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CHAPTER I

	It will not, we hope, surprise our readers to hear that Lady Cora Waring, formerly Lady Cora Palliser, only daughter of the Duke of Omnium, wife of Sir Cecil Waring of Beliers Priory, was expecting what used to be called an interesting event. Not that the event was very imminent, but her Ladyship was so puffed up about it that her husband accused her of being a baby-snob. To which she replied that everyone was a snob about something and why not about babies, and her husband said they really ought to ask the Brandons to dinner and the Marlings too, by which he did not mean Mr. and Mrs. Marling from Marling Hall, but Oliver Marling and the Honourable Mrs. Oliver Marling, who was Lord Lufton’s elder sister.

	“Va pour les Marlings,” said her Ladyship, “but why the Brandons, darling? They haven’t asked us to dinner and I am all for etiquette. Brides expect to be asked,” to which her husband replied contemptuously that she wasn’t a bride now, she was a matron.

	“Well, frankly, as that ghastly Harvey woman used to say, my love,” said Lady Cora, “I can’t stand Francis. Peggy is a pet and to see her dance the tango with Francis was one of the high spots of my life—do you remember—oh no, it was before I knew you. It was at the Conservative Do at the Castle two years ago.”

	“Well, if you want the truth,” said her husband, “Francis Brandon is an uncommonly good man of business. I have had some dealings with him in Barchester and he might be useful to me.”

	“One of your Utopias?” said his wife, for Sir Cecil was planning a kind of home for boys of naval men killed in the war, or in poor circumstances, using a part of the huge and hideous house inherited from the uncle whose only son had been killed in 1918 just before the Armistice, with the intention of sending them on to be trained for the navy. And such a plan required a great deal of planning, if we make ourselves clear.

	“And what exactly is Francis Brandon?” said Lady Cora, and we may say that this is a question we have often shirked asking ourselves, so no one need be surprised that Sir Cecil also shirked it, saying that he thought in London Brandon would be called a financier, whatever that was; that he certainly was a chartered accountant and had a real gift for dealing with money. So then Lady Cora said six was a silly number and they must have another couple and as he was asking his man of business why not ask Mr. Macfadyen of Amalgamated Vedge who was buying all their kitchen-garden produce so nicely, as Cecil Waring was fiercely reorganizing the estate and like most landowners now was always looking for good markets. So then another woman was needed and suddenly, in a county where single women are far from rare, they could not think of anyone who would fill the bill until Lady Cora suggested Lady Lufton.

	“It would be so convenient,” she said, “because Mr. Macfadyen is her tenant at Framley and he could drive her over. And she can tell me how to run the W.I.,” for the widowed Lady Lufton was a tireless worker for that excellent body the Women’s Institutes and in spite of her sad, distracted appearance had a very practical mind where they were concerned.

	So Lady Cora telephoned to ask everyone and everyone accepted.

	 

	It is always very interesting to know how people manage to give dinner parties now, and there are usually two answers. One is Money, the other the gift for finding people who want to work. Money the Warings had, as far as anyone was allowed by Them to have money; and not for nothing was Lady Cora the daughter of a duke, with American blood in her veins. From the day when she first visited the Priory (for her visit to the Priory School earlier we do not count) to see her betrothed after his emergency operation at the Barchester General, she had gathered retainers about her. Her first conquest had been Jasper Margett, the half-gypsy keeper-poacher, whom she had so subjugated that quite a large proportion of the rabbits and other game were now brought up to the Priory instead of being disposed of to the Black Market. Then by treating Nannie Allen, the strong-minded old mother of Selina Crockett, cook at the Priory School kept by Cecil’s brother-in-law Philip Winter, as an elderly ex-Nannie should be treated, she had the key of the domestic question in her hand. Nannie Allen had ordered several village girls to go to the Priory and not (as they had meant to do) go getting themselves into trouble in Barchester with all them Poles and things; Mrs. George Pollett of the Sheep’s Head, herself no mean artist, had produced a young woman who cooked with enthusiasm and some skill and had long nourished a wish to be with what she called aristocrats and Cecil Waring maintained that crowds were at the back door every day like the French Revolution, clamouring to be allowed to work.

	 

	At Pomfret Madrigal Francis Brandon was pleased by the invitation, quite realizing that it was a tribute to his business capacity, and his wife (having seen that her husband was pleased) expressed her admiration of Lady Cora’s gifts as an actress and thought about a new dress, for Francis, to do him justice, was very generous in money matters and liked to see his wife admired.

	At The Cedars the Honourable Mrs. Oliver Marling said to her husband that they might as well go and if the new bitch chose to have her puppies that night Podgens must just ring them up, for she had brought that old retainer to Marling with her as a kind of stud-groom for her cocker spaniels.

	Lady Lufton at Framley was surprised by the invitation, for she was a sad creature who had never got used to being a widow and her son had once said of her rather irreverently that she would have been much happier if she had committed suttee, but she accepted the invitation as she accepted any county festivities that came her way, partly because her husband always made a point of so doing and also with a muddled kind of feeling that it might help her son. As for Mr. Macfadyen of Amalgamated Vedge, when his secretary gave him the message (for he rarely answered the telephone himself) he asked cautiously who else was invited and when his secretary, with one hand over the mouthpiece, told him it was the Marlings and the Brandons and probably Lady Lufton, he told his secretary to ring up Lady Lufton and ask if he might have the pleasure of driving her to Beliers.

	But Lady Lufton was out at the Barsetshire Women’s Institutes’ Book Day, so he told his secretary he would ring her up later. Accordingly when he got back to Framley he put his car away, lifted the telephone receiver, put it down again, lifted it again, replaced it again, and went out into the garden and so through a wooden door which was left unlocked into Lady Lufton’s part of the garden.

	“Hallo, Mr. Macfadyen,” said Lord Lufton, raising his tall self from a border where he was weeding. “Do you want Mother? She’s just back. She’s been out at the W.I. all day. I say, what’s this I’ve just pulled up? Is it a weed, or what?” and he held up a few pale green leaves with a dirty purplish flower, itself hardly better than leaf, rising from them and long depressed-looking earthy fibres hanging down.

	Mr. Macfadyen, who had long ago decided that the young lord, though well-meaning, would never make a gardener, said it was probably Macrobogonia Smithensis, but might be a variety of Phyllicallus Toddii; being a market gardener, he said, he would not presume to make a definite statement. And in any case, he added, it was not a flower for a gentleman’s border and he would away with it at once if he was asked. Lord Lufton said as he had pulled it up it might as well go and threw it into the wheelbarrow where he was collecting his weeds, at which moment Lady Lufton came into the garden, her handsome melancholy face more troubled than usual.

	“Oh, good evening, Mr. Macfadyen,” she said. “Ludovic, what shall I do? Lady Cora has asked me to dinner. Do you think she really wants me?”

	This was one of the moments at which Lord Lufton, fond as he was of his mother, could willingly have killed her. What he wanted to say was If she didn’t want you she wouldn’t have asked you; and if to this he had mentally added the words And don’t be a fool, one could hardly have blamed him. But he was a gentleman and held his tongue, which might have made him burst had not Mr. Macfadyen, who had but a poor opinion of the Southron intellect, explained in precise terms to her Ladyship that an invitation sent in all good faith should be taken at its face value and certainly accepted unless the recipient had already a prior engagement. Only he said rather more than this.

	“Then,” said Lady Lufton, whose anxious spirit always looked ahead for difficulties, “I had better get young Podgens to take me. Or could you drive me over, Ludovic, and he could fetch me. Or perhaps if Podgens took me over, you could come later and take me back. Unless perhaps anyone else with a car is there, or . . .”

	But before her son could kill her, Mr. Macfadyen, at considerable length, and rather as if he were speaking to a very nice, very young child, said he also had been asked and if Lady Lufton would allow him to take her in his car he would count it a privilege. Lady Lufton, who during her married life had referred everything to her husband, looked round piteously, as if in hopes that he might somehow still be there and answer for her. Lord Lufton knew this way of hers very well and though it irritated him he felt so sorry for her that he miraculously kept every trace of irritation out of his voice as he thanked Mr. Macfadyen and said his mother would be most grateful. Lady Lufton, still in a flutter, thanked Mr. Macfadyen and went back to the house.

	“I had a mother myself,” said Mr. Macfadyen thoughtfully, “and many’s the time I could have hit her over the head. They are all the same, Lord Lufton.”

	“I say, I wish you’d say Ludovic,” said Lord Lufton. “I still always think it’s my father when people say Lord Lufton, and I am sure Mother does. It’s awfully kind of you to take her, Mr. Macfadyen.”

	“Well, well, I’m willing to say Ludovic,” said Mr. Macfadyen, “if you will drop the Mister. Your mother is a fine woman, Ludovic, and you may well be proud of her.”

	“But I am,” said Lord Lufton, feeling, quite justifiably we think, that he had done nothing to make Mr. Macfadyen think that he in any way underestimated her. “She has been marvellous. I mean none of us having any children and she does so want grandchildren, and not minding you being at Framley. I mean—I don’t mean that—I mean—” and his voice tailed uncomfortably away.

	“Don’t try to explain, my Lord,” said Mr. Macfadyen with a touch of stiff courtesy which rather frightened Lord Lufton till he saw that the rich businessman was amused. “Fine I know what it is to be turned out of your own house. Wasn’t my own mother turned out of hers when my father was killed in the South African war and she with nothing but her pension? I was only a wee lad then, but I mind it well and how I determined to give my mother a home. And I did. And then she died and I came South and lived here, setting my wits against other men’s. I have done well for myself,” said Mr. Macfadyen, not without a certain dignity, “but I know my place and if your leddy mother lets me give her a hurl in my car I count myself honoured. Well, I must be stepping,” and with a kind of friendly half-salute he went back to his own part of the house, leaving Lord Lufton amused, interested and, we must confess, faintly disturbed that their tenant should suddenly intrude his remarkable personality into their quiet rather dull lives. Then his thoughts turned, as they very often did, to the day when he had gone at Emmy Graham’s invitation, she who was now Emmy Grantly, into Rushwater Churchill’s stall at Rushwater and how from the gloom of the bull’s stall he had seen a girl in the bright sunshine outside and had seen in her eyes that she admired his courage. Not for one moment did he think that she might have a higher opinion of him as a person. Courage was a thing: you could admire it without liking the person who showed it. And this he had faced for the last year, telling himself that the look had not been meant for him, could never be for him. But one may tell one’s heart home truths till one is black in the face and it will walk straight over them, right through them, toward its own goal. He suddenly remembered that the bailiff Pucken wanted to see him about a cow, for he had now begun a dairy herd in a modest way and had ambitions for the future. He pulled himself together and went away to the farm.

	 

	As the day for the dinner party drew near, Cecil Waring told his wife that he felt rather like Horatius when the Etruscan armies had been summoned from east and west and south and north, to which his wife said not to be silly and remember he was a naval man.

	“I’m more like Mr. Churchill in President Roosevelt’s telegrams to him,” said Cecil. “Former Naval Person,” for the Admiralty had taken what he considered a biased and unreasonable view of his health since he had been operated on at short notice the year before and had intimated that they could get on without taking too much of his valuable time. “I don’t like it, Cora,” he had said to his wife, who replied that she didn’t either, as it made it far too plain that she was only his second best love. But secretly she was thankful, for the day when she had driven a grey-faced Cecil, faint with pain, at sixty miles an hour to Barchester still haunted her mind.

	“Well,” said Lady Cora, as they waited in the hideous drawing-room for their guests, “this will be one of my last appearances in public I suppose,” to which her husband said Not to be Conceited and kissed her with careful affection, for one of the very few things that ruffled his wife’s equanimity was to have her party make-up disarranged. And considering how beautifully and unobtrusively it was done, we think she was right.

	“English weather,” said Lady Cora, who was drawing the curtains and taking a last look out of the hideous drawing-room windows at the lovely English landscape of garden, fields beyond and on the far side of Golden Valley the high line of the woods, for since her marriage she had opened some of the big rooms saying, which is perfectly true, that it is far easier to keep big rooms tidy than small rooms; which may sound unreasonable but is, we think, proved by experience.

	  

	“ ‘. . . and from the deluged park

	The cuckoo of a worse July

	Is calling through the dark,’ ”

	 

	said Lady Cora, adding that though it wasn’t July, the principle was the same.

	Her husband asked what that was.

	“Tennyson, my sweet,” said Lady Cora. “You are too, too ignorant, as that odious little Clarissa Graham would say.”

	Sir Cecil protested, saying she was only a child, to which his wife replied that she was old enough to know better and a heartless little fool when a nice boy like Charles Belton was hers for the asking and content to wait upon her caprices, and whatever happened she would never desert Mr. Micawber and she put up her face to be kissed, which proceeding quite unmanned Marigold the village problem-girl, now engaged to Geoff Coxon whose father kept the garridge, and caused her to back into the arriving guests, who were Mr. and Mrs. Francis Brandon.

	Ever since the Conservative Do at Gatherum where Mrs. Brandon had danced so beautifully with her husband there had been a pleasant though not very deep friendship between the Brandons and Lady Cora, who liked them both but—and this is a trait more common in women than people will admit—on the whole preferred the wife to the husband. When pressed by her husband she said Mrs. Brandon was a gentleman and Francis wasn’t and Sir Cecil said he thought he saw in a general way what she meant but couldn’t possibly put it into words. In any case they made a very good-looking couple and if Peggy Brandon had any skeleton in her closet she had locked it up for the night. While Cecil talked shop to Francis Brandon the two ladies plunged into nursery intimacies and Peggy Brandon said rather shyly that if Lady Cora cared to have her Karri-Kot the twins would soon be too big for it, while Lady Cora, hearing that Number One was growing out of her bed, said she had seen a couple of small ones in the north attic only a week ago, and if she would like one— To which Peggy replied that she would simply love it as everything got more expensive every day and how people were going manage she couldn’t think. Lady Cora, who as the daughter of a heavily taxed landowner had been at close quarters with Confiscation, said she couldn’t agree more and did Peggy know of any good Nannie who would be available say early in the New Year.

	“I’ve asked our old Nannie Allen,” said Lady Cora, “because if I didn’t she’d be offended, but she doesn’t know any young Nannies. She was nurse to Cecil’s cousin George Waring who was much older than he is, only he was killed so long ago that he feels much younger now—I mean he was younger than Cecil is now—I mean—”

	“I know,” said Peggy Brandon. “If Fred was alive he would be much older than I think of him as. He was my first husband,” she added, seeing that Lady Cora did not understand. “He was killed in Burma. But now I’m much older than he was—I mean older than he was when he was killed. It is very confusing.”

	“ ‘The lads who will never grow old,’ ” said Lady Cora, her thoughts going back to her brother Gerald who was killed on D-Day, enjoying every moment up to the last, and one Froggy, the penniless son of an impoverished peer, shot down and killed at Arnhem; and with the incredible speed of thought she had mourned them both, found and loved Cecil and was back in the present, observing that her charming guest did not understand what she had said.

	“Only a bit of poetry,” she added and then, all in a bunch, in came Lady Lufton, squired (for we can use no other word) by Mr. Macfadyen and followed by Oliver Marling and his wife, and conversation aided by sherry became general.

	Dinner was then announced by Marigold who, thanks to Lady Cora’s good advice and Nannie Allen’s scoldings, was looking much more presentable, having cut down on the lipstick and coiled her naturally golden hair into a bun, so that she looked really pretty, and was walking out quite steadily with Geoff Coxon. Owing to nearly everyone being husbands and wives the seating had given Lady Cora some trouble, but finally she had got it right, putting herself between Oliver Marling and Francis Brandon, which she ungratefully called Bearing the Brunt, while her husband was provided with Lady Lufton and Mrs. Brandon. Cecil had maintained that at a round table there was no top or bottom so it didn’t matter who sat where, which his wife said was silly, as wherever The Waring sat was the head of the table.

	By this arrangement Oliver Marling found himself next to his mother-in-law, to whom he remarked upon this fact, adding that he could never think of her as one. However they got on very well as both were good amateur gardeners and Lady Lufton rather more than an amateur and she talked away, quite confidingly, of what a help Mr. Macfadyen had been and how he had given her a rare specimen of a Himalayan plant just like a primula: so like in fact that she was never sure whether it was the English one or the other way round, at which point she became confused and rather helpless, till a twist in the conversation made her turn to her host, leaving Oliver to Lady Cora, who remarked how well his wife was looking, to which he replied that he quite agreed and that, if he might say so, she was looking very well herself.

	“I expect it’s the baby,” said Lady Cora. “I’ve often noticed that the women who don’t look quite ghastly before they have a baby look their very best. My sister-in-law, Silverbridge’s wife you know, looked perfectly magnificent all last autumn. Even handsomer than she usually does,” to which Oliver, now quite Benedick the Married Man, said if it were possible for Lady Cora to look more handsome than usual, she had done it. And as he spoke his eye wandered to his wife Maria, across the table.

	“Penny for your thoughts,” said Lady Cora. “Or am I a brazen-faced hussy?”

	Oliver said Not at all and looked slightly confused. Lady Cora laughed; a mocking laugh but a very kind mockery.

	“Then I’m right,” she said, in a lower voice.

	“One has hopes,” said Oliver and then was ashamed of himself for being affected; a state of mind which was quite foreign to him before the Honourable Maria Lufton had taken him in hand.

	Lady Cora looked at him and sang softly in her attractive husky voice: “. . . flüstern vom Bräutigam und vom nächsten Jahr.”

	“Do you sing Schumann?” said Oliver, almost forgetting himself (a rare occurrence with him) as he took in the meaning of her words.

	“Why not, my sweet?” said Lady Cora. “If I had a voice I could sing anything. But I haven’t. Only a trick. What some clever man who wrote songs called a petite voix de compositeur. Shall I sing to you after dinner? It’s a pity Silverbridge isn’t here. He accompanies me too divinely, even if he doesn’t know the notes. I can only fudge the accompaniments. And how are the dogs?”

	Taking this as a sign that music was not to be further discussed Oliver said they were very well and he really did know some of them from the others now and Maria was expecting a telephone message from her old groom at any moment about some new puppies, to which Lady Cora replied that in her young days they would have said the bitch had littered and none of this fuss; after which they got on very well.

	Perhaps the most enjoyable conversation, though everyone was enjoying the evening, was the one in progress between Maria Marling and Mr. Macfadyen. He knew almost all there was to be known about gardens and a good deal in an amateur way about dogs. Maria knew almost all there was to know about dogs and was an enthusiastic amateur gardener. So absorbed were they by these subjects that Oliver told his wife when they got home that evening that at one moment he had distinctly seen Mr. Macfadyen demonstrating the correct manner of planting Manypeeplia Upsidownia with a piece of potato for a flower bed and the salt spoon for the seedling, and Maria explaining the points of her hopeful Marling Matador by kneading her bread into the likeness of the future champion. All of which, said Maria indignantly, was quite untrue; as indeed it was, but the willingness is all.

	Meanwhile Peggy Brandon was getting on very well with her host, who having a very good-looking wife thought but poorly of women who were not good-looking: though he was always courteous to them. So courteous indeed that Miss Pemberton, the joint author, with her lodger Mr. Downing, of the great Provençal Dictionary financed by Mr. Walden Concord Porter of the United States, grimly stated her opinion that his courtesy was almost an insult. But she did not mean it for, as she later remarked to Mr. Downing moult gent monstran cortez, iceluy mostran cor; though it was to her mind Lord Silverbridge, Sir Cecil’s brother-in-law, who was de cortez tout confaict.

	Cecil Waring thought that from time to time her eyes wandered to her husband and put it down to wifely affection, though, come to think of it, he added to himself, they had been married now for at least five or six years. Or was it a curious anxiety? But none of his business anyway, so he asked Peggy about her family and Pomfret Madrigal, a bit of the county he did not know, and Peggy prattled about the babies and their old friend Sir Edmund Pridham and the clergyman Mr. Parkinson and his wife.

	“They have so little money,” she said, “and they are so good. The people in the village even go to church on Sunday evenings sometimes, which shows. I did hope Mrs. Parkinson would let her children come and play with ours, but she didn’t seem to like the idea. I expect she was afraid of Nurse.”

	Sir Cecil said that he had never met anyone who wasn’t afraid of Nurse, or Nannie as the case might be.

	“Except Cora,” he added. “She treats Nannies exactly as if they were human and they always adore her. I expect you know we shall be wanting a Nanny this winter. Do think of us if you hear of anyone,” and Peggy Brandon said she had already promised Lady Cora she would, and then she had to turn to Mr. Macfadyen, of whom she made a complete and immediate conquest, nor was his admiration in any way lessened when he offered her a cutting of Jinglia Teakettlia and she had never heard of it. Then Lady Cora collected her ladies and took them away, while the men remained to drink some of old Sir Harry Waring’s port, which Cecil had brought to the light of day only just in time. Oliver and Francis, who each in his own way would have dearly loved to pose as an authority, could not pretend to any great knowledge of port, though they reverently enjoyed Sir Harry’s choice, but Mr. Macfadyen appeared to have considerable knowledge of the subject and became almost eloquent about it, also lauding the wines of an earlier age when Edinburgh society knew and chose its clarets, and spoke learnedly, and at what some of his audience considered unreasonable length, of vintages now unprocurable, of a Scots pint and a tappit hen, expressions of which the younger men were ignorant though they would have died rather than confess it. Then came Francis’s turn, when some question raised by Cecil gave him an opportunity to show off a little on the subject of exchange and devaluation.

	“It is a pleasure,” said Mr. Macfadyen in his measured way, “to hear a young man who quotes the best authorities. If I’m not mistaken the man George Schwartz used just about those same words in his article last Sunday. He has the root of the matter in him, forbye that he makes me laugh, Sabbath or no Sabbath. Follow him, Mr. Brandon, and you will not go far wrong.”

	“Touché,” said Francis, not quite at ease and rather unkindly hoping to confuse Mr. Macfadyen; far from which Mr. Macfadyen, remarking “Trop d’honneur, monsieur,” raised his glass and gravely drank to Francis, while bestowing upon Sir Cecil and Oliver Marling something uncommonly like a wink. “My mother was half French,” he added. “It is an old friendship between the Scotch and the French.”

	For one moment Cecil, who saw the whole situation getting unexpectedly out of control, wondered if he would as a J.P. have to arrest his guests for breaking the King’s peace, though what a J.P.’s powers were he was not quite sure, when everyone began to laugh and Mr. Macfadyen and Francis fell into very interesting and well-informed talk about the financial situation in general; which talk we shall not attempt to report as we have not the faintest idea what it all meant, a position we share with the host who though very intelligent was not a specialist and presently took his gentlemen to the drawing-room.

	Lady Cora had doubtless made her own plans for the rearranging of the party; it is one of the duties of a good hostess. But any private arrangements she might have made were entirely disconcerted by Mr. Macfadyen, who came up to Lady Lufton and with a kind of bow asked if he might sit by her.

	“But of course,” said her Ladyship. “If you are quite sure,” she added with her usual indecision in social matters, “that Lady Cora doesn’t want you to sit anywhere else.”

	“If she does, she will doubtless ask me,” said Mr. Macfadyen and sat down beside his landlady.

	“You know,” said Lady Lufton, looking at him with mild interest, “I don’t think we have sat down together before. We have met in the garden and you were so kind. But you are so busy I didn’t quite like to ask you to tea. Besides, you don’t get back for tea, do you?”

	“Not often,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “There’s not much in a cup of tea for a bachelor to come back to. I go to the Club as a rule. One meets useful people there. I did wonder if you would come and see how I am keeping my side of the house, but I thought maybe Lady Lufton would not like to see a stranger in her own home.”

	Lady Lufton, who though sad and anxious was not wanting in common sense, as the Barsetshire Women’s Institutes well knew, said of course if it was Germans or Russians, or indeed any kind of foreigner, she added, one wouldn’t like it.

	“But when you are our tenant and keep the garden so beautifully, Mr. Macfadyen,” she added, “it seems silly not to meet more. Perhaps you will let me come to tea one day now. I believe you come from near Perth, where my father-in-law still had a place when I first married, and that makes it rather comfortable.” So Mr. Macfadyen sat down beside her and told her, though not at all boringly, about himself and his long line of ancestry, with a farmer and a minister in each generation, going back to a burgher of Perth at the beginning of the seventeenth century, which pleased Lady Lufton because her people had always farmed as well as riding to hounds and being J.P.’s, and she asked Mr. Macfadyen how he came to be such a good gardener.

	“If your Ladyship knew the gardens in Perthshire you would not ask,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “And you will have noticed that before His Majesty’s present Government—and a Monstrous Regiment it is—had harried the landowners, just as those breekless, cattle-lifting Highlanders used to harry my people in Perthshire, in every big place in England you would find a Scotch gardener. I worked about the policies of Auchsteer as a lad, that was away up north under Ben Gaunt, just by Loch Gloom, and I brought back my earnings to my mother, poor thing, every month. And if old Methven, the head gardener, wasn’t pleased with my work I had to do it again. So when my mother died and I came south to seek my fortune I sought it under a good Scotch gardener and I found it. But it was in marketing, not in growing. And here am I, making a fine sum of money every year for the Labour Government to tax. Labour, do I say? White-collar Labour. Trade-union officials and sic-like that have never fyled their hands with honest work. I beg your Ladyship’s pardon,” he added, with a smile that changed his rather grim face and made it suddenly very pleasant.

	Lady Lufton said she was very sorry about his mother, because she knew how dreadful it was when people died, because then they were dead; which statement appeared quite reasonable to Mr. Macfadyen and he looked very kindly at Lady Lufton as if she were a seedling that needed special care.

	“I know what I would do if I met any of the Government,” said Lady Lufton.

	And what, said Mr. Macfadyen, would her Ladyship do, and he looked with a kind of amused admiration on his landlady.

	“I have thought about it a great deal,” said Lady Lufton earnestly. “If I had to shake hands, I should take off my glove and when I had shaken whoever’s horrible hand it was I should say: ‘It is cheaper to wash one’s hand than to have one’s gloves cleaned,’ ” at which Mr. Macfadyen, after the second’s hesitation incumbent upon a good Scotchman, laughed so much that everyone wanted to know why.

	“But that is Atavism, if that’s the word I mean,” said Lady Cora. “I remember my grandmother telling me how the dowager Lady Lufton of her mother’s time met the Great Duke of Omnium—you know, the one that nearly disinherited my ancestor Planty Pal because he flirted with that very old Lady Hartletop when she was Lady Dumbello—at a party the bishop’s wife had in London, though why in London I don’t know, and she absolutely loathed him because he wasn’t virtuous and they got so close together in the squash that he had to bow to her and she made her crinoline as big as she could and did a court curtsey and simply annihilated him.”

	“A very just comparison, Lady Cora,” said Mr. Macfadyen, “but you will observe that there is no member of the Government here to be annihilated—more’s the pity,” at which most of the guests couldn’t help laughing, though in a very kind way, and Sir Cecil said it reminded him of the story, only he knew he would get it wrong, of the man who said to a Scotchman about another Scotchman that he wouldn’t see a joke if you fired it at him out of a pistol, and the Scotchman said: “But you can’t fire a joke out of a pistol,” at which the company laughed again, but not so much and Mr. Macfadyen sat and looked at them, quite kindly, till they stopped, when Lady Cora, feeling a little guilty of guest-baiting, asked Oliver if he really wanted her to sing some Schumann.

	Everyone said yes. Some, including the Brandons who were not much given to classical music, from politeness, the others from a real wish to hear her sing.

	“I wish Jeff were here,” said her Ladyship, hunting among the music. “I can fudge it, but he really plays. Oh, here it is,” and she set a volume of Schumann on the piano. “It was Der Nussbaum we were talking about, wasn’t it?” she added to Oliver. “I know it all right, the tune I mean, but I’m afraid I’ll boggle the accompaniment a bit. I can’t think why Cecil can’t play the piano like Jeff. It would be so useful.”

	“If you would care—” said Lady Lufton nervously. “I do know them pretty well. I used to play for,” and she named one of the singers in whom the tradition of the German Lieder singing still lingered. “He was a great friend of my mother’s,” which offer surprised everyone, even her daughter Maria who being splendidly immune to music had never paid any attention to her mother’s piano-playing.

	“If I would care,” said Lady Cora, adding in her enthusiasm: “My lamb!”

	Lady Lufton, entirely unmoved by this form of address, sat down at the piano, ran her fingers over the keys as novelists used to say, and looked to Lady Cora for a sign.

	“Look here,” said Lady Cora. “I’m not good enough,” a statement which profoundly surprised her husband who had never yet known his wife be anything but superbly self-confident.

	“Oh yes, I am sure you are,” said Lady Lufton, which command as it were Lady Cora meekly accepted.

	It occurs to us at this point that George du Maurier in Trilby describes his heroine as singing this same song and with magic in it. We cannot compete with him and shall only say that Lady Cora with her moving husky voice and Lady Lufton with her accompanying had brought some of their hearers very near to tears. Cecil Waring’s eyes were fixed on his wife. The Marlings were looking at one another as if they each cared for the other a good deal—as indeed they did. And though it was not at all the kind of music the Brandons were used to, being devotees of the newest dance-music on gramophone records, and though neither of them knew German, something of the beauty made them very quiet. There was silence when the song had ended. Then Mr. Macfadyen asked Lady Cora if she knew any Scotch songs.

	“Thousands,” said Lady Cora, perhaps a trifle jauntily to cover her feelings. “You forget we are partly Fifeshire.”

	“It was not Fifeshire I was thinking of,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “My mother was from Ayrshire. You would not be knowing ‘Crail Toun’?”

	“I do,” said Lady Lufton unexpectedly. “I had an Ayrshire nurse when I was little. Does it go like this?” And she half said, half sang a verse of that strange song with its mysterious double refrain of words whose meaning has long been lost, while Mr. Macfadyen sat spellbound.

	“I think some drinks now,” said Lady Cora to her husband, for a drawing-room must not have too much emotion. Lady Lufton quietly left the piano and resumed her usual look of being a little apart from the world though very ready to deal with county duties; which was just as well, for Lady Cora, feeling that a complete change of atmosphere was needed and one that would include the Brandons, began to ask questions about the Women’s Institutes and what she might best do to help the very small branch at Lambton, and so sensible and so interesting was Lady Lufton’s advice that Peggy Brandon joined them to hear what it was all about.

	“Of course the real head of the Lambton W.I. is Mrs. Needham, our vicar’s wife,” said Lady Cora. “She is quite wonderful, especially when you think that her husband has only one arm. In fact she runs everything so well that all I have to do is to be their President and find people to talk. The one thing I will not do is to go for an Outing to Bournemouth in a motor coach from eight a.m. to eight p.m. in driving rain. I feel that the future Bart wouldn’t like it.”

	“And the present Bart would forbid it,” said her husband. “Do you know Mrs. Needham, Lady Lufton?”

	Lady Lufton said she did and gentle though she was she nearly added From the Zeal of Mrs. Needham Good Lord deliver us, for the eighth child of the Deanery’s tireless zeal was apt to flatten out all who came within her orbit. And then Lady Cora asked Peggy Brandon if they had one at Pomfret Madrigal, to which Peggy replied that they had and that the village people ran it almost entirely themselves, which Lady Lufton greatly approved and said she would like to come to a meeting.

	“Oh, I do wish you would,” said Peggy. “Our vicar’s wife is the secretary and she is splendid. They are frightfully badly off and have two small children and are expecting another, but she never seems to mind. And her husband is so hard working and good.”

	“And frankly such a bore,” said Francis, laughing. “They are one of Peggy’s enthusiasms”; and his hearers did not feel comfortable.

	“Could you possibly come to our next meeting?” Peggy went on with hardly any change in her voice. “Mrs. Morland is going to talk to us.”

	Lady Lufton said she had once met Mrs. Morland and liked her very much and would certainly come to the talk and say a few words if Mrs. Brandon thought they would like it, which pleased Lady Cora who had an organizing mind and liked to see things happen under her guidance, and then the party began to break up. Cecil Waring, interested by some of Francis’s remarks, asked him to come to lunch at the County Club one day soon. The telephone rang.

	“I would wager sixpence that it’s a crossed line again,” said Cecil Waring. “Palmyra Phipps at the exchange has been on holiday for a fortnight, and high time she came back. Hullo? Oh, it’s you, Palmyra. Did you have a nice holiday?”

	“Ever so nice,” murmured Lady Cora as her husband exchanged badinage with Miss Phipps. “What is it all, darling?”

	“Oh, thank you so much, Palmyra,” said Sir Cecil. “Yes, they will be delighted. Yes, the dinner party went off splendidly. Oh, it was your auntie that made the flan, was it? Tell her I had three helpings. And look here, Palmyra, if you see Margett anywhere, tell him the gutters want cleaning again. Yes, her Ladyship is very well. No, I hadn’t heard about Mr. Palmer’s Alderney. Splendid. Good night. And that,” he continued, putting the receiver down and addressing the company, “is the blackmail one has to pay for a decent telephone service. Ten minutes of chat when one would do. Oh, the message was for you, Oliver, at least for Maria. Your man couldn’t get us, some muddle on the line, so he very sensibly rang up Palmyra. Your cocker has puppies; two black and a golden: one dog two females. End of message.”

	But instead of thanking him Maria ungratefully wanted to know whether it was two black bitches and a golden dog, or a black bitch and a black dog and a golden bitch, or—

	“That’s all,” said Mr. Macfadyen.

	“But look here, I did algebra in the Navy when I was a midshipman and I’ll never forget it,” said Cecil Waring. “Permutations and combinations. If you have three numbers you get six changes out of them.”

	“But not if two are the same,” said Mr. Macfadyen.

	“Well, hang it, they may look alike,” said Cecil, “but they’re different. I mean if you have xyz for your letters, there are three different letters.”

	“Conceded,” said Mr. Macfadyen kindly. “But supposing you have two x’s and one y, what then?”

	“Have the two x’s got to be the same thing?” said Cecil, who was beginning to see defeat staring him in the face but like the Royal Navy would not admit it.

	“As a matter of pure argument, though mind you it would be an entirely fallacious argument,” said Mr. Macfadyen, “there is no law against one of your x’s being one thing and one being another. But there is the very good law, known to Euclid and other mathematicians, that one thing cannot be two different things. Let me make it clear. Say you call your two females x and your dog y. How will you know which x is which?”

	“Well,” said Cecil grudgingly. “Perhaps you are right. Yes, I see. If I say one black bitch, one golden bitch and—which of them was it that had two colours? I mean which were the two that were females?”

	“The females are the bitches, you idiot,” said Lady Cora.

	“Yes, I know,” said her husband rather crossly. “But which is the black one?”

	“Well, darling, that is what Palmyra did not tell you,” said his wife.

	“If Lucy were here,” said Maria Marling, alluding to her husband’s younger sister Mrs. Samuel Adams, “she would say it was Rot. Come along, Oliver. We ought to be going and the sooner we get back the sooner we shall know whether the bitches are dogs or not and what colour if any. Can we give anyone a lift? Thank you, Cora. It was a heavenly party. Did Oliver tell you?”

	“Not in so many words,” said Lady Cora, “but bless you, it’s bursting out all over him.”

	“Well it’s not bursting out over me just yet,” said Maria, looking almost enviously at Lady Cora. “But give me time,” upon which there was a great embracing and kissing and Oliver said they really must go, as did the rest of the party.

	“Tired, darling?” said Cecil Waring to his wife when he had seen their guests off from the hall door.

	Only nicely, Lady Cora said, and what fun about Oliver and his wife and what a bore that Francis Brandon was.

	“Ad-mitted, as our nurserymaid used to say when Leslie and I were small,” said Cecil, remembering his nursery days with his sister before his parents died and he went to sea. “But extremely intelligent in his own line and very useful to me. And a very pretty wife.”

	“As pretty as can be,” said Lady Cora. “But I don’t like to see a wife watch her husband to see if she is pleasing him,” at which her husband protested.

	“Oh yes, men all hang together,” said Lady Cora, “and don’t contradict me, or the future Bart will be born with a grievance against you. How very interesting it was to see Mr. Macfadyen come out of his shell. I’m glad Lady Lufton has him for a tenant. She might easily have had someone ghastly like that awful Geoffrey Harvey. Do you remember him the day I first met you, when we all came to look over The Lodge to see if it would do for Jeff and Isabel?” But this was merely a rhetorical question, for Cecil would never to his dying day forget his first sight of the girl who was standing in the sunshine on the gravel sweep. The sun had been in his eyes, but her elegant nylon-clad legs, her perfect figure, and her sleek dark head had conquered him even before he saw her face. “If only that poor Ludovic would get married. He looks so lost and wretched,” but her husband told her to stop planning everyone’s lives for them and come to bed.

	 

	“What a very pleasant evening,” said Lady Lufton, as Mr. Macfadyen drove her homewards in his extremely comfortable car. “I don’t know when I have enjoyed myself so much. I think it is charming of those young people to ask me.”

	“If I may say so, I feel much the same,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “About myself, I mean. May I say something to you?”

	“Oh, do,” said Lady Lufton. “But I do hope it isn’t that dry rot again,” for during the previous winter dry rot had been found in a room of Mr. Macfadyen’s wing and though the builders swore they had stopped it, it moves in a highly mysterious way and like the common cold is one of those ordinary ills against which Science is powerless.

	“No, not the dry rot,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “It ill fits me perhaps, Lady Lufton, to presume to give you advice, but if you would go about a little more you would give pleasure to a great many people.”

	“But how?” said Lady Lufton, surprised and a little bewildered.

	“Just that it gives your friends pleasure to see you,” said Mr. Macfadyen, “and secondly, though I should have put it first, it does you good. I’m a plain man and I speak plainly. You gave great pleasure to everyone this evening and look all the better for it.”

	“Oh, the piano,” said Lady Lufton, who appeared to be relieved that she could shelter behind that instrument.

	“Ay, the piano, if you wish to put it in that way,” said her tenant. “But I was thinking of you. It is not for me to intrude upon your private life, or to belittle your loss. And also—you said I might speak—what about your son?”

	“Ludovic?” said his mother.

	“The young lord,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “He does his duty. He sits in the House of Lords and has to be a lodger, so I am informed, with an elderly female relation. Not much of a life for a youngster. And he does all he ought to do here, on the estate and in the county,” and he paused.

	“And lives with an elderly mother,” said Lady Lufton, with no bitterness, no resentment, but a weariness which for that one evening she had forgotten.

	“I would sooner have lost half my money,” said Mr. Macfadyen, careful not to exaggerate, “than that you should think I meant that,” and as they were now within the gates of Framley Court he stopped the car in the drive.

	“I didn’t think you meant anything,” said Lady Lufton, which noncommittal statement appeared to help Mr. Macfadyen who continued: “Heaven forbid that I should criticize anything you do, but your son will marry some day and—”

	“I am always wishing that he would,” said Lady Lufton. “I should quite like to live at the Old Parsonage and then I could have the grandchildren over to play in the garden. There is a very good bank to roll down. But he doesn’t.”

	“And I will tell you for why,” said her tenant. “The callant is carrying a very heavy weight. His duties first. Then his grief. And then your grief. And he will never tell anyone. You told me I might speak freely.”

	“Oh yes, oh yes,” said Lady Lufton. “I have been selfish,” she said quite simply. “You see, when his father died, I was lost. Quite, quite lost. I do my Women’s Institutes and try to keep up the place and think all the time if it is what would please my husband. And I suppose you would say that it doesn’t please him to see Framley Court such a sad place. I expect you are right,” at which simple avowal Mr. Macfadyen was in two minds about killing himself for his odious interference except that there was no way of doing it and not much room in the car to do it in.

	“Will you do me a great kindness, Lady Lufton,” he said, “and forget that we had this talk and forgive me, for it was well meant; and worse I cannot say,” he added grimly.

	“But I didn’t not forgive you,” said Lady Lufton, in mild surprise. “I only felt rather like the queen in Hamlet when Hamlet has been so really dreadfully rude and she says he has turned her eyes into her very soul. And there she sees such black and grained spots As will not leave their tinct. And I am thinking how I can alter it.”

	She appeared to be so pleased with her literary allusion that Mr. Macfadyen hoped he had not hazarded his pleasant new relation with her in vain. He started the car again, drove up to her door, got out and gave her his hand to alight.

	“I am most grateful,” she said. “I will find out who Ludovic likes and ask them to dinner and make him look in the cellar. My husband knew a good deal about wine. You don’t think I ought to give up the Women’s Institutes, do you?”

	Her pleading upturned face under a chill summer moon made Mr. Macfadyen feel that he had been a brute and she was an angel. But he only looked down at her and said that if he could help in any way, in any way, he repeated, she only had to say the word.

	“I can’t reform myself, you know,” she said. “I’m too old. But I shall remember everything you said. And I shall ask everyone if they know of a little flat for Ludovic instead of that cousin. I suppose we could afford it.”

	“I am not in a position to judge of that,” said Mr. Macfadyen. “Your lawyers would know, doubtless.”

	“I don’t think lawyers know anything,” said her Ladyship with some vehemence. “Whatever you want to do they say is wrong and they take weeks to answer letters and then make you pay for them. I suppose I’m stupid. I really oughtn’t to go on like this. If only—”

	She stopped and Mr. Macfadyen thought, compassionately, that what she might have said was: “If only my husband were alive.”

	“Well, good night and thank you again for driving me. It does make a difference to go in a comfortable car,” said Lady Lufton as she gave him her hand. “And you really will ask me to tea; won’t you?” and then she went into the house. Mr. Macfadyen put his car away, went to his comfortable study or library or whatever one may please to call it, and with a comfortable whisky and soda sat down to deal with some letters. They were not business letters for, as he often said, when he shut the office door behind him he left his troubles there and very often by the next day they had solved themselves, but he had a considerable correspondence of a friendly nature with the great growers of fruit and vegetables, not only in England. And, as every successful Scotchman has, a perpetual trickle of letters from aunts, uncles, and cousins of every degree in Scotland, to whom he was familiarly known as Jock o’ London and by whom he was expected to honour the kinship by pecuniary help to the seventh degree of relationship. All these he dealt with, kindly in most cases and firmly in the case of his father’s stepsister’s nephew’s son who had gone to the bad in Glasgow, consorted with what were little less than enemies of his country and appealed at least three or four times a year for financial assistance; usually once after the August Bank Holiday and once after Hogmanay, with lesser demands round about St. Andrew’s Day and any other public festival that struck his fancy. The last begging letter from the unpleasant Rob McGuffog was lying on his writing-table. He read it again carefully. He considered his own past life in which he had striven to give honest service, to improve in his trade, to keep his mother in what comfort he could, and be beholden to no man; and then after some thought wrote a letter to Messrs. Jarvie and Keelevin, Writers to the Signet, in Glasgow, empowering them to pay five pounds yearly, as from the present date, to Robert McGuffog of whose address the police would always be able to inform them, together with the information that any further demands upon the donor would result in the withdrawal of the allowance and the return of all letters, unopened, to the sender. This was a step that he had for some time been contemplating, and what drove him to take it that evening more than at any other time, we do not quite know. There are moments when we feel that our kindness is only weakness; that to be bullied or blackguarded into charity is not true generosity; and that one might, even if a passably wealthy man as far as They have let us, spend one’s earnings to better advantage. And the possibility of Rob McGuffog turning up at Framley, probably the worse for liquor, was one which he had often thought of with considerable distaste. If one had a kind landlord, it would be a poor return for his kindness to let that worthless Rob try to beg from him, as he would certainly do. And if for landlord he sometimes read landlady, it would be no more than Canning when he wrote that for Europe he might be desirous now and then to read England. After which he sat for some time apparently thinking of nothing at all till he suddenly realized that it was late and he was cold; and so went to bed.

	 

	Meanwhile Lady Lufton had gone upstairs to her sitting-room (for the drawing-room had been closed and dust-sheeted for some time now), where she found her son writing letters. As he got up to welcome her she suddenly—whether as a result of her talk with Mr. Macfadyen or because she had, as she so rarely did, been out in society and enjoyed herself, we cannot say—saw him with a fresh eye. Mothers, and we speak feelingly, are apt to have a kind of general impression of their children which becomes a fixed image. Because John or William was at one time like this or that, we go on thinking of him as he was. He changes; we do not notice the change or we rationalize it (if this pretentious jargon means what we think it means) and expect him to remain as, at a given time, he was. But mothers are veritable ostriches in their powers of self-deception. Now Lady Lufton had come to her road to Tarsus and in one moment the old Ludovic, the boy for whom she and her husband had thought and planned together, was not there. In his place there was a young man, not unlike their image of him, but as his mother with a pang of remorse saw, for the first time, a young man looking too sad, too burdened for his age.

	“Darling, how tall you are,” she said, sitting down by the fire.

	“Not taller than usual, I hope,” said her son, letting his long self down into a chair opposite her. “It would be too, too Jack and the Beanstalk,” which phrase, most unlike his usual way of speaking, was obviously an echo of one of Clarissa Graham’s affectations.

	“No, not taller,” said Lady Lufton. “But tall enough. I sometimes wonder, Ludovic, if you get enough to eat.”

	“My dear Mamma!” said her son. “Of course I do. You always keep a good table, even under reverses. Excuse my way of speaking,” he continued, “but it’s the way Charles Belton and I talk sometimes, just for fun.”

	“I know. Just as your father and Old Canon Thorne, though of course he was much older than your father, used to talk like the Regency,” said his mother, which her son said was pretty vague, but please she must not think he was starved, because he wasn’t. Look at the eggs and the pig and one thing and another, he added vaguely.

	“I didn’t quite mean that,” said Lady Lufton. “I was thinking of when you are in Buckingham Gate with Cousin Juliana.”

	“Well, she is rather a stingy old beast,” said Lord Lufton cheerfully. “But one can always go to a pot-house for a decent meal. The real difficulty is that one can’t ask anyone to see one. I mean one wouldn’t expect her to give one’s guest a meal or anything, but of course she has my ration book as I live with her, so I can’t get tea or sugar. It would be rather nice to have cups of tea sometimes. I did ask once, but she didn’t at all like it, so I didn’t ask again, and I didn’t want to say anything or she might have written you one of her stinkers. But she’s a good old thing on the whole.”

	Lady Lufton’s sad, stormy face grew sadder as he spoke. Mr. Macfadyen’s words rang in her mind. She looked at her son again as he sat between lamplight and firelight, seeing not the young man, inheritor too young of his father’s title and responsibilities with all that the war might have meant behind him, but the little boy, the son after two daughters, outside whose nursery door she had often listened quietly lest his nurse might be unkind to him, whose night-nursery door she would very gently open when he was asleep to reassure herself of his precious being. That little boy: and she had been false to her trust. Tears stung her eyes; but this was folly and she brushed them away so quickly that Lord Lufton, looking at the flames, did not notice.

	“I have been thinking,” she said, “that perhaps Cousin Juliana doesn’t quite understand young men. If we could manage a little flat—only then there would be the question of a housekeeper for you—I’m sure we could manage it somehow—there is some jewelry in the bank—”

	“Oh, I say, Mother, you can’t,” said Lord Lufton. “The girls ought to have that.”

	“Never mind the girls,” said his mother with unusual spirit. “These are things of mine; quite, quite private. I shan’t wear them again and they would be your wife’s in any case.”

	“But what about the girls?” said Lord Lufton.

	“Can you see Maria or Justinia wearing jewels?” said Lady Lufton. “Justinia only likes what she calls dressmakers’ jewelry and Maria never wears anything except her grandmother’s pearls. Now, my dear boy, do be reasonable.”

	More touched than any son would like to admit, Lord Lufton said anyway Parliament was having a nice long holiday and when he had to go back to that awful London he would look about for some digs, only he was afraid Cousin Juliana would be rather annoyed.

	“Let her,” said Lady Lufton with unusual spirit. “Your father was the kindest person I have ever known, and how he came to have such a selfish cousin I cannot think.”

	Lord Lufton gave his mother a heart-warming hug and asked what the evening had been like. Very pleasant indeed she said. Maria was looking very well and so was Lady Cora and it had reminded her of Italian Old Masters. Her son asked what ones, to which his mother replied that if he ever read his Bible he would know what she meant.

	“Do you know, Mother,” said Lord Lufton, “the girls and I always thought Grandpapa had written the Bible.”

	His mother, who had long ago stopped being surprised at anything her children did or thought, asked why.

	“Oh, I suppose it was because he read the lessons in church,” said Lord Lufton. “And on Sunday morning he often said he must go over the lesson, so we thought he was correcting his homework.”

	Lady Lufton said she supposed everyone thought about things in a sort of way they could understand, at least, what she meant was— But her son begged her not to explain.

	“I have a kind of idea, right at the back of my head, Mother,” he said, “and if anyone interferes with it, it will vanish. But I think I see what you mean,” to which his mother very sensibly replied that if it was really an idea then it would come back again, and they must go to bed.

	Lady Lufton had enjoyed her evening so much, and it was so long since she had enjoyed anything, that she found it difficult to settle to the boring task of getting to bed. She had often, as many of us of an older generation do, envied the young who drop all their clothes on the floor, don’t bother to clean their faces, and fall into bed, there to spend a refreshing and dreamless night. But one cannot do this by wishing to. To anyone who has been taught in youth by Nurse, or Nannie, or Nana, to fold her clothes neatly, put her shoes side by side, wash her hands and face (if she had her bath in the morning), or have a bath (not to lie soaking in but really to wash in), it is normally, mentally, physically impossible to leave one’s bedroom like the morning after an air raid and one’s pillow messed with powder and lipstick. As Lady Lufton, pleasantly tired, conscientiously put everything straight, removed what we can only call her token make-up, brushed her hair and made all suitable preparations for bed, there came into her mind a horrid picture. Not long before her husband’s death, he had asked her to invite Captain Fairweather, R.N., for the night, as the gallant captain was giving a talk to the Framley Sea-Scouts, a small but devoted band who practised their seamanship on the river and had a week somewhere on the coast every summer. Some mention had been made of his wife, daughter of Mr. Birkett the ex-Headmaster of Southbridge School, and she was included in the invitation. Those who have known and disliked the beautiful Rose Fairweather do not need to be told what Lady Lufton’s old housemaid, one of the Podgens family, thought of that ravishing creature. While the guests were seeing the gardens with their host after breakfast, the housemaid had asked Lady Lufton to come and look at the room. It was a revolting sight. Lipstick on the pillow and sheets, powder liberally strewn everywhere, nasty bits of cotton wool lying about and, incredulously counted by Lady Lufton, no less than fourteen bottles and jars and containers of various kinds.

	The old housemaid, removing the guests’ sheets, had said darkly that it would take more than soap to clean up that, my Lady, and Lady Lufton had gone downstairs, really shocked, to find Mrs. Fairweather looking like an angel in an Italian picture; and if she was also quite incredibly silly, doubtless a good many angels are. It takes all sorts to make any kind of world. What Captain Fairweather thought, no one would ever know. It was the opinion of his mother-in-law that he had completely subdued his Rose from the day of their marriage to adore him and eat out of his hand but had thought it wiser to leave her one outlet for her incurable and revolting untidiness, behind the scenes.

	 

	Mr. Macfadyen was as good as his word and asked Lady Lufton if she would have tea with him on the following Saturday, convening also Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Adams, for Mr. Adams had acquired the controlling interest in Washington’s Vimphos, Corbett’s Bono-Vitasang and Holman’s Phospho-Manuro, though Mr. Holman was the nominal owner of the combine; and to a man interested in market-gardening, as was Mr. Macfadyen, artificial manures were of considerable importance.

	The afternoon was cold and stormy, which most people will agree was a good thing, effectually checking, as it did, the English habit of taking tea out of doors, or in a horrid garden-room, under conditions of acute cold, draught, damp, and discomfort. So it was to Mr. Macfadyen’s sitting-room where a comfortable fire was burning that the Adamses were shown by a quiet elderly maid.

	“I say, Mr. Macfadyen,” said Mrs. Adams, whose abruptness of manner had been slightly softened by marriage, or at least so those who knew her best maintained, “do you mind our bringing Grace Grantly? Her father’s our clergyman and she awfully wanted to see your garden. You know her mother has got Miss Sowerby’s Palafox Something that old Lady Norton wanted.”

	Mr. Macfadyen said any friend of Mrs. Adams’s was welcome and shook hands kindly with the uninvited guest.

	It is some time since we have seen much of Grace Grantly. At the time when Mr. Adams first took the Old Bank House at Edgewood she was in the last stages of her Barchester High School career. She had now firmly learnt shorthand and typing, had refused to learn economics on the reasonable ground that they were silly, but had plunged deeply into civic and county matters and at present had a job at the Barchester Central Library. There was good blood and there were good looks in the Grantly family, who usually married one or other or both of these qualities, and there was that indefinable thing, breeding. Of all these Grace, so her old friends observed, had a very large share. It was not the cold, vacant beauty of the Griselda Grantly who had married the Lord Dumbello of the day, as is told in county history; it was not the late-flowering quieter beauty of Grace Crawley, the poor parson’s daughter who had married old Archdeacon Grantly’s son; perhaps something of both, added to her mother’s excellent gentleman-farmer background of a family which, like Mr. Wickham’s over Chaldicotes way, had kept the noiseless tenor of its way not without the quiet distinction that often accompanied that manner of life; for accompanies we hardly dare to say, now, though we would like to say it with all our heart. But at any rate Grace had become, from a hoyden at home and an uninhibited rebel at school, one of those young women who help to preserve tradition and the deeper decencies. All of which, rather unreasonably, though we think we see what she meant, made Mrs. Grantly feel that Grace would never get married.
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