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      Book One

    


  

    

      Chapter One

    


    When she had finished dressing, Lucy went to her bedroom window, but there was still no sign of Frank. And absently she stood behind the long lace curtain, letting her eyes mirror the white stretch of road which followed the estuary shore towards the town, nearly a mile away.


    The road was empty except for old man Bowie and his mongrel dog: the one baking the rheumatism from his aged bones upon the low wall outside his little boatyard, the other asleep with head between licked paws, stretched flat on the sun-warmed pavement. For the sun was glorious that August afternoon: spangling across the firth in dancing sequins, touching Ardfillan with a shimmering glow, making of Port Doran’s roofs and tall chimneys, across the water, a city glittering and mysterious. Even this prim roadway before her drew in the splendour of the sunshine, and the neat houses which flanked it lost their ineffable precision in that glorious welter of golden light.


    She knew it now so well, this view: the glistening water caught within the arms of the sweeping bay, the woods of the promontory of Ardmore shaded to coolness by a blue haze, the rifts of the western mountains tumbled in abundant majesty across the pale curtain of the sky: but today, transfigured, it bore an elusive quality of loveliness which somehow uplifted her. The season, too, holding for all its heat the first faint hint of autumn: one wayward leaf rustling on the path, the wrack more saline on the shore, a distant cawing of rooks inland: how she loved it! The Autumn! She sighed from sheer happiness.


    Her gaze, shielded against the glare, travelling across the road to Bowie’s boatyard, picked up the figure of her son playing aboard the Eagle, helping or hindering Dave as he worked on the deck of the tiny launch moored to the grey-stone slip. More likely hindering, she thought, severely stifling all maternal fondness.


    Half smiling to herself, she turned and paused before the oak wardrobe, now confronting her image in the glass with the natural instinctive seriousness of a woman before a mirror.


    She was not tall – ‘a little bit of a thing’, her brother Richard had tolerantly named her – but beneath her muslin dress her neat form was outlined with a youthful grace. Ridiculously youthful and untried she seemed: looking, as Frank – escaping in an unexpected moment of appreciation his habitual reserve – had consciously suggested, more like sixteen than twenty-six. Her face was small, open, and alert: tending, indeed, towards a natural animation, a vivid quality of eagerness; her skin was fresh and, marked now by the warm print of the sunny summer, wore a delicate bloom. Her eyes, widely spaced, were blue: an opaque blue, reticulated by darker threads which meshed little sparkling points of light; singularly candid and unconcealed. Her mouth had an upward turn, the long line of her neck and chin a smooth round curve, her whole expression a frankness, something constant, vivid, warm in its sincerity.


    She raised a hand to her dark brown hair, regarded herself only for a moment, then, folding the plain cotton dress she had worn during the day, she placed it in the bottom drawer of the wardrobe and, making a last swift inspection of the room to ensure its order, noting the shining linoleum, the exactitude of the antimacassar upon the fluted rocker, the smooth hang of the white bed-mat, she gave a neat movement of satisfaction with her head, swung round, and went downstairs.


    Today she was later than usual – Friday was her baking day – but the clean smell of her polished, spotless house – a mingling odour of beeswax, soap, and turpentine, incense to the nostrils of a house-proud woman – rose up to justify her tardy dressing.


    A due and modest pride was hers in the immaculate perfection of her house: the small, detached habitation – by courtesy a villa – situated so pleasantly on the outskirts of Ardfillan. She liked her house did Lucy, liked also to see it shine! And now, within her kitchen, she turned towards the open door of her scullery, said enquiringly:


    ‘Finished up yet, Netta?’


    ‘Just this minute, Mrs Moore,’ came the answer, muffled through lips which clasped a hairpin, from Netta, the maid, now achieving a belated toilet at the small square mirror above the copper.


    ‘Mr Moore will be home any minute now,’ continued Lucy reflectively. ‘I heard the train go down. If I were you, I’d slip in the eggs. Four.’


    ‘Yes, Mrs Moore’ – this rather indulgently!


    ‘And careful when you poach them, Netta. A little vinegar in the water – to firm them. Don’t forget now.’


    ‘Indeed no, Mrs Moore.’


    The lips, no longer constrained, protested the impossibility of such omission, and in a moment Netta herself supported the declaration by an emphatic appearance through the scullery door.


    She was a rangy girl of seventeen – willing, touchy, reticent, and amiable; yet through her amiability she betrayed already the self-determination of her race. Knowing by hereditary instinct her worth, and the worth of her sturdy stock, she would not, despite her willingness to work, admit to serve. No coercion would have drawn the words ‘Sir’ or ‘Madam’ from her ruddy, independent cheeks, but, instead, she maintained a presupposed equity towards her employers by addressing them in civil yet unservile terms as Mr and Mrs Moore. Upon some occasions, indeed, a faint superiority tinged her immature manner, as though, conscious of the atrocious doctrinal peculiarity of the Moores, she balanced heavily against it the consideration of her own worth and orthodoxy.


    Now, however, she smiled, and said consciously:


    ‘I’m longer dressing since I’ve started putting my hair up.’


    ‘You’re longer,’ thought Lucy, ‘since Dave Bowie started looking at you.’


    Aloud she said:


    ‘It’s nice. Does Dave like it that way?’


    Netta tossed her high-piled head in answer – what maidenly coquetry and tender yearnings did not this brusque sign express? – and tapped an egg sharply against the pot rim.


    ‘Him!’ said she; and that was all. But she blushed violently towards the vinegar bottle.


    Standing a moment watching the girl’s movements, Lucy concealed a smile. She had, suddenly, a realisation of her own happiness, a ridiculous contentment mingling with a pleasant feeling of achievement, that personal coolness and tidiness following her dressing, a sense of having earned this present leisure. She loved always this moment, which usage had not staled, of Frank’s return from the city: she, dressed and ready, her work done, her house immaculate, awaiting him; it gave her unfailingly a little thrill of warm expectancy. Turning, she went through the narrow lobby, opened the front door, sauntered along the pebbled pathway. The small square green, with its plot of calceolarias, lobelias, and geraniums – a combination in that year of the Diamond Jubilee admittedly the last word of horticultural artistry – bloomed effulgently under her appraising eye. Delicately she plucked an impudent weed which harassed the more voluptuous of the geraniums; delicately she cast it from her. Then, walking to the front gate, she swung it open.


    Now there was movement in the road, a quick scatter of sounding movement, and, looking up, Lucy saw her son coming towards her, his shadow trotting gaily beside him as he raced along.


    ‘Mother!’ he exclaimed immediately, with an air of great tidings. ‘I’ve been working on the Eagle with Dave.’


    ‘No!’ she exclaimed, displaying an adequate amount of incredulity.


    ‘Yes,’ he affirmed, with all the enthusiasm of eight years for the momentous, ‘and he let me splice a rope.’


    ‘Gracious! What next!’ she murmured, thinking about the freckles upon his nose. The nose was frankly snub, and the freckles merely points of pigment. There were also, she freely admitted to herself, other noses and other freckles; but for her the combination of this nose and these freckles was irresistible!


    A well-set-up boy for his age, she often thought – ‘refined’ was perhaps the word – brown-haired, and with his father’s light brown eyes. Other boys? Most assuredly they had their virtues, but not – not quite like Peter!


    ‘Can I go and play marbles?’ he was asking ingenuously.


    ‘Marbles?’ she repeated, with real incredulity. ‘Where did you get marbles?’


    He grinned at her, showing the gaps between his growing teeth, and his grin ravished her; then he lowered his eyelashes, which had, it seemed to her, an exquisite darkness against the fruit-like freshness of his cheek.


    ‘Well,’ he said meditatively, kicking the toe of his boot against the wall, ‘they just began playing today, so I borrowed two from a boy. Then I played him, you see, and I won – then I paid him back, you see. You see how it happened, mother?’


    ‘Oh, I see,’ she returned, controlling her lips. He put his hands behind his back, threw out his stomach, and straddled slightly to look at her the better.


    ‘It was quite fair, wasn’t it?’ he suggested, with his eyes at different levels. ‘ That’s how it’s done – at least, how I did it. I’ve got fifteen for my jug.’ He had lately begged from her a metal-lidded jug wherein, with miserly intensity, he hoarded all his minor treasures. ‘And if you let me play, I might win more.’


    ‘Well,’ she considered, with a judicial air which took all sting from her refusal. ‘I think we’ll have tea first, anyway. Your father’ll be home any minute.’


    ‘Ah!’ he said profoundly, with the air of having received her confidence; then he reflected openly: ‘I wonder if he’ll bring me anything. Might, you know!’


    ‘Run in, anyway, and wash your hands.’ To prove that she could be severe with him for his good, she added: ‘They’re a perfect disgrace.’


    ‘Well, you see,’ he explained, examining his dark knuckles and the lines on his sweat-stained palms, ‘if you work on the Eagle. And that splice – whew!’ He paused, and, beginning suddenly to whistle, turned and made off along the path.


    As the boy entered the house, her gaze detached itself and fell again upon the road to the town, expectant of the appearance of her husband. A moment later, indeed, he swung into sight, slouching carelessly along towards her. It was so like him, this leisured gait, that, involuntarily, she made a slight sound, half affection, half impatience, with her tongue; and suddenly, with instinctive association, there came to her a realisation of the fitness of her marriage.


    ‘Yes, indeed,’ she meditated, tacitly affirming their suitability towards each other. ‘It’s as well I took Frank in hand.’ And, dwelling upon the happiness, the rare success of their present state, her thoughts leaped back through the years to the preordained occasion of their meeting. What was that name again? Yes, ‘The Kyle’ – owned by the Misses Roy. Never would she forget that name, nor Miss Sarah Roy, the managing sister who didn’t cook, presiding, all jet front and trained eye, at the head of the ‘liberal table’ – the phrase was Miss Sarah’s from her advertisement in the Catholic Trumpeter; ‘patronised by the clergy and the cream of the laity’, ran the rest.


    Yes, ‘ The Kyle’ was irreproachably genteel, or Richard and Eva would never have gone. Richard had always been a stickler, punctilious, even in those early days of his married life before he had made his way in the law; besides, he would have things right for his Eva. Hadn’t mattered about her, of course; she had been simply taken – an extraordinary mark of brotherly patronage. Or had it been to look after Charlie, the baby? Eva, following her confinement, was languishing – not strong!


    Richard and she had never got on really well – some curious incompatibility, or was it similarity, of temper – though, left together as they had been, they ought to have agreed. And when young Moore had started to pay her attention —!


    At the recollection she almost smiled: Frank, on his fortnight’s holiday, ill at ease, careless or ignorant of the precise gentilities of the table, altogether in the wrong galley; ‘a butter and egg man’ – Richard’s phrase – ‘ making up to her!’


    Ridiculous to have met your husband at a boarding-house – and at Ardbeg, of all places! Not very dignified; rather – rather commonplace. And yet Frank and she, drawn together by the very opposites of their qualities – drawn irresistibly together – there had been no getting away from it. Both of them rather flushed, that lovely languid afternoon – just such an afternoon as this, when the dry larch needles in the Craigmore wood were warm to her moist palms, and the resin-oozing pines exhaled a heavy, heady scent. Beneath them the sweep of the bay; around, the hum of insects in the bracken; within her a happiness, rushing, ardent, soft. Not so backward then as at table, young Moore!


    But Richard had been severe, inimical, holding to ridicule her association with a petty commercial traveller. Yes, though Moore professed, with some indifference, their own creed, Richard had disliked him: a nobody, he said, the product of Irish parents expatriated by the famine; peasants, he suspected, driven out by the failure of two potato crops, when turnips were thrown to the starving people, and the empty cart piled up with the corpses that lay upon the roadside. They came to Scotland, these Irish, to beget their prolific progeny, a mongrel breed: supplying chiefly the navvy and the labourer, or, in its higher flights, the bookmaker and the publican; a race unwanted, and uncouth.


    Not a pleasant picture for Richard, proud of his Scottish birth and his good Murray blood, who later, at Eva’s whim, had linked his pedigree to a Jacobite strain.


    Well, the issue had been plain, the upshot swift: Richard and she had disagreed in this, as in most things; as if she would, indeed, let anyone control her choice. They had simply walked off, had Frank and she, that day nine years ago.


    That was why she was here, waiting at this gate, conscious of her happiness, aware quite firmly and unashamedly of her love for him.


    He came nearer. She waved her arm – a restrained wave, no doubt, but nevertheless a wave; an action differing openly from the unobtrusive conduct of the age. In that year when the red flag still moved cautiously upon the public highway, normal wives did not greet their partners in matrimony in this immodest fashion. To wave the arm was not becoming! And he too, by an answering upraising of his hand, confirmed the act, established the certainty of misdemeanour.


    ‘Hallo!’ she challenged, smiling long before he reach her.


    ‘Hallo, yourself!’


    He was a tall, loosely built man of thirty, not well dressed, with a relaxed carriage amounting to a stoop. His hair was light brown, his colour tending to be florid, his eyes a peculiar limpid shade of hazel, his teeth of an arresting whiteness. Some quality about him – his lounging air, the slackness of his gait, an indifference in his eye, mingling with an odd reserve – stamped him with a curious individuality, as though indolently he weighed the universe and found it worthy merely of mistrustful irony.


    ‘You’re late,’ said she briskly, noting with satisfaction, more for him than for herself, that the moodiness which so often clouded his brow was absent. ‘I thought you’d missed the 4.30.’


    ‘Moore misses nothing,’ he returned amiably, ‘except his prayers. You trust him. F. J. Moore!’


    ‘Did you forget my d’oyleys?’ she enquired, as they went up the path together, and the form of her question was significant.


    He looked at her sideways less confidently, and rubbed his cheek slowly with his hand.


    ‘That’s too bad of you, Frank,’ she reproached him. It was so like him to forget. And he had said specifically he would be passing Gow’s’ today. Gow’s – acknowledged in the Moore family as the paragon of emporia in Glasgow: if it came from Gow’s it was good. Everything in the villa, from the cottage piano to the cullender, had been provided at one time or another in return for ready money by the almost omnipotent Mr Gow.


    ‘A tin of sardines,’ he answered slowly. ‘I could bring you that next Friday – to make up for it.’ Her lips twitched; yet, really, she had wanted those d’oyleys; and he had forgotten all week. But that was like him: he would forget anything – her birthday, Peter’s, even his own – yes, more than once he had confessed to an ignorance of that momentous date.


    ‘Quite meatless,’ he assured her gravely. ‘Supplied to all the confraternities. My dear brother Edward recommends them. Not a sin in a tin.’


    She shook her head, laughed in spite of herself.


    ‘Is that how you are tonight?’ said she.


    They went into the small dining-room, which lay between the parlour and the kitchen in the straight sequence of rooms on the ground floor of the house – no complexity about the architecture of the ‘ villa’! – and here, when Peter had tugged the bell-handle at his mother’s request, the three sat in to tea.


    ‘And what’s been doing today?’ said Moore, after Netta had made her bustling entry, like a breeze, and taken her independent departure. ‘How many murders since this morning?’


    ‘Things just as usual,’ she returned calmly, passing him the toast. ‘Except that your son appears to be hoarding marbles now.’


    Moore’s eyes dwelt for a moment on the grinning boy.


    ‘Solid Shylock, that one is,’ he murmured towards his egg.


    ‘And I met Miss Hocking in town this morning,’ went on Lucy.


    He eyed her over the rim of his cup – he had habitually a stooping position at table – and said with an agreeably derisive air:


    ‘Pinkie, darling! And what had she got to say for herself?’


    Conscious of his mood, she shook her head agreeably, noncommittally, without deigning to reply.


    ‘Funny thing,’ he persisted, ‘I can’t get the length of her foot nohow. Too la-de-dah, is Pinkie.’ In an affected voice he intoned: ‘Hoity-toity. Heaven’s almoighty. I belave she’s crazy.’ He drank the last of his tea, added with significant emphasis: ‘ the less we mix with them here the sooner. It’s the place I like –’


    ‘Now you’re ridiculous, Frank – as usual,’ she rejoined tranquilly.


    At this moment the knocker rapped smartly upon the front door, causing Peter to exclaim:


    ‘Post!’ and at a nod from his mother, to slide from his chair and run into the hall. He came back with a letter, exclaiming with a responsible air of triumph: ‘It’s for you, mother!’


    Lucy took the letter, examined the square envelope, the writing of the address, the postmark blurred over the red stamp, with scrutinising brows and distant, slightly tilted head. Then she slit open the envelope carefully with her knife.


    ‘I thought so,’ she remarked placidly.


    A faintly petulant air spread over Moore’s face; he took a quill toothpick from his vest pocket and, reclining in his chair, watched her slowly read the letter.


    ‘From Edward, I suppose,’ he said satirically, before she had finished, thinking of their most regular correspondent. ‘What is his reverence after now? Is it the state of our souls or the state of his liver?’


    But she did not answer; indeed, with silent, moving lips and intent eyes, she did not hear him: always when Lucy read her absorption was complete.


    ‘Well,’ he persisted, ‘has Miss O’Regan got the mumps, or what is it?’


    At this association of ideas – he knew Uncle Edward’s house-keeper, and he knew also from sad experience about mumps Peter let out a short giggle. But the letter was not from Edward.


    ‘It’s from Anna,’ said Lucy at last, laying down the note and looking up with a pleased expression. ‘She’s coming. Joe’ll drive her over from Levenford next Thursday.’


    ‘Anna!’ exclaimed Moore, in a moody, completely altered voice; he threw down the letter, which he had briefly scanned. ‘Anna coming! What – why on earth did you ask her?’


    She frowned at his manner – and before the boy, too.


    ‘You forget that she’s your cousin,’ she exclaimed. ‘It’s simply common decency – hospitality – to have her over for a week.’


    ‘Hospitality! A lot of fuss about nothing, you mean.’


    ‘My dear Frank,’ she argued, with unanswerable logic, ‘ was it a lot of fuss when Anna and her father gave you hospitality when you had to go to Belfast? And for more than three months, too.’


    ‘It was for business I was over – that’s why I had to stay with them,’ he answered restlessly. ‘ I tell you I don’t want to be bothered with Anna.’


    ‘Well, I’ll be bothered with her,’ she replied, maintaining her calm even in the face of his supreme unreason. ‘Remember that I’ve never even seen Anna. I want to know her.’


    ‘Know her be hanged,’ he cried resentfully. ‘I don’t want her in my house, or, for that matter, I don’t want any of the rest of the gang’ – thus he characterised his relations.


    She frowned. Yes, this was a side of him – this desire, so antagonistic to her own friendly instinct, to avoid people, to keep separate, detached even from his own relations – which always irked her. With an involuntary spurt of her lively temper, she said indignantly:


    ‘Good gracious! What harm will it do us to have Anna over? You’re always running down your friends – your own brothers even. You sneer at Edward because he’s a priest, and Joe doesn’t please you because he’s a publican. And now Anna!’


    ‘The priest and the publican,’ he echoed moodily. ‘A pretty pair. What did they ever do for me, or for anybody else? And I tell you again I don’t want Anna here.’


    ‘Why don’t you want her to come?’


    ‘I just don’t want her here.’


    ‘Are you perfect yourself, that you can afford to take up that attitude?’


    ‘You should know. You married me, didn’t you?’ he countered sulkily.


    She bit her lower lip, which quivered indignantly, conscious of this cloud pressed down into the small sunlit room – simply because a postman had knocked at their door with a letter from his cousin. And really, what had she done? To invite this cousin, Anna Galton, to spend a few days with them. Was that an unpardonable crime? Anna, ‘born and brought up’ in Levenford, had left ten years ago for Ireland with her father, who, a partner of Lennox & Galton – Frank’s own firm – had then settled in Belfast to take charge of the exportation end of the business. Now old Galton was dead, and Anna, returning to arrange with Lennox upon the matter of the settlement of the estate, had not unnaturally taken thought to visit her relatives. Surely it was reasonable after those years, that long, protracted absence! Already she had been with Joe a fortnight at Levenford; she would probably go on to Edward at Port Doran; what, then, was more inevitable than that she should come here to Ardfillan? It was an act of social decency. It was more than that: for, when Frank had been obliged to go to Belfast five years ago, to take charge of the agency on account of old Galton’s illness – it was the first attack of that angina which finally carried him away – he had been admirably looked after by his cousin for over three months. A great relief it had been to her, this sense of Frank’s security, when, knowing him, knowing how easily he could be imposed on, she had dreaded damp beds, bad food, indifferent hotels – those evils which might arise from his, separation from her. And yet, here was Frank, protesting against this hospitality which she proffered in return. The very thought roused her indignation; but with an effort she compressed her lips, stifled the angry words that lay ready upon her tongue.


    For a moment there was silence; then Moore got up slowly, with a slightly shamed air; he pulled the inevitable green cardboard packet from his pocket, lighted a cigarette. His boots on the dyed sheepskin, his shoulder against the marble mantelpiece, he inhaled a puff, watching her self-consciously out of the corner of his eye.


    ‘Bit of a rush we had today,’ he said at length, rather sheepishly.


    It was actually an apology. She smiled openly, renewing at once the normal current of feeling between them, and, tacitly avoiding the subject of contention, she declared:


    ‘I’ll have something to say to Mr Lennox about that one of these days. Soon, too!’


    ‘What do you mean?’ he asked, surprised.


    ‘You’ll see!’ And she gave that competent little nod. ‘I’m going to ask him to supper next week.’


    Without replying, he stared at her as she rose and began to clear the table, then insensibly his gaze drifted through the window. The tide was out, and on the hard dry sand some children were playing. Rounders! Peter had slipped out to join them, and in the cool of the evening lent to the proceedings a swift foot and a thin but penetrating voice. Moore watched idly: what was he doing with a son? Used to play rounders himself when he was a kid; and now—! Funny how things came along – just happened! And Anna coming – it was an unpleasant thought. He didn’t want her in his home. Lovely evening it was, though. Might go out and cut the grass. Then he thought he wouldn’t. Tomorrow, perhaps. Tomorrow – it was a great word with Moore. Idly, he sat down on the horsehair sofa by the window; out came the green packet; he lighted another cigarete, let the smoke down his nostrils. Watching the glowing tip of his cigarette, he remarked:


    ‘Lennox is going ahead with that idea.’


    She paused in her clearing of the table, contemplating the information, which already she had studied intimately. The fact was that his firm – it was the same firm of eight years ago, with Lennox now the sole proprietor – in business as importers of Irish produce, had decided to extend their interest to the importation from Holland of the new synthetic commodity: margarine. Odious word! More odious substance! Yet Lucy did not demean the issue by dwelling upon the vileness of this new butter substitute. Enough that with the march of progress Lennox proposed extending his small business. She favoured the extension because she had her ambition for Frank in this direction. It was time that he too advanced, and she would be at the bottom of that advancement.


    His present position she did not often define – perhaps because she did not care to define it; sufficient to say that Frank was ‘with’ Lennox & Galton: a pleasant implication of trust and indispensability, and with quite a comfortable wage. Yet for all her loyal euphemism, coldly described his post was merely that of a petty commercial traveller. It was not right. It was not just! She desired for him something better, something altogether more important than that. Ardently she desired him to ‘get on’, and already in her eager mind she had formulated her project. She had spoken to Frank of this project, yet she knew he was evading the issue under the pretence of considering it. ‘Of course I’ll see about it. Give us time,’ she heard him reply; or, with an assumption of great candour: ‘I’ll speak to L. tomorrow.’ But he had not seen about it; nor, she was sure, had he even mentioned it to Lennox; despite his frequent assertion that he ‘ had the measure of the old man’s foot’. That was like Frank: how often had she chafed at his vacillation. But now, with a contemplative eye upon him, she said:


    ‘Perhaps that’s going to be the making of us, Frank. Not that I think much of the stuff’ – she concealed her eagerness with a shade of satire – ‘ nothing like butter. I wouldn’t have it in my house.’


    ‘It’s a clever idea though – and cheap.’ He could adduce no more articulate arguments for its success. ‘And Lennox is pretty wide. I believe I could sell it for him.’ He yawned. ‘I’d like to die rich – if they don’t hang me first. Might combine the two. Millionaire’s last speech from the dock. “Dearly beloved brethren, I am an innocent man. Never done nothing but tear my scapulars.”’


    He relapsed into silence, staring out of the window towards the beach where Netta, who had gone to call Peter at the hour of his bedtime, was now in the last act of that nightly pantomime, chasing the boy wildly to the gate.


    At the scutter of footsteps upon the pebbled path, Lucy went out of the room, carrying the loaded tray. Moore sat still; said good night to his son, who came in, presenting a face still effervescent beneath its perspiration; then he waited. It came to him easily, this waiting, and somehow epitomised his character. He appeared always to be awaiting something – a little nervously, a little moodily, as though in effect he had the premonition of some disaster which would one day come upon him. It was this tendency in him which caused Lucy sometimes to shake her head questioningly, failing, in her own boundless energy, to comprehend fully his outlook. Often she wished him brisker, less indifferent to the minor details of existence. There was, indeed, as little doubt of Moore’s indolence as of his moodiness, his scepticism, his weakness – altogether he was a queer fish; yet for all that he was not without his accomplishments. He could, for example, pare the skin from an apple intact, in one long pellicle of wafer thinness; he could make a willow whistle to perfection; he could discover mussels on the Ardmore shore and roast them there to tempt an anchorite. In his management of a toothpick – the quill had a meditative protrusion from his lips – he was unrivalled. He had, too, at times a curious humour. When people commented, as they often did, on his really exquisite teeth, he would say seriously: ‘That’s because I cleaned them on turnips when I was young.’ Or, again, who but Moore, accompanied by his wife in her best Sunday clothes, would have stopped a stone’s throw from his own house and gravely demanded of old Bowie to be directed to that house?


    ‘Excuse me, Mr Bowie,’ he had said politely, seriously, ‘ can you tell me where Mr Moore lives?’ When the stupefied old man, he was seventy and of an apoplectic tendency, had raised a palsied pointing finger, Moore had acknowledged his information with the same punctilious gravity.


    ‘Thank you, Mr Bowie. Will you accept this?’ And, pulling a match-box from his pocket, he had rewarded the stricken ancient with a single match. Then, his head in the air, he had strolled away whistling ‘ Boyne Water’. Lucy had been furious. Yet that, somehow, was Moore.


    But he was seldom so gay; at other times he had frightful fits of melancholy, when he would crouch over the fire sitting absolutely motionless, his lower lip protruding, in a brooding misery, his dark eyes staring fixedly into the leaping flames.


    He had, moreover, little gift for friendship, and that only in the oddest quarters: the rabbit-catcher of the Gielston Woods a road-mender who cracked his heap of stones along towards the Point; that same old Bowie, whom he named the Ancient Mariner and to whom he often threatened to teach the art of knitting. He knew nothing about knitting – but that again was Moore. F. J. Moore, idler, dreamer, maker of willow whistles, upon whom there seemed always that indefinable melancholy presage of disaster, that presage which often made him moodily to say: ‘ It’s a bad end I’ll come to. If they don’t make a lord of me, they’ll hang me. Sure.’


    But now, as he sat at ease, Lucy had returned. Briskly she took up her ribbon embroidery – a black satin cushion-cover with floral and bow design – and seated herself companionably beside him on the sofa.


    ‘Well,’ she demanded pleasantly, ‘what’s in the paper? You might at least let your poor wife know what the news is tonight.’


    Half-heartedly he picked up his evening paper, skimming through the news: the sheets made a continual rustle as he turned from one page to another, then back again, looking for something of less than superficial interest. Occasionally he read out an item, adding his comments, which were invariably wisely sceptical. ‘Believe it if you like,’ his attitude said, or, ‘ You know what they say in the papers’; but he heard willingly – indeed, he openly invited – her opinion. Moreover, at her request he read aloud a short article pertaining to the current fashions in feminine attire: interested in dress was Lucy – perhaps, as he averred at times, unduly so: and she listened attentively, desisted even from her sewing, nodding her head once or twice in appreciative agreement.


    At length the paper was exhausted: he let it drop in a crumpled heap.


    ‘Take up a book,’ she suggested, after a few moments, biting off an end of silk and threading her needle.


    But he hadn’t much taste for books: liked a weekly paper occasionally. Photo-bits he used to read; not that he cared much for it; you could get a stray joke for a customer, there, odd times! But Lucy had put her foot down firmly after that day Peter had run to her with a number, enquiring about ‘the ladies with stuffed legs’. So he put his hands behind his head and leaned back on the smooth horsehair.


    ‘It’s easier doing nothing,’ he replied. ‘ I’ll take it quiet for a bit.’ He sat watching her whilst gradually the dusk crept into the room, and in his face, with the growing darkness, there kindled slowly a warm consciousness of her nearness to him. At last she gave a little exclamation.


    ‘I can’t see,’ she cried, smiling at him – and her smile was fascinating in that shadowy room. ‘I’ll have to light the lamp.’


    ‘What,’ he said meaningly, ‘would we be wanting with the lamp?’


    ‘To sew by, of course.’


    ‘Ah! you’ve done enough sewing for tonight.’


    His hand, stretched out to detain her, slipped round her shoulders, drawing her close. The cushion-cover, so richly wrought, fell unheeded from her lap; passive and contented she lay against him. Yes, she was contented. She did not deny her happiness; nor did she lack a modest confidence towards the future. And she was, ah! yes, she was so fond of Frank. For a few moments they lay thus whilst the last faint streak of twilight slipped softly from the room. Then gradually she felt his hand slip under the bodice of her dress, move gently, caressingly. It was a sign – a little sign they had. Her bosom rose and fell warmly against his side, and, unseen, she smiled again: she had known this mood of his! But it was so like Frank to turn to her here, unexpectedly, in this spontaneous fashion. And she murmured, provocatively, her breath upon his face:


    ‘You’ll have to behave, you know, when Anna’s here!’


    He made as though to speak; but he did not. And then he had no chance to speak, for all at once she pressed her warm lips against his cheeks.


    ‘I love you, Frank,’ she whispered. ‘You know I do.’


  

    

      Chapter Two

    


    On the following Thursday at half-past five the wagonette driven by Joe from Levenford, containing Joseph himself, his sister Polly, Anna and Anna’s luggage, drew up opposite the house with a flourish. The flourish was because Joe on the box was imperative, justifiable, magnificent. And now, swinging down his bulk, he ensured the tired nag’s comfort by a benignant pat upon its steaming flank and a clicking sound of approbation with his tongue. His air towards the horse was largely professional. Joe was, indeed, professional towards everything; nothing big Joe didn’t know! A marvellous omniscience in one who read nothing, signed his name with difficulty, and misused the Queen’s English with affable contempt. In his own idiom, everything ‘came easy’ to Joe; and little wonder; he was – again the idiom – such a ‘good fella’. True, he was a publican; he sold spirits; he was even, in a quiet way, something of a bookmaker. But what of that? He had been known, very decently, to protect his customers from their own vicious instincts by a judicious blending of his wares with honest Scottish water; and as for the ‘gee-gees’ – well, there was a certain nobility in this connection with the turf, and at this moment it was manifest how much Joe loved a spanking bit of horseflesh. But now, a thumb in one armhole, his head thrown back, he called out affably to the others:


    ‘Aloft there! Down you get. And leave the trunk. Frankie’ll take that in. Holy St Bridget! That dust has gave me a thirst.’


    Then, with permissible swagger, he advanced up the path; it was as though his bearing said: Let all who deny the Irishman’s, right to invade and acquire Scotland gaze upon the figure of Joseph Moore and be confounded.


    He was big – not so much tall as bulky; the honourable full-bellied bigness of the publican – and he had all the big man’s heartiness. Benevolent geniality glistened out of his small black eyes that were set deeply, currants in the suet of his smooth pale face; his nostrils were comfortably wide, and little tufts of hair stuck out of them; his teeth, which he showed when he parted his broad, blue-stippled upper lip, glistened also strong and regular, part of his ivory skull. Upon his round and close-cropped head, that narrowed at the top, his billycock sat at a knowing tilt; his short tan dustcoat fell rakishly apart; and his boots, befitting his blue suit, were a beautiful shade of ochre. Altogether he was a grand figure of a man, not young, of course – his age was fifty – but his spirit – ah, Joe’s spirit was eternal. Something of that spirit could be gathered from his brawny heartiness; but there were incidents, numerous historic incidents, which testified more fully to Joe’s capacity and the essential magnificence of his marrow. That occasion, for example, when he had blandly retailed to a drunken riveter, who had rashly sworn once and for all to taste champagne, a bottle of ginger ale; that other when, having purchased a parrot warranted to sing, he had found the bird songless and caused it instantly to be stuffed; and that when, invited to an ecclesiastical banquet, he had starved himself for two long days beforehand – astounding self-denial – to do more justice to the sumptuous repast.


    That was Joe, inimitable, and as he proceeded up the path, behind him came his sister Polly – two years younger – waddling a little, as was excusable from her girth and the manifest importance of her petticoats. She was not as tall as Joe, but she was fatter, so fat that she had an almost sagging look which diminished, apparently, her stature. With her round chins beneath her full red face, her heavy breasts – twin obscenities – her pendent stomach; even her ankles flowing in slack folds over her half-buttoned gaping boots, she had the air as though the force of gravity acting upon her adiposity strove continually to weigh her downwards. Even her hair was a little down her back. Her dress was rich, and, though it might oppress the eye, at least ‘ there was money in it’. As for its colours, they had the virtue of pleasing Polly. Over all she wore a loose fur cape, out of season – ‘for the drive, you know’ – and now she panted.


    Arrived upon the doorstep, Polly drew breath whilst Joe announced their advent by a series of boisterous pulls upon the bell. A sight to do the heart good, this pair, so reassuring, so full of the comfortable zest of living. As Netta swung open the door, he took Polly by the arm, exclaiming gallantly:


    ‘Intil the house with you. Wha’ d’ye mean by standing like a pig with its eye on the butcher?’


    ‘I can’t walk through you, can I now?’ said Polly, answering his badinage like some faithful back-chat comedian. It was clear she loved Joe; that admiration mingled freely with her sisterly affection. For five years now she had been his housekeeper, and in those years immeasurable adulation had gushed from her generous bosom towards him.


    He gave her a playful push by way of recompense, then, turning genially, he cried:


    ‘Anna! Come along, guyrl! What are you stuck there for?’ And in the same jovial second he was in the hall, pumping Lucy’s hand – he always made a fuss of her on the rare occasions that they met – staging a mock encounter of fisticuffs with Peter, calling out loudly for his brother.


    ‘Frankie! Let’s have a swatch at you, Frankie boy.’


    He was a fine fellow, was Big Joe Moore – in his own phrase: ‘By God he was an’ all.’


    ‘Frankie’ll be down in a minute,’ said Lucy quickly. She had with difficulty induced him to go upstairs to shave and change his suit; and, her wrapper that moment discarded, she was a little warm and flurried from her own exertions in the kitchen. ‘I’m delighted to see you,’ she declared openly. ‘But Anna – where’s Anna?’; and her bright eye slipped over Joe’s shoulder eagerly.


    ‘Anna!’ shouted Joe again, and, removing his hat, he hung it upon the back of his head.


    Anna advanced, though not assuredly at his bidding, with a negligent air, her manner passive and composed. She was dark and tall, her dress quiet, her figure good, her age under thirty, her face pale, contained, with large, dark, almost stolid brown eyes. Those eyes had a drooping, indifferent look, her lip, protruding, a vague fullness, her whole expression, half-smiling, half-disdainful, a curious ambiguity at once defensive and averse.


    ‘So you’re Anna,’ said Lucy, smiling and offering her hand. ‘I’m glad – glad you’ve come.’


    ‘Thanks,’ said Anna pleasantly. Her voice was quiet, surprisingly refined. Anna’s whole appearance, considering her origin and her background, gave Lucy a sudden unexpected pleasure. I’ll like her, she thought instinctively. I am glad I invited her.


    ‘And I’m not sorry to be quit of her,’ broke in Polly, with a jocular shake of her plumes – ostrich feathers of a purple hue were in her hat. ‘Deed and I’m not. She’s been keeping my brother Joe off his work this last fortnight. An’ him a decent man with a starvin’ sister on his hands.’


    Peter, arrayed in his kilt, as all occasions of company demanded, let out a sudden laugh, then blushed vividly; he had been previously grounded in the adage that he be seen but not heard.


    ‘Good! Good!’ cried Joe, slapping his haunch. ‘We’re all aboard for Mullingar’; and he took the boy’s arm as they moved into the dining-room – now arranged elegantly for the amenities of ‘high tea’. Imposing sight. Lucy’s best was on that table: her finest napery, her brightest cutlery, the silver biscuit-barrel that had been her mother’s – Richard had wanted that barrel and hadn’t had it! – even her ‘hand-painted’ wedding china, preserved miraculously intact throughout the years. And there was choice food upon the table; cold meat, pancakes, scones, a promising ham; and the crochet mat beside the epergne gave promise of a hot dish to come. Unquestionably the preparation of this repast had cost Lucy trouble. It was a fact, moreover, that the tone of those familiar assemblies rasped at times her sense of strict decorum. But this, in her decided way, she put briskly to one side. These were Frank’s people, and she had her social instincts towards them. A sense of social obligation.


    Meanwhile Joe had fixed the table with an eloquent eye.


    ‘Bedam! I could do with a tightener,’ said he agreeably, pulling down his waistcoat, and patting his paunch with sympathetic understanding. ‘Me and Polly and Anna left early.’


    Here Polly, making leisurely but intimate inspection of the photographs, fingering the ornaments and the china on the stand, addressed the air:


    ‘Shook the hunger out of me, you did, with your scorching. And me not well. Wind round the heart,’ she explained to Lucy with an air of exclusive ownership towards the affliction. Polly had indeed proprietary rights, or at least an option, on several of the more harrowing morbidities. ‘Like a stone it is! Hard and heavy as a lump. Then “ffflute”, up it comes with a rush! It’ll finish me some day.’


    ‘What’s come of that brother of mine?’ cried Joe, sniffing impatiently. ‘Where is he – seeing a man about a dog?’


    Almost at that moment Frank came into the room, wearing that conscious, troubled look, the result of his effort to appear natural and at ease.


    ‘How is the body, boy?’ roared Joe at once.


    Frank nodded without enthusiasm, then opposite Anna he paused awkwardly and hesitated; his best suit sat upon him stiffly.


    ‘You’re back again then, Anna,’ said he.


    ‘Well, that’s pretty plain, Frank,’ she answered, with her elusive smile. ‘You’d think you didn’t know me now.’


    ‘I’d have known you all right,’ he said, in his constrained voice. ‘You’re not the least changed since I was over there.’


    ‘That’s good,’ she replied evenly. She had a pleasant composure, her striking feature a capacity for stillness.


    ‘Mr Lennox may come in later,’ said Lucy, breaking in upon the short succeeding silence. ‘ But we’ll not wait. He said he’d be after tea.’


    They sat down to the meal in the utmost harmony, Netta appearing briskly with a steaming ashet, Lucy, a little flushed from her pouring, eagerly attentive to the needs of her guests.


    ‘I hope you’re going to enjoy your visit,’ she remarked, leaning companionably towards Anna. ‘ Peter’s arranged a picnic for you.


    And we’ve been invited to spend a day with Edward at Port Doran. But perhaps you’re going to stay there later?’


    ‘No,’ said Anna reflectively, ‘I don’t think I’ll stay there.’


    ‘Never cared much, did you, Anna, for Ned?’ Panted Polly through her toast.


    ‘Ned,’ said Anna, gently considering the Rev. Fr Moore. ‘He’s as nice a priest as you’d meet anywhere.’


    ‘Order, order, Anna,’ cried Joe, masticating jocularly, perceiving perhaps a tinge of irony where none had been intended. ‘Respect the cloth! Honour the fambly!’


    ‘And that was a nice housekeeper he had – Miss O’Regan,’ she went on, unperturbed. ‘She looked after him like his guardian angel. A kind woman!’


    There was nothing to laugh at in the words; nevertheless, Joe grinned; Polly gave a little snigger; even Frank smiled.


    Lucy did not understand. Her flush deepened, and she looked at Anna, touched for a moment by something of that subtle quantity in the other’s air. But the moment passed. Anna met her gaze mildly and said:


    ‘I don’t see the fun of it either.’


    ‘Holy Mother!’ broke in Joe, with that touch of brogue he assumed in moments of emotion, ‘these eggs eat tasty as a turkey’s. I’ll have a couple more, Lucy. And some of that cold meat.’


    Polly thrust herself forward, passing her brother’s plate obsequiously.


    ‘I’m pleased to see you sharp set, Joe,’ said she. Turning to Lucy, she smiled, taking care to avoid dislodging her teeth – a beautiful set with which Joe had recently endowed her; and she added:


    ‘“Give the men their food” is my motto. Every man’s heart is in his middle. And there’s nothin’ makes blood like underdone meat. That’s the stuff to stick to your ribs. Stops a decline.’ She paused, folded her arms composedly across her stomach. ‘God’s truth, that is.’ Polly had, indeed, a profound belief in the Deity’s veracity. For a woman of sickly habit she had a great conviction, pinning her faith in Providence and the enema pipe.


    ‘And how’s the butter business, young fella?’ asked Joe, licking the yolk from his knife, his question touching lightly upon the occupation of his brother.


    ‘Well, it’s good,’ answered Frank briefly, ‘ but it’s none the better for your asking.’


    Joe nodded his well-shorn skull amiably.


    ‘Do you know,’ said Polly again, her mind running, as usual, on matters of pathology. ‘Do you know what they’re doin’ with butter now? I heard the other day about a woman that took a chance on one of them new-fangled sanatorium places, and they did nothin’ but feed her on butter. Pounds and pounds of fresh butter she ate. They filled her with it till she sweated fat. Sure, she got that sick of it one mornin’ she flung the whole screed out of the window and, as God’s my Maker, it landed full flush on the top of the principal doctor. She died a couple of months later, rest her soul. I believe he kilt her out of spite. I’m beginning to fancy me own lungs is touched.’


    ‘Ah! kiss me hand!’ was Joe’s gracious comment. ‘And King Billie’s toe! It’s your brain that’s touched.’ Rattling down his knife and fork, he swivelled his round head on its thick neck with an easy heartiness.


    ‘That was a great feed altogether. D’ye hear that, Frankie boy? It’s a treat of a wife you’ve got!’


    ‘Thanks for the information,’ said the other in a stiff voice. ‘I didn’t ask for it.’


    But Joe would take no offence.


    ‘You’re welcome, boy – welcome. As a poor old widower I envy you. And never mind the Ten Commandments. My poor Katie, rest her soul, couldn’t have raised a feed like that to save herself from purgatory.’


    Lucy moved restlessly. These family gatherings, though she admitted their familiar tone, went usually with an easy swing once Frank’s reserve had been dissolved. But now Frank’s reserve had not been dissolved; she was conscious of that constraint of his persisting, despite her efforts to dispel it: and she was not accustomed to see her efforts go for naught. Frowning a little, her manner briskly imperious, she addressed him over the yellow chrysanthemums in the epergne.


    ‘Come along now, Frank. You’re not looking after your cousin. Pass her the shortbread.’


    ‘He’s doing fine,’ said Anna with a smile. ‘He just hasn’t got over the shock of seeing me again!’


    ‘Shock, indeed!’ said Lucy, reproachfully regarding Frank as he glumly advanced the plate of shortbread. Then, turning to Anna with determined compensatory amiability, she demanded:


    ‘Were you glad to get back to Levenford?’


    ‘I was and I wasn’t,’ said Anna impartially.


    ‘She means,’ said Polly briefly, ‘that she hates the place.’


    ‘I see how it is,’ said Lucy, smiling towards Anna. ‘She’s left her heart in Ireland.’


    There was a quite perceptible pause in the general note of mastication, a tiny gap of suspense wherein Joe, Polly, even Frank, shot each a quick look at Anna.


    ‘Maybe,’ said Anna critically. ‘Maybe not!’


    Then came a silence. Lucy was puzzled; and she did not enjoy this sensation of perplexity. She was about to speak when Frank, who so rarely ventured a remark, suddenly scraped back his chair and declared:


    ‘We’re finished now. Let’s get into the parlour.’


    There was a general uprising. Polly rubbed her napkin over her moist red face.


    ‘I’m a one to sweat at my meat,’ she observed in a loud undertone. ‘I’ve got to eat slow or it rises on me.’ It rose upon her even as she spoke. Gracefully she broke wind, unconscious alike of Lucy’s frown and Anna’s expressionless stare.


    They went into the parlour. Joe unbuttoned his waistcoat, Withdrew a cigar, and, carefully retaining the scarlet collar, ignited it with a splutter; Polly, fanning gently, composed herself in layers by the window; Anna sat down upon the sofa; Frank, supporting his favourite corner of the mantelpiece, his gaze adrift in space, made moodly investigation with a toothpick.


    At the door Lucy paused, her arm round Peter’s shoulders.


    ‘You’ll excuse me,’ said she. ‘ I must see the boy to bed.’


    ‘No, mother,’ he wriggled, ‘it’s too early!’


    ‘Let him stay up a while longer,’ suggested Anna.


    ‘I’m afraid,’ said Lucy awkwardly, ‘it’s a rule I have. Seven o’clock!’


    The boy’s underlip hung out.


    ‘Well, he muttered, ‘Uncle Joe promised to give me a penny. And he hasn’t.’


    ‘God bless my soul!’ cried Joe, ‘ I forgot.’ With a lordly gesture he disengaged himself from the cigar and, after much straining, produced a warm copper coin.


    ‘Say thank you,’ said Lucy rather sharply. Her son’s action savoured too strongly of usury for her liking; a host to demand money from his guest! She turned abruptly, faintly perplexed and faintly frowning, upset by something she knew not what. Halting upon the landing, she said:


    ‘You shouldn’t have done that, son.’


    ‘Sorry, mother,’ he grinned; but he put the penny carefully in his jug for all that.


    Upstairs, she reflected that she might have asked Anna to help her to bath the boy: yes, that would have been ‘nice’; a companionable chat they would have had across the tub! Anna manifestly was too shy to have advanced this suggestion herself. She would have to overcome this reserve of Anna’s; make her feel at home.


    Reflecting in this fashion, she had almost finished when there came a measured peal upon the front door bell, announcing the arrival of Mr Lennox. Instinctively she hastened her movements. Though his office was in Glasgow, he, too, lived in Ardfillan, higher up the hill, and it was a notable mark of favour for him to ‘look in on them’ – his own dry definition of these occasional visits. Yet, despite his dryness, she liked Lennox, and she had the soundest reasons for cultivating him. Unaggressive, shrewd, tolerant, he was known as a broad-minded man – or how indeed could he have long ago compounded this partnership with Galton? A Scot and an Irishman in business! Worse than a Gentile and a Jew! But he had done it: Galton had the connection and he the capital. And now, with Galton’s death, he was, she knew, cautiously contemplating higher flights: the extension of his interest to the importation from Holland of this new synthetic commodity. It was her opportunity. Tonight she did not propose to launch her strategem; but she would make preparations for its launching.


    And now, conscious that hitherto she had handled Lennox with tact – already she saw glimmerings upon the horizon – she kissed Peter good night and hastened to her guests within the parlour.


    As she entered, Joe inevitably was in full blast. Throwing out a declamatory hand, he went on, with considerable emotion:


    ‘Let them call us the low-down Irish! We’re not much, they keep telling us. Am I contradicting them? Not a word! Just let them watch us. We’ll get on for all their talk. Ask anybody in Levenford about Big Joe Moore! They know me there. Right enough they do. I hadn’t the chances of the rest of the family, but I’ve made my way for all that, and made a bit of cash, by the same token. There was me, selling papers when I was a kid, and now – Director of the Green Football Club and Chairman of the local A.O. H. Not much, maybe, but good enough to be goin’ on with.’


    ‘Leave it to Joe,’ nodded Polly, with half-shut lids.


    Lennox contemplated the glass of whisky before him. He was a middle-sized, grey-bearded man of fifty, comfortable and comfortably assured, dressed in coarse grey tweed of good quality but execrable cut, his eye shrewdly hooded; his mouth small, pursed, his hands bulging his trouser pockets, his plain knitted waitcoat strangely aggressive with a remarkable battery of smoothly sharpened pencils. It was significant of the man that the pencils accompanied him out of office hours. Taciturn by inclination, cautious in disposition, he cultivated shrewdness as another might cultivate wit, existing exclusively, it seemed, for his solid little business. A guarded ‘ long-headedness’ epitomised his outlook: he could assume at moments an air of tremendous preoccupation. Without brilliance, without artifice, he was well served by a native penetration. That was Lennox: slow, solid, shrewd, secretive.


    ‘Ay, ay,’ said he in his odd dry voice, ‘you’re a remarkable man.


    No doubt about it. Not the slightest.’ Impossible from his manner to judge if a compliment was implied.


    ‘No! I haven’t done so bad,’ said Joe expansively. ‘You’ll taste as good a drop of John Jameson at the Shamrock Bar as you’ll find the length of the Clyde. And for all I’ve got on I don’t forget the poor. Bedam, no. There’s a hand in the pocket for St Vincent de Paul at Christmas. Nor I don’t forget the clergy neithers. Every time little Father Cassidy scrapes the kettle there’s a sovereign in his hand for luck; not that it’s necessary, mind you; I make him take it. Just a triflin’ kindness on my own part.’


    ‘Blow the trumpet hard, Joe,’ said Frank, staring at the ceiling, with a faint curl of his lip.


    ‘And why not, boy?’ grinned Joe boisterously. ‘Sure it plays a lovely tune.’


    ‘He’s a big-hearted man, is Joe Moore,’ said Polly, blandly easing her corsets.


    There was a moment’s silence; then Lennox threw a sly side-glance at Lucy.


    ‘And how is the Scottish element?’ he enquired; this, with an implication of confederacy, was how he sometimes designated her.


    ‘Well – as usual,’ she smiled. ‘Peter’s had a slight cold, though. Nothing much.’


    ‘A rasher of bacon,’ interjected Polly somnolently. ‘ Laid on the chest, it puts a coating on the lungs.’ No one took any notice of the remark; and she relapsed lethargically upon her chair.


    ‘The new idea, Mr Lennox?’ demanded Lucy, quick to seize an opportunity. ‘That’s going ahead?’


    ‘I’ve just been telling them,’ he indicated mildly. ‘I’m real set on it. I was through at Leith yesterday making arrangements at the docks.’


    ‘It’s going to be a big thing for you to manage alone,’ said Lucy, leaning forward with immense solicitude.


    Lennox caressed his pointed beard, now the most salient feature of his calculating face.


    ‘Maybe,’ he returned cannily. ‘Ay, maybe it will be.’


    A question trembled on her tongue, but before she could speak Joe broke in boisterously.


    ‘By the by, Anna,’ said he, ‘what are you doing with your own tin? Your old fella must have left you a bit.’


    She looked at him with a pleasant, speculative eye.


    ‘Well, Joe,’ she said softly, ‘as you’ve just remarked, there’s the bit, I might found a hospital – for Polly, you know.’ Then, always charity. And there’s always the clergy. But if it came to rising suddenly, she looked at Lucy.


    ‘I’m tired, Lucy. Do you mind if I go upstairs? Don’t bother to come.’


    ‘But I will come,’ said Lucy warmly, getting to her feet; it pleased her unreasonably that Anna should thus call her by her Christian name. ‘Everything’s ready for you.’


    They went out of the parlour together.


    ‘My God!’ said Polly, sitting up dramatically, undulating with agitation. ‘Did you hear that about the hospital?’


    Joe slid his hand across the roll of fat that bulged over the back of his collar.


    ‘Ah, she’s better nor she used to be,’ said he pacifically. ‘Her and me have got on fine this last fortnight.’


    ‘Too fine!’ said Polly, still quivering. ‘ She’s a queer one, Joe Moore, and you’re well aware of it.’


    There was a pause; then Joe raised his head slowly and fixed his brother with a look more direct than usual.


    ‘Does Lucy know – about her ladyship?’ he asked pointedly, and he jerked his head in the direction of the vanished Anna.


    Frank coloured uncomfortably, thrust his hands in his pockets.


    ‘No, she doesn’t,’ he answered defensively, ‘ and there’s no point in telling her this time of day.’


    ‘Quite right, boy. Quite right,’ said Joe smoothly. ‘No cause to chew that fat over again. No cause at all, at all.’


    ‘I must say –’ said Lennox, looking cautiously at his pipe. ‘I must say I’ve found her very sensible over the settling up of the business affair. Yes, I’ll say that for her.’


    ‘Ah! you’ll never make the leopard change its spots,’ declared Polly with unusual poetic fancy. ‘And deed you’ll never make Anna shift hers.’


    ‘Easy on, now,’ said Joe; ‘we’re only human. No, bedam. We can’t be canonised until we’re corpsed.’


    As he spoke the door swung open and Lucy came into the room. And as she entered it seemed to her that a look of understanding passed between the four: a singular flash which irked her, then suddenly was gone.


    ‘What’s the matter?’ she said, smiling from one to the other. ‘You look as if you’d all been dreaming. Come along. Draw round your chairs.’


    ‘No, Lucy,’ said Joe regretfully. ‘It’s getting dark. We’ll need to be off.’


    ‘But surely!’ she protested quickly. ‘ It’s very early. Can we not have a little music?’ Often, indeed, Lennox would demand of her ‘a tune’. Often, too, Polly would insist that she – Polly – must sing; she had a touching ballad interweaving subtly the sentiments of piety and patriotism, which began:


    

      

        A poor Irish soldier, a Catholic dragoon,
Was – a – writing to his mother by the light of – a –


      

        the moon!

      


    


    Now, however, Joe shook his head.


    ‘I’m bound to be back to count my takin’s,’ he said, as he heaved up his bulk. ‘Come on, Polly.’


    Lennox finished his whisky, and looked at his watch.


    ‘I’ll be moving too,’ he said. ‘Elders’ hours for me, you know.’


    She protested, aware that her party was breaking up too soon, yet somehow unable to prevent its dissolution.


    ‘You’ll come in to supper next week, then, Mr Lennox?’ she urged. ‘For sure now.’


    ‘I’ll think about it,’ said Lennox, with his own dry humour. It was for him tantamount to an emphatic acceptance; yet she had a vague sense of frustration. Reluctantly she accompanied them to the gate, where, taking Frank’s arm, she stood whilst Joe heaved Polly into the wagonette, lighted the dips within the lamps, and shook up the shivering nag. When they had driven off valiantly into the night, Lennox took his less dramatic departure. He had promised to come for supper on the following Sunday. With that she contented herself. But because she felt the evening had not been too patently a success, she remarked after a moment:


    ‘It went off all right, don’t you think, Frank?’


    ‘Might have been worse.’


    ‘But Anna,’ she meditated. ‘I expect it’ll take some time to know her. She’s a little reserved. Isn’t she?’


    ‘I didn’t ask her to come, my dear!’ he said, with unusual feeling.


    She made no reply, but looked at him quietly, a little curiously; then slowly she smiled at him, and he smiled at her.


    Together they stood at the gate, conscious of the grey quiet which seemed to press downwards with the falling darkness.


    ‘It’s pleasant out here together,’ she said suddenly. Through the stillness the thin thread of a mouth-organ’s music came from outside Bowie’s yard, where a coterie of youths had their meeting-place; sometimes a low note of laughter broke through the melody as some wench sailed past under a united and gallantly derisive stare; sometimes the muffled greeting of decent bodies – dim shapes passing in the dusk – came to them quietly; and through it all the faint stir of moving water in the estuary beyond drifted inwards with the darkness.


    Square patches of yellow light were beginning to spring out along the street, hurrying the pace of the coming night. Doors that had been open to admit the evening’s coolness swung shut. Suddenly, from the vague void of the firth, came the beam of the Linton lighthouse, a flashing meteor across their vision, linking them for an instant to reality, leaving the darkness greater and the stillness deeper than before.


    They did not speak: the mysterious invocation of the hour was towards a universal silence. There was no moon, no dust of stars, the darkness richer thus, the silence deeper. A bat’s wing brushed invisibly the air that was heavy with the rising fragrance of dewed grass; from a distant field the wafted breath of cut hay came cool and damply moist, drifting around them dreamily. The sweet languor that was in the evening seemed all at once to flood her, and with a rush of tenderness she leaned against him. They had their tiffs, had Frank and she. But still she did – yes, there was no denying of her love. She leaned against him. Possessively she slipped her arm around his shoulders.


    ‘It’s late, Frank,’ she said in a low voice. ‘Come in to home.’


  

    

      Chapter Three

    


    Next morning, as Lucy sat at breakfast with her husband and her son – in hospitable regard for that fatigue expressed overnight, she had sent a tray to Anna’s room – the telegram from Richard arrived.


    A telegram in this household was an event of staggering dimensions, and as Lucy tore nervously at the thin envelope – she it was who dealt with the matter – already she was primed for some calamity. But it was not calamity, merely annoyance, and her gasp had in it a mingling of irritation and relief.


    ‘Bother!’ she exclaimed, her eyes bright now with vexation. ‘Isn’t that too bad!’ With her slight youthful figure intent, her smooth forehead creased, she exhibited an almost girlish dismay.


    ‘Look, Frank,’ she repeated. ‘Isn’t that a nuisance?’


    Moore read the proffered slip aloud: ‘“Dear Lucy please come few days Eva unwell Richard.”’ There was a pause whilst he looked at her with raised brows. ‘Of all the damned cheek!’ he declared. ‘“Dear Lucy” – that’s rich, that is.’


    ‘It’s most annoying,’ she agreed in a provoked voice. ‘Most especially with Anna to be entertained. What on earth she’ll think –’


    ‘But – you’re not dreaming of going?’


    She picked up the telegram again.


    ‘A few days,’ she read out meditatively. ‘Till Tuesday, perhaps.’ She sighed and said: ‘ Well, I suppose I must!’


    ‘Surely!’ he expostulated. ‘ You know they only make use of you. That’s the one time you hear from that brother of yours. A couple of years ago, wasn’t it, the same thing happened? Then, after they’d used you, they dropped you like a hot potato. A Christmas card in blessed thanksgiving – wasn’t that what they sent you?’


    She flushed at his tone.


    ‘I’ve got a sense of duty, Frank,’ she returned firmly. ‘ It’s not what Richard does that concerns me. It’s what I do. Eva is ill. Besides, he’s my brother.’


    ‘My love to the Pope,’ he exclaimed rudely. ‘I want you here. You don’t have to go.’


    But quite tranquilly she brushed aside both his rudeness and his objection; she was not one to ignore her obligations; Richard, her brother, had appealed to her in some necessity. Though the inconvenience of this duty was manifest, already her mind was made up.


    ‘It’s fortunate in a way that Anna’s here,’ she reflected evenly. ‘She’ll be able to look after you.’


    ‘Look after me! I don’t want her looking after me.’ A wealth of protest rang through his tone. But now, as always, that protest merely struck sparks from her resolution.


    ‘The ten o’clock is a good train!’ she murmured calmly, conclusively, as though in effect she said: ‘I’ve decided, Frank. And when I’ve done that you know surely –’


    No more was said, but as he rose abruptly and struggled into his coat he declared:


    ‘Your own way. Your own way. And nothing but your own way. It’s going to land you somewhere one of these days.’


    ‘It’s not as if I wanted to go, Frank,’ she murmured reasonably. ‘And it’s only till Tuesday.’


    He looked at her for a moment, then gradually a smile broke into his glum face; he shook his head.


    ‘It’s well seen I’m fond of you,’ he said, ‘or I’d never let you tug the reins so hard.’


    ‘That’s better,’ she answered, smoothing his collar. Kissing him affectionately, she went to the window and watched his figure dwindling down the road until finally it vanished. Then immediately she went up to Anna’s room, her small face suddenly concerned as she tapped upon the door and entered.


    ‘I’m dreadfully sorry, Anna,’ she exclaimed, and, half frowning, half smiling, sitting on the edge of the other’s bed, she explained the awkwardness of her predicament. ‘ It’s an atrocious thing to do. But I don’t see now I can avoid it. I’ve got the feeling my brother needs me.’


    ‘It’s all one to me,’ said Anna, when she heard; and she began to plait a loose end of hair which hung over her yellow dressing-jacket, observing her fingers as she did so. ‘I don’t mind.’


    ‘You’re not upset?’


    ‘What for?’ She abandoned her plaiting, not tossing back the thick coarse braid, but allowing it to lie quite without coquetry.


    ‘Well –’ said Lucy, flushing a little at the expressionless reception of her news. ‘I’m afraid I’ll have to leave on the ten o’clock.’


    ‘Suit yourself,’ said Anna pleasantly, quietly raising her full brown eyes, which were deep against the smooth ivory of her face.


    There was a silence between the two women: the one open, eager, and warmly intent; the other indolent, lymphatic, composed.


    ‘You’ll look after Frank!’ said Lucy at length as she rose. ‘Don’t let him get into the dumps.’


    ‘We’ll rub along all right,’ said Anna carelessly. ‘Frank knows me, and I know him.’


    Why, thought Lucy as she went downstairs, could not Anna have said spontaneously: ‘ I’m sorry you’ve got to go. But of course you must. Your sister-in-law is ill. Still, I’ll manage beautifully until you come back.’ But no. Anna had not said that, and in failing to afford this satisfaction had somehow epitomised her character. For a moment Lucy revolved this elusive equation with a certain vexation. She liked so palpably to grasp a thing, it irked her to leave the enigma unsolved. But it must be, she felt, that Anna resented naturally the defection of her hostess – however unavoidable this might be – and as such Lucy accepted the answer, dismissing it finally from her mind.


    She shook away her stupid thoughts, turned to the need of breaking her departure to her son.


    ‘Peter!’ she called out suddenly.


    He emerged from his bedroom, in the process of concluding his dressing: as a greater convenience to his mother and, indeed, to himself, he breakfasted on week-days after his father had gone. She looked at him, hiding the fondness in her eyes


    ‘Netta is going to give you your lunch today,’ she declared tactfully. ‘And Anna will be here with you for a bit. I’ll – I’ll be away.’


    He stared up at her.


    ‘What on earth for, mother?’


    ‘It would be good fun, wouldn’t it?’ she evaded, straightening his tie, and adding suggestively: ‘Will you promise to look after Anna?’


    Visibly he toyed with the idea, finding in it something important, unique; yet with a calculating, ingenuousness which she found engaging, which, indeed, she now almost expected, he said:


    ‘If I do, will you give me’ – he hesitated – ‘a – you know’ – he spelled out the word – ‘if I do? For my jug?’


    Of course she would – a penny; it was nothing; and he was not the boy to spend it upon cheap and trashy confectionery. No, he saved these pennies with a commendable prudence which could be only reassuring to her maternal heart.


    He was given the penny – how indeed could she have refused it? – and a warm and lingering embrace. Netta, too, received her full instructions; then finally Lucy departed.


    It was a crisp morning, holding that faint autumnal nip she loved, and she enjoyed her brisk walk to the town. Ardfillan, indeed, had always pleased her. The streets, wide and clean, set out with young lime, ash, and chestnut trees, had the pleasant air of boulevards. The shops, attractive, flaunted their patronage by a patent of nobility blazoned above their doorways. Yes, it was a pleasant town, resembling somewhat in its design an English spa, yet purely residential, priding itself – a wholly justifiable snobbery – upon its culture and exclusiveness, merely tolerating its handful of summer visitors, a town to which the nabobs of the district retired with their money and took in due distinction well-merited delight. There was abroad an atmosphere of order and good taste – ‘Select’ she mentally remarked – which in the first instance had caused her to declare:


    ‘This is where we’ll live, Frank. We can’t afford the best part, yet. But we shall some day.’


    It was true that – perhaps because of the faintly inferior situation of her house – she had few friends in Ardfillan. That was understandable. In Perth, her native place, where her father had long held reputable office – he had been a ‘writer’ at the County Court – her social background had been secure. She was known, accepted; had moved in the professional circle of the city. But since her marriage into this Irish family the background had become less secure, the circle unprofessional. That, she recognised, was inevitable. But she did not care. Well she knew that a woman should lift her husband to her own level. She had proved herself; and she was convinced that one day she would prove herself more fully, that she would establish their position, make their future more secure.


    Now, in the comfortable train, her thoughts fell back insensibly to those years of happiness in the town. She could not deny – despite the attitude of her brother, who had foretold calamity in those early days – that she had made of her marriage a most notable success. Frank’s family might be a little vulgar. But Frank was not vulgar. Frank was – well, Frank. And it was her nature to make a success of things. Failure! She did not recognise the word. Perhaps the sound Scottish stock from which she sprang had given her the power to regulate and contrive; to control so happily the temperamental orbit of her husband’s character. But for her, indeed, there would have been no orbit – simply an easy sliding before circumstance. She had taken charge of Frank, shaped his destiny towards a sane and constant horizon. And how easy it had been. Easy, because she loved him. Yes, undoubtedly, her love for Frank was the motive actuating her, actuating her forwards. Frank himself recognised this fact, often with a subtle satire – what was that absurd phrase of his? yes, ‘the carrot before the donkey’, he had with irony remarked. In the corner of the compartment she smiled faintly at the ridiculous aspersion. He didn’t mean that. Just his way.


    She loved Frank. He was so completely hers; he was her creation; moulded so consciously by her love that she had almost the possessive instinct of the artist towards the finished handiwork; become so manifestly a part of herself that she rose with a swift reaction of defence when his weakness was impugned or his failings called in question.


    That in a sense was why it gratified her to contemplate her felicity and to exhibit it without self-consciousness: she was glad always to confront Richard with the patent evidence of her happiness, her well-being, her success. Richard was not loath to demonstrate his own success, both familial and professional; his infrequent letters were full of Eva, ‘his dear wife’, of Vera and Charles, his sweet children, who were perpetually distinguishing themselves in social and educational spheres, and of those cases, invariably important, wherein, against the general opinion, he had triumphed at the Sheriff Court. It was only just, therefore, that she return the shuttlecock. Perhaps Richard was a little self-sufficient; certainly he was uxorious, fond to a degree of Eva. His regard for her had never been so evident. Often with more than the inevitable superiority of an elder and only brother he had tolerantly – that tolerance: an easy vehicle for his derision – dismissed her in a word. Idealist. Well, she had accepted his definition like a challenge. And she had sustained that challenge. What was the object of life, and where indeed was its beauty, were it not based on this formula of honesty and virtue: in her more homely phrase, the satisfaction of ‘doing the right thing’? The constancy of love; the loveliness of little children and their laughter; the sweetness of sacrifice; the acceptance of God in all His providence – reject these facts and you were lost in a wilderness of darkness. For her part, she preferred the sunshine; and thus far she had found it warm and comforting.


    The train whistled, and she started from her reverie. Gracious! She was in Ralston already. With a brisk movement she got up and descended from the train.


    Ralston, a near suburb of Glasgow inhabited by the more successful of the citizens, was, though she refused to recognise its superiority to Ardfillan, an agreeable residential locality, and one well situated to Richard in his profession of the law. Richard’s house, too, of red sandstone, surrounded by its well-kept garden, with a small but elaborately ornamental greenhouse at the side, was indicative of Richard’s prosperity and of Richard’s adequate social standing in this manifestly exacting neighbourhood. It was, like Richard, definitely established, definitely Scottish. But its name was not Scottish. Eva, sustaining her reputation for chic, thinking perhaps to stimulate Richard’s home-making instinct – already sufficiently engorged – had named it coquettishly Le Nid. Touching felicity!


    And it was very genteel; yet, despite this scrupulous gentility, it was not a maid, but her brother who himself opened the door to her.


    ‘Lucy,’ he exclaimed at once. ‘Ah! Lucy!’ His greeting held an unusual cordiality, a note almost of relief. ‘I knew we could depend on you.’


    He took her immediately to his study, and there, under the Murray arms that hung above his desk, he faced her – his look less severe, less critical, less superior than its wont. He was a dignified figure, his dark hair and moustache still glossy, his lips still showing that peculiar vivid red against his pale skin. And he had an attitude – left arm bent across his back, chin thrown out, brows heavy, a little aloof, ready to frown, which typified his character.


    ‘It was good of you to come,’ he began quickly. ‘I appreciate it. You see clearly that I am upset. Actually I have been unable to get to the office.’ He paused, aggrieved, frowning impressively. ‘Eva – Eva has been ill. And that nurse – that wretched abominable woman who came on Saturday – yesterday she engaged with the cook in a drunken brawl. A shocking business! My poor wife! Naturally I flung both of them out of the house. And I am left with Eva in bed, the children on my hands, nobody but a young maid to look after us. It’s – it’s preposterous!’


    His usual manner, precise, dispassionate, judicious, infused with a caustic legal flavour, was gone, and in its place lay exposed the naked pathos of the outraged citizen, the anxious father, the devoted spouse.


    ‘I’m sorry, Richard,’ she murmured. ‘What – what is wrong with Eva?’


    He flushed darkly, in a virile fashion, his head high.


    ‘A little indisposition,’ he stammered with an air of mystery which at once revealed the, intimate delicacy of Eva’s illness. ‘She’ll be over it soon. And on Tuesday we can have her own nurse – she’s always seen to Eva and understands her constitution.’ He looked at her appealingly.


    ‘Of course I’ll help you,’ she declared openly. ‘That’s why I’m here.’


    ‘I’m relieved – profoundly relieved.’ He paused, added self-consciously: ‘And now I’ll take you up to Eva.’


    As, with a heavy step, he preceded her up the well-carpeted stairs, she prepared herself to meet Eva. The truth was that Lucy had never found herself comfortable with Eva, whom in a peculiar comprehensive adjective she summarised as ‘small’. The ramifications of the word were many, yet Eva was, altogether, a small woman; her waist tight, her limbs slender, her actions quick and exaggerated. She had a pale skin of excellent texture and of which she took excellent care; her hair, shampooed to a high fragrance, and coiled fashionably, was passionately dark; her nose was thin and aquiline, her eyes grey, her teeth good but, to her sorrow, faintly serrated at the edges. She affected elegance, covered a natural stupidity by drooping her eyelids, dressed well and according to the mode; she was, indeed, a student of that fashionable world towards which she ardently aspired. She lisped in her speech, trilled in her laugh, minced in her walk, and was adored by Richard.


    That was Eva as Lucy knew her. But now, alas, Eva neither trilled nor minced Pale, most interestingly pale, she lay upon her pillows, languishing, with every delicate evidence of having suffered in the cause of love.


    ‘Lucy has come, my dear,’ murmured Richard in a voice appropriately low.


    Eva by a faint flutter of her lashes alone betrayed the fact that life was still in her.


    ‘And she’ll see you through the next two days,’ he went on soothingly.


    Eva, languishing more entrancingly, opened at last her eyes and turned them – wide and still reproachful – on Richard. Then she sighed, offered a pining hand to Lucy without speech.


    ‘You’ll be all right, Eva,’ said Lucy. ‘Just don’t worry.’


    Eva smiled wanly – the gentle pathos of that smile! It would have melted marble!


    ‘Well, now,’ said Richard tactfully; he drew out his watch. ‘Perhaps – yes – I feel I can get away to the office now. I leave everything in your hands, Lucy. Eva, my poor Eva. I know you’ll look after her.’ He turned to go.


    ‘Kiss me, Richard,’ lisped Eva, reaching white arms towards him with a sudden burst of passion. ‘Kiss me before you go.’


    Lucy turned away. Eva always set her teeth on edge; at the back of her mind she had invariably a lurking suspicion as to her sister-in-law’s sincerity. It was not that Eva ran perpetually to pathos and lace pillows. No! Eva could be brisk, entertaining, chic – Eva’s own word; she ran her house admirably; and she fed Richard succulently and to satiety. But her methods were not Lucy’s methods. Not for Lucy this kittenish attainment of a man’s subjection. No, no! She attained her objective by something less simpering – a more downright honesty of purpose. And so she kept her gaze averted until the conjugal caress had languished to its end. Then she went downstairs with Richard and saw him to the door.


    And now briskly she addressed herself without delay to the work in hand. In the kitchen she discovered Charles and Vera ranged under the eye of the immature maid. The maid, exhibiting a willingness expressive of the force of the tornado which had recently encompassed her, desired passionately to serve. Charles, a boy of nine with a dark and solid taciturnity, betrayed suddenly a most engaging smile; and Vera, who at five could sit upon her flaxen hair with conscious pride, gave encouragement if only through the slow suppression of her tears.


    Yet it was not an easy day for Lucy. The house was in some disorder; the servant, despite her willingness, inept; the children, as familiarity developed, a sore affliction; and Eva – Eva was at least a fractious patient. Still there was for Lucy the satisfaction of achievement. Not that she viewed herself with admiration in the role of ministering angel – if wings existed in the house, they enfolded Eva’s alabaster form – but she had, with a sort of innate obduracy, that sense of fulfilment, the conviction that she discharged a covenant of loyalty.


    Richard, returning in the evening with parcels and a troubled air, found his hearth swept his home lapped in a soothing tranquillity. Bounding – for a heavy man he displayed in this cause remarkable agility – bounding to the bedroom with exotic flowers – white lilies, symbolic of purity – and a bunch of bursting black grapes, provocative of alimentation, he remained some time devotedly with his invalid. Then, descending more slowly, his frown erased, he came into the dining-room and sat down to his evening meal, named by courtesy ‘dinner’ – no such solecism as ‘high tea’ could have endured at Le Nid.


    ‘Eva seems pleased,’ he exclaimed, in a voice more closely resembling his ordinary judicial tone. ‘And I – naturally I am pleased also!’


    ‘She’s eaten well,’ suggested Lucy, passing him cutlets and peas. ‘Some jelly I’ve rather a hand with she’s had – chicken broth too – and quite a number of sponge fingers.’


    ‘She simply pecks,’ said Richard, attacking his chop severely. ‘A bird – no more! I hope you didn’t let the children worry her.’ He paused as if surprised. ‘These peas – I must say they’re very tolerable.’


    She smiled: she had made up her mind to show Richard what she could do. And apparently he found the remainder of the meal equally tolerable. For he said, finally, caressing his red lips and glossy moustache with his napkin:


    ‘Really, Lucy, I’m obliged to you. That was appetising – almost as good as Eva could have done!’


    She said nothing; but she had the feeling that, if Eva did better than this, Richard was a well-fed man.


    ‘You know,’ he continued, staring at her as with a fresh interest, ‘if you hadn’t been in such a hurry to run off, you might have done much better for yourself.’


    The remark was vague. But its inference was not vague. And she flushed sharply. To balance Frank against his Eva! Indeed!


    ‘If you’re as happy as I am, you’ll do,’ she declared indignantly.


    He frowned; yet it was significant of his present mood that he did not pick up her challenge – in the old days they had fought their bitter battles. Now he rose.


    ‘Well,’ he said, composedly, ‘I think I’ll go up and sit with Eva. She likes me to be with her.’


    She watched his retreating back with a curious indrawing of her lips, then, making a quick gesture, she began to clear the table. Vehemently almost she helped the maid to wash the dishes; and thereafter she went immediately to bed.


    With a swift reaction she realised how much she would have preferred to be at home administering her own establishment. Very definitely that night she had this feeling. And during the next two days the feeling intensified. Richard, observed at close quarters after an interval of length, seemed to have become more selfishly absorbed, more uxorious than ever. Eva, improving rapidly, assumed progressively her simper, her trill, her coquettish airs. She used to its fullest extent the prerogative of her condition to have fancies: she had fancies about her diet, her complexion, her flowers. Only the recollection that she had received ‘house room’ from Richard after their father’s death – the old man had left little; there had been no alternative! – prevented Lucy from regretting her impulse of sisterly assistance. Yet, even then she had repaid his hospitality by services in kind. Was it conceivable that, as Frank had suggested, Richard was now simply making use of her? Her brows drew down with characteristic suddenness at the mere suggestion!


    Moreover, she began at intervals with inevitable solicitude to visualise the state of her own household. Was Peter all right? Had Netta remembered her instructions? Anna! Was Anna being looked after? And Frank – yes, above all, Frank! Was he comfortable? Had he forsaken his moodiness to attend reasonably to the entertainment of his cousin and his guest? With a sudden sentimental emotion she became conclusively aware that home – her own home – was a place of sweetness. Strangely, considering the tranquillity of her departure, she was taken by a quick impatience for her return.


    Tuesday she greeted with a breath of full relief. On the previous evening the new cook – subject of glum speculation on the part of Richard – had come; and now the nurse, though it seemed too late, arrived in panoply. It was afternoon when Lucy, attired for travel, came to Eva’s bedroom for the last time – she had borne a tray up those stairs many times during her few days at Le Nid.


    ‘Well,’ said she finally, and with a fitting modesty, ‘if I’ve been of any use –’


    Eva smiled sweetly, sitting upright, smart, but still – at least so Richard asserted – still a little frail.


    ‘Kiss Aunt Lucy, children,’ she lisped. ‘And send your love to Peter.’


    Charles and Vera, who stood grouped woodenly as for a photograph by her bedside, advanced obediently.


    ‘You’ll hear from us at Christmas,’ said Richard significantly – he had returned early from the office. Now he shook her warmly by the hand – a manly grip of gratitude – and came with her as far as the garden gate.


    She went down the road with mixed emotions: Richard might at least have accompanied her to the station, Eva have exhibited more gratitude in her farewell. But as the train swept her away from Ralston her dissatisfaction became lost gradually in a warm uprising of anticipation. It was good to be going home!


    Making resourceful application of her ticket – on which Richard had not even thought to reimburse her – she included the city of Glasgow in her return trip. The lace d’oyleys were, at last acquired – Mr Gow had ‘the exact thing’ – and with a lively spirit of reactionary generosity – she at least would prove that meanness was not the Murray attribute – she purchased a humming-top for Peter, some tobacco for Frank, and for Anna a charming little flask of Florida water.


    She dallied with her shopping, protracting her anticipation, intensifying the pleasurable prospect of her return. And she took tea at Paltock’s – a rare treat; still she had the sweet tooth of her childhood, and Paltock’s cream cakes were delectable, melting through the power of their own succulence upon her tongue. As for the pastry – well, she knew, privately from Frank, with insight quite professional, that Paltock’s used naught but the purest butter in their ‘stuff’.


    Seated at the small marble table ‘upstairs’, charmed by the distinctive prospect of the street beneath, her cheeks rather flushed, as they always were after the sipping of hot tea, her lace handkerchief delicately upon one knee, she was pervaded by a sense of completion, of vivid happiness.


    She had ‘done the right thing’, satisfied her family loyalty, and now she was going home – to Frank. Well she knew how ridiculous it was that she, married those long years, should so ardently desire this reunion with her husband. But, ridiculous or no, it was so. It was she. Suddenly she remembered another reunion – two years ago, or three, the date was no matter, so vivid was the occasion in her mind: she returning from a few days with Peter at the seaside, Frank awaiting her, Frank who, with amazing, unthought-of premeditation, had placed flowers in her bedroom and a bottle of champagne upon the table. Champagne. And roses. Astounding, incredible tenderness from Frank. But he had done it; and she had loved it. Meditating with remote, shining eyes, she saw herself returning, the evening stillness settling upon the darkening firth as she came along the shore road towards the house, the sudden welcome springing into light of the front room window. Unexampled phenomenon!


    With a start she rose and paid her bill; she had to hurry to catch her train at Charing Cross; but she did catch it, and she settled herself in her corner eagerly, a little breathless from her haste.


  

    

      Chapter Four

    


    Whilst Lucy’s train came pounding through the twilight along the right bank of the widening river at the frightful velocity demanded by the age, Anna and Frank sat on either side of the fireplace in the dining-room of her home. They had finished tea, which still lay upon the table, and now each seemed to have a meditative eye for the red heart of the fire. Ridiculous thought – a fire in August. But in these latitudes the evenings are chilly, the night winds sharp, and nothing, meteorologically, impossible. Already the lamp was lit, casting a yellow gleam upon the comfortable curtained room and upon the figures of the two occupants: conferring, it seemed, to each face, perhaps through some virtue of the mellow glow, a vague similarity of feature or expression.


    They were cousins, of course: Moore’s mother and Anna’s father had been sister and brother; that no doubt explained this subtle flicker of resemblance. But actually the similitude was deeper, inherent, racial: the manifestation of a common peasant stock sublimated through a generation of prosperity, yet persisting in an altered, weaker form. Despite the difference in their temperaments – Moore’s indolent, moody, so easy-going it flowed on like water; Anna’s graceless, charming, yet subtly averse – they were under their skins alike: not only of the same kin, but of the same kind.


    As they sat without speech, from the kitchen a vague and intermittent noise, chiefly in the nature of shrill laughter, indicated that Peter was ‘having fun’ with Netta, when by the laws which governed the universe, he ought to have been in the process of disrobing for bed. And now, following a prolonged reverberation, Moore said mildly, as he rocked gently in his chair, and exhaled the evitable smoke:


    ‘High time he was in bed, that youngster!’


    Anna removed her gaze from the fire and let it fall on him with a faint smile.


    ‘Let him enjoy himself while he can,’ she said. ‘That’s always a passable idea, Frank. Besides, he’s behaved well. And Netta – it’ll keep her right to have a laugh. She’s a fine little servant.’


    ‘For the Pope’s sake!’ murmured Moore, with a glance at the door. ‘Don’t let her hear you say servant. She’d leave on the spot. They’re highly thought of, her family. Respectable! She’s got a connection in the ministry, so Lucy tells me.’


    There was a short silence; then, induced perhaps by the mention of his wife’s name, he looked at the black marble temple on the mantelpiece – the imposing facade was inset with a clock face – and reflectively he remarked:


    ‘She’ll be back within the hour – Lucy, I mean.’


    ‘I know who you mean,’ she answered, her curious smile continuing. ‘No need to come over it. Sure, you’ve looked at that clock half a dozen times in the last ten minutes.’


    He lowered his head, made a deprecating movement with the end of his cigarette, which served also to deposit the ash upon the fire.


    ‘You are, though, Frank,’ she went on lightly, ‘yes, you are – so don’t deny it. A regular old settled-down married man. You’ve sat there these three nights and done nothing but doze and wear the seat out of your trousers and wonder when she’ll be back.’


    ‘Well –’ he muttered uncomfortably.


    ‘It’s written all over you.’


    ‘All over me?’ he echoed interrogatively.


    ‘I suppose that was why you’d hardly speak to me when I arrived,’ she persisted, in her tone of teasing irony. ‘ Didn’t want a bad lot like Anna Galton coming into your nice clean little house.’


    The term, as applied to herself touching some hidden chord of knowledge, seemed to rouse him from his lethargy.


    ‘Half a chance now, Anna,’ he exclaimed suddenly, sitting upright. ‘We’ve got on fine these last few days. We’re the best of friends. You know that.’


    ‘It’s true though, Frank, isn’t it? You didn’t want me to come.’


    ‘Not at all,’ he stammered. ‘There was nobody sorrier than I was when you – when you had that bit of trouble.’


    ‘Bit of trouble!’ she repeated, her full, deep eyes faintly mocking him. ‘That’s so like you, Frank! You don’t face up to things. Why can’t you be downright and say, “ When you had that baby”?’


    He recoiled from her phrase, uttered so calmly across his domestic hearth. Though it contained no bitterness, but was uttered with a meditative neutrality, it defined so sharply his vague objection to her visit, recalled so vividly her tragedy – though she refused to regard it as a tragedy, that commonplace misfortune which had disturbed the family circle five years ago in Belfast. Actually, yes, actually the beginning of the trouble, the discovery of her condition – he suspected that, indeed, of having knocked old Galton over – had occurred about the time of his visit. It had not then been an agreeable affair; nor was it agreeable now. But it had happened for all that. It had been such a wretched business for her, cumbered with an illegitimate child, deserted, he felt sure, by the child’s father, whose name pertinaciously she refused to disclose. That was like Anna! You never seemed to get to the bottom of her: under her pleasant surface there ran a deep and turbulent stream. In those days, of course, as in their early days at Levenford, he hadn’t thought twice about her; but somehow, though Anna invited no compassion, he had felt for her a vague indeterminate sympathy. She had stood up to things, to her father’s raging, to the general commotion – all with a sort of stolid silence which won his grudging, indifferent admiration. Now he looked at her awkwardly.


    ‘Whatever way it’s put, Anna,’ he remarked quietly, ‘I was sorry about it. And I was sorry for you when I heard the kid had died.’ He paused. ‘Why didn’t you get married at the start of the trouble and make the best of things?’


    ‘It takes two to do that,’ said Anna frankly. ‘Besides, I don’t think I’m cut out for the bonds of holy matrimony. I’ve only got to look at your snugness, Frank, to know that I like something a little less tame. Why, I’ve had rare good times, off and on, these last years.’ The lightness of her tone was unforced, her independence quite unaffected, this startling declaration of her philosophy no pose.


    ‘You know, Frank,’ she went on, still smiling gently, ‘ I’d like to stir you up a bit. You’ve been here in the house with me for three evenings and you’ve taken no more heed of me than if I’d been a sack of meal. And I’m far more interesting than porridge! Why don’t you wake up? You’re asleep, man – you’re going through life dreaming.’


    He gazed at her questioningly.


    ‘I didn’t dream my nice villa,’ he said slowly; this was far from his usual attitude, but somehow he was impelled to defend himself; and he added: ‘And I didn’t dream my comfortable home or the good job I’ve got.’


    ‘Oh, I’m not talking about business,’ she broke in. ‘Let business go hang for a bit. I always liked you, Frank, and I don’t care to see you settling into the rut. You always were inclined to think small beer of yourself. Why, in the old days at Levenford I believe you would have run around after me but for that.’


    ‘No,’ he returned unthinkingly, ‘I don’t think I would.’


    She laughed. ‘Honestly, though, Frank, I feel like shaking you. I believe it’s Lucy that’s made you like that. You belong to her too much. When she was going away she asked me to look after you as though you were a nice little bit of china she owned and didn’t want chipped. Oh, I saw it before that, whenever I came into the house. Sort of riled me, it did.’


    ‘I know when I’m well off,’ he replied defensively.


    ‘It’s true though, Frank. A fine-looking chap like yourself ought to be knocking more fun out of life. You’ll be an old man before your time if you don’t watch out.’


    He stared at the fire, apathetic towards her words, contemplating his own complex individuality: he was perhaps a queer sort of man – he knew that. He had an idea what she meant: trying to stir him up: but he was not interested. There had been impulses in the past, of course – who hadn’t had these? – but they had been for the most part transitory, unsatisfactory in their achievement.


    ‘I’m right as the mail,’ he said at length, ‘the way I am!’


    ‘If you’d mix up more,’ she continued pleasantly, with that delicate air of raillery. ‘Get some men friends about you. If you’d even buy yourself one of these new bicycles and ride it. Or keep a dog, even – a good snarling hound!’


    He looked at her sharply: was she laughing at him? But her face was bland, agreeable. Abruptly he shook his head, threw away his cigarette.


    ‘That’s not my style, Anna. I just couldn’t be bothered.’


    Again she laughed – one of her rare laughs – and he, looking up quickly, smiled responsively, sympathetically.


    ‘Well, if you’re not going to ride the bicycle, will you be nice to your cousin while she’s here?’ she exclaimed. ‘ Or are you going to let her mope around and be miserable? Why, even in Levenford, Joe gave me a rare good time – fat and all as he is, he could spare the time. But you, Frank, you entertain a lady by sitting down and thinking about your wife.’


    He coloured slightly, a little apologetic, a little disturbed: somehow he had not regarded the matter from this angle: and not without compunction he said:


    ‘Perhaps I’ve been a bit of a stick these days.’ He hesitated, and with a reactionary influx of enthusiasm added: ‘ But I’ll do what I can to liven things up for you.’


    ‘That’s more like it,’ she declared, as though between them they had effected a compact. ‘ I’ll depend on you.’


    ‘Right,’ he agreed mildly, and, crossing his legs, he entrenched himself once more behind the smoke of a freshly lighted cigarette. A few moments passed, filled only by the gentle ticking of the clock.


    As she sat watching him, in her curious way of observing without seeming to observe, with the firelight striking on her rich black hair, on her round cheeks and heavy-lidded eyes, she had a strangely mysterious air. But she was not mysterious, though she had some slight subtlety of address. Her thoughts were plain thoughts, barbed by her scepticism and by a natural satire of mind. But she rarely uttered those thoughts. She had a sort of defensive silence, not malicious, not sullen, but due partly to her history. Betrayed in a moment of weakness by her amorous Irish corpuscles, she had lost her virginity in a damp field whilst returning from a Confraternity Dance. And it was as though she had never forgotten the ironic implication of that dance. Her lover, finding America suddenly more attractive than his responsibility, had left her. She made no complaint, but kept silence, admitting only to herself the burden of her suffering, resolving in future not to cease to enjoy life, but to face it without the compliment of sentimentality.


    In some degree she was ahead of her age; she had, too, a remnant of the peasant’s coarseness beneath her outward refinement; but she was attractive, vigorous, strongly endowed with sex.


    And now, sitting opposite to Moore, she was taken with the idea – not malicious, more provocative, satirical – of shaking him gently from his marital inertia. She had always rather liked Frank – she liked most men – and, on the other side, it was inevitable that her antipathy should be aroused by Lucy, whose idealism and sense of ownership jarred upon her sadly. It would be amusing, most amusing, slyly to spoke that smoothly running wheel.


    Suddenly she made a movement more emphatic than usual.


    ‘Fine!’ she said all at once, with a faint derision. ‘Now we are having a wonderful time.’


    ‘Eh, what?’ He looked up, startled by her speech, her sudden amusement.


    ‘You’re all tired out cheering me up,’ she declared. ‘You deserve a glass of beer for that effort.’ And she rose and went over to the sideboard. ‘You’ll have one. And I believe I’ll have one myself. My kipper was salt at tea, and, as Joe would say, it’s thirsty work enjoying ourselves.’


    ‘I’m not much caring for beer,’ said he, watching her as she drew up a bottle from the little cupboard. ‘I don’t usually take it now.’ He meant actually that Lucy did not care for him to drink at this hour.


    In answer, she bent down, looked at him over her shoulder, then pulled the cork, filled two glasses, and offered him one.


    ‘Here, Frank! It’ll do you good. We’ll drink to our better understanding.’


    Rather self-consciously he took a sip and put the tumbler down upon the mantelpiece. As he did so, the door opened and Peter ran into the room.


    ‘Did you hear me, father?’ he enquired breathlessly. ‘I’ve been having a fight with Netta. And I won.’ He had not won; in the culmination of his ‘cheek’ he had been chased ignominiously from the kitchen with the soup-ladle; but it was imperative for his purpose to create an atmosphere of success. So, standing on one leg, he demanded with ingenuous innocence: ‘And can I stay up a little longer, father?’


    ‘It’s well after seven, my lad,’ said Moore, and paused; he had no success as the strict parent; the mere idea made him tingle uncomfortably.


    ‘Let me wait up till mother comes home,’ pleaded Peter. ‘ I’m sure she’ll have brought me something. Positive.’


    ‘Let him stay, Frank,’ said Anna. ‘ It’ll do him no harm.’


    ‘Fine!’ shouted Peter, accepting the affair as settled; and, taking up Hans Andersen, he flung it on the hearthrug and settled himself before it with noisy evidence of content. He was, indeed, a little louder than usual, and in the interval since Lucy’s departure his knees and ears had ceased to be immaculate. ‘I think I’ll have the Tinder Box this time,’ he announced audibly, and, finding the place, he planted his elbows widely, cupped his chin in his hands, and began to read.


    Again silence fell upon the room, but suddenly into that silence came a brisk sound – a light and lively step upon the path outside. The key turned in the outer lock, the step quickened, almost running, in the hall, then swiftly the door of the dining-room swung open and Lucy burst into the room.


    On the threshold she paused, parcels in her arms, her eyes bright, her smail face glowing, an almost girlish excitement in her slim figure. There was a freshness about her, an enthusiasm, an eagerness born of the rare delight of reaching home.


    ‘I’m back,’ she cried. ‘I’m back, everybody.’


    Moore started round. ‘Lucy! Well – that’s fine,’ he said consciously.


    Although he had anticipated her return, he betrayed before Anna a characteristic embarrassment as, straightening himself, he sheepishly put down the glass of beer he had been holding.


    Still at the door, she stood arrested, it seemed, envisaging the scene: such a picture of domestic felicity as must surely have delighted her! Frank and Anna each occupying an easy chair on either side of the fire, with Peter between them upon the rug. Yet her smile wavered. Why didn’t they give some answering sign of joy? And that tumbler –? She was no prude – but beer, so soon after his tea! Anna, she observed, had a corresponding glass conveniently upon the mantelpiece above her. Anna! Drinking beer with her husband! And her eye, roving farther, in a flash detected a dozen details that no other eye could possibly have perceived: a flower half-withered in the vase, a stain on the table-cloth, Peter’s knees, a smudge upon her immaculate lamp-shade. Despite herself, she had a faint sinking of her elation, a vague flowing qualm of dismay.


    ‘You don’t seem too excited,’ she declared, maintaining the smile with difficulty. ‘I thought you might have been along at the station to meet me.’


    ‘I never thought,’ stammered Moore, feeling his own awkwardness.


    ‘What have you brought me, mother?’ cried Peter, jumping up boisterously. ‘Let me see. Quick. Oh, quick.’


    Standing motionless, her eye shot now by a faint displeasure, she let her son rob her of the packages – did even he think only of the material benefit she could afford him?


    ‘That’s right,’ she said. ‘Tear off the paper. Make as much mess as you can.’ Almost with an effort she moved, began to take off her hat and gloves. She mustn’t be ridiculous. It was nothing – a glass of ale in the evening. And how could Frank rise to embrace her with Anna in the room?


    ‘Anyway,’ she exclaimed, with factitious lightness, ‘I’m glad you two have made friends again.’


    ‘We were never anything else,’ answered Anna mildly. And, without the least embarrassment under Lucy’s sudden stare, she took a sip at her glass, then crossed her legs before the glinting fire.


    ‘I see,’ said Lucy slowly. And, for no reason whatsoever, she had a curious clouding of her cheerfulness, the feeling that her entry had fallen strangely flat.


    ‘It’s fine to see you home,’ said Frank, self-consciously, rubbing his chin. ‘We’ve missed you.’


    ‘Yes, you do seem pleased,’ she answered, with a little laugh – such a travesty of a laugh! ‘Come along, Peter! It’s high time you were in bed.’


    It was perfectly absurd; yet her eyes were suddenly blurred and, the thought of that previous reunion passionately in her mind, a deep and poignant longing rising in her bosom, she turned sharply and swept out of the room.


  

    

      Chapter Five

    


    But on the following morning, which was the day appointed for the visit to Edward, she had quite recovered her spirits. She enjoyed an excursion of this kind: no visitation of necessity, but an opportunity to dress herself tastefully and to exhibit the comeliness, intelligence, and infallible behaviour of her son. The warm sociability of her nature grasped, too, the chance of visiting her husband’s relations, the more so as Frank was careless in these matters, and, indeed, openly disdained them.


    It was a sweet morning: the sun spangling, across the sea, the air still holding, the tenderness of summer – a tranquillity in itself a happy portent for the enjoyment of the short voyage across the firth.


    As she dressed Peter in his kilt, which was – in honour of her own name – the Murray tartan, she stressed upon him the immense necessity for polite behaviour.


    ‘Remember to say “ please” and “thank you” every time,’ she pressed, strapping on his sporran firmly. ‘I’m afraid Anna has been spoiling you. And no personal remarks or I’ll be more than cross with you.’


    Upon a previous visit two years ago he had utterly disgraced her by a naive reference to the colour of Miss O’Regan’s nose.


    He promised to be good, to maintain a most polished and refined demeanour, and, excited at the prospect of the trip, he kept jumping up and down, so that she had difficulty in fastening the square metal buttons of his dark green jacket.


    ‘I wonder if Eileen still has the yellow cat? And will Dave or Angus take us over?’ he exclaimed at intervals, shifting his weight from one small brogue to the other. ‘I hope it will be rough, too. I like a toss.


    ‘Oh, you do, do you?’ said Lucy, with a little nod – merely the sight of a rough sea made her stomach quail. ‘And what about your poor mother? Stand still, boy!’


    ‘Take a lemon to suck, mother,’ he suggested, quite innocently.


    She looked at him sideways, thinking that he was his father’s son: she had been persuaded to adopt this fruitarian preventive upon her last sea trip, and Frank had not for many weeks let her forget the disastrous consequences.


    ‘There,’ she said at length, satisfied, holding him away from her; then, making a final inspection of his nails and ears, she turned to her own toilette. Her best, it was, of course, since this was no mission in the cause of suffering – the dark crimson costume of fleecy cloth patterned with white flecks like flakes of snow. Zibelline – a rich resounding name for the material. And the cloth in truth was richly cut: the skirt flared, the jacket short, edged with a basque of wine-red velvet. Her hat, too, a toque of black chenille, drooped its black cock’s tail with a coquettish air. Her gloves – black kid – were stitched with white. Her leather purse, ‘quite the latest thing’, swung elegantly by a metal chain.


    As a last touch – a rather dashing one, no doubt – she sprinkled a few drops of eau-de-Cologne upon her handkerchief; then with a sigh, she was ready – elegant, glowing, and modestly content. Knocking lightly on the door opposite, she entered Anna’s room.


    ‘Nearly ready?’ she enquired.


    ‘Do you know,’ said Anna, who was sitting upon the edge of her bed, ‘I hardly feel like going. I don’t care much about Edward – he’s such a high-sounding chap. You and Peter go. I’ll stay and see that Frank gets his tea.’


    Unconsciously, Lucy’s look lost its vivacity.


    ‘Netta’s perfectly capable of giving Frank his tea,’ she answered slowly, and paused; ‘and you’ve been specially invited.’


    ‘I’m not very caring about it,’ said Anna again.


    ‘But why? It’s such a lovely day,’ insisted Lucy. Obviously she could not comprehend this attitude. ‘And such a nice outing.’


    ‘You like to have your own way, don’t you, Lucy?’ said Anna, smiling very pleasantly.


    ‘Well’ – Lucy coloured – ‘ surely –’


    ‘All right,’ said Anna suddenly, ‘I’ll come.’


    There was a moment’s silence; then, turning, Lucy went downstairs thoughtfully.


    ‘Will I do, Netta?’ she enquired absently, revolving slowly in the centre of the kitchen. They had their confidences, had Lucy and her maid.


    ‘If you don’t do, I don’t know what will,’ returned Netta, with hand appraisingly on hip. Left-handed also was the compliment, but a high one none the less from Netta.


    ‘You look lovely, mother,’ said Peter spontaneously.


    There was a pause; they were waiting for Anna.


    ‘Everything go well when I was away?’ said Lucy, idly tucking in her watch. She hardly knew why she asked this question – and to Netta, so trustworthy, a ‘perfect gem’ of a girl – but for some reason unrecognised the words left her lips.


    ‘Fine – yes, fine,’ said Netta definitely.


    Here the door swung open and Anna came into the room, slowly, without apology for her delay, wearing her dark dress so negligently that Lucy, quick to react, instantly assumed the zibelline to be flamboyant.


    ‘It’s a shame Frank isn’t here,’ said Anna ‘then we’d all be going.’


    ‘Well,’ said Lucy, rather dryly, as she moved into the hall, ‘he’s at business, you know.’


    Frank, indeed, had sent to Edward a satiric message of regret which she had promised faithfully not to convey.
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