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	The Green Graves of Balgowrie

	I

	“Their graves have been green for ninety years and more,” said my grandmother, as she finished telling me the tale of Henrietta and Lucie Marjorybanks; “so you may make what use you like of their story.”

	“Don’t tell me it’s true,” I said—for my eyes were wet.

	“Well, that is the story as my mother told it to me; and she had seen them face to face—she was the Maggie Pelham of the tale.”

	“Ah, Life, there are stranger things in you than were ever written!” I said.

	And I have held to that opinion ever since.

	* * * * * 

	The old house of Balgowrie stands on a rising ground, and looks seaward over a wide bay where the tide rushes in with a long tumbling surf. To the back of the house the country is wooded, and is intersected by deep and very muddy roads. Once upon a time the Balgowrie garden, which lay to the south and was protected by high walls from the sea-winds, blossomed and brought forth; but now the walls are broken down, and the salt winds whistle over the flowers. Veils of fog-like grey moss cover the apple trees, and the fruit is green and sour that grows on their neglected branches; the rose bushes are all gone to leaf, and each rose has a little mossy green heart; the jasmine has grown into a great tree that hangs all to one side over the south wall, and path and turf have long ago been merged into one.

	The house itself is little more than a ruin now. Its old gables are stained to half a dozen hues with the damp of years, and yellow sea-lichen has crept over the slates, colouring them like autumn sunlight. House-leek covers the rounded steps that lead up to the door, and wallflower is growing bravely in every chink. The only memorial that “envious time” has left of Henrietta and Lucie Marjorybanks in the place that once knew them, is a heart cut upon the west turret window, with the name “Lucie” scrawled above it, and underneath, the words “United hearts death only parts,” with over all the date 1775.

	Some wild pigeons—far-away descendants of the fan-tails that once fed from Lucie’s hand—still flutter round the doo-cote: they are the only living things about the place.

	But even in its better days Balgowrie was a lonely—an eerie spot: rat-haunted, and with a reputation for being ghost-haunted too, which had kept it empty for years before it came into the hands of Mrs. Henry Marjorybanks in the year of grace 1766.

	The widow, with her two little daughters, aged respectively nine and twelve, had not been long settled at Balgowrie before the neighbouring gentry came jolting over the miry roads in their yellow coaches to pay her their respects. But these overtures of friendship were received with great coldness, and the only return made was a week later, when John Silence, the widow’s man-servant, went round the neighbourhood, leaving his lady’s card upon those families who had honoured her with a visit. This, in an age much more punctilious than our own in matters of etiquette, was considered an outrageous breach of good manners, and Mrs. Henry Marjorybanks was not disturbed by more visitors.

	This was exactly what the widow had desired. Her object in taking a lonely house in a lonely neighbourhood had been to cut herself off, so far as is possible in this life, from the world of living men. Her success was admirable. After the first few weeks no stranger ever passed through the gates of Balgowrie, and the two little girls, Henrietta and Lucie, grew up in as complete isolation as any castaways on a desert shore.

	The only communication which Mrs. Marjorybanks kept up with the outer world was by letter. She corresponded with but one person, a certain Mrs. Pelham, then residing in London, and her reasons for choosing this lady as her friend were of a piece with Mrs. Marjorybanks’ other eccentricities, as the following story will show: The late Henry Marjorybanks, in the days of his youth, had fallen deeply in love with a beautiful girl, who rejected his addresses, and married another suitor, Charles Pelham by name. Marjorybanks was inconsolable. He fell, indeed, into very poor health, and adopted peculiar and rather pessimistic views. While in this state he made the acquaintance of the woman who was afterwards to become his wife. She was considerably his senior, but their ideas seemed wonderfully harmonious; according to herself, she had “tasted the pleasures of this world and proved their hollowness.” Presumably, however, she had now a desire to prove the hollowness of matrimony, for she exerted herself not a little to gain the affections of Henry Marjorybanks. This she never did; but she gained his hand, which was the next best thing to do, and retired with him to a lonely village in the south of Scotland, where the curious couple lived for many years. Here Henrietta and Lucie were born and spent the first years of life, and here their father died when the children had reached the ages of twelve and of nine. Whether Mrs. Marjorybanks had, after her own strange fashion, been attached to her husband, or whether she only imagined that she had been, she certainly assumed all the most profound trappings of woe when he died. The place became hateful to her, and she cast about for some equally lonely house where to bury herself and her unfortunate daughters. At the same time she opened a correspondence with Mrs. Pelham by returning to her several letters which she had found among her late husband’s papers. Mrs. Pelham had also become a widow. Of several children, only one remained to her, a daughter of nearly the same age as Henrietta.

	The similarity of their circumstances struck Mrs. Marjorybanks. “You are bereaved like myself; you have a daughter whose age corresponds with that of my Henrietta; above all, I see that you were my husband’s first love,” she wrote to Mrs. Pelham, at the same time praying her to continue the correspondence.

	“The woman must be mad!” Mrs. Pelham had exclaimed on the receipt of this letter, and the impression did not wear off as the time went on, and her unknown correspondent continued to ply her with the most voluminous letters ever penned.

	In these letters Mrs. Marjorybanks poured out her ideas on every subject under heaven. She expressed herself cleverly, and there was a strong flavour of originality in all her views. These were not the conventional views held by every decorous woman of the day. Mrs. Marjorybanks had evidently been born several generations too soon. Her religious beliefs—or want of belief, for she boldly named herself “atheist”—would only be considered a bore now, when every sensible person is weary of “doubts”; in these days they were mentioned under the breath. In politics she was a radical; before the days of socialism she was a socialist; wherever opportunity offered, she placed herself in opposition to established use and wont. “I count it one of my greatest mercies,” she wrote in one of these exuberant epistles, “that I have children to educate. My daughters are intelligent; they shall not be trained like every other woman in Britain; their personalities will be allowed free scope; my daughters shall not be turned out like ninepins.”

	Mrs. Pelham, a gracious, womanly “fine lady” of the old school, seeing that her opinion was of some weight with her extraordinary unknown friend, tried a little remonstrance here.

	“It would be better to concede a little to the generally received views upon education,” she wrote; “and your daughters, I feel sure, would benefit by mixing with other gentlewomen.”

	But the widow was immovable. She had formed her own ideas of what her daughters were to be, and she held to these with determination.

	The children who had fallen into such strange hands for guidance were very unlike each other both in appearance and in character.

	Henrietta, the elder of the two, was a tall girl for her age, with dark, lank hair and grey eyes, while Lucie was like a child in a picture, with fair curls and brilliantly blue eyes. Henrietta had her mother’s peculiarity of character—though in the daughter it had not that harshness which made Mrs. Marjorybanks unpleasant; yet Henrietta never did everything exactly like other people, never expressed herself in a commonplace way, and, indeed, had far too pronounced ideas of her own on every point. Lucie was nothing more or less at this time than a child—as sweet and fresh as only children can be.

	What would have struck any outsider rather painfully in coming into this household at Balgowrie, was the dread which the children had of their mother. She never ill-treated them in any way, and did not even believe in severe punishments, yet every year the children seemed to draw farther away from her—farther and farther, into a close little world of their own. Their dread had been quite instinctive and unacknowledged till one day,—it was a damp November afternoon, and the physical oppression outside may have affected the child,—as Henrietta stood by the hall window watching her mother, who was coming up the steps from the garden, wrapped in her long black cloak, suddenly little Lucie pulled her sister by the sleeve, and in a choking whisper, as if afraid of her own voice, cried out—

	“Oh, Harrie, I’m frightened!”

	“Frightened, Lucie? It’s not dark.”

	“Of . . . of her,” cried the child. Harrie would not, from her superior pedestal of three extra years, have admitted to Lucie the sudden panic that overcame her also at these words. Fear is so much worse when we acknowledge it. For a moment she thought blindly of “running” somewhere—anywhere—away from this terror. Then she said only, “Nonsense, Lucie!” and established her supremacy for ever over Lucie’s weaker character. They never spoke of it again.

	
II

	The first object of Mrs. Marjorybanks’ Educational System was the development of character rather than the acquisition of knowledge. “No character,” she maintained (in one of those prolix letters which she devoted to educational subjects), “can take its individual bent if it is subjected to the authority of an older mind too soon”; and, following this idea, Henrietta and Lucie ran wild and lessonless for the first dozen years of their lives. By the phrase “the authority of an older mind” Mrs. Marjorybanks seemed to imply its influence rather than the usual meaning of the word “authority,” for she exacted implicit obedience from her children in all physical matters, and only left them without a guide in the more perplexing ways of the mind. If, as all intelligent children will, they asked her questions, she had none of those ready-made answers which are safer satisfactions to the growing mental appetite than anything else; instead of these, Mrs. Marjorybanks bade the children “think for themselves,” or “come to a decision for themselves,” and their decisions on many subjects were very quaint in consequence. They grew up utterly ignorant of the outside world, and having only a verbal knowledge of any of the facts of life. Reading, which, with the addition of writing, was their only accomplishment, will not, after all, teach a child much if nothing it reads is explained to it. “They will grasp the forces that sway the world better, if they come to understand them without preconceived ideas,” wrote Mrs. Marjorybanks.

	So the children had lived on year after year untaught, and probably would have remained ignorant even longer, if an accident had not sent them a teacher who happened to please their mother.

	One damp November afternoon, a few months after the arrival of Mrs. Marjorybanks and her daughters at Balgowrie, as they returned from their usual walk, a riderless horse feeding by the roadside attracted their attention. Mrs. Marjorybanks looked up and down the lane for the owner of the horse, then she stepped up to the beast, and, taking it by the bridle, turned its head towards Balgowrie.

	“Someone has met with an accident,” she said. “We will send Silence to the village to make inquiries.”

	The little girls were quite pleased by this amusing episode. It was so delightful to try to keep up with a horse—it got over the ground at such an amazing pace with no effort at all! They took little runs beside it and laughed. But as they came round the turn of the lane, the rider lay across the path, a sight that checked their mirth.

	“Hold the horse, Henrietta,” said the widow shortly, bending over the figure on the road.

	“Oh, madam, is he hurt—is he dead?” cried the children.

	They knew that something called Death existed, and used the word glibly enough.

	Mrs. Marjorybanks knelt down and examined the man.

	“No; only drunk,” she said, “and stunned.”

	“Drunk? what does that mean?” the children asked each other by signs, for the word had no meaning for them.

	But as they spoke, the man sat up and began to look about him in rather a bewildered fashion. Me was a handsome elderly man, with thick grey hair and a fine smooth skin.

	“Come, sir,” cried Mrs. Marjorybanks, “get up, and thank your good luck you can. Had I not come this way, you might have lain here long enough, to be ridden over by the first waggon that passed. Here, get up—I will help you.”

	“It seems I’ve had something of a tumble, madam,” he said, feeling the back of his head meditatively with his ringed hand. “That horse is the very deuce to shy when the light is bad.”

	“A good rider should be surer of his seat than that,” retorted the widow.

	She prided herself on administering home truths, and always judged of people by the way in which they received such remarks. This man seemed quite to understand her. He only laughed, and asked Mrs. Marjorybanks to be kind enough to help him to rise.

	“For, faith, madam, as you insinuate, I’m perhaps not so steady as might be,” he said, laughing again.

	His straightforwardness quite won the widow’s heart. She helped the stranger to his feet and inquired after his injuries.

	“You’re all right now, whatever you were when you fell, sir,” she said, intending to be amiable. “But since your head has suffered, you had best take my arm to Balgowrie and rest there for an hour or two.”

	The stranger, however, professed himself quite able to walk unaided, and at a slow pace they made their way through the lane, the older people first, Henrietta and Lucie behind, leading the horse.

	When they reached the house, Mrs. Marjorybanks bade the children run away to Hester, and herself ushered the unknown gentleman upstairs.

	Hester was the old servant who united the functions of nurse, maid, and housemaid at Balgowrie. Hers had indeed been the only care that Henrietta and Lucie had ever known. She it was who cut out and made for them the curious garments they wore; she had even taught the children to read and write, for Hester had been a farmer’s daughter from the south country, and prided herself on her genteel speech, very different from the rough Doric speech of Silence and the kitchen “lass,” who, together with the gardener, formed the rest of the domestic staff at Balgowrie. Hester did not quite approve of Mrs. Marjorybanks’ views on education, but knew her place too well to interfere with them. The little girls, meeting her on the stairs, stopped her to ask with wide eyes, “Hester, what is drunk?” And Hester with great prudence replied, “A weakness gentlemen suffer from, misses,” but would not say more.

	“It must be very uncomfortable,” said Lucie sympathetically. “I hope he will soon feel better.”

	Later in the evening, when the children came down to the drawing-room, the unknown guest sat by the fire, looking quite well. He and Mrs. Marjorybanks seemed to be talking very earnestly together.

	Henrietta came forward into the firelight, curtseying low to the stranger, as she had been taught to do.

	“I hope that you find yourself better, sir?” she said, with her funny grown-up manner. “You seemed to be so sadly drunk in the afternoon.”

	It would have been impossible to suspect intention in such an earnest-faced, sympathetic little speaker. The stranger held out a plump white hand to her and answered her question as gravely as it was put.

	“Yes, my little lady, I find myself much better.”

	Then he flung back his head against the high-backed chair and laughed till the gaunt Balgowrie drawing-room echoed with his mirth. The children were startled, and shrank back, hand in hand, into the shadow. Then the stranger rose from his seat, wiping his eyes, which streamed from the force of his laughter, and turned to Mrs. Marjorybanks.

	“Ah, madam, you must pardon me! Children are so delightful, they go to the point as we never can.”

	He called to them to come nearer, and asked their names and their ages, not in the perfunctory way common to “grown people,” but as an evident preface to friendship. When he sat down again, Lucie came and stood beside his chair, placing her tiny fat hand on his knee, and Harrie, understanding the unspoken compact between them, began to turn his ring round and round on his finger.

	“What are you called, sir?” she asked.

	“I am called Dr. Hallijohn, Henrietta, and I am minister of Eastermuir, if you know what that means,” he said gravely.

	
III

	Dr. Cornelius Hallijohn, at the time I speak of, was perhaps as manifestly unsuited for his calling as a man could well be. But his father, a hard-living, impecunious country gentleman, had been the patron of Eastermuir, and having a son to provide for, and little prospect of having much to leave him, had sent Cornelius into the Church. Ten to one Eastermuir would be vacant by the time Cornelius was ready for it, he had calculated, looking upon the grey hairs and tottering gait of the then incumbent.

	And Cornelius, having been born with a silver spoon in his mouth, had stepped comfortably into this fat living at the age of three-and-twenty, and at the close of a genial pursuit of divinity at St. Andrews. His father, a few years later, died almost bankrupt, but the lucky Cornelius very shortly after this fell heir to an uncle’s money, and settled down, lonely, it is true, but possessed of most ample means, and a nature admirably fitted to enjoy them.

	These were not the evangelical days when even a country minister, by industriously bearing upon his heart the souls of his parishioners, can be busy in spite of a sparsely populated district. The handsome, idle young man found small amusement here, and sought it eagerly elsewhere. Now for twenty inactive years the minister of Eastermuir had done nothing beyond the compulsory duties of marrying, burying, baptizing, and preaching. Twice each Sunday he had preached—vain repetitions that fell from careless lips upon deaf ears. The sick died with scant prayers to ease their going; the funerals were hurried oftentimes; the baptisms delayed. But souls from the parish of Eastermuir appeared before God none the less, and gave in their account of the things done in the body, without reference to the aids of the Church. As for the children, they got baptized some time, provided their parents exercised sufficient patience, and Dr. Hallijohn generally patched up a tardy christening by a very welcome crown piece.

	In twenty years of life in a small place a man must do one of two things: he must wed himself to the place and its interests, or he must divorce it from him, and clasp some other bride. Dr. Cornelius Hallijohn had chosen the latter course. Eastermuir and its people were to him a bugbear and a bondage, to be forgotten and escaped from as best might be, and he joined himself to pleasure gaily. He was not, strictly speaking, a sober man, but it would have been equally unjust to call him a drunkard; his lapses from sobriety were infrequent, and were owing far more to a social disposition and love of good-fellowship than to love of liquor. Just now and then, as on the present occasion, he went a little too far. But ministers in these happy days were not expected, as they are now, to be absolutely perfect, and allowances were made for “Dr. Cornelius,” as he was familiarly called in the parish. Among the upper classes there were too many in glass houses to admit of much stone-throwing; and the working people, who dearly love a gentleman, overlooked a good deal in Dr. Cornelius because of his high-handed, fine-gentleman manners, and laughed indulgently at the ways of the gentry.

	So the parish of Eastermuir had been shepherded for nigh on twenty years. Dr. Cornelius was growing grey in its service, and no one breathed of reform in church matters.

	Dr. Cornelius rode home late on the night of his rather ignominious introduction at Balgowrie. He did not hurry his horse as they passed along the silent, miry roads, but went at a foot pace, the reins hanging loosely from his hands. The night was very dark, and so silent it was in these deserted lanes, that the creaking of the saddle leather, and the soft hoof-falls on the fallen leaves that carpeted the road, seemed to intrude upon some sanctity of nature.

	The Manse stood in a walled garden; an iron-studded door admitted the outside world. It was a large and very comfortable house, but the study was perhaps the most delightful room in it. Bookshelves lined the walls from floor to ceiling, and the room smelt spicily of the calf bindings. To-night, as Dr. Cornelius came in from the dark November fogs to its warmth and lights, it seemed a very picture of comfort. He walked up to the blazing wood fire and stood looking down into it for a moment. Then he turned and looked round the large firelit room, taking in, as if he had been a stranger, all the comfort and plenty of its atmosphere. But these cannot have been what struck him, after all, for suddenly he spoke out what must have been the end of some train of thought—

	“. . . But—O God, pity my empty house—my empty heart!”

	He crossed to the side of the fireplace and sat down. Like many lonely men, Dr. Cornelius sometimes spoke to himself. Just now, as he sat looking into the fire, he uttered his thoughts aloud.

	“. . . That woman! I wonder, is she mad? Near to it, I fancy; . . . but ah, the children—the children!”

	He sat silent for a little, and his thoughts must have strayed away from Balgowrie, for when he spoke again, he seemed to be addressing some one.

	“. . . I think I have forgiven you, Penelope, for that—for everything except for the children that might have been mine—children like these I saw to-night. The paternal instinct seems to die harder than the other. I’m incapable of love nowadays, but I’d sell my soul for children like these.”

	He rose and began to pace up and down the room, then laughed gently, heartily, as a man laughs only at his own foibles.

	“Yes, sell my soul, but never marry some good, intolerable woman, and take all the horrible, beautiful worries of a family on my shoulders; that I will never do now.”

	As he spoke, the door opened, and James, the man-servant, looked in.

	“Will ye be for anything the nicht, sir?” he asked.

	“No, nothing to-night. I am going to bed, James. You may put out the lights,” said Dr. Cornelius.

	He went upstairs slowly, and, closing his door behind him, stumbled across the room in the dark to where the window was indicated by a faint square of light. He drew up the blind and stared out into the night. There were neither moon nor stars, and the fog had turned to rain, that fell with a dispiriting drip upon the slates.

	“No, no, Cornelius,” he said. “You are joined to your idols, and God has left you alone.”

	
IV

	After this manner, then, Dr. Cornelius Hallijohn gained admittance to Balgowrie, and by reason of those very grave inconsistencies which would have shocked other people, he seemed to find favour in the eyes of Mrs. Marjorybanks.

	It tickled her rather malignant sense of humour to see the chosen minister of Christ subject to all the commonest frailties of humanity.

	With more even than the genial hospitality of the times, she pressed the Doctor to taste her vintage on the occasion of his next call at Balgowrie; while he, with the connoisseur’s horror of “women’s wine,” courteously declined the proffered refreshment.

	But the widow was insistent; she drank excellent wine, and was aware of it. Dr. Cornelius was not allowed to refuse, and found his opinion of the Balgowrie cellar change with his first sip.

	“Your glass is empty, sir,” said Mrs. Marjorybanks then, poising the decanter in her long white fingers; and the Doctor had held it out to be refilled, when, glancing up, he caught a gleam of amusement in the widow’s eye. For a moment he hesitated, then—

	“Thank you, madam,” he said. “I find your port excellent.”

	She poured the red liquor slowly into his glass with a sort of icy satisfaction in the act; and said Dr. Cornelius to himself as he watched her, “Circe—you won’t find it so easy to bewitch me as you think. Two glasses of port are not the way—I can carry more than that.”

	Which was true enough. But after this the widow never could persuade Dr. Cornelius to go beyond one glass. He had taken her measure once for all. There sprang up between them an intimacy of the kind which sometimes exists between “two of a trade”—neither trusted the other, both were on the defensive, yet were willing to accept each other with their limitations.

	The widow had frankly expressed her feelings regarding him to Dr. Cornelius.

	“I like you, sir,” she said. “For you are no hypocrite; you really do not profess godliness—only a palpable form of it; and no one can doubt for a moment that your only reason for remaining in the Church is the fat living you get out of it.”

	Dr. Cornelius bowed. “Perhaps you are right, madam; but do you not consider that my sermons smack of hypocrisy?”

	“I have never heard them,” said the widow, “and never intend to. But, after all, it is the life that preaches, not precept; so, if you preach like Paul and live like Bacchus, there is no doubt about which will be the sermon.”

	“None whatever,” assented the Doctor.

	He, on his part, was equally candid, seeing that candour was the “open sesame” to the widow’s heart.

	“You must know, madam,” he said, sipping the fragrant port, “that I consider your views extreme and your ideas impracticable. In this low-toned world the true wisdom is to tune oneself down to its tone, otherwise one is always out of harmony with it. The average of wit is extremely low. The greater part of mankind cannot take in a new idea—let them jog on with the old ones.”

	“If the rest of the world is witless and without ideas of progress, I see all the more need for mine,” said the widow.

	“Except that the witless world will call you a fool,” said Dr. Cornelius.

	“ ’Twas ever the fate of reformers,” she said.

	So through endless arguments this odd friendship ran upon its way. Arguments on religion, on politics, on education—on all things in heaven and earth. And ever at the close of the interminable conversations Dr. Cornelius would say as he rose to go—

	“And the children, madam? May I see my young friends to-day?”

	The widow would bid him look in the garden on his way out. “They were generally in the garden,” she added.

	And so they were, even on the chilliest November days. The steps that led up to the sundial were a very favourite playground with them, and there they were to be found playing the delicious imaginative games of lonely children, and would rise demurely when Dr. Cornelius appeared, to curtsey to him and let him know what their game was. Even in that stately-mannered age there was an inimitable quaintness in their ways, and Henrietta, from diligent perusal of long-worded, half-understood books, had picked up the strangest collection of words and phrases imaginable.

	“You find us engaged in our favourite pastime, sir,” she would say, indicating by this fine sentence a very simple amusement they never seemed to tire of.

	They pulled bunches of house-leek from the walls, and, sitting on the sundial steps, crushed the succulent leaves with stones, and filled bottles with the juice.

	“We are apothecaries, you see, sir,” explained Henrietta. “I am Court apothecary to His Majesty King George, and Lucie is my assistant. We are extremely busy to-day, for there has been an outbreak of the smallpox, and all the resources of our skill are called into use.”

	“Oh, I see!” said Dr. Cornelius, entering into the game with that imperturbable gravity which wins a child’s heart immediately.

	He sat down beside them and pulled up his coat sleeve.

	“As you see, Dr. Marjorybanks, I have sustained a serious injury; perhaps your skill can prescribe for it,” he said, indicating a bruise which discoloured the womanish whiteness of the flesh. “I received this blow two or three weeks ago—one afternoon when I had the ill fortune to fall from my horse,” he explained solemnly.

	“Oh, it’s blue!” screamed Lucie, quite wild with delight at such unexpected excitement being added to the game. But Henrietta reproved her junior assistant with great sternness.

	“I fear you are suffering severely, sir,” she said, poking the blue mark gingerly. “May I prescribe some of our celebrated mixture? Dr. Lucie, bring a bottle of our best mixture immediately. I shall apply it myself, sir, with your permission.”

	“I am fortunate to have such advisers,” said the Doctor, surrendering his arm to the tender mercies of the Court physicians with his finest bow.

	The bruise lasted a wonderfully long time, in spite of the celebrated mixture; and when this, which was after all a summer game, though it was played far on into autumn, was peremptorily stopped by a snowstorm, Dr. Cornelius even found his way to the attics, where the children played in winter, and invented quite new games there. Henrietta would meet him at the head of the attic stair, with her demure curtsey and—“Dear sir, we have been thinking all week of the various amusements you suggested to us last Saturday, and if it meets with your approval, we think we will play at a levee, if you will be King George.”

	Then how grandly Dr. Cornelius extended the royal hand, while Henrietta and Lucie, in all the glories of an old brocade dressing-gown and a tablecloth respectively, trailed past their gracious monarch and saluted his white fingers.

	The garrets at Balgowrie were hideously cold, but imagination lights a fire that mere external chilliness is powerless to put out, and Henrietta and Lucie would not have given up the freezing levees of the attics for the warmest playroom you could have offered them.

	As time went on, the villagers seeing Dr. Cornelius so often at Balgowrie, declared that he and the widow were to “make a match of it,” and concluded that their ages were very suitable. They would have marvelled much if they could have read the thoughts of the supposed suitor each day, as the door of Balgowrie closed behind him.

	“That woman and her ideas! her talk! she is enough to drive a man out of his reason. I wonder how long I can go on listening to her. Have I gained any influence over her in all these months, I wonder? She is wonderfully set in her ways for a woman—most of them divagate off their theories constantly, but she is always on the same trail—one-ideaed. That is where her touch of madness comes in, and yet she is sane enough!”

	No, certainly Dr. Cornelius was not in love—not in love with a woman, and that woman the widow—but in love with childhood—uncared for, worse than motherless childhood—childhood at the mercy of whims and theories; a helpless living sacrifice ready to be offered up.

	
V

	Winter in 1766 was a stern reality. Frost was frost, and when the snows fell they lay for weeks. People were more real too, I fancy, and were made of such much sterner stuff, that even in these bitter seasons it never occurred to the ladies of 1766 to wear anything more comfortable than those low-necked gowns which look so picturesque as shown in the miniatures of the day, and must have been so chilly—as judged by our modern ideas. Even children were brought up in this Spartan manner, and poor Henrietta and Lucie used to scamper through the draughty Balgowrie passages, or play in the freezing attics, in little scanty muslin frocks with short sleeves and low necks. Mrs. Marjorybanks would have laughed at the idea of protecting them from the cold. It was not the fashion of the day.

	One icy afternoon, the second winter after the widow’s arrival at Balgowrie, when the roads were deep in snow and the big gaunt drawing-room filled with the staring white light reflected off the snow-covered ground, Dr. Hallijohn was announced to pay his respects to Mrs. Marjorybanks. The widow was sitting beside the fire—it was a small one—in a straight-backed chair, reading her favourite author, Voltaire, the arch-heretic of the day. She laid aside her book at the Doctor’s entrance, and greeted him with her finest curtsey.

	“To tell you truth, sir,” she said, “I was wishing to see you. It is some time since you have honoured us with a visit, and I have been considering various things in the meantime.”

	“The roads must be my excuse, madam,” said the Doctor. “They are heavy for man and beast in this weather.”

	“Better say your ministerial duties at once,” said the widow, who never lost an opportunity of sneering at the cloth.

	The Doctor leaned back against the mantelshelf, a handsome, unclerical figure enough in his long riding boots. He laughed gently.

	“As you suggest, madam—my clerical duties; but I ask you, what right have men to die or to be born in such weather as this?”

	“So you have been cheering some passing soul, as I divined?—or is it the holy rite of baptism that you have administered?”

	“Both—both, I can assure you, madam. A man must die at Eastriggs Farm, seven weary miles from here, and over his grave I must offer petitions this day, to the tune of the north wind, and with six inches of snow on the ground. As for the baptism, that was at Selton, seven miles the other direction, an it please you, and ‘would Dr. Hallijohn hasten, for the child was near death’—seven miles, in haste, with the horse’s feet balling every mile of the way.”

	“You are the slave of the public, Dr. Hallijohn, and to-night will sleep the sleep of the just, after such a day of usefulness.”

	Nothing can be more monotonous than sarcasm. The Doctor was weary of the widow’s sneers. He sat down and brought the conversation round to her own affairs.

	“You mentioned that your own time had been occupied, with the best of all occupations—thought. May I ask for the result, madam?”

	“It is the education of my daughters which has occupied my thoughts so much,” said Mrs. Marjorybanks; “and with this result, Doctor, that I wish you to undertake their education.”

	“Oh!” said Dr. Cornelius, drawing out the little monosyllable expressively.

	“You see, sir,” she continued, “I think I can trust you not to teach them any of the follies of religion. You evidently do not believe in ‘religion’ so called,—your life evidences that,—and from what I know of your character, you are too honest to teach my daughters what you disbelieve.”

	“But,” interrupted the Doctor, “I am not too honest to preach religion.”

	“Tush! we have argued that before. ’Tis a palpable farce your preaching, sir, whereas your teaching of my daughters would be serious earnest. I have explained my educational views to you often enough, and you must understand that I wish my daughters to reach years of maturity without all the network of preconceived ideas that clogs the mental machinery of half the world. Women especially are degradingly superstitious, just the fools of priests and the dupes of worn-out beliefs. Of course my daughters, as you know, have no beliefs, luckily do not understand the meaning of the wretched word—I wish them to have no foibles either.”

	Dr. Cornelius was not in the least surprised by this request. For the last twelve months he had been working for nothing else, and had expected his efforts to be successful sooner or later. It had been a long fight, unspoken, unconscious on Mrs. Marjorybanks’ side, between their two very acute minds. “She has far too many ideas of her own for a woman,” Dr. Cornelius had said to himself; “but if she is given her head, without contradiction of any kind, she will come in time to believe that my ideas are her own, and will trust the children to me to educate—then I can see what can be done.” So, when the request was made, he sat silent for a few exultant minutes, as if considering the matter very gravely.

	“Well, madam,” he said at length, “you ask a great deal of me. But, to tell you the truth, I am fond of the children, and I will undertake it on one condition.”

	“And that is—?” queried the widow.

	“That I take my own way with their education.”

	“Your own way, of course, Doctor, but on my lines.”

	“My own way, on my own lines. If you have sufficient confidence in me, from what you know of my character after twelve months’ study of it, to trust me with the children at all, you may trust me with them altogether.”

	“And what will you teach them? what will you begin with?” asked the widow, with a shade of distrust in her voice.

	“Well, I shall teach them many things they are ignorant of at present, madam; but, as I said before, if you think that I am the sort of man to train your daughters as you wish, then trust them to me: if not, let someone else conduct their education.”

	Mrs. Marjorybanks was unaccustomed to firmness in those about her. Her servants and the children were like wax in her hands; she had expected to bind down Dr. Cornelius with promises and conditions as many as she would. His distinct refusal to be answerable in any way for his teaching startled her. Their eyes met in the last struggle of this unspoken battle of will; the widow’s questioning, uneasy glance asking as plainly as words, “Can I do as I like with this man?”—the Doctor’s hard, unconcerned stare answering, “No, you cannot.” She accepted its reply.
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