately, made no answer.

Adam stared out of the window at Skiddaw
  and watched birds flying slowly, dreamily, across
  the faint glassy sky.

‘This is what it is . . .’ John caught Adam’s
  hand. ‘My mother——’ He hesitated, then
  the words poured out of him. ‘I had visited the
  Sandersons. Young Robert Sanderson was there. He is a friend of Cousin Walter’s, and I could
  not abide him from the first. He was affronted
  by something I had said in the house about the
  Catholics in Ireland, that the Catholic laws were
  monstrous and that we should have shame for
  our treatment of Ireland. . . . He answered hotly,
  and when I left came out with me to my horse.
  He sneered at something I said. You know
  how it is—I hate a quarrel. I answered him
  gently, and then he said something about the
  fine man Cousin Walter was, and that by what he
  had heard Fell House here should be his. That
  was too much for me and I called Cousin Walter
  what he is—a damnable blackguard. Then
  Sanderson told me . . . he said . . . he said it
  was common knowledge that because my mother
  had been a man’s mistress here and because my
  father had found them together, therefore my
  father had killed himself in London. Because
  my father had been a coward and allowed that
  man to come to this house, to sleep here . . . he
  knew of it. The whole world knew . . . I struck
  Sanderson in the face—and I rode away.’

Telling his story had calmed him. He caught
  his breath. His face now was as white as a
  peeled stick, his body trembled, but he wept no
  longer.

‘Everyone knows—has known for years.
  Only I didn’t know. . . .’

They were quiet for a long time. Adam’s
  hand tightened on John’s. He could not bear
  to feel John’s body tremble. He longed to do
  anything for him, to rush out and trample on Sanderson, to burn Uncle Walter’s house down,
  to . . . Oh! he knew not what! But he could
  neither do anything nor say anything. He was
  not ignorant, young though he was. He knew—in
  a child’s way—about men and women, without
  feeling that all those things, the making of love,
  the birth of children, were real in a real world.
  But he understood that this was a disgraceful and
  terrible thing. Nevertheless his own active feelings
  were those of rage against Sanderson and a
  passionate instinct to defend John.

He said at last in a husky voice:

‘I expect he’s a liar. They are all liars,
  friends of Uncle Walter’s.’

‘No—it’s true. . . . I have known for a long
  while that mother was afraid, afraid of everything,
  of Cousin Walter and people in Keswick—and
  that my father had shot himself in London, but
  this. . . .’

Then he added, still shivering as though with
  an intense cold:

‘I must fight Sanderson.’

‘Yes, you must kill him,’ Adam answered
  eagerly. Here was something that he could do.
  ‘Mr. Rackstraw shall help us.’

‘Cousin Walter put him on to this. I know
  he did. Everything we do, everywhere we go,
  Walter Herries is at our back. Oh, God, if I
  could do him an injury for all he’s done to us!
  And now I know. I know why he has so much
  power over us, why my mother fears him as she
  does. . . . My father was a coward, my mother. . . .’

He stopped.

‘Adam, you must speak of this to no one.
  We will settle Sanderson’s affair ourselves. But
  that everyone should know, that they have known
  for years. . . .’

Adam said, nodding his head:

‘If it’s pistols, John, you can kill him. Mr.
  Rackstraw says you’re the best shot with a pistol
  for your age in Cumberland. We’ll practise in
  the barn. We’ll go now. . . .’

But nothing came of it then. They learnt
  that young Sanderson had gone South. He
  never answered John’s letter, and later, joining
  his regiment, went abroad. The consequences
  were not so easily settled. After that summer
  afternoon nothing was the same again.



Adam’s third affair concerned his mother.

As those years passed, Judith dominated Fell
  House and its neighbourhood ever more completely.

When Adam was eleven, in 1826, Judith was
  nearly fifty-two. Now fifty-two was considered in
  those days a great age for a woman. There were old
  women like Mrs. Tennant of Ireby who were old
  women, sat in a chair and had the air of prophetesses.
  There were old women like Mrs. Summerson
  in Keswick who played cards night and day
  but were nevertheless old women. There were
  old women like Mrs. Clare of Portinscale who
  rode to hounds, cursed and swore, drank and
  gambled, chaffed with the stable-boys, but were
  still old women. Judith Paris was unique.
  After settling in command at Fell House she seemed with every month to grow younger. Her
  body, taut, neat, active, appeared not to know
  fatigue. Her hair, once so lovely an auburn,
  was now grey, her face, always pale in colour
  (and she would use no paint as most of the older
  women did), knew no wrinkle. She rode a horse
  like a commander. She was austere and direct
  when about her business, but she could behave
  suddenly like a girl. She went to dances, card-parties,
  hunts, balls in Keswick. She was known
  everywhere as ‘Madame,’ famous for her kindness,
  her sharp and direct speech, her common
  sense. She had not changed in her impulsiveness,
  her attention to business, her loyalty, her
  childish pleasure in little things. Only those who
  knew her well were aware that something she
  had had was now, to all appearance, gone. It
  might be dead, it might be hidden. Miss
  Pennyfeather in Keswick knew, Jennifer unperceptively
  was aware. . . . Jennifer said that
  Judith was no longer romantic.

Another thing that everyone knew about her
  was that she was ‘mad’ about her boy. Of
  course the boy was illegitimate, although everyone
  could name his father, but his illegitimacy and
  the fact that Judith herself was the daughter of
  old ‘Rogue’ Herries (now a legend: they said
  that his ghost ‘walked’ in Borrowdale) and a
  gipsy, made the mother and son something apart.
  ‘Madame’ was becoming a legend like her
  father. Every kind of tale was told of her.
  When she came into a room people stared and
  whispered. But they invited her, they admired her; she was a ‘character’ and did the neighbourhood
  a sort of credit.

We are in part what our friends and neighbours
  make us and, unconsciously, Judith began
  at this time to respond to the demand for her to
  be ‘queer.’ Her dress was a little extravagant.
  Her skirts were very full in the Dutch fashion.
  She liked gay colours and was often seen in a
  shawl of red cashmere. She had hats of fine
  straw worn over a lace cap—far too young for
  another of her age, but in some way not ridiculous
  for her. Her turbans of figured gauze at an
  evening party were magnificent. She already
  carried the cane of white ivory that was, later,
  to be so famous. People in Keswick said,
  ‘Madame is coming,’ and gathered at shop doors
  and windows to look.

She ruled everyone in Fell House save her
  son Adam. It was at the beginning of his twelfth
  year that she put her power over him to the test
  and failed. This occasion was one of the great
  crises that marked his boyhood.

No one knew with what passionate emotion
  she loved this child. Everything else that was
  dear to her she had surrendered—save her love of
  power and her love of her son. As he grew
  her feeling for him developed into a mingling
  of love, admiration and exasperation. She had
  always wished for him to be independent and
  apart from other boys. His father, poor Warren,
  had had but too little character. Adam seemed
  to have no resemblance at all to his father; he
  was his mother and then himself as well. He reminded her continually of what she had been as
  a child, and it was a curious irony that she should
  so often feel the same bewilderment and irritation
  in dealing with him felt long ago by David and
  Sarah Herries about herself. She learnt, very
  soon in their relationship, that he hated any kind
  of demonstration. Did he love her or did he
  not? She knew that he did, and with all his
  heart, but any expression of affection silenced
  and removed him. But he must obey her. When
  she had surrendered her domination of his movements
  (no one knew what this cost her) she consoled
  herself with the right to order him in all
  other ways.

The exercise of power grows with what it
  feeds on. People succumbed to her so easily
  that she came to expect it as her right. Adam
  always obeyed her when he felt that her demand
  was just. She had one thing more to learn—that,
  if he thought her unjust, he was quite
  beyond her power.

The incident had minute beginnings. One
  fine morning she had driven with Adam in the
  chaise to Keswick. Mr. Carrick the haberdasher
  came on to the pavement to receive her
  orders, and after he was gone, before she could
  move forward, tiresome old Major Bellenden
  must limp forward and, his wide-brimmed hat
  gallantly in hand (although the day was cold),
  commence one of his interminable conversations.
  Major Bellenden, who lived alone on the road
  to Threlkeld, was a purple-faced old bachelor,
  tyrannised over by a peevish man-servant. He had served abroad, knew the East, had had an
  amusing adventure or two, but all these were
  swallowed up by the fact that he had been
  actually present at the famous performance on
  the 13th of February 1820 at the Paris Opera
  of Le Carnaval de Venise when the Duc de Berry
  had been assassinated. Nay, more, he had by a
  lucky chance left the Opera for a moment and
  returned at the very instant when Louvel planted
  his dagger ‘up to the hilt,’ had heard the Duke cry
  ‘What a ruffian!’ and then ‘I have been murdered!’
  Later, he had listened to the screams of
  pain that came from the poor Duke as Dupuytren
  probed the wound, had seen Decazes enter to
  examine the murderer, and best of all had even
  been witness of Louis XVIII. himself as, tossed
  about between the banisters of the stairs and the
  wall, they had tried to push his chair that he
  might get to the Duke. He told over and over
  again how the Duke, dying, raised himself and
  said: ‘Forgive me, dear Uncle, forgive me’; and
  Louis answered: ‘There is no hurry, dear
  Nephew. We will talk later about this.’ And
  then how, at the very last, when the Duchess
  was filling the room with her lamentations, the
  Duke said: ‘My dearest, control yourself for
  the sake of our child,’ and so gave France the
  first news that there would be an heir to the
  Bourbons. . . .

So often had the Major told this very long
  story with all the details of it exactly repeated,
  that the Duc de Berry’s assassination seemed to
  many persons to have occurred in Keswick. However, ‘The Old Bore and his Murder’ was
  the general summary of Major Bellenden.

It chanced that on this very morning the
  Major mentioned his Duke. Some remark of
  Judith’s about the weather reminded him. ‘It
  was weather like this . . . that horrid affair of the
  Duc de Berry, of which I expect I have told
  you . . .,’ and looking up caught young Adam
  smiling at him in a very irritating manner.
  Adam had heard his mother in her lighter
  moments, imitating the Major: ‘I had my foot
  on the stair . . . Louvel must have brushed
  my arm . . .’ and giving then the very half-choked,
  half-important guffaw that was the
  Major’s.

Adam smiled, and the Major saw him smiling.
  His mother also saw him. The Major was
  deeply hurt and went limping away.

During the drive homewards Judith scolded
  him, speaking of reverence to age, of impertinence
  and other kindred matters.

‘But, Mama, you yourself laughed. . . .’

‘Not to his face. That is bad manners.’

‘I am sorry, Mama. Look, there is Mr.
  Southey with——’

‘Now listen, Adam. You are to listen. You
  must apologise to the Major.’

Adam sat grimly silent. Of all things in the
  world he hated most to apologise. The matter
  might on an ordinary day have stopped there,
  but Judith had been irritated by a number of
  small things, by the failure of Miss Pritchett,
  the little dressmaker whom she patronised, to have a dress ready; by Mrs. Quinney’s cold;
  by the customary sluggishness of Jennifer.

So she pursued it.

‘Promise me, then, that you will apologise.’

Adam said nothing. He sat there, his mouth
  pursed in an exasperating manner.

‘Promise me that you will apologise.’

At last he murmured:

‘It is unfair, Mama. You yourself laugh at
  him.’

‘That is different. He was not present.’

Then again, as the chaise drew slowly up the
  hill to the village:

‘Say that you will apologise.’

No answer.

‘Well, then, I must punish you.’

Adam was enclosed in his attic for the rest of
  the day without food.

In the evening Judith came in to him, her
  head held high, her heart aching with love. She
  had been quite wretched all the afternoon. She
  had realised with a pain that was deeper than
  any emotion felt by her for many days that without
  Adam there was nothing. All this business
  of defying Walter, of managing the house, the
  servants, Jennifer, of corresponding with various
  Herries all over the country, of visiting and
  dining and being sociable—it was all nothing,
  nothing at all without Adam. She had loved her
  husband, she loved Adam. There was nothing
  else. And with a sudden shudder, as though a
  hateful wrinkled hag in a bonnet had bowed to
  her in the glass, she saw her old age, of which until now she had scarcely thought—her old age,
  empty, ugly and cruel.

She came into his room and found him standing
  looking out of the window, just as, centuries
  ago, she had stood at her window when David
  was to beat her. He did not turn. She put
  her hand on his shoulder. She was, not by much,
  taller than he, but when he turned her heart
  leapt, for he was so lovely to her, so utterly her
  own, so proud and so strong, just as she would
  have him be.

But he was relentless—and he was utterly
  beyond her reach. She said something. She
  asked him to come downstairs. No, he would
  not come down. Did he not see that he was
  wrong, that he had hurt the feelings of an old
  man, that it was proper to offer an apology when
  one had shown bad manners?

‘I did not show bad manners,’ Adam said, not
  looking at her.

She did not know it, but he himself was
  terrified—terrified at this resentment that he felt
  to her, his rebellion as though he were fighting
  for something very serious and important. He
  had never felt like this to her before. He almost
  hated her.

‘Well, then, you will see it later on. You
  will see that I am right. Come down now and
  we will not speak of it.’

But it could not be settled in that way. His
  dreadful silence which he himself hated dominated
  him. She put her arm around his neck.

‘Come, Adam.’

He dragged himself away from her and went
  back to the window, looking out. That infuriated
  her and she surrendered to one of her
  old tempests of passion. She stormed and
  stamped her feet. He was ungrateful, hard, unloving,
  disobedient. She had done everything
  for him, and thus he repaid her. Well, he should
  see. She was not to be insulted by a child. He
  should be beaten. Maybe that would teach
  him. . . .

‘Beat me,’ he said, turning round upon her.

They looked at one another, each with hatred.
  The look was so terrible, so new, so far from anything
  that either of them had thought possible,
  that in another moment they would have been in
  one another’s arms.

But she did nothing, said nothing, and after a
  moment left the room.

When she had gone he sat, swinging his legs,
  the unhappiest boy in the United Kingdom.


THE SUMMER FAIR
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The scarlet cloak of Oberon cast hastily on the
  daisied sward of the meadow, the laughter of the
  fairies as they fled towards the wood, the young
  men as they waited by the church gate, straining
  forward, listening for the word to go, the strange
  orange turban of Miss Pennyfeather, the breaking
  lights of violet and crimson as the fireworks burst
  above the Lake, the clown standing on his head
  in the market-place, his calves brown as berries
  against the sunlight, the line of chaises, barouches,
  waggons, the gauze and linen of the coloured
  dresses shining as the ladies leant forward from
  their carriages to watch the runners pass, the
  roseate haze on Skiddaw as the reflection of the
  setting sun threw great lines of colour across
  the crowded meadow, the peal of the bells from
  Crosthwaite Church, the gipsies with gaudy rings,
  crimson kerchiefs, white teeth flashing as they
  told fortunes in their encampment below the
  wood, Titania tearing her frail petticoat as she
  climbed the cart to ride through the town, the riot
  of men and women after dusk under the stars
  when a kind of madness seized the place, sunlight,
  bells, babel of voices, scents of flowers,
  neighing of horses, the plashing of oars upon the water, the stars and the flare of torches—for days
  and months and years the smoking shadow of
  this life was to hang about Keswick.

It was in August of 1827 that the famous
  Summer Fair came, blazed, vanished. For years
  afterwards it was remembered; for years now it
  has been as though it never was. And yet the
  town had known nothing like it before unless it
  were the famous Chinese Fair of nearly a century
  earlier. There is no record of it. Search contemporary
  journals and you will find nothing.
  For it came, it went, as many of the finest things
  in life come and go, by accident; it is only a background
  to the history of certain private lives; a
  handkerchief was dropped, a horse stumbled, a
  word was spoken. In a week the meadow was
  itself again, the waters of the Lake were calm, the
  gipsies were in Carlisle, the booths were piled
  boards, the bell-ringers were practising for another
  ceremony, the Strolling Players were drinking in a
  Kendal inn.

Nevertheless, there was never anything like it
  again. Chance, Mrs. Bonaventure, sunshine, the
  accidental passing of the gipsies and the Players,
  stars and a full moon made this thing.

Mrs. Bonaventure had come to Keswick six
  months before. She was a large stout lady with
  a red face, a roaring voice, and a wealthy husband
  almost as large as herself. They were a jolly
  pair, vulgar, if you like, with their loud voices
  and carelessness of social divisions, but it was
  known that she was the daughter of a Lancashire
  baronet, so, as Mrs. Osmaston said, ‘You can be sure she can speak quietly when she wishes,’ and
  they were generous, crazy for parties and picnics
  and dances, and thought there was no place in the
  world like Keswick. . . .

It was she who first had the notion of a Fête.
  It was in some way to be connected with the hand-loom
  weaving, and in some way with the birth of
  a baby boy to her sister who lived in Rutlandshire,
  and in some way with the Duke of Wellington,
  and in some way with a prize that Mr. Bonaventure
  was giving for a race for young men under
  twenty-five, a race from Crosthwaite Church to
  the Druids’ Circle.

In any case, there must be a Fête.

There should be booths along Main Street
  with gingerbread and apples and toffee. There
  should be dancing in the moonlight. There
  should be no nasty sports like bull-baiting or cock-fighting.
  There should be decorated boats on
  the Lake, and fireworks. She did not know that
  some Strolling Players chanced to be performing
  in Penrith. She did not know about the gipsies.
  All these delights were added unto her.

Suppose that old Herries, remembering as he
  must that Chinese Fair, when in an eating booth
  he had sold his lady for a few pieces of silver,
  were present, perched cross-legged on a chimney,
  standing upright against a tree-top, what would
  he think of it all? A hundred years gone (but
  time is of course nothing to him now), and yet
  here was his daughter, like a little general, marshalling
  her family forces, and here his great-grandson
  Walter commanding his battalions, and behind them, around them, all the lively consequences,
  male and female, of that wild turbulent
  life by which he had once been surrounded! Yes,
  wild and turbulent that Chinese Fair had been,
  civilised and gentle this Fair must seem to him—but
  the same battle was joined now as then, and
  so will be, for ever and ever, change the background
  as you may, for ever and ever, amen!

As his long sardonic person wanders now
  skywards, now mingling unseen with the crowd,
  now peering sardonically from behind the chimney-pot,
  he watches that same daughter with tenderness
  maybe, and young John and Adam and
  Elizabeth with concern, and great-grandson
  Walter with humorous sarcasm, watches and
  grimly smiles and vanishes into a star, wondering
  why they should all be so serious over a matter so
  brief and trivial.

For the rest, how are they, in reminiscence, to
  break that confusing fantastic day into some sort
  of shape and order: morning, afternoon, evening
  and the moonlight night?—or, better than
  that, they divide it by event—the boats on the
  Lake, the race through the town, the Midsummer
  Night’s Dream, the dancing on the meadow—four
  cantos of a happy poem.

THE BOATS ON THE LAKE

By eight of the morning the booths were
  lining Main Street, the children were dancing
  like mad things down the road, the sun was blazing
  (for they had all the luck that day) and boats
  were putting out from the Islands, from Manesty, from Lodore, from Grange. By ten o’clock the
  carriages were rolling up, from Penrith and
  Ullswater and Newlands and Bassenthwaite, from
  Carlisle even, from Grasmere and Rydal, from
  Shap and Hawkshead. Very early in the morning
  for some of them the horses must have been
  led from their stables and the coaches loaded.
  Many came in pillion-riding as for hundreds of
  years they had done, while the grander farmers
  were proud in the ‘shandy-carts.’ Keswick,
  although Crosthwaite Church had not yet begun
  its peal, was ringing with bells, for teams of pack-horses,
  used for the carrying of pieces from the
  hand-loom weaving, came jingling in. Many of
  the women who were spreading their apples, nuts,
  cakes and bottles of herb beer on the trestles had
  been many a time to Hell Gill Bridge for the
  Brough Hill Fair, and with that same jingling
  of bells came the scents and sounds from Shaw
  Paddock and Aisgill and the old Thrang Bridge
  in Mallerstang.
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