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SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE
PART 1

CHAPTER 1

¢ E are to see each other no more.’
These words were breathed rather than spoken
in the dim recess of a window, hidden behind
ample curtains ; the deep recess in which the window was set
leaving room enough for two figures standing close together.
Without was a misty night, whitened rather than lighted by
a pale moon.

¢Who says so?’

‘Alas! my uncle, said the white figure, which looked
misty, like the night, in undistinguishable whiteness amid the
darkness round. :

The other figure was less distinguishable still, no more
than a faint solidity in the atmosphere, but from. it came a
deeper whisper, the low sound of a man’s voice—*Your
uncle !’ it said.

There was character in the voices enough to throw some
light upon the speakers, even though they were unseen. The
woman’s had a faint accentuation of feeling, not of anxiety, yet
half defiance and half appeal. It seemed to announce a fact
unchangeable, yet look and hope for a contradiction. The
man’s had a tone of acceptance and dismay. The fiat which
had gone forth was more real to him than to her, though she
was in the position of asserting, and he of opposing it.
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2 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

‘Yes,’ she said, ¢ Ronald, my uncle—who has the strings of
the purse and everything else in his hands—’

There was a moment’s pause, and then he said—‘How
does he mean to manage that ?’ ’

‘I am to be sent off to-morrow—it’s all settled—and if I
had not contrived to get out to-night, you would never have
known.’ )

‘But where? It all depends upon that,’ he said, with a
little impatience.

¢To Dalrugas,’ she answered with a sigh ; and then—‘Itis
miles and miles from anywhere—a moor and a lodge, and not
even a cottage near. Dougal and his wife live there, and take
care of the place; not a soul can come near it—it is the end
of the world. Oh, Ronald, what shall I do? what shall I do?’

Once more in the passionate distress of the tone there was
an appeal, and a sort of feverish hope.

‘We must think ; we must think,’ he said.

‘What will thinking do? It will not change my uncle’s
heart, nor the distance, nor the dreadful solitude. What does
he care if it kills me?—or anybody?’ The last words came
from her with a shriller tone of misery, as if it had become
too much to bear.

‘Hush, hush, for Heaven’s sake ! they will hear you!’ he
said.

On the other side of the curtain there was a merry crowd
in full career of a reel, which in those days had not gone out
of fashion as now. The wild measure of the music, now
quickening to lightning speed, now dropping to sedater motion,
with the feet of the dancers keeping time, filled the atmo-
sphere—a shriek would scarcely have been heard above that
mirthful din.

‘Oh, why do you tell me to hush?’ cried the girl im-
petuously. ‘Why should I mind who hears? It is not for
duty or love that I obey him, but only because he has the
money. Am I caring for his money? I could get my own
living ; it would not want much. Why do I let him do what
he likes with me?’ .

‘My darling,’ said the man’s voice anxiously, ‘don’t do
anything rash, for God’s sake! Think of our future. To
displease him, to rebel, would spoil everything. I see hope in
the loneliness, for my part. Be patient, be patient, and let me
work it out.’
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¢Oh, your working out!’ she cried. ‘What good has it
done? I would cut the knot. It would be strange if we two
could not get enough to live upon—or myself, if you are
Y afraid’

He soothed her, coming closer, till the dark shadow and
the white one seemed but one, and murmured caressing words
in her ears—*Let us wait till the case is desperate, Lily; it is
not desperate yet. I see chances in the moor and wilderness.
He is playing into our hands, if he only knew it. Don’t, don’t
spoil everything by your impatience! . Leave it to me, and
yow’ll see good will come out of it.’

¢I would rather take it into my own hands,’ she cried.

‘No, dearest, no! I see, I see all sorts of good in it. Go
quite cheerfully as if you were pleased. No, your own way is
best—don’t let us awake any suspicions—go as if you were
breaking your heart.’ -

¢ There will be no feigning in that,” she said; ¢I shall be
breaking my heart.’

‘For a moment,’ he said. °‘“Weeping endureth for a

night, but joy cometh in the morning.”’
‘Don't, Ronald! I can’t bear to hear you quoting Scrip-
ture.’
‘Why not? Iam not the devil, I hope,’ he said, with a
low laugh.

There was a question in the girl’s hot, impatient heart, and
then a quick revulsion of feeling. ‘I don’t know what to do,
or to think ; I feel as if I could not bear it,’ she said, the quick
tears dropping from her eyes.

He wiped them tenderly away with the flourish of a white
handkerchief in the dark. ¢Trust to me,’ he said soothingly.
¢ Be sure it is for our good, this. Listen, they are calling for
you, Lily.’

¢Oh, what do I care? How can I go among them all, and
dance as if I were as gay as the rest, when my heart is
broken ?’

¢Not so badly broken but that it will mend,’ he whispered
as with a clever, swift movement he put aside the curtain, and
led her through. He was so clever: where any other man
. would have been lost in perplexity, or even despair, Ronald
Lumsden always saw a way through. He was never at a
loss for an expedient: even that way of getting back to the
room out of the shadow of the curtains no one could have
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performed so easily, so naturally as he did. He met and
entered into the procession of dancers going out of the room
after the exertions of that reel, as if he and his partner formed
part of it, and had been dancing too. People did not ‘sit
out’ in those days, and Ronald was famous for his skill in
the national dance. Nobody doubted that he had been ex-
erting himself with the rest. Lily was half English-—that is,
she had been sent to England for part of her education, and
so far as reels were concerned, had lost some of her native
skill, and was not so clever. She was not, indeed, supposed
to be clever at ali, though very nice, and pretty enough, and
an heiress—at least she was likely to be an heiress, if she
continued to please her uncle, who was not an easy man
to please, and exacted absolute obedience. There were people
who shook their heads over her chances, declaring that flesh
and blood could not stand Sir Robert Ramsay’s moods : but
up tQ this time, Lily bad been more or less successful, and
the stake being so great, she had, people said, ‘every en-
couragement to persevere.’

But Lily was by no means so strong as her lover, who
joined the throng as if he had formed part of it, with a perfect
air of enjoyment and light-heartedness. Lily could not look
happy. It may be said that in his repeated assurance that all
would be right, and that he would find a way out of it, she
ought to have taken comfort, feeling in that a pledge of his
fidelity and steadiness to his love. But there was something
in this readiness of resource which discouraged, she could not
have told why, instead of making her happy. It would have
been so much simpler, so much more satisfactory, to have
given up all thoughts of Sir Robert’s money, and trusted to
Providence and their own exertions to bring them through.
Lily felt that she could make any sacrifice, live upon nothing,
live anywhere, work her fingers to the bone, only to be inde-
pendent, to be free of the bondage of the uncle, and the con-
sciousness that it was not for love, but for his money, that she
had to accept all his caprices, and yield him obedience. If
Ronald would but have yielded, if he would have been impru-
dent as so many young men were, how thankful she would
have been! She would have been content with the poorest
living anywhere, to be free, to be with him, whom she loved.
She would have undertaken the conduct of their little ménage
herself, without even thinking of servants—she would have
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cooked for him, cleaned the house for him, shrunk from no-
thing. But that, alas! was not Ronald’s way of looking at the
matter. He believed in keeping up appearances, in being
rich at almost any cost, and, at best, in looking rich if he were
not really so ; and, above all and beyond all, in keeping well
with the uncle and retaining the fortune. He could not
have any doubt thrown on the necessity of that. He was con-
fident of his own powers of cheating the uncle, and managing
so that Lily should have all she wanted in spite of him, by
throwing dust in his eyes. But Lily’s soul revolted against
throwing dust in anyone’s eyes. This was the great differ-
ence between them. I do not say that there was any great
sin in circumventing a harsh old man, who never paused to
think what he was doing, or admitted a question as to whether
he was or was not absolutely in the right. He was one of the
men who always know themselves to be absolutely right;
therefore he was, as may be said, fair game. But Lily
did not like it. She would have liked a lover who said—
¢ Never mind, we shall be happy without him and his fortune.’
She had tried everything she knew to bring young Lumsden
to this point. But she was not able to do so; his opinion
was that everything must be done to preserve the fortune, and
that, however hard it might be, there was nothing so hard but
that it must be accomplished somehow to humour old Sir
Robert, to prevent him from cutting his niece out of his will.
Was not this right? Was it not prudent, wise, the best thing?
If he, an advocate without a fee, a briefless barrister, living as
best he could on chance windfalls and bits of legal work, had
been as bold as she desired, and carried her off from the
house in Moray Place to some garret of his own up among
the roofs, would not-everybody have said that he had taken
advantage of her youth and inexperience, and deprived her of
the comforts and luxuries she was used to? That Lily
cared nothing for those luxuries, and that she was of the
mettle to adapt herself to any circumstances, so long as she
had somebody to love and who loved her, was not a thing
to reckon with public opinion about; and, indeed, Ronald
Lumsden would have thought himself quite unjustified in
reckoning with it at all. To tell the truth, he had no desire
on his own part to give up such modest luxuries for himself as
were to be had. .

The day of clubs was not yet, at least in Edinburgh, to
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make life easy for young men: but yet to get along, as he was
doing precariously, was easier for one than it would be for
two. Even Lily, all hot for sacrifice, and for ministering with
her own hands to all the needs of life, had never contemplated
the idea of doing without Robina, her maid, who had been
with her so many years that it was impossible for either of them
to realise what life would be if they were separated. Even if
a life of poverty should be necessary, Robina was included as a
matter of course. How it might be that Lily should require
to scrub, and clean, and cook with her own hands, while she was
attended by a lady’s maid, was a thing she had never reasoned
out. You may think that a lady’s maid would probably be of
less use than her mistress, had such service been necessary ;
but this was not Robina’s case, who was a very capable person
all round, and prided herself on being able to ‘turn her hand’
to anything. But then a runaway match was the last thing
that was in Lumsden’s thoughts.

It was a dance which everybody enjoyed that evening, in
the big, oldfashioned rooms in George Square. George
Square has fallen out of knowledge in all the expansions of
new Edinburgh, the Edinburgh that lies on the other side of
the valley, and dates no farther back than last century. It also
is of last century, but earlier than the Moray Places and Cres-
cents ; far earlier than the last developments, the Belgravia
of the town. There Sir Walter once lived in, I think, his
father’s house; and these substantial, ample, homely houses
were the first outlet of the well-to-do, the upper classes of
Edinburgh, out of the closes and high up apartments, ap-
proached through the atrocities of a common stair, in which
so refined and luxurious a sybarite as Lawyer Pleydell still
lived in Sir Walter’s own time. These mansions are severely
plain outside ; ‘undemonstrative,” as- Scotch pride arrogantly
declares itself to be, aping humility with a pretence to which
I, for one, feel disposed to allow no quarter; but they are
large and pleasant inside, and the big square rooms the very
thing to dance in or feast in. They were full of a happy
crowd, bright in colour and lively in movement, with a
larger share of golden hair and rosy cheeks than is to be
seen in most assemblies, and, perhaps, a greater freedom of -
laughter and talk than would have been appropriate to a
solemn ball in other localities. For Edinburgh was not so
large then as now, and they all knew each other, and called
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each other by their Christian names—boy and girl alike—with
a general sense of fraternity modified by almost as many love
affairs as there were pairs of boys and girls present. There
were mothers and aunts all round the wide walls, but this did
not subdue the hilarity of the young ones, who knew each other’s
mothers and aunts almost as well as they knew their own, and
counted upon their indulgence. Lily Ramsay was almost the
only girl who had nobody of her own to turn to; but this only
made her the more protected and surrounded, everybody
feeling that the motherless girl had a special claim, They
were by no means angels, these old-fashioned Edinburgh folk ;
sharper tongues could not be than were to be found among
them, or more wicked wits, but there was a great deal of kind-
ness under the terrible turbans which crowned the heads of
the elder ladies and the scarves which fell from their bare
shoulders, and they all knew everyone, and everyone’s father
and mother for generations back. Their dress was queer, or
rather I should have said it was queer before the present
revival of the early Victorian or late Georgian style began.
They wore puffed-out sleeves, with small feather pillows in
them to keep them inflated; they had bare shoulders and
ringlets ; they had 'scarves of lace or silk, carefully disposed
so as not to cover anything, but considered very classical
and graceful, drawn in over the elbows, by people who knew
how to wear them, making manifest the slender waist (or often
the outlines of a waist which had ceased to be slender) behind.
And they had, as has been said, a dreadful particular, which it is
to be hoped the blind fury of fashion will not bring up again—
turbans upon their heads. Turbans such as no Indian or
Bedouin ever wore, of all colours and every kind of savage
decoration, such as may be seen in pictures of that alarming age.
When young Lumsden left his Lily, it was in the midst of
a group of girls, collected together in the interval between
two dances, lamenting that the programme was nearly ex-
hausted, and that mamma had made a point of not staying
later than three o’clock. ¢ Because it disturbs papa !’ said one
of them indignantly, ‘though we all know he would go on
snoring if the Castle rock were to fall!” They all said papa
«and mamma in those days. .
‘But mamma says there are so many parties going,’
gud another; ‘a ball for almost every night next week ;
and what are we to do for dresses? tarlatans in rags with two,
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andkeven a silk slip is shameful to look at at the end of a
wee|

‘Lxly has nothingto do but to get another whenever she
wants it,’ said Jeanie Scott.

‘And throw away the old ones, she’s such a grand lady,’
said Maggie Lauder.

‘ Hold all your tongues,” said Bella Rutherford, ‘it does
her this good, that she thinks less about it than any of us.’

‘She has other things to think of,’ cried another; and
there was a laugh and a general chorus, ¢So have weall” ¢But,
Lily ! is Sir Robert as dour as ever?’ one of the rosy creatures
cried.

‘I don’t think I am going to any more of your balls,’ said
Lily; ‘I’'m tired of dancing. We just dance, dance, and think
of nothing else.’

¢ What else should we think about at our age?’ sald Mary
Bell, opening wide a pair of round blue eyes.

‘We'll have plenty of other things to think about, mamma
says, and that soon enough,’ said Alison Murray, who was just
going to be married, with a sigh. ‘But there’s the music
striking up again, and who’s my partner? for I'm sure I don’t
remember whether its Alick Scott, or Johnnie Beatoun, or
Bob Murray. Oh! is it you, Bob?’ she said, with relief,
putting her hand upon an outstretched arm. They were
almost all in a similar perplexity, except, indeed, such as had
their own special partner waiting Lily was almost glad that
it was not Ronald but a big young Macgregor who led her off
to the top of the room to a sedate quadrille. The waltz
existed in those days, but it was still an indulgence, and
looked upon with but scant favour by the mothers. The
elder folks were scandalised by the close contact, and even the
girls liked best that it should be an accepted lover, or, at the
least, a brother or cousin whose arm encircled their waist. So
they still preferred dances in which there were figures,” and
took their pleasure occasionally in a riotous ‘Lancers’ or a
merry reel, with great relief. Lily was young enough to
forget herself and her troubles, even in the slow movement of
the quadrilles, with everybody else round chattering and beam-
ing and forgetting when it was their turn to dance. But she
said to herself that it was the last. Of all these dances of
which they spoke she would see none. When the others
gathered, delighted to enjoy themselves, she would be gazing



SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE » 9

across the dark moor, hearing nothing but the hum of insects
and the cry of the curlew, or, perhaps, a watchful blackbird in
the little clump of trees. Well! for to-night she would
forget.

I need not say it was Lumsden who saw her to her own
door on the other side of the square. No one there would
have been such a spoil-sport as to interfere with his right,
whatever old Sir Robert might say. They stole out in a lull
of the leave-taking, when the most of the people were gone,
and others lingered for just this ‘one more’ for which the girls
pleaded. The misty moonlight filled the square, and made
all the waiting carriages look like ghostly equipages bent upon
some mystic journey in the middle of the night. They paused
at the corner of the square, where the road led down to the
pleasant Meadows, all white and indefinite in the mist, spread-
ing out into the distance. Lumsden would fain have drawn
her away into a little further discussion, wandering under the
trees, where they would have met nobody at that hour; but
Lily was not bold eneugh to walk in the Meadows between
two and three in the morning. She was willing, however,
to walk up and down a little on the other side of the square
before she said good-night. Nobody saw them there, except
some of the coachmen on the boxes, who were too sleepy to
mind who passed, and Robina, who had silently opened the
door and was waiting for her mistress. Robina was several
years older than Lily, and had relinquished all thoughts of a
sweetheart in her own person. She stood concealing herself
in the doorway, ready, if any sound should be made within
which denoted wakefulness on the part of Sir Robert, to snatch
her young lady evén from her lover’s arms; and watching, with
very mingled feelings, the pair half seen—the white figure con-
genial to the moonlight and the dark one just visible, like a
prop to a flower. ‘Lily’s her name and Lily’s her nature,’
said Robina to herself, with a little moisture in her kind eyes;
‘but oh! is he worthy of her, is he worthy of her?’ This was
too deep a question to be solved by anything but time and
proof, which are the last things to satisfy the heart. At last
there was a lingering parting, and Lily stole in, in her white
wraps, all white from top to toe, into the dark and silent
house.



CHAPTER 11

ILY'S room was faintly illuminated by a couple of
candles, which, as it was a large room with gloomy
furniture, made little more than darkness visible, except

about the table on which they stood, the white cover of which,
and the dressing-glass that stood upon it, diffused the light a
little. It was not one of those dainty chambers in which our
Lilys of the present day are housed. One side of the room
was occupied by a large wardrobe of almost black mahogany,
polished and gleaming with many years’ manipulation, but out
of reach of these little lights. The bed was a large four-post
bed, which once had been hung with those moreen curtains,
which were the triumph of the bad taste of our fathers, and
had their appropriate accompaniment in black hair-cloth sofas
and chairs. Lily had been allowed to substitute for the
moreen white dimity, which was almost as bad, and hung stiff
as a board from the valance ornamented with bobs of cotton
tassels. She could not help it if that was the best that could
be done in her day. Everything, except the bed, was dark,
and the distance of the large room was black as night, except
for the relief of an open door into a small dressing-room which
Robina occupied, and in which a weird little dip candle with
a long wick unsnuffed was burning feebly. Nobody can
imagine nowadays what it was to have candles which re-
quired snuffing, and which, if not attended to, soon began to
bend and topple over with a small red column of consumed
wick, in the midst of a black and smoking crust. A silver
snuffer tray is quite a pretty article nowadays, and proves
that its possessor had a grandfather ; but then! The candles
on the dressing-table, however, were carefully snuffed, and
burnt as brightly as was possible for them while Robina took
off her young mistress’s great white Indian mantle, with its
(-
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silken embroideries, and undid her little pear] necklace. Lily
had the milk-white skin of a Scotch girl, and the rose-tints ;
but she was brown in hair and eyes, as most people are in all
countries, and had no glow of golden hair about her. She was
tired and pale that night, and the tears were very near her
eyes.

‘Ye've been dancing more than ye should ; these waltzes
and new-fangled things are real exhaustin’,’ Robina said.

‘I bave been dancing very little,’ said Lily ; ‘my heart was
too heavy. How can you dance when you have got your
sentence in your pocket, and the police coming for you to haul
you away to the Grassmarket by skreigh of day ?’

‘Hoot, away with ye,’ cried Robina, ¢what nonsense are
ye talking? My bonnie dear, ye’ll dance many a night yet at
a’ the assemblies, and go in on your ain man’s airm—’

‘It's you that’s talking nonsense now. On whose arm?
Have we not got our sentence, you and me, to be banished to
Dalrugas to-morrow, and never to come back—unless—"

¢ Ay, Miss Lily, unless l—but that’s a big word.’

¢ It is, perhaps, a big word ; but it cannot touch me, that am
not of the kind that breaks my word or changes my mind,’
said Lily, raising her head with a gesture full of pride.

‘Oh, Miss Lily, my dear! I ken what the Ramsays are!’
cried the faithful maid, ‘but there might be two meanings till
it, and she breathed a half sigh over her young mistress’s
head.

*You think, I know—and maybe I once thought too : but
you may dismiss that from your mind as I do,’ said the gitl
with a shake of the head as if she were shaking something off.
And then she added, clasping her hands together, ¢Ob, if I
were strong enough just to say “I am not caring about your
money. 1 am not afraid to be poor. I can work for my own
living, and you can give your siller where you please !” Oh,
Beenie, that is what I want to say !’

‘No, my darlin’, no; you must not say that. Oh, you
must not say that!’ Robina cried.

¢ And why? I must not do this or the other, and who are
you Mat darves to say so? I am my mother’s daughter, as well
as my father’s, and if that’s not as good blood, it has a better
heart. I might go there—they would not refuse me.’

‘Without a penny,’ said Robina. ‘Can you think o't,
Miss Iily? And is that no banishment, too?’
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Lily rose from her chair, shaking herself free from her
maid, with her pretty hair all hanging about her shoulders.
It was pretty hair, though it was brown like everybody else’s,
full of incipient curl, the crispness yet softness of much life.
She shook it about her with her rapid movement, bringing out
all the undertones of colour, and its wavy freedom gave an
additional sparkle to her eyes and animation to her look.
‘Without a penny!’ she cried. ‘And who is caring about
your pennies?—you and the like of you, but not me, Beenie
—not me! What do I care for the money, the filthy siller,
the pound notes, all black with the hands they've come
through! Am I minding about the grand dinners that are
never done, and the parties, where you never see those you
want to see, and the balls, where— Just a little cottage, a drink
of milk, and a piece of cake off the girdle, and plenty to do,
it’s that that’would please me!’

¢Oh, my bonnie Miss Lily !’ was all that Beenie said.

¢ And when I see,’ said the girl, pacing up and down the
room, her hair swinging about her shoulders, her white under-
garments all afloat about her in the energy of her movements,
‘that—other folk think of that first! Whatever you do, you
must not risk your fortune. Whatever you have to bear, you
must not offend your uncle, for he has the purse strings in his
hand. Oh, my uncle, my uncle! It’s not,’ she cried, ‘that I.
wouldn’t be fond of him if he would let me, and care for what
he said, and do what he wanted as far as I was able: but his
money! 1 wish—oh, I wish his money—his money-—was all
at the bottom of the sea !’

¢Whist ! whist!’ cried Beenie, with a movement of horror ; .
¢oh, but that’s a dreadful wish. You would, maybe, no like
it yourself, Miss Lily, for all you think now; but what would
auld Sir Robert be without his money? Instead of a grand
gentleman, as he is, he would just be a miserable auld man.
He couldna bide it ; he would be shootin’ himself or something
terrible. His fine dinners and his house, and his made dishes
and his wine that costs as much as would keep twa-three honest
families! Oh, ye dinna mean it, ye dinna mean it, Miss Lily!
You dinna ken what you are saying! ye wouldna like it yoursel’,
and ob, to think o’ him.’

Llly threw herself down in the big chair, which rose above
her head with its high back, and brought out all her whiteness
against its sober cover. She was silenced—obviously by the
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thought thus suggested of Sir Robert as a poor man, which
was an absurdity—and perhaps secretly, in that innermost
seclusion of the heart, which even its possessor does not always
realise, by a faint chill of wonder whether she would indeed
and really like to be poor, as she protested she should. It
was quite true that a drink of milk and a piece of oatcake
appeared to her as much nourishment as any person of refine-
ment need care for. In the novels of her day, which always
affect the young mind, all the heroines lived upon such fare,
and were much superior to beef and mutton. But there were
undoubtedly other things—Robina, for instance ; although no
thought of parting from Robina had ever crossed Lily’s mind,
as a necessary part of poverty. But she was silenced by these
thoughts. She had not indeed ever confessed in so many
words even to Robina, scarcely to herself, that it was Ronald
who cared for the money, and that it was the want of a
impulse on his part to do without it that carried so keen a pang
to her heart. Had he cried, ‘A fig for the money,’ then it -
might have been her part to temporise and be prudent. The
impetuosity, the recklessness, should not, she felt, be on her
side.

It was on the very next day that her decision was to be
made—and it had not been till all other means had failed that
Sir Robert had thus put the matter to the touch. He had
opposed her in many gentler ways before it came to that. Sir
Robert was not a brute or a tyrant—very far from it. He was
an old gentleman of fine manners, pluming himself on his suc-
cesses with the ‘other sex,’ and treating all women with a
superfine courtesy, which only one here and there divined to
conceal contempt. Few men—one may say with confidence,
no elderly man without wife or daughters—has much respect
for women in general. It is curious, it is to some degree re-
ciprocal, it is of course always subject to personal exceptions ;
yet it is the rule between the two sections of humanity which
nevertheless have to live in such intimate intercourse with each
other. In an old bachelor like Sir Robert, and one too who was
conscious of having imposed upon many women, this prepos-
sessionn was more strong than among men of more natural rela-
tionships. And Lily, who was only his niece, and had not lived
with him until very lately, had not overcome all prejudices in his
mind, as it is sometimes given to a daughter to do. He had
thought first that he could easily separate her from the young
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man who did not please him, and bestow her, as he had a right
to bestow his probable heiress, on whom he pleased. When
this proved ineffectual, he cursed her obstinacy, but reflected
that it was a feature in women, and, therefore, nothing to be
surprised at. They were always taken in by fictitious qualities
—who could know it better than he ? and considered it a glory
to stick to a suitor unpalatable to their belongings. And then
he had threatened her with the loss of the fortune which she
had been brought up to expect. ‘See if this fine fellow you
think so much of will have you without your money,’ he said.
Lily had never in so many words put Lumsden to the trial,
never proposed to him to defy Sir Robert ; but she had made
many an attempt to discover his thoughts, and even to push
him to this rash solution, and, with an ache at her heart, had
felt that there was at least a doubt whether the fine fellow
would think so much of her if she were penniless. She had
never put it to the test, partly because she dared not, though
she had not been able to refrain from an occasional burst of
defiance and hot entreaty to Sir Robert to keep his money to
himself. And now she was to decide for herself—to give
Ronald over for ever, or to give over Edinburgh and the
society in which she might meet him, and keep her love at the
cost of martyrdom in her uncle’s lonely shooting box on the
moors. There was, of course, a second alternative-—that which.
she had so often thought of; to refuse unconditionally to
leave Sir Robert’s house, to seek refuge in some cottage, to
live on milk and oatcake, and provide for herself. If the
alternative had been to run away with her lover, to be married
to him in humility and poverty, to keep his house and cook
his dinners, and iron his linen, Lily would not have hesitated
for a moment. But he had not asked her to do this—had not
dreamt of it, it seemed ; and to run away alone and work for
herself would be, Lily felt, to expose him to much animad-
version as well as herself; and, most of all, it would betray
fully to herself and to her uncle, with that sneer on his face,
the certainty that Ronald would not risk having her without
her money, that discovery which she held at arm’s length
and would not consent to make herself sure of.

All these thoughts were tumultuous in her mind as she °
opened her eyes to the light of a new day. This was the
final moment; the turning point of her life. She thought
at first when she woke that it was still the same misty moon-
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light on which she had shut her eyes, and that there must
still be some hours between her and the day. But it was only
an easterly haar with which ‘the air was full—a state of atmo-
sphere not unknown in Edinburgh, and which wraps the land-
scape in a blinding shroud as of white wool, obliterating every
feature in a place which has so many. Arthur's Seat and
Salisbury Craigs and the Castle rock had all disappeared in it,
from those who were in a position to see them ; and here, in
George Square, even the brown houses opposite had gone out
of sight, and the trees in the garden loomed dimly like ghosts,
a branch thrust out here and there. Lily asked herself, was it
still night? And then her mind awoke to a state of the atmo-
sphere not at all unusual, and a sense that the moment of
ber fate had arrived, and that everything must be settled for
her for good or for evil this day.

She was very quiet, and said scarcely anything even to
Robina, who dressed her young mistress with the greatest
care, bringing out a dress of which Sir Robert had expressed
his approval, without consulting Lily, who indeed paid little
attention to this important matter. Considering the visions
of poverty and independence that ran in her mind, it was
wonderful how peaceably she resigned herself to Robina’s
ministrations. Sometimes, when a fit of that independence
seized her, she would push Robina away and do everything for
herself. Beenie much exaggerated the misfortunes of the result
in such moments. ‘Her hair just a’ comes down tumbling
about her shoulders in five minutes,” she said, which was not
true ; though Lily did not deny that she was not equal to the
elaborate braids which were in fashion at the moment, and
could not herself plait her hair in anything more than three
strands, while Beenie was capable of seven, or any number
more.

But to-day she was quite passive, and took no interest in
her appearance. Her hair was dressed in a sort of coronet,
which was a mode only used on grand occasions. Ordinarily
it was spread over the back of the head in woven coils and
circles. There was not anything extraordinary in Lily’s beauty.
It was the beauty of youth, and freshness, and health, a good
complexion, good eyes, and features not much to speak of.
People did not follow her through the streets, nor stand aside
to make way for her when she entered a room. In Edinburgh
there were hundreds as pretty as she ; and yet, when all was
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said, she was a pretty creature, good enough and fair enough
to be a delight and pride to anyone who loved her. She had
innumerable faults, but she was all the sweeter for them, and
impulses of temper, swift wrath, and indignation, and impa-
tience, which proved her to be anything but perfect. Sometimes
she would take you up at a word and misinterpret you alto-
gether. 1In all things she was apt to be teo quick, to run away
with a meaning before you, if you were of slow movement, had
got it half expressed. And this and many other things about
her were highly provoking, and called forth answering impa-
tience from others. But for all this she was a very lovable, and,
as other girls said, nice, girl. She raised no jealousies; she
entertained no spites. She was always natural and spontaneous,
and did nothing from calculation, not even so much as the
putting on of a dress. It did not occur to her even to think,
to inquire whether she was looking her best when the hour had
come at which she was to go to Sir Robert. Robina took her
by the shoulders and turned her slowly round before the glass ;
but Lily did not know why. She gave her faithful servanta
faint smile over her own shoulder in the mirror, but it did not
enter into her mind that it was expedient to look her best when
she went downstairs to her uncle. If any one had put it into
words she would have asked what did he care? Would he so
much as notice her dress? It was ridiculous to think of such
a thing, an old man like Sir Robert, with his head full of differ-
ent matters. Thus, without any thought on that subject, she
went slowly downstairs—not flying, as was her wont—very
sedately, as if she were counting every step; for was it not her
fate and Ronald’s which was to be settled to-day?



CHAPTER II1

' O you are there, Lily,’ Sir Robert said.

‘Yes, uncle, I am here.’

‘There is one thing about you,’ he said, with a
laugh ¢ you never shirk. Now, judicious shirking is not a bad
thing. I might have forgotten all about it—’

‘But I couldn’t forget,’ said Lily, firmly. These words,
however, roused her to sudden self-reproach. If she had not
been so exact, perhaps the crisis might have been tided over
and nothing happened. It was just like her! supposing her
little affairs to be of more importance than anything else in the
world! This roused her from the half passive condition in
which she had spent the morning, the feeling that everything
depended on her uncle, and nothing on herself.

‘Now that you are here,’ he said, not at all unkindly, ‘you
may as well sit down. While you stand there I feel that you
have come to scold me for some fault of mine, which is a re-
versal of the just position, don’t you think ?’

‘No, uncle,’ replied Lily, ‘of course I have not come to
scold you, that would be ridiculous: but I am not come to be
scolded either, for I have not done anything wrong.’

¢ We'll come to that presently. Sit down, sit down,’ he said
with impatience. Lily placed herseif on the chair he pushed
towards her, and then there was a moment’s silence. Sir
Robert was an old man (in Lily’s opinion) and she was a
young girl, but they were antagonists not badly matched, and
he had a certain respect for the pluck and firmness of this
little person who was not afraid of him. They were indeed so
evenly matched, that there ensued a little pause as they both
looked at each other in the milky white daylight, full of mist
and cold, which filled the great windows. Sir Robert had a fire
though fires had been given up in the house. It burned with a

B
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little red point, sulky and smouldering, as fires have a way of
doing in the summer. The room was large and sombre, with
pale green walls hung with some full-length portraits, the furni-
ture all large, heavy and dark. A white bust of himself stood
stern upon a black pedestal in a corner—so white that, amid all
the sober lines of the room, it caught the eye constantly And
Sir Robert was not a handsome man. His features were blunt
and his air homely, his head was not adapted for marble. In
that hard material it looked frowning, severe and merciless.
The bust had lived in this room longer than Sir Robert had
done, and Lily had derived her first impressions of him from
its unyielding face. The irregularities of the real countenance
leant to humour and a shrewdness which was not unkindly ;
but there was no relenting in the marble head.

¢ Well,’ he said at last, ‘now we’ve met to have it out, Lily :
you take me at my word, and it is best so. How old are you
now ?’

‘I don’t see,’ said Lily, breathlessly, ¢ what that can have to
do with it, uncle! but I’'m twenty-two-—or, at least, I shall be
on the 2oth of August, and that is not far away.’

‘No, it is not far away. Twenty-two—and I am—well,
sixty-two we may say, with allowances. That is a great
difference between people that meet to discuss an 1mportant
question—on quite an equal footing, Lily, as you suppose.’

‘1 never pretended—to be your equal, uncle!’

¢No, I don’t suppose so—not in words, not in experience,
and such like—but in intention and all that, and in knowing
what suits yourself.’

Lily made no reply, but she looked at him—silent, not
yielding—tapping her foot unconsciously on the carpet, nervous,
yet firm, not disposed to give way a jot, though she recogmsed
a certain truth in what he said.

¢ This gives you, you must see, a certain advantage to begin
with,’ said Sir Robert, for you are firmly fixed upon one thing,
whatever I say or any one—and determined not to budge from
your position; whereas I am quite willing to hear reason, if
there is any reason to show.’

¢Uncle!’ Lily said—and then closed her [ips and returned
to her silence. It was hard for her to keep silent with her dis-
position, and yet she suddenly perceived, with one of those
flashes of understanding which sometimes came to her, that’
silence could not be controverted, whereas words under Sir
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Robert’s skilful attack would probably topple over at once, like
a house of cards.

‘Well?’ he said. While she, poor child, was panting and
breathless, he was quite cool and collected. At present he
rather enjoyed the sight of the little thing’s tricks and devices,
and was amused to watch how far her natural skill, and that
intuitive cunning which such a man believes every woman to
possess, would carry her. He was a little provoked that she
did not follow that impetuous exclamation—*Uncle!’ with
anything more.

‘Well?’ he repeated, wooing her as he hoped to destruc-
tion. ‘What more? Unless you state your case, how am I to
find out whether there is any justice in it or not ?’

‘Uncle,’ said Lily, ‘I did not come to state my case, which
would not become me. I came because you objected to me,
to hear what you wanted me to do.’

‘By Jove!’ said Sir Robert, with a laugh—and then he
added, “ To be so young you are a very cool hand, my dear.’

‘How am I a cool-hand? I am not cool atall I am
very anxious ; it does not matter much to you, Uncle Robert,
what you do with me; but,” said Lily, tears springing to her
eyes, ‘it will matter a great deal to me.’

‘You little—!’ He could not find an epithet that suited,
so left the adjective by itself, in sheer disability to express
himself. He would have said hussy had he been an English-
man. He was tempted to say cutty, being a Scot—innocent
epithets enough, both, but sufficient to make that little—!?
flare up. fYou mean,’ he said, ‘I suppose, that you have no-
thing to do with it, and that the whole affair is in my hands.’

‘Yes, uncle, I think it is,” said Lily, very sedately.

He looked at her again with another ejaculation on his lips,
and then he laughed.

‘Well, my dear,” he said, ‘if that is the case, we can make
short work of it—as you are in such a submissive frame of mind
and have no will or intentions on your own part.’

Here Lily’s impatient spirit got the better of the hasty
impulse of policy which she had taken up by sudden inspira-
tion. ¢I never said that,’ she cried.

¢Then you will be so good as to explain to me what you
did say—or rather what you meant, which is more important
still,’ Sir Robert said. .

¢1 meant—ijust what I hav'e always meant,’ said Lily, drawing
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back her chair a little and fixing her eyes upon her foot which
beat the floor with a nervous movement.

¢ And what is that ?’ he asked.

Lily drew back a little more, her foot ceased to tap, her
hands clasped each other. She looked up into his face with
half reproachful eyes full of meaning. ¢Oh, Uncle Robert,
you know !’

Sir Robert jumped up from his chair, and then sat down
again. Demonstrations of wrath were of no use. He felt
inclined to cry ‘You little cutty!’ again, but did not. He
puffed out a quick breath, which was a sign of great impatience
yet self-repression. ‘You mean, I suppose, that things are
exactly as they were—that you mean to pay no attention to
my representations, that you choose your own will above mine
—notwithstanding that I bave complete power over you, and
can do with you what I will ?’

‘Nobody can do that,’ said Lily only half aloud. ‘I am
not a doll,’ she said, ¢ Uncle Robert. You bave the power—
and I don’t like to disobey you.’

‘But do it all the same,’ he cried.

‘Not if I can help it. I would like to do it. I would like
to be independent. It seems dreadful that one should be
obliged to do not what one wishes, but what another person
wills. But you have the power—’

¢Of the ways and means,” he said; ‘I have the purse-
strings in my hand.’

It was Lily’s turn now to start to her feet. ¢Oh, how
mean of you, how base of you !’ she said. ‘You a great man
and a soldier, and me only a girl. To threaten me with your
purse-strings! As if I cared for your pursestrings. Give it
all away from me ; give it all—that’s what I should like best.
I will go away with Beenie, and we’ll sew, or do something else
for our living. I’'m very fond of poultry, I could be a henwife ;
or there are many other things that I could do. Give it all
away ! Tie them up tight. - I just hate your money and your
pursestrings. I wish they were all at the bottom of the
sea.’

‘You would find things very different if they were, I can
tell you,’ he said, with a snort. .

*Oh, yes, very different. I would be free. I would take
my own way. I would have nobody to tyrannise over me.
Oh uncle! forgive me! forgive me! I did not mean to say
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that! If you were poor I would take care of you. I would
remember you were jnext to my father, and I would do every-
thing you could say.’

He kept his eyes fixed on her as she stood thus, defiant
yet compunctious before him. ‘I don’t doubt for a moment
you would do everything that was most senseless and impru-
dent,’ he said.

Then Lily dropped into her chair and cried a little—
partly that she could not help it, partly that it was a weapon
of war like another—and gained a little time. But Sir Robert
was not moved by her crying ; she had not, indeed, expected
that he would be.

‘I don’t see what all this has to do with it, he said. ‘Con-
sider this passage of arms over, and let us get to business,
Lily. It was necessary there should be a flash in the pan
to begin.’

Lily dried her eyes; she set her little mouth much as
Sir Robert set his, and then said, in a small voice, ‘I am
quite ready, Uncle Robert;’ looking not unlike the bust as
she did so. He did not look at all like the bust, for there
was a great deal of humour in his face. He thought he saw
“through all this little flash in the pan, and that it had been
intended from the beginning as a preface of operations and
by way of subduing him to her will. In all of which he was
quite wrong.

‘I am glad to hear it, Lily. Now I want you to be
reasonable ; the thunder is over and the air is clearer. You
want to marry a man of whom I don’t approve.’

‘One word,’ she said, with great d1gmty ‘I am wanting
to marry—nobody. There is plenty of time.’

‘I accept the correction. You want to carry on a love
aﬁ'au—whlch is what you prefer at this moment. It is more fun
than marrying, and in that way you get all the advantages I
can give you, and the advantage of a lover'’s attentions into
the bargain. I congratulate you, my dear, on making the
best, as the preacher says, of both worlds.’

Lily flushed and clasped her hands together, and there
came from her expanded nostrils what in Sir Robert’s case
we have called a snort of passion. Lily’s nostrils were small
and pretty, and delicate. This was a puff of heated breath,
and no more, .

‘Eh?’ he said; but she mastered herself and said nothing
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which made it more difficult for him to go on. Finally, how-
ever, he resumed.

“You think,’ he said, ‘that it will be more difficult for me
to restrain you if you or your lover have no immediate inten-
tion of marrying. And probably he, for I do him the justice
to say he is a very acute fellow, sees the advantage of that.
But it will not do for me. I must have certainty one way
or another. I am not going to give the comfort of my life
over into your silly hands. No, I don’t even say that you
are sillier than most of your age, on the contrary; but I
don’t mean,’ he added deliberately, ‘to put my peace of mind
into your hands. You will give me your word to give up the
lad Lumsden, or else you will pack off without another word to
Dalrugas. . It is a comfortable house, and Dougal and his wife
will be very attentive to you. What’s in a locality? George’s
Square is pleasant enough, but it’s prose of the deepest dye
for a lady in love. You'll find nothmg but poetry on my
moor. Poetry,’ he added with a laugh, ‘ sunsets -such as you
will rarely match, and moonlight nights and-all the rest of:it;:
just the very thmg for a love-lorn maiden ; but very little: e}se
I allow. And what do you want more? plenty of timre to
think upon the happy man.’

His laugh was fiendish, Lily tbought, who held herself
with both her hands to keep still and to retain command of
herself. She made no answer, though the self-restraint was
almost more than she could bear.

‘ Well,’ he said, after a pause, ‘is this what you are going
to declde upon? There is something to balance all these
advantages. While you are thinking of him he will probably
not return the compliment. Qut of sight, out of mind. He
will most likely find another Lily not so closely guarded as
you are, and while you are out of the way he will transfer his
attentions to her. It will be quite natural. There are few
men in the world that would not do the same. And while
you are gazing over the moor, thinking of him, he will be
taking the usual means to indemnify himself and forget you.’

‘I agp not afraid,’ said Lily, tersely.

¢Oh, you are not afraid? 1It's little you know of men, my
dear. Lumsdens a clever, ambitious young fellow. He
perhaps believes he’s fond of you. He is fond of anything
that will help him on in the world and give him what he
wants—which is a helping hand in life, and ease of mind and
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money to tide him over till he makes himself known. Oh,
he'll succeed in the end, there is little doubt of that; but he
shall not succeed at my expense. Now, Lily, do not sit and
glare, like a waxen image, but give me an answer like a
sensible girl, as you can be, if you like. Will you throw
away your happy life, and society and variety and pleasure,
and your balls and parties—all for the sake of a man that
the moment your back is turned will think no more of you ?’

‘Uncle,’ said Lily, clearing her throat. But she could
not raise her voice, which extreme irritation, indignation, and
the strong effort of self-restraint seemed to have stifled. She
made an effort, but prod-uced nothing but a hoarse repetition
of his name.

‘I hope I have touched you,’ he said. *Come, my dear,
be a sensible lassie, and be sure I am speaking for your good.
There are more fish in the sea than ever came out in a net.
I will find you a better man than Lumsden, and one with
a good house to take you home to, and not a penniless—’

‘Stop,’ she cried, with an angry gesture. ‘Stop! do you
think I am wanting 2 man? Me! Just any man, perhaps
you think, no matter who? Oh, if I were only a laddie
instead of a useless girl, you would never, never dare, great
man as you are, to speak like that to me?’

‘Certainly I should not, he said with a laugh, ‘for you
would have more sense, and would not think any woman
was worth going into exile for. But, girl as you are, Lily,
the choice is in your own hands. You can have, not love
in a cottage, but love on a moor, which soon will be un-
requited love, and that, we all know, is the most tragic and
interesting of all.’

‘Uncle,’ said Lily, slowly recovering herself. ‘Do you
think it is a fine thing for a man like you, a grand gentleman,
and old, and that knows everything, to make a jest and a
mockery of one that is young like me, and has no words to
makereply? Is it a joke to think of me breaking my heart, as
you say, among all the bonnie sunsets and the moonlight
nights and the lonely, lonely moor? I may have to do it, if
it’s your will; but it’s not for the like of you that have your
freedom and can do what you choose, to make a mock at
those that are helpless like me.’

‘Helpless!’ he said. ‘Nothing of the sort; it is all in
your own hands,’
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And then there was again a pause. e thought she was
making up her mind to submit to his will. And she was burst-
ing with the effort to contain herself, and all her indignation
and wrath. Her pride would not let her burst forth into cries
and tears, but it was with the greatest watchfulness upon her-
self that she kept in these wild expressions of emotion, and the
hot refusals that pressed to her lips. Refusals to obey him, to
be silenced by him ; to be sentenced to unnatural confinement
and banishment, and dreary exile. Why should one human
creature have such power of life and death over another? Her
whole being revolted in a passion of restrained impatience,
and rage and fear. )

¢ Well, he said lightly, *which isitto be? Don’t trifle with
your own comfort, Lily. Just give me the answer that you will
see no more of young Lumsden. Give him no more encourage-
ment ; think of him no more. That is all I ask. Only give
me your promise—I put faith in you. Think of him no more ;
that is all I ask.’

¢ All you ask, only that,” said Lily, in her fury., ¢Only that!
Ob, it’s not much, is it? not much, only that’ She laughed,
too, with a sort of echo of his laugh ; but somehow he did not
find it to his mind. C

‘That is all,’ he said gravely; “and I don’t think that it is
very much to ask, considering that you owe everything to me.’

‘It would have been better for me if I had owed you
nothing, uncle,’ said Lily. ¢ Why did you ever take any heed
of me? I would have been earning my own bread and had
my freedom, and lived my own life if you had left me as I
was.’ ’ ~,

¢This is what one gets,’ he said, as if to himself, with a ;'mile.
‘for taking care of other people’s children. But we need.not
fall into general reflections nor yet into recriminations. I would
probably not do it again if I had it to do a second time ; but
the thing I want from you at the present moment is mgrely.a
yes or no.’ R

‘No!’ Lily said, almost inaudibly; but her tightly-closad;
lips, her resolute face, said it for her without need of any sound;f:.

‘No?’ he repeated, half incredulous; then with a nod, ™
flinging back his head, ‘Well, my dear, you must have your
wilful way. Dalrugas will daily be growing bonnier and
bonnier at this season of the year: and to-morrow you will get
ready to go away.’



CHAPTER IV

¢ HAVE been a fool,’ said Lily. ‘I have not said anything
that I meant to say. I had a great many good reasons
all ready, and I did not say one of them. I just said
silly things. He played upon me like a fiddle ; he made me
so angry I could not endure myself, and then I had either to
hold my tongue or say things that were silly and that I ought
not to have said.’

¢Oh, dear me, dear me,’ cried Robina, ‘I just thought you
would do that. If I had only been behind the door to give ye
a look, Miss Lily. Ye are too impetuous when you are left to
yourself.’

‘I was not impetuous; I was just silly,’ Lily said. ‘He
provoked me till I did not know what I was saying, and then
I held my tongue at the wrong places. But it would just have
come to the same whatever I had said. Hell not yield, and
I'll not yield, and what can we do but clash? We’re to start

- off for Dalrugas to-morrow, and that’s all that we have to think
of now.’

¢ Oh, Miss Lily !’ cried Robina—she wrung her hands, and,
with a look of awe, added—* It’s like thae poor Poles in Elfza-
beth, going off in chains to that place they call Siberée, where
there’s nothing but snow and ice, and wild, wild forests. Oh,
my bonnie lamb! I mind the woods up yonder where it’s
dark i’ the mid of day. And are ye to be banished there, you
that are just in your bloom, and everybody at your feet? Oh,
Miss Lily, it canna be ! it canna be !’

‘It will have to be,’ said Lily, resolutely, ¢ and we must
make the best of it. Take all the working things you can
think of ; I've been idle, and spent my time in nothings. I'll
learn all -your bonnie lace-stitches, Beenie, and how to make
things, and embroideries, like Mary Queen of Scots. We'll be

25 .
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two prisoners, and Dougal will turn the key on us every night,
and we’ll make friends with somebody like Roland, the page,
that will make false keys and let us down from the window,
with horses waiting ; and then we'll career across the country
in the dead of night, and folk will take us for ghosts; and
then—we’ll maybe ride on broomsticks, and fly up to the
moon !’ cried Lily, with a burst of laughter, which ended in a
torrent of tears.

¢Oh, my bonnie dear! oh, my lamb !’ cried Beenie, taking
the girl’s head upon her ample breast. It is not to be imagined
that these were hysterics, though hysterics were the fashion of
the time, and the young ladies of the day indulged in them
freely at any contrariety. Lily was over-excited and worn-
out, and she had broken down for the moment. But in a
few minutes she had raised her head, pushed Beenie away,
and got up with bright eyes to meet her fate.

‘Take books, too,” she cried, ‘as many as you can, and
perhaps he’ll let us keep our subscription to the library, and
they can send us things by the coach. And takeall my pencils
and my colours. I’ll maybe turn into a great artist on the
moors that Uncle Robert says are so bonnie. He went on
about his sunsets and his moonlights till he nearly drove me
mad!’ cried Lily, mocking. ‘Oh, Beenie, what hard hearts
they have, these old men!’

‘I would just like,’ cried the faithful maid, ‘to have twa-
three words with him. Oh, I sholld like to have twa-three
words with him, just him and me, by our twa sel’s !’

¢ And much good that would do! He would just turn you
outside in with his little finger,’ said Lily, in high scorn ; baut,
naturally, Robina was not of that opinion. She was ready
to go to the stake for her mistress, and facing Sir Robert
in his den was not a bad version of going to the stake. It
might procure her instant dismissal for anything Beenie
knew; he might tell old Haygate, the old soldier-servant,
who was now his butler and an Englishman, consequently
devoid of sympathy, to put her to the .door; anyhow, he
would scathe her with satirical words and that look which
even Lily interpreted as mocking, and which is the most difficult
of all things to bear. But Beenie had a great confidence that
there were ‘ twa-three things ’ that nobody could press upon Sir
Robert’s attention but herself. She thought ef. it during the
morning hours to the exclusion of everything else, and finally,
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after luncheon was over, when Lily was occupied with some
youthful visitors, Beenie, with a beating heart, put her plan
into execution. Haygate was out of the way, too, the Lord be
praised! He had started out upon some mission connected
with the wine-cellar ; and Thomas, the footman, was indigenous,
had been Tommy to Robina from his boyhood, and was so,
she said, like a boy of her own. He would never put her to
the door, whatever Sir Robert might say. She went down,
accordingly, to the dining-room, after the master of the house
had enjoyed his good lunch and his moment of somnolence
after it (which he would not for the world have admitted to be
a nap), and tapped lightly, tremulously, with all her nerves in
a twitter, at the door. To describe what was in Beenie’s
heart, when she opened it in obedience to his call to come in,
was more than words are capable of ; it was like going to the
stake.

¢Oh, Beenie, so it is you,’ the master said.

¢ Deed, it’s just me, Sir Robert. I thought if I might say a
word—’

*Oh, say a dozen if you like; but, mind, I am going out,
and I have no time for more.’

‘Yes, Sir Robert’” Beenie came inside the door, and
closed it softly after her. She then took up the black silk
apron which she wore, denoting her rank as lady’s maid, to
give her a countenance, and made an imaginary frill upon it
with her hands. ‘I just thought,’ she said, with her head bent
and her eyes fixed on this useful occupation, ¢that I would like
to say twa-three words about Miss Lily, Sir Robert—’

¢Oh,’ he said, ‘and what might you have to say about
Miss Lily? You should know more about her, it is true, than
any of us. Has sHe sent you to say that she has recovered
her senses, and is going to behave like a girl of sense, as I
always took her to be ?’

Beenie raised her eyes from her fantastic occupation, and
looked at Sir Robert. She shook her head. She formed her
lips into a round ‘No,” pushing them forth to emphasise the
syllable. ¢Eh, Sir Robert,’ she said at last, ‘you’re a clever
man—you understand many a thing that’s just. Greek and
Hebrew to the likes of us; but ye dinna understand a lassie’s
heart. How should ye ?’ said Beenie, compassionately shaking
her head again.

Sir Robert’s luncheon had been good ; he had enjoyed his
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nap ; he was altogether in a good humour. ¢Well,’ he said,
‘if you can enlighten me on that point, Beenie, fire away.’

‘Weel, Sir Robert: do ye no think you're just forcing her
more and more into it, to make her suffer for her lad, and to
have nothing to do but think upon him and weary for him
away yonder, on yon solitary moor? Eb, it’s like driving her
to the wilderness, or away to Siberée, that awfu’ place where
they send the Poles, as ye will read in Elizabetk, to make them
forget their country, and where they just learn to think upon it
more and more. Eh, Sir Robert, we’re awfu’ perverse in that
way! I would have praised him up to her, and said there was
no man like him in the world. I would .have said he was just
the one who cared nothing for siller, that would have taken
her in her shift — begging your pardon for sic a common
word—I would have hurried her on to fix the day, and made
everything as smooth as velvet ; and then, just as keen as she
is for it now,:I would have looked to see her against it then.’

‘I allow,? said Sir Robert, with a laugh, ¢ that you have a
cloud of witnesses on your side ; but I am not quite sure that
I put faithin them. If I were to hurry her onto fix the day, as
you say, I would get rid, no doubt, of the trouble, but I'm
much afraid that Lily, instead of starting off on the other tack,
would take me at my word.’

¢Sir, said Beenie, in a lowered voice, coming a step
nearer, ‘if ye were to leave it to him to show her the contrary,
it would be more effectual than anything you could say.’

¢So,’ said Sir Robert, with a long whistle of surprise, ‘you
trust him no more than I do? I always thought you were a
woman of sense.’

‘I'm saying nothing about that, Sir Robert,” Beenie re-
plied. o

‘ But, don't ye see, you silly woman, that he would take
my favour for granted in that case, and would not show her to
the contrary—but would marry her in as great haste as we
liked, feeling sure that I had committed myself, and would not
then draw back?’

‘He would do ye nae justice, Sir Robert, if he thought
that.’

¢What do you mean, you libellous person? You think I
would encourage her in ber folly in the hope of changing her
mind, and then deceive and abandon her when she had
followed my advice? No,’ he said, ‘I am not so bad as that,’
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¢You should ken best, Sir Robert,’ said Beenie, ‘but for
me, I would not say. But if ye will just permit me one more
word. Here she has plenty of things to think of—her parties
and her dress, and her friends and her other partners, There’s
three young leddies up the stair at this moment talking a’
the nonsense that comes into their heads—but there, she
would have no person—’

‘Not a soul, except Dougal and his wife,” said Sir Robert,
with a chuckle.

¢ And nothing to think of but just—him. Oh, Sir Robert,
think what ye are driving the bairn to! No diversions and
no distraction, but just to think upon him night and day.
There’s things she finds to object to in him when he’s by her
side—just like you and me. But when she’s there she’ll
think and think upon him till she makes him out to be an
angel o’ light. He will just get to be the only person in the
world. He will write to her—'

¢That he shall not do! Dougal shall have orders to
stop every letter.’

Beenie smiled a calm, superior smile, ‘And ye think
Dougal—or any man in the world—can keep a lad and lass
from communication. Eh, Sir Robert, you're a clever man |
but just as ignorant, as ignorant as any bairn.’

Sir Robert was much amused, but he began to get a little
impatient. ‘If they can find means of communicating in
spite of the solitude and the miles of moor, and Dougal, then
I really think they will deserve to be permitted to ruin all
their prospects,’ he said.

*Sir Robert !’

‘No more,” he said. ‘I have already heard you with
great patience, Beenie. I don’t think you have thrown any
new light on the subject. Go and pack your boxes; for the
coach starts early to-morrow, and you should have everything
ready, both for her and yourself, to-night.’

Beenie turned away to the door, and then she turned
round again. She stood pinching the imaginary frill on her
apron, with her head held on one side, as if to judge the
effect. ‘Will that be your last word, Sir Robert?’ she said.
¢She’s your brother’s bairn, and the only one in the family—
and a tender bit thing, no used to unkindness, nor to be left
all her lane as if there was naebody left in the world. Oh,
think upon the bit thing sent into the wilderness! It is
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prophets and great men that are sent there in the way of
providence, and no a slip of a lassie. Oh, Sir Robert, think
again! that’s no your last word?’

‘Would you like me to ring for Haygate and have you
turned out of the house? If you stay another minute that
will be my last word.’

‘Na,’ said Beenie, ¢Haygate’s out, Sir Robert, and
Tommy’s not the lad—’

¢ Will you go, you vixen!’ Sir Robert shouted at the top
of his voice.

¢I’ll go since I cannot help it ; but if it comes to harm, oh,
Sir Robert ! afore God the wyte will be on your head.’

Beenie dried her eyes as she went sorrowfully upstairs.
‘The wyte will be on his head : but oh, the sufferin’ and the
sorrow that will be on hers !’ Beenie said to herself.

But it was evident there was no more to be said. As she
went slowly upstairs with a melancholy countenance, she met
at the door of the drawing-room the three young ladies who
had been—according to her own description—*talking a’ the
nonsense that came into their heads,” with Lily in the midst,
who was taking leave of them. ¢Oh, there is Robina,’ they all
cried out together. ¢ Beenie will tell us what it means. What
is the meaning of it all? She says she is going away. Beenie,
Beenie, explain this moment. What does she mean about
going away ?’ .

‘Eh, my bonnie misses,’ cried Beenie, ‘who am I that I
should explain my mistress’s dark sayings? I am just a servant,
and ken nothing but what’s said to me by the higher powers.’

There was what Beenie afterwards explained as ‘a cackle
o’ laughing’ over these words, which were just like Beenie, the
girls said. ‘But what do you know from the higher powers?
And why, why is Lily to be snatched away?’ they said.
Robina softly pushed her way through them with the superior
weight of her bigness. ‘Ye must just ask herself, for it is
beyond me,’ she said.

Lily rushed after her, as soon as the visitors were gone,
pale with expectation. ¢Oh, Beenie, what did he say?’
she cried.

‘What did who say, Miss Lily? for I do not catch your
meaning,’ said the faithful maid.

‘Do you mean to say that you did not go downstairs -’

‘Yes, Miss Lily, I went down the stairs.’
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¢To see my uncle?’ said the girl. *I know you saw my
uncle. I heard your voice murmuring, though they all talked
at once. Oh, Beenie, Beenie, what did he say?’

*Since you will have it, Miss Lily, I did just see Sir
Robert. There was nobody but me in the way, and I saw
your uncle. He was in a very good key after that grand dish
of Scots collops, so I thought I would just ask him if it was
true.

¢ And what did he say?’

Beenie shook her head and said ¢ No,’ in dumb show, with
her pursed out lips. “‘He just said it was your own doing,
and not his,” she added, after this impressive pantomime,

¢Oh, how did he dare to say so! It was none of my doing
—how could he say it was my doing? Was I likely to want
to be banished away to Dalrugas moor, and never see a
living soul ?’ .

¢ He said you wouldna yield, and he wouldna yield ; and in
that case, Miss Lily, I ask you what could the like of me do?’

¢ 7 would not yield,” said Lily, ‘oh, what a story! what a
story! What have I got to yield? It was just him, him, his
own self, and nobody else. He thinks more of his own will
than of all the world.’

¢He said you would not give up your love—I am meaning
young Mr Lumsden ; no, for anything he could say.’

*And what would I give him up for?’ cried Lily, changing
in 2 moment from pale to red. ‘What do I ever see of Sir
Robert, Beenie? He’s not up in the morning, and he’s late
at night. I have heard you say yourself about that club—
I see him at his lunch and that’s all, and how can you talk
and make great friends when your mouth is full, and him so
pleased with a good dish and angry when it’s not to his mind ?
Would I give up Ronald, that is all I have, for Sir Robert
with his mouth full? And how does he dare to ask me—
him that will not do a thing for me ?’

¢ That is just it,’ said Beenie, shaking her head, ¢ you think
a’ the reason’s on your side, and he thinks a’ the reason is
on his; and he’ll have his own gate and you'll have your
will, and there is no telling what is to be done between you.
Oh, Miss Lily, my bonnie dear, you are but a young thing.
It's more reasonable Sir Robert should have his will than
you. He’s gone through a great deal of fighting, and battles,
and troubles, and what have you ever gone through but
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the measles and the kingcough, that couldna be helped?
It's mair becoming that you should yield to him than he
should yield to you.’

‘And am I not yielding to him?’ said Lily. ‘I just do
whatever he tells me. If he says, “ You are to come out with
me to dinner,” though I know how wearisome it will be, and
though I had the nicest party in the world and all my own
friends, I just give in to him without a word. I wear that
yellow gown he gave me, though it’s terrible to behold, just to
please him. I sit and listen to all his old gentlemen grumbl-
ing, and to him paying his compliments to all his old ladies,
and never laugh. Oh, Beenie, if you could hear him!’ and
here Lily burst into the laugh which she had previously denied
herself. ‘But when he comes and tells me to give up Ronald
for the sake of his nasty, filthy siller~—’

¢ Miss Lily, that’s no Mr Ronald’s opinion.’

‘Oh!’ cried Lily, stamping her foot upon the ground,
while hot tears rushed to her eyes, ¢as if that did not make
it a hundred times worse,’ she cried.

And then there was a pause, and Beenie, with great de-
liberation, began to take out a pile of dresses from the ward-
robe, which she opened out and folded one after another,
patting them with her plump hands upon the bed. Lily
watched her for some moments in silence, and then she said
with a faltering voice,—*‘Do you really think, then, that there
is no hope ?’

Robina answered in her usual way, pursing out her lips
to form the ‘no,” which she did not utter audibly. *Unless
you will yield,” she gaid.

¢ Yield—to give up Ronald? To meet him and never to
speak to him? To let him think I'm a false woman, and
mansworn? I will never do that,” Lily said.

¢ But you'll no marry him, my lamb, without your uncle’s
consent?’

.~ ‘He'll not ask me!’ cried Lily, desperate. ‘Why do
you torment me when you know that is just the worst of all?
Oh, if he would try me! And who is wanting to marry him
—or any man—certainly not me !’

‘If you were to give your uncle your word—if you were
to say, “We'll just meet at kirk and market, and say good-
even and good-morrow,” but nae mair. Oh, Miss Lily, that
is not much to yield to an old man,’
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‘I said as good as that, but he made no answer. Beenie,
pack up the things and let us go quietly away, for there is no
help for us in any man.’

A’ the same, if I were you, I would try,” said Robina,
taking the last word.

Lily said nothing in reply ; but that night, when she was
retu.ning with Sir Robert from a solemn party to which she
had accompanied him, she made in the darkness some falter-
ing essay at submission. ‘I would have to speak to him
when we meet,” she said, ‘and I would have to tell him there
was to be no more—for the present. And I would not take
any step without asking ycu, Uncle Robert.’

Sir Robert nearly sprang from his carriage in indignation
at this halting obedience. ‘If you call that giving up your
will to mine, I don’t call it so,” he cried. ¢ Tell him there
is to be no more—for the present! That is a bonnie kind
of submission to me, that will have none of him at all.’

‘It is all I can give,’ said Lily, with spirit, drawing into
her own corner of the carriage. Her heart was very full,
but, not to save her life could she have said more.

‘Very well,” said Sir Robert. ¢Haygate has his orders,
and will see you off to-morrow. Mind you are in good time,
for a coach will wait for no man, nor woman either ; and I'll
bid you good-bye now and a better disposition to you, and
a good journey. Good-night’ And at seven o’clock next
morning, in the freshness of the new day, the North mail sure
enough carried Lily and Robina away.



CHAPTER V

HIGHLAND moor is in itself a beautiful thing; when
it is in full bloom of purple heather, with all those
breaks and edges of emerald green which betray

the bog below, with the sweet-scented gale sending forth
its odour as it is crushed under foot, and the yellow gorse rising
in broken lines of gold, and here and there a half-grown rowan,
with its red berries, and here and there a gleam of clear, dark
water : nothing can be more full of variety and the charm of
wild and abounding Jife. But when the sky is grey and the
weather bleak, and the heather is still in the green, or dry
with the grey and rustling husks of last year's bloom ; when
there is little colour and none of those effects of light and
shade which make a drama of shifting interest upon the High-
land hills and lochs, all this is very different, and the long
sweep of wild and broken ground, under a low and dark sky,
becomes an image of desolation instead of the fresh and
blooming and fragrant moor of early autumn. Dalrugas was
a tall, pinched house, with a high gable cut in those rectangular
lines which are called crow steps in Scotland, rising straight up
from the edge of the moor. The height and form of this gave
a parsimonious and niggardly look—though the rooms were by
no means contemptible within—which was increased by the
small windows pierced high up in the wall. There was no
garden on that side, not so much as the little plot to which
even a cottage has a right. Embedded within the high, sharp-
cornered walls behind was a kitchen garden or kail yard,
where the commonest vegetables were grown with a border of
gooseberries and a few plants of sweet william and appleringie ;
but this was not visible to give any softness to the prospect.
The heather came up uncompromisingly, with a little hillock
of green turf here and there, to the very walls, which had once
* . 34
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been white-washed, and still in their forlorn dinginess lent a
little variety to the landscape; yet this did but add to the
cold, pinched and resistent character of the house. It looked
like a prim, ancient lady, very spare, and holding her skirts
close round her in the pride of penury and evil fortune. The
door was in the outstanding gable, and admitted directly into
a low passage, from which a spiral stair mounted to the rooms
above. On the ground floor there was a low, dark-pannelled
dining-room and library full of ancient books, but these rooms
were used only when Sir Robert came for shooting, which
happened very rarely. The drawing-room upstairs was bare
also, but yet had some lingerings of old-fashioned grace.
From the small, deep-set, high windows there was a wide,
unbroken view over the moor. The moor stretched every-
where, miles of it, grey as the low sky which hung over it, a
canopy of clouds. The only relief was a bush of gorse here
and there half in blossom, for the gorse is never wholly out of
blossom, as everybody knows—and the dark gleam of the
water in a cutting, black as the bog which it was meant to
drain. The dreary moorland road whjch skirted the edge
passed in front of the house, but was only visible from these
windows at a corner, where it emerged for a moment from a
group of blighted firs, before disappearing between the banks
of heather and whin, which had been cut to give it passage.
This was the only relief from the monotony of the moor.

It was at this house that Lily and her maid arrived after a
journey which had not been so uncheerful as they anticipated.
A journey by stage coach through a beautiful country can
scarcely be dreary in the worst of circumstances. The arrivals,
the changes, the villages and towns passed through, the con-
tact with one’s fellow-creatures which is inevitable, rub off
more or less the most sullen discontent—and Lily was not
sullen, while Beenie was one of the most open-hearted of
human creatures, ready to interest herself in every one she
met, and to talk to them and give her advice upon their
circumstances. The pair met all sorts of people on their
journey, and they made almost as many friendships ; and thus
partially forgot the penitential object of their own travels, and
that they were being sent off to the ends of the earth.

It was only when ‘the gig’ met them at the village where
the coach stopped on its northern route that their destination
began to oppress either the mistress or the maid. This was
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on the afternoon of a day which had been partially bright and
partially wet, the best development of weather to be hoped
for in the north. The village was a small collection of
cottages, partly with tiled roofs, making a welcome gleam of
colour, but subdued by a number of those respectable stone
houses with blue tiles, which were and are the ideal of com-
fortable sobriety which, in defiance of all the necessities of the
landscape, the Scotch middle class has unfortunately fixed
upon. The church stood in the midst—a respectable, oblong
barn, with a sort of long extinguisher in the shape of a steeple
attached to it. On the outskirts the cottages became less com-
fortable and more picturesque, thatched, and covered with
lichens. It was a well-to-do village. The ‘merchant,’ as he
was called, .., the keeper of the general’ shop, was a Lowland
Scot, very contemptuous 6f ¢thae Highlanders,’ and there was
a writer or solicitor in the place, and a doctor, besides the
minister, who formed a little aristocracy. The English minister
so called, that is, the Episcopalian, came occasionally—once
in two or three Sundays—to officiate in a smaller barn, without
any extinguisher, which held itself a little apart in a corner, not
to mingle with the common people who did not possess
Apostolical Succession ; though indeed in those days there was
little controversy, the Episcopalians being generally of that
ritual by birth, and unpolemical, making no pretensions to
superiority over the native Kirk.

The gig that met the travellers at Kinloch-Rugas was a tall
vehicle on two wheels, which had once been painted yellow,
but which was scarcely trim enough to represent that type of
respectability which a certain young Thomas Carlyle, pursuing
the vague trade of a literary man in Edinburgh, had declared
it to be. It was followed closely by a rough cart, in which
Beenie and the boxes were packed away. They were not
large boxes. One, called ‘the hair trunk,” contained Lily’s
everyday dresses, but no provision for anything beyond the
most ordinary needs, for there was no society nor any occasion
for decorative garments on the moors. Beenie’s box was
smaller, as became a serving woman. These accessories were
all in the fashion of their time, which was (like Waverley, yet
ah, so unlike!) sixty years since or thereabout—in the age
before railways, or at least before they had penetrated to the
distant portions of the country. The driver of the gig was a
middle-aged countryman, very decent in a suit of grey © plaidin’
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—what we now call tweed—with a head of sandy hair grizzled
and considerably blown about by the wind across the moor.
His face was ruddy and wrinkled, of the colour of a winter
apple, in fine shades of red and brown, his shaggy eyebrows a
little drawn together—by the ‘knitting of his brows under the
glaring sun,” and the setting of his teeth against the breeze.
He said, ‘Hey, Beenie!’ as his salutation to the party before
he doffed his bonnet to the young lady. Lily was not sure
that it was quite respectful, but Dougal meant no disrespect.
He was a little shy of her, being unfamiliar with her grown-up
aspect and reverential of her young ladyhood—but he was at
his ease with Robina, who was a native of the parish, the
daughter of the late blacksmith, and ¢ weel connectit’ among
the rustic folk. It would have been an ease to Dougal to have
had the maid beside him instead of the mistress, and it was to
Beenie he addressed his first remarks over his shoulder, from
pure shyness and want of confidence in his own powers of
entertaining a lady. ‘Ye'll have had a long journey,” he said.
‘The coach she’s aye late.  She’s like a thriftless lass, Beenie,
my woman. She just dallies, dallies at the first, and is like to
break her neck at the end.’

“ But she showed no desire to break her neck, I assure you,’
said Lily. ¢She was in no hurry. #We have just taken it very
easy up hill and down dale.’

¢Ay, ay!’ he said, ‘we ken the ways o’ them’—with a
glance over his shoulder,—* are you sure you’re weel happit up,
Beenie, for there’s a cauld wind crossing the moor?”’

¢And how is Katrin, Dougal ?’ Lily asked, fastening her
cloak up to her throat.

¢ Oh, she’s weel eneuch : you'll see little differ since ye left
us last. We’re a wee dried up with the peat-reek, and a wee
blawn aboot by the wind. But ye’ll mind that fine, Beenie
woman, and get used to't like her and me.’

Lily laid impatient fingers on the reins, pulling Dougal’s
hand, as if he had been the unsteady, rough pony he drove.
‘Speak to me,’ she said, ‘you rude person, and not to
Beenie. Do you think I am nobody, or that I cannot under-
stand ?’

‘Bless us all! No such a thought was in my head.
Beenie, are ye sitting straight? for when the powny’s first
started whiles he lets out.’

‘Let me drive him,’ Lily eried. *I'll like it all the better if
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he lets out: and you can go behind if you like and talk to
Beenie at your ease.’

¢ Na, na,’ said Dougal, with a grin. *He kens wha’s driving
him. A bit light hand like yours would have very sma’ effect
upon Rory. Hey, laddies! get out of my powny’s way !’

Rory carried out the prognostics of his driver by tossing his
shaggy head in the air, and making a dash forward, scattering
the children who had gathered about to stare at the new
arrivals ; though, before he got to the end of the village street,
he had settled into his steady pace, which was quite uninflu-
enced by any skill in driving on Dougal’s part, but was entirely
the desire and meaning of that very characteristic member of
society—himself. The day had settled into an afternoon
serenity and unusual quietness of light. The mountains stood
high in the even air, without any dramatic changes, Schehallion
with his conical crest dominating the lesser hills, and wearing
soberly his mantle of purple subdued by grey. The road lay,
for a few miles, through broken ground, diversified with clumps
of wood, wind-blown firs, and birches tossing their feathery
branches in the air— crossing by a little bridge a brown and
lively trout stream, which went brawling through the village,
but afterwards fell into deeper shadows, penetrating between
close fir woods, before it reached the edge of the moor round
which it ran its lonely way. Lily’s spirits began to rise. The
sense of novelty, the pleasant feeling of arrival, and of all the
possibilities which relieve the unknown, rose in her breast.
Something would surely happen ; something would certainly be
found to make the exile less heavy, and to bring back a little
hope. The little river greeted her like an old friend. ‘Oh, I
remember the Rugas,’ she cried. ‘What a cheery little water !
Will they let me fish in it, Dougal? Look how it sparkles! I
think it must remember me.’ :

‘It’s just a natural objick,’ said Dougal. ‘It minds nae-
body; and what would you do—a bit lady thing—fishing
troot? Hoots! a crookit pin in a burn would set ye better, a
little Miss like you.’

In those days there were no ladies who were salmon fishers.
Such a thing would have seemed to Dougal an outrage upon
every law,

‘ Don’t be contemptuous,’ said Lily, with a laugh. ¢ You'l
find I am not at all a little Miss. Just give me the reins and
let me wake Rory up. I mean to ride him about the moor.’
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*I’'m doubting if you'll do that,’ said Dougal, with politeness
but reserve.

¢Why shouldn’t I do it? Perhaps you think I don’t know
how to ride. Oh, you can trust Rory to me, or a better than
Rory.’

¢ There’s few better in these parts,” said Dougal, with some
solemnity. ‘He’s a beast that has a great deal of judgment.
He kens well what’s his duty in this life. I'm no thinking
you'll find it that easy to put him to a new kind of work. He
has plenty of his ain work to do.’

¢ We'll see about that,’ said Lily.

¢ Ah,’ replied Dougal, cautiously, ¢ we’ll just see about that.
We must na come to any hasty judgment. Cheer up, lad!
Yon’s the half of the road.’

¢Is this only the half of the road ?’ said Lily with a shudder.
They were coming out of the deep shade of the woods, and
now before them, in its full width and silence, stretched the
long levels of the moor. It was even now, in these days before
the heather, a beautiful sight, with the mountains towering in
the background, and the bushes of the ling, which later in the
year would be glorious with blossoms, coming down, mingled
with the feathery plumes of the seeding grass, to the very edge
of the road : beautiful, wild, alive with sounds of insects, and
that thrill of the air which we call silence—silence that could
be heard. The wide space, the boundless sky, the freedom of
the pure air, gave a certain exaltation to Lily’s soul, but at the
same time overwhelmed her with a sense of the loneliness and
separation from all human interests which this great vacancy
made. ‘Only half way,’ she repeated, with a gasp.

‘It’s a gey lang road, but it’s a very good road, with few
bad bits. An accustomed person need have nae fear by night or
day. There was an ill-place, where ye cross the Rugas again,
at the head of the Black Scaur ; but it’s been mended up just
uncommon careful, and ye need have nae apprehension;
besides that there’s me that kens every step, and Rory that is
maist as clever as me.’

‘But it’s the end of the world,’ Lily said.

‘No that, nor even the end of the parish, let alone the
countryside,’ said Dougal.  ‘It’s just ignorance, a’ that. It’s the
end o’ naething but your journey, and a bonnie place when you're
there ; and a good dinner waiting for ye ; and a grand soft bed,
and your grandmither’s ain cha'lmer, that was one of the
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grandest leddies in the North Country. Na, na, Missy, it’s no
the end of the world. If ye look far ahead, yonder by the
east, as soon as we come to the turn of the road, ye’ll maybe,
if it’s clear, see the tower. That's just a landmark over half
the parish. Ye'll mind it, Beenie? It’s lang or ye've seen so
bonnie a sight.’

¢Ou, ay, I mind it,’ said Beenie, subdued. She had once
thought with Dougal, that the tower of Dalrugas was a fine sight
But she had tasted the waters of civilisation, and the long level
of the moor filled her breast, like that of her mistress, with dis-
may ; though, indeed, it was with the eyes of Lily, rather than her
own, that the kind woman saw this scene. For herself things
would not be so bad. Dougal and Katrin in the kitchen would
form a not uncongenial society for Robina. She did not antici-
pate for herself much difficulty in fitting in again to a familiar
place; and she would always have her young mistress to pet
and console, and to take care of. But Lily, where would Lily
find anything to take her out of herself? Beenie realised, by
force of sympathy, the weary gazing from the windows, the
vacant landscape, through which no one ever would come, the
loneliness indescribable of the great solitary moor: not one of
her young companions to come lightly over the heather:
neither a lad nor lass in whom the girl would find a play-
fellow. *¢Ay, I mind it said Beenie, shaking her head, with
big tears filling her eyes.

Lily, for her part, did not feel disposed to shed any tears—
her mind was full of indignation and harsher thoughts. Who
could have any right to banish her here beyond sight or meet-
ing of her kind? And it was not less but more bitter to reflect
that the domestic tyrant who had banished her was scarcely so
much to blame as the lover who would risk nothing to save
her. If he had but stood by her—held out his hand—what to
Lily would have been poverty or humbleness? She would
have,been content with any bare lodging in the old town, high
among the roofs. She would have worked her fingers to the
bone—at least, Beenie would have done so, which was the
same thing. That was a sacrifice she would have made
willingly ; but this that was demanded—who had any right to
exact it? and for what was it to be exacted? For money,
miserable money ; the penny siller that could never buy happi-
ness. Lily’s eyes burned like coal. Her cheek scorched and
blazed. Oh, how hard was fate, and how undeserved. For
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what had she done? Nothing, nothing to Lring it upon her-
self.

It was another long half-hour before the gig turned the
corner by the trees, where there was a momentary view of
Dalrugas, and plunged again between the rising banks, where

the road ran in a deep cutting, ascending the last slopes.
‘We'll be at the house in five minutes,” Dougal said.



CHAPTER VI

ATRIN stood under the doorway, looking out for the
party : a spare, little, active woman, in the native dress
of the place, which consisted of a dark woollen skirt

and pink ‘short gown,” a garment not unlike the blouse of to-
day, bound in by the band of her white apron round a sufficiently
trim waist. She was of an age when any vanity of personal
appearance, if ever sanctioned at all, is considered, by her grave
race, to be entirely out of place; but yet was trim and neat by
effect of nature, and wore the shortgown with a consciousness
that it became her. A gleam of sunshine had come out, as
the two vehicles approached in a little procession: and Katrin
had put up her hand to her eyes to shade them from that faint
gleam of sun, as she looked down the road. The less of sun
there is the more particular people are in shielding themselves
from it: which is a mystery, like so many other things in life,
small as well as great. Katrin thought the dazzle was over-
whelming as she stood looking out under the shadow of her
curved hand. The doorway was rather small, and very dark
behind her, and the strong gleam of light concentrated in her
pink shortgown, and made a brilliant spot of the white cap on
her head. And to Katrin the two vehicles climbing the road
were as a crowd, and the arrival an event of great excitement,
making an era in life. She was interested, perhaps, like her
husband, most particularly in Robina, who would be an
acquisition to their own society, with all her experience of the
‘grand life of the South ; but she bore a warm heart also to the
little lady who had been at Dalrugas as a child, and of whose
beauty, and specially of whose accomplishments, there had
been great reports from the servants in town to the servants on
the moor. She hastened forward to place a stool on which
Miss Lily could step down, and held out both hands to help,
42
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an offer which was made quite unnecessary by the sudden
spring which the girl made, alighting ¢like a bird’ by Katrin’s
side. ‘Eh, I didna mind how light a lassie is at your age,’
cried the housekeeper, startled by that quick descent. *And
are ye very wearied ? and have ye had an awfu’ journey? and,
eh, yonder’s Beenie, just the same as ever! I'm as glad to see
ye as if I had come into a fortune. Let me take your bit bag,
my bonnie lady. Give the things to me.’

‘Yes, Beenie is just the same as ever-—and you also, Katrin,
and the moor,’ said Lily, with a look that embraced them all.
She had subdued herself, with a natural instinct of that polite-
ness which comes from the heart, not to show these humble
people, on her first arrival, how little she liked her banishment.
It was not their fault ; they were eager to do their utmost for
her, and welcomed her with a kindness which was as near love
as any inferior sentiment could be—if it was, indeed, an
inferior sentiment at all. But when she stood before the dark
doorway, which seemed the end of all things, it was impossible
not to betray a little of the loneliness she felt. ‘And the
moor,’ she repeated. But Katrin heard the words in another
sense. ”

¢ Ay, my bonnie lamb! the moor, that is the finest sight of
a’. It’s just beautiful when there’s a fine sunset as we’re going
to have the night to welcome ye hame. Come away ben, ny
dear; come away in to your ain auld house. Oh! but I'm
thankful and satisfied to have ye here!’

¢ Not my house, Katrin. My uncle would not like to hear
you say so.’

‘Hoot, away! Sir Robert’s bark is waur than his bite.
What would he have sent such orders for, to make everything
sae comfortable, if there had been any doubt that it was your
very ain house, and you his chosen heir? If Dougal were to
let ye see the letter, a’ full of loving kindness, and that he
wanted a safe hame for his bit lassie while he was away. Obh,
Miss Lily, he’s an auld man to be marching forth again at the
head of his troop to the wars.’

¢ He is not going to the wars,’ said Lily. She could not but
laugh at the droll supposition. Sir Robert, that lover of comfort
and luxury, marching forth on any expedition, unless it were
an expedition of pleasure! ¢There are no wars,’ she added.
¢ We are at peace with all the world, so far as I can hear.

‘Weel, I was wondering,” said Katrin. ¢Dougal, he cays,
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that reads the papers, that there’s nae fighting neither in
France nor what they ca’ed the Peninshula in our young days.
But he says there are aye wars and rumour of wars in India,
and such like places. So we thought it might, maybe, be that.
Weel, I'm real content to hear that Sir Robert, that’s an old
man, is no driven to boot and saddle at his age.’

‘He is going, perhaps, to London,’ Lily said.

‘Weel, weel, and that’s no muckle better than a fight, from
a’ we hear—an awfu’ place, full of a’ the scum of the earth.
Puir auld gentleman! It maun be the king’s business, or else
something very important of his ain that takes him there.
Anyway, he’s that particular about you, my bonnie lady, as
never was. You're to have a riding horse when ye please, and
Dougal to follow you whenever he can spare the time; and
there’s a new piannyfortey come in from Perth, and a box full
of books, and I canna tell you all what. And here am 1
keeping you at the door, havering all the time. You’ll mind
the old stair, and the broken step three from the top; or
maybe you will like to come into the dining-room first and
have a morsel to stay your stomach till the dinner’s served; or
maybe you would like a drink of milk ; or maybe—Lord bless
us! she’s up the stair like a fire flaught and paying no atten-
tion ; and, oh, Beenie, my woman, is this you ?’

Beenie was more willing to be entertained than her mistress,
whose sudden flight upstairs left Katrin stranded in the full
tide of her eloquence. She was glad to be set down to a cup
of tea and the nice scones, fresh from the girdle, with which
the housekeeper had intended to tempt Lily. ¢ I'll cover them
up with thie napkin to keep them warm, and when ye have
ta’en your cup o’ tea ye'll carry some up to her on a tray, or
I'll do it mysel’ with good will ; but I mind ye are aye fondest
of taking care of your bonnie Miss yoursel’.’

‘We'll gie her a wee moment to settle down,’ said Robina ;
‘to take a good greet, was what she said to herself. She
swallowed her tea, always with an ear intent on the sounds
upstairs. She had seen by Lily’s countenance that she was
able for no more, and that a moment’s interval was necessary ;
and there she sat consuming her heart, yet perhaps comforted
a little by having the good scones to consume too. ¢Oh,’ she
said, ¢ ye get nothing like this in Edinburgh; ae scone’s very
different from another, I have not tasted the like of this for
many a year.’
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‘Ye see,’ said Katrin, with conscious success, ‘a drop of
skim milk like what ye get in a town is very different from the
haill cream of a milking ; and I'm no a woman to spare pains
ony mair than stuff. She’s a bonnie, bonnie creature, your
young lady, Beenie—a wee like her mother, as far as I mind,
that was nothing very much in the way of blood, ye ken,
but a bonnie young woman as ever stood. The auld leddie
and Sir Robert were real mad against Mr James for making
such a poor match ; but now there’s nobody but her bairn to
stand atween the house and its end. He’ll be rael fond of her,
Sir Robert ; his bonny wee heir !’

¢ Ay,’ said Beenie, ‘in his ain way.’

‘Weel, it wasna likely to be in a woman’s way like yours or
mine. The men they've aye their ain ways of looking at
things. I’ll warrant there’s plenty of lads after her, a bonnie
creature like that: and the name of Sir Robert’s siller and a’.’

‘Oh, ay ! she hasna wanted for lads,” Beenie said.

¢ And what'll be the reason, Beenie, since the auld gentle-
man’s no gojng to the wars, as Dougal and me thought—
what'll be the reason, are ye thinkin’, for the young leddy
coming here? He said it was to be safe at hame while he
was away.’

* Maybe he would be right if that’s what he says.’

¢Oh, Beenie, woman,’ cried Katrin, ‘you’re secret, secret
Do you think we are no just as keen as you to please our
young leddy and make her comfortable ? or as taken up to ken
why she’s been sent away, from a’ her parties and pleasurings
to bide here?’

‘There’s no many parties or pleasurings here for her,’ said
Dougal, joining the two women in the low but airy kitchen,
where the big fire was pleasant to look upon, and the brick
floor very red, and the hearthstone very white. The door
which stood always open afforded a glimpse of the universal
background, the everywhere-extending moor, and the air came
in keen, though the day was a day in June. Dougal pushed
his bonnet to one side to scratch his grizzled head. In these
regions, as indeed in many others, it is not necessary to take
off one’s headgear when one comes indoors. ¢ There’s neither
lad to run after her nor leddies to keep her company. If she’s
light-headed, or the like of that, there canna be a better place
than oor moor.’

¢ Light-headed !’ said Robina in high scorn. ‘It just
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shows how little you ken. And where would I be, a discreet
person, if my young leddy was light-headed? She’s just as
modest and as good as ever set foot on the heather. My
bonnie wee woman ! And as innocent as the babe new born.’

Dougal pushed his cap to the other side of his head as if
that might afford enlightenment. ¢Thena’ I cansay is thatit’s
very queer ——and he added after an interval—*1 never pretend
to understand Sir Robert, he’s an awfu’ funny man.’

¢ He might play off his fun better than upon Miss Lily,’ said
his wife in anxious tones.

¢And that minds me that I'm just havering here when I
should be carrying up the tray,’ said Beenie. ¢Some of those
cream scones—they’re the nicest: and that fine apple jelly is
the best I've tasted for long. And now the wee bit teapot,
and a good jug of your nice fresh milk that she will, maybe,
like better than the tea.’

¢ And my fine eggs—with a yolk like gold, and white that is
just like curds and cream.’

¢ Na,’ said Beenie, waving them away, ¢ that would just be
too ,much: let me alone with the scones, and the milk, and the
tea.

She went up the spiral stairs making a cheerful noise with her
cups and her tray. A noise was pleasant in this quiet place.
Beenie understood without knowing how, that the little clatter,
the sound of some one coming, was essential to this new life ;
and though her arm was very steady by nature, she made every-
thing ring with a little tinkle of cheerfulness and ‘company.’
The drawing-room of the house, which opened direct from the
stairs with little more than a broadened and much worn step
for a landing was a large room occupying all the breadth of the
tall gable, which was called the tower. It was not high, and
the windows were small, set in deep recesses, with spare and
dingy curtains. The carpet was of design unconjecturable,
and of dark colour worn by use to a deep dinginess of mingled
black and brown. The only cheerful thing in the room wasa
rug before the fireplace, made of strips of coloured cloth,
which was Katrin’s winter work to beguile the long evenings,
and in which the instinct of self-preservation had woven many
bits of red, relics or patterns of soldier’s coats. The eye
caught that one spot of colour instinctively. Beenie looked
at it as she put down her tray, and Lily had already turned to
it a dozen times, as if there was something good to be got



' SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE 47

there. The walls were painted in panels of dirty green, and
hung with a few pictures, which made the dinginess hideous—
staring portraits executed by some country artist, or older
relics still, faces which had sunk altogether into the gloom.
Three of the windows looked out on the moor, one ina corner
upon the yard, where Rory and his companion were stabled,
and where there was an audible cackle of fowls, and sometimes
Katrin’s voice coming and going ‘as if a door were shut
between you and the sound.’ Lily had been roaming about,
as was evident by the cloak flung in one corner, the hat in
another, the gloves on the table, the little bag upon the floor.
She had gravitated, however, as imaginative creatures do, to
the window, and sat there when Beenie entered as if she
had been sitting there all her life, gazing out upon the mono-
tonous blank of the landscape and already unconscious of
what she saw.

‘Well, Miss Lily,’ said Robina cheerfully, ‘here we are at
last: and thankfu’ I am to think that I can sit still the day,
and get up in peace the morn without either coach or boat to
make me jump. And here’s your tea, my bonnie dear—and
cream scones, Katrin’s best, that I have not seen the like of
since I left Kinloch-Rugas. Edinburgh’s a grand place, and
many a bonnie thing is there ; and maybe we’ll whiles wish our-
selves back ; but nothing like Katrin’s scones have ye put within
your lips for many a day. My dear bonnie bairn, come and sit
down comfortable at this nice little table and get your tea.’

‘Tea!’ said Lily ; her lips were quivering, so that a laugh
was the only escape—or else the other thing. ‘You mind
nothing,’ she cried, ‘so long as you have your tea.’

¢Weel, it makes up for many things, that’s true,’ said Beenie,
eager to adopt her young mistress’s tone. ‘Bless me, Miss
Lily, it’s no the moment to take to that weary window and just
stare across the moor when ye ken well there is nothing to be
seen. It will be time enough when we're wearied waiting, or
when there’s any reasonable prospect—’

‘What do you mean?’ cried. Lily, springing up from her
seat. ‘Reasonable prospect—of what, I would like to know?
and weary waiting—for whom? How dare you say such silly
words to me? I am waiting for nobody, cried Lily, in her
exasperation clapping her hands together, ‘and there is no
reasonable prospect—if it were not to fall from the top of the
tower, or sink into the peat-moss some lucky day.’
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‘You're awfu’ confident, Miss Lily,’ said the maid, ‘but
I’m a great deal older than you are, and it would be a strange
thing if I had not mair sense. 1T just tell you there’s no say-
ing; and if the Queen of Sheba was here she could utter no
more.’

‘You would make a grand Queen of Sheba,’ said Lily’
with eyes sparkling and cheeks burning, ‘and what is it your.
majesty tells me? for I cannot make head nor tail of it, for
my part.’

‘T just tell you—there’s no saying,” Beenie repeated very
deliberately, looking the young lady in the face.

Poor Lily! her face was glowing with sudden hope—the
slight fingers trembled. What did the woman mean who knew
everything? When we're wearied waiting—when there’s no
reasonable prospect. Oh what, what did the woman mean?
Had there been something said to her that could not be said
to Lily? Were there feet already on the road, marching
bither, hither, bringing love and bringing joy? ¢There’s no
saying” A woman like Robina would not say that without
some reason. It was enigmatical—but what could it mean
but something good ; and what good could happen but one
thing? Beenie, in fact, meant nothing but the vaguest of con--
solations—she had no comfort to give; but it was not in a
woman'’s heart to shut out imagination and confess that hope
was over. Who would venture to say that there was no hope,
any day, any moment, in a young life, of something happening,
which would make all right again? No oracle could have said
less: and yet it meant everything. Lily, in the light of possi-
bility that suddenly sprang up around her, illuminating the
moor better than the pale sunshine, and making this bare and
cold room into a habitable place, took heart to return to the
happy ordinary of existence, and remembered that she was
hungry and that Katrin’s scones were very good, and the apple
jelly beautiful to behold. It was a prosaic result, you may
say, but yet it was a happy one, for she was very tired, and
had great need of refreshment and support. She took her
simple meal which was so pretty to look at—never an incon-
siderable matter on a woman’s table—the scones wrapt in their
white napkin, the jug of creamy milk, the glass dish with its
clear pink jelly. She ate and drank with much satisfaction,
and then, with Beenie at her side, went wandering over the
house to see if there was any furniture to be found more
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cheerful than the curtains and carpets in the drawing-room.
The days of ‘taste’ had not arisen—no fans from Japan had
yet been seen in England, far less upon the moors but yet
the natural instinct existed to attempt a little improvement in
the stiff dulness of the place. Lily was soon running over all
the house with a song on her lips—commoner in those days
when music was not so carefully cultivated—and a skipping
measure in the patter of her feet. ¢ Hear till her,’ said Dougal
to Katrin, ‘our peace and quiet’s done.’ ‘Hear till her
indeed, ye auld crabbit body! It’s the blessing o’ the Lord
come to the house,” said Katrin to Dougal. He pushed his
cap now to one side, now to the other, with a scratch of im-
partial consultation what was to come of it—but also a secret
pleasure that brought out a little moisture under his shaggy
eyebrows. The old pair sat up a full half hour later, out of
pure pleasure in the consciousness of the new inmate under
that roof where they had so long abode in silence. And Lily
rushed upstairs and downstairs, and thrilled the old floor with
her hurried feet, but kept always saying over to herself those
words which were the fountain of contentment—or rather
expectation, which is better. There’s no saying—there’s no
saying! If Beenie knew nothing in which there was a reason-
able hope, how could she have suffered herself so to speak ?



CHAPTER VII

HEN Lily got up next morning it was to the cheerful
sounds of the dairy, the clucking of fowls, the voices
of the kitchen calling to each other, Katrin darting

out a sentence as she came to the door, Dougal growling
a bass order to the boy, the sound of whose hissing and
movement over his stable work were as steady as if Rory were
being groomed like a racer till his coat shone. Itis not pleasant
to be disturbed by Chanticleer and his handmaidens in the
middle of one’s morning sleep, nor to hear the swing of the
stable pails, and the hoofs of the horses, and the shouts to
each other of the outdoor servants. I should not like to have
even one window of my bedchamber exposed to these noises.
But Lily sprang up and ran to the window, cheered by this
rustic Babel, and looked out with keen pleasure upon the rush
.of the fowls to Katrin's feet, as she stood with her apron filled
with grain, flinging it out in handfuls, and upon the prospect
through the stable of the boy hissing and rubbing down
Rory, who clattered with his impatient hoofs and would not
stand still to have his toilet made. Dougal was engaged in
the byre in some more important operations with the cow,
whose present hope and representative—a weak-kneed, stagger-
ing calf—looked out from the door with that solemn stare of
wondering imbecility, which is often so pathetic. Lily did not
think of pathos. She was cheered beyond measure to look
out on all this active life, instead of the silent moor. The
world was continuing to go round all the same: the creatures
had to be fed: the new day had begun——notwithstanding that
she was banished to the end of the world; and this was no
end of the world after all, but just a corner of the country,
where life kept going onall the same, whether a foolish little girl
had been to a ball overnight, or had arrived in solitude and
50
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tears at the scene of her exile. A healthful nature has always
some spring in it at the opening of a new day.

She went over the place under Katrin’s guidance, when she
had dressed and breakfasted, and was as ready to be amused
and diverted as if she had found everything going her own
way: which shows that Lily was no young lady heroine,
but an honest girl following the impulses of nature. The
little establishment at Dalrugas was not a farm. It had none of
the fluctuations, none of the anxieties, which befall a humble
agriculturist who has to make his living out of a few not very
friendly acres, good year and bad year together. Dougal loved,
indeed, to grumble when any harm came aver the potatoes, or
when his hay was spoilt, as it generally was, by the rain. He
liked to pose as an unfortunate farmer, persecuted by the
elements ; but the steady wages which Sir Robert paid with
the utmost regularity were as a rock at the back of this careful
couple, whose little harvest was for the sustenance of their little
houselhold, and did not require to be sold to produce the ready
money of which they stood so very little in need. Therefore,
all was prosperous in the little place. The eggs, indeed, pro-
duced so plentifully, were not much profit in a place where
everybody else produced eggs in their own barn-yards ; but a
sitting from Katrin’s fowls was much esteemed in the country-
side, and brought her honour and sometimes a pleasant present
in kind, which was to the advantage both of her comfort and
self-esteem. But a calf was a thing which brought in a little
money ; and the milk formed a great part of the living of the
house in various forms, and when there was any over did good
to the poor folk who are always with us, on the banks of the
Rugas, as in other places. Dougal would talk big by times
about his losses—a farmer, however small, is nothing without
them—but his loss sat very lightly on his shoulders, and his
comfort was great and his little gains very secure.

The little steading which lurked behind Sir Robert’s grey
house, and was a quite unthought-of adjunct to it, did very
well in all its small traffic and barter under such conditions.
The mission of Dougal and his wife was to be there, always
ready to receive the master when he chose to ¢ come North,’
as they called it, with the shooting party, for whom Katrin
always kept her best sheets well aired.. But Sir Robert had no
mind to trust himself in the chilly North : that was all very
well when a man was strong and active and liked nothing so
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much as to tramp the moor all day, and keep his friends at
heck and manger. But a man’s friends get fewer as he gets
old, and other kinds of pleasure attract him. It was perhaps
a dozen years since he had visited his spare paternal house.
And Dougal and Katrin had come to think the place was
theirs, and the cocks and hens, and the cows and ponies
the chief interest in it. But they were no niggards: they
would have been glad to see Sir Robert himself had he come
to pay them a visit: they were still more glad to see Lily, and
to make her feel herself the Princess, or it might be more
correct to say the Suzerain, under whom they reigned. They
did not expect her to interfere, which made her welcome
all the more warm. As for Sir Robert, he might perhaps have
interfered ; but even in the face of that doubt, Dougal and
Katrin would have acted as became them, and received him
with a kindly welcome.

‘Ye see this is where I keep the fowls,’ said Katrin. ‘It was
akind of gun-room, once ; but this is a place where a shootin’
gentleman seldom sets his fit, and there’s no a gun fired but
Dougal’s auld carabeen. What’s the use of keeping up thae
empty places, gaun to rack and ruin, with grand names till
them? The sitting hens are just awfu’ comfortable in here;
and as for Cockmaleerie, he mairches in and mairches out, like
Mr Smeaton, the schoolmaster, that has five daughters, besides
his wife, and takes his walks at the head of them. A cock is
wonderful like a man. If you just saw the way auld Smeaton
turns his head and flings a word now and then at the chatter-
ing creatures after him! We've put the pig-stye out here. 1It’s
no just the place, perhaps, so near the house; but it's real
convenient ; and as the wind is maistly from the east, ye never
get any smell to speak of. Besides, that’s no the kind of smell
that does harm. The black powny he’s away to the moor for
peat ; but there’s Rory, aye taking another rug at his provender.
He’s an auld farrant beast. He’s just said to himself, as you
or me might do: “Here’s a stranger come, and I am the
carriage horse ; and let’s just make the most of it.””’

‘ He must be very conceited, if he thinks himself a carriage
horse,’ said Lily, with a laugh.

‘Deed, and he’s the only ane; and no a bad substitute. As
our auld minister said, the day yon young lad was preaching :
“No a bad substitute.” I trow no, seeing he’s now the assist-
ant and successor, and very well likit : and if it could only be
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settled between him and Miss Eelen, there could be naething
more to be desired. But that’s no the question. About
Rory, Miss Lily—’

‘I would much rather hear about Miss Helen. Who is
Miss Helen? is it the minister’s little girl that used to come
out to Dalrugas to play with me?’

‘She’s a good ten years older than you, Miss Lily.?

‘I don’t think so. I was how old? nine; and I am sure
she was not grown up, nor anything like it. And so she can’t
make up her mind to take the assistant and successor? Tell
me, Katrin, tell me! I want to hear all the story. It is some-
thing to find a story here.

‘There are plenty of stories’ said Katrin; ‘and I'll tell
you every one of them ; but about Miss Eelen. She'’s a very
little thing. You at nine were bigger than she was—let us say
—at sixteen. There maun be seven years atween you, and
now she’ll be six-and-twenty. No, it’s no auld—and she’s but
a bairn to look at: and she will just be a fine friend for you,
Miss Lily; for though they’re plain folk, she has been real
well brought up, and away at the school in Edinburgh, and plays
the pianny, and a’ that kind of thing. I have mair opinion
mysel’ of a good seam ; but we canna expect everybody to
have that sense.’

¢ And why will she have nothing to say to the assistant and
successor P and what is his name ?’

* *Hisnameis Douglas, James Douglas, of a westland family,
and no that ill-looking, and well likit. Eh, but you're keen of
a story, Miss Lily, like a’ your kind. But I never said she
would have naething to say to him. She is just great friends
with him. They are aye plotting thegether for the poor folk,
as if there was nothing needed buta minister and twa-three
guid words to make heaven on earth, Oh, my bonnie lady !
if it could be done as easy as that! There’s that drunken
body, Johnny Wright, that keeps the merchant’s shop.” Katrin
was a well-educated woman in her way and never put ffor 7,
which is the custom of her district ; but she said ckgp for skop,
an etymology which it is unnecessary to follow here. ‘But it’s
a good intention—a good intention.” They are aye plotting how
they are to mend their neighbours ; and the strange thing is—
But dear bless us! what are we to be havering about other
folk’s weakness, when nae doubt we have plenty of our ain.’

‘I am not to be cheated out of my story, Katrin. Do
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yolt;?x;nean that the young minister is not a good man him-
se

‘ Bless us, no! that’s not what I mean. He’s just as pious
a lad and as weel living—it’s no that—it’s no that. It’s just
one o’ thae mysteries that you’re far ower young to understand.
She’s been keen to mend other folk, poor lass! and that the
minister should speak to them, and show them the error o’
their ways! But the dreadful thing is that her poor bit heart is
just bound up in a lad—a ne’er-do-weel, that is the worst of
them all. Oh, dinna speak of it, Miss Lily, dinna speak of it!
I'll tell you anither time; or, maybe, I'll no tell ye at all.
Come in and see the kye. They’re honest creatures. There’s
nothing o’ the deevil and his dreadful ways in them.’

¢ I wouldna be ower sure of that,’ said Dougal, who came to
meet them at the door of the byre, his cap hanging on to the
side of his head, upon one grizzled lock, so many pushes and
scratches had it received in the heat of his exertions. ¢ There’s
Crummie, just as little open to raison as if she were a wumman.
No a step will she budge, though its clean strae and soft lying
that I'm offering till her. Gang ben, and try what ye can do.
She’s just furious. I canna tell what she thinks, bucking at me
and butting at me, as if I was gaun to carry her off to the
butcher, instead of just setting her bed in comfort for her
trouble. None of the deil in them! What d’ye say to Rory?
He’s a deil a’thegether, from the crown of his head to his off leg,
thelittle evil spirit! And what’s that muckle cock ye’re so proud
0’? Just Satan incarnate, that'’s my opinion, stampin’ out his
ain progeny, when they’re o’ the same sect as himsel’. Dinna you
trust to what she says, Miss Lily. There’s nae place in this
world where %e is not gaun about like a roarin’ lion seekin’, as
the Scripture saith, whom he may devour.’

‘Eh, man,” said his wife, coming out a little red, yet
triumphant, ‘but youre a poor hand with your doctrines
and your opinions! A wheen soft words in poor Crummie’s
ear, and a clap upon her bonnie broad back, poor woman,
and she’s as quiet as a lamb. Ye’ve been tugging at her, and
swearing at her, though I aye tell ye no. Fleeching is aye
better than fechting, if ye would only believe me—whether it’s
a woman, or a bairn, or a poor timorsome coo.’

‘Ye're a’ alike,” said Dougal, with a grunt, returning to his
work. ‘I’'m thinking,’ he said, pausing to deliver his broad-
side, ‘that, saving your presence, Miss Lily, weemen are just
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what ye may call the head of the irrational creation. It’s men
that’s a little lower than the angels; we’re them that are made
in the image of God. But when ye speak o’ the whole creation
that groaneth and travaileth, I'm thinking—’

*Ye'll just think at your work, and haud your ill tongue
before the young lady,’ cried his wife, in high wrath. But
she, too, added, as he swung away with a big laugh, ¢Onyway,
by your ain comparison, we're at the head and you're at the tail.
Come away, Miss Lily, and see the bonnie doos. There is
nae ill-speaking among them. I'm no so sure,’ she added,
however, when out of hearing of her husband, ‘T've heard
yon muckle cushat, the one with the grand ruff about his
neck, swearin’ at his bonnie wifie, or else I’m sair mistaen.
It's just in the nature o’ the menkind. They like ye weel
enough, but they maun aye be gibing at ye, and jeerin’ at ye
—but, bless me! a bit young thing like you, it's no to be
expeckit ye could understand.’

The pigeons were very tame, and alighted not only on
Katrin’s capacious shoulders, who ‘shoo’d’ them off, but on
Lily’s, who liked the sentiment, and to find herself so
familiarly accosted by creatures so highly elevated above
mere cocks and hens—*the bonnie creatures,’ as Katrin said,
who sidlld and bridld about her with mincing steps and
graceful movements. ‘The doocot’ was an old grey tower,
standing apart from the barn-yard, in a small field, the
traditional appendage of every old Scotch house of any import-
ance. To come upon Rory afterwards, dragging after him the
boy, by name Sandy, and not unlike, either in complexion or
shape, to the superior animal whom he was supposed to be
taking out for exercise—brought back, if not the former dis-
cussion on the prevalence of evil, at least a practical instance
of ‘the deevil’ that was in the pony, and was an additional
amusement. Lily made instant trial of the feminine ministra-
tions which had been so effective with the coo, whispering in
Rory’s ear, and stroking his impatient nose, without, however,
any marked effect.

‘He'll soon get used to ye,’ Katrin said consolingly, ‘and
then you’ll can ride him down to the town, and make your
bit visits, and get anything that strikes your fancy at the shop.
Oh, you'll find there’s plenty to divert ye, my bonnie leddy,
when once ye are settled down.’ =

Would it be so? Lily felt, in the courage of the mommé
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that it might be possible. She resolved to be good, as a child
resolves : there should be no silly despair, no brooding, nor
making the worst of things. She would interest herself in the
beasts and the birds, in Rory, the pony, and Crummie, the
cow. She would always have something to do. Her little
school accomplishment of drawing, in which she had made
some progress, according to the drawing master, she would
take that up again. The kind of drawing Lily had learnt
consisted in little more than copying other drawings: but that,
when it had been carefully done, had been thought a great deal
of at school; and then there was the fine fancy work which
had been taught her—the wonderful things in Berlin wool,
which were adapted to so many purposes, and occupied so large
a share of feminine lives. Miss Martineau, that strong-minded
politician and philosopher, amused her leisure with it, and why
should not Lily? But Berlin patterns, and all the beautiful
shades of the wool, could not, alas! be had on Dalrugas
moor. Lily decided bravely that she would knit stockings at
least, and that practice would soon overcome that difficulty
about turning the heel, which had damped her early efforts.
She would knit warm stockings for Sir Robert—warm and soft
as he liked them—ribbed so as to cling close to his handsome
old leg, and show its proportions, and so, perhaps, touch his
heart. And then there would, no doubt, turn up, from time
to time, something to do for the poor folk. Surely, surely
there would be employment enough to ‘keep her heart.’
Then she would go to Kinloch-Rugas and see ¢ Miss Eelen,’
Helen Blythe, the minister’s daughter, whom she remembered
well, with the admiration of a little girl for one much older
than herself. Here was something that would interest her and
occupy her mind, and prevent her from thinking. And then
there were the old books in the library, in which she feared
there would be little amusement, but probably a great many
good books that she had not read, and what a fine opportunity
for her to improve her mind !

Her present circumstances were quite usual features in
the novels before the age of Sir Walter: a residence in
an old castle or other lonely house, where a persecuted
heroine had the best of reading, and emerged quite an
accomplished woman, was the commonest - situation. She
said to herself that there would be plenty to do: that she
would not leave a moment without employment : that her life
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would be too busy and too full to leave any time for gazing
out at that window, watching the little bit of road, and look-
ing, looking for someone who never came. Having drawn
up this useful programme, and decided how she was to spend
every day, Lily, poor Lily, all alone—even Beenie having gonc
downstairs for a long talk with Katrin—seated herself, quite
unconsciously, at the window, and gazed, and gazed without
intermission, at the little corner of the road that climbed the
brae, and across the long level of the unbroken moor.



CHAPTER VIII

HE days that succeeded were very much like this first
day. In the morning Lily went out ‘among the
beasts’ and visited, with all the interest she could

manage to excite in herself, the byre and the stable, the
ponies and the cows. She persuaded herself into a certain
amusement in contrasting the very different characters of Rory,
the spoiled and superior, with that little sturdy performer of
duty without vagary, who had not even a name to bless him-
self with, but was to all and sundry the black powny and no
more. Poor little black powny, he supported Rory’s airs with-
out a word ; he gave in to the fact that he was the servant and
his stable companion the gentleman. He went to the moor
for peat, and to the howe for potatoes, and to the town for
whatever was wanted, without so much as a toss of his shaggy
head. Nothing tired the black powny, any more than any-
thing ever tired the ‘buoy’ who drove, and fed and groomed
him, as much grooming as he ever had. Sandy was the ¢ buoy’
just as his charge was the black powny. They went every-
where together, lived together, it was thought even slept
together; and though the ‘buoy’ in reality occupied the
room above the stable, which was entered by a ladder—the
loft, in common parlance—the two shaggy creatures were as
one, All these particulars Lily learned, and tried to find a
little fun, a little diversion in them. But it was a thin vein
and soon exhausted, at least by her preoccupied mind.

The post came seldom to this place at the end of the world.
It never indeed came at all. When there were other errands to
do in the village, the ¢ buoy’ and the black powny called at the
post office to ask for letters—when they remembered: but
very often Sandy did not mind, .., recollect, to do this, and it
did not matter much, Sir Rogert, indeed, had made known

5
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his will that there were to be no letters, and correspondence
was sluggish in those days. Lily had not bowed her spirit to
the point of promising that she would not write to whomsoever
she pleased, but she was too proud to be the first to do so, and,
save a few girl epistles for which, poor child, she did not care,
and which secured her only a succession of disappointments, no-
thing came to lighten her solitude. No, she would not write
first, she would not tell him her address. He could soon find
that out if he wanted to find it. Sir Robert Ramsay was not
nobody, that there should be any trouble in finding out where
his house was, however far off it might be. Poor Lily, when
she said this to herself, did not really entertain a doubt that
Ronald would manage to write to her. But he did not do so.
The post came in at intervals, the powny and the boy went to
the town, and minded or did not mind to call for the letters:
but what did it matter when no letters ever came? Ah, one
from Sir Robert, hoping she found the air of the moor bene-
ficial, one from a lighthearted schoolfellow, narrating all the
dances there had been since Lily went away, and the last new
fashion, and how like Alice Scott it was to be the first to
appear in it. But no more. This foolish little epistle, at
first dashed on the ground in her disappointment, Lily went
over again, through every line, to see whether somewhere in a
corner there did not lurk the name which she was sick with
longing to see. It might so easily have been written without
thought—* I danced with Ronald Lumsden and he was telling
me,’ or, ‘Ronald Lumsden called and was asking about you.’
Such a crumb of refreshment as that Lily would have been
glad of : but it never came.

Yet she struggled bravely to keep up her heart. One of
those early days, after sundry attempts on the moor, where she
gradually vanquished him, Lily rode Rory into Kinloch-Rugas
with only a few controversies on the way. She was light and
she was quiet, making no clattering at his heels as the gig did,
and by degrees Rory habituated himself to the light burden
and the moderate amount of contro! which she exercised over
him. It amused him after a while to see the whisk of her
habit, which proved to be no unknown drag or other
mechanism, but really a harmless thing, not heavy at all—
and as she gave him much of his own way, and lumps of sugar
and no whip to speak of, he became very soon docile, as docile
as his nature permitted, and gave her only as much trouble as
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amused Lily. They went all the way to the town together, an
mcongruous but friendly pair, he pausing occasionally when a
very tempting mouthful of emerald green grass appeared among
the bunches of ling, she addressing him with amiable remon-
strances as Dougal did, and eventually touching his point of
honour or sense of shame so that he made a little burst of
unaccustomed speed, and got over a good deal of ground in
the stimulus thus applied. He was not like the trim and glossy
steeds on which, with her long habit reaching half way to the
ground and a careful groom behind, Lily had ridden out with
Sir Robert, in the days of her grandeur, which already seemed
so far off. But she was, perhaps, quite as comfortable in the
tweed skirt in which she could spring unfettered from Rory’s
back and move about easily without yards of heavy cloth to
carry. The long habit and the sleek steed and the groom
turned out to perfection would have been out of place on the
moor ; but Rory, jogging along with his rough coat and his
young mistress in homespun, were entirely appropriate to the
landscape.

It required a good many efforts, however, before the final
code of amity was established between them, the rule of bear-
ing and forbearing, which encouraged Lily to so long a ride.
When she slipped off his back at the Manse door, Rory tossed
his shaggy head with an air of relief, and looked as if he might
have set off home immediately to save himself further trouble ;
but he thought better of it after 2 moment and a few lumps of
sugar, and was soon in the careful hands of the minister’s man,
who was an old and intimate friend, and on the frankest terms
of remonstrance and advice. Lily was not by any means so
familiar in the minister’s house. She went through the little
ragged shrubbery where the big straggling lilac bushes were all
bare and brown, and the berries of the rowan trees beginning
to redden, but everything unkempt and. ungracious, the stems
burnt and the leaves blown away before their time by an un-
friendly wind. The monthly rose upon the house made a good
show with its delicate blossoms, looking far too fragile for such
a place, yet triumphant in its weakness over more robust
flowers; and a still more fragile-looking but tenacious and
indestructible plant, the great white bindweed or wild convol-
vulus covered the little porch with its graceful trails of green
and delicate flowers, which last so short a time, yet form so
common- a decoration of the humblest Highland cottages.
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Lily paused to look through the light lines of the climbing
verdure as she knocked at the Manse door. It was so unlike
anything that could be expected to bloom and flourish in the
keen northern air. It gave her a sort of consoling sense that
other things as unlike the sternness of the surroundings might
be awaiting her, even here, at the end of the world.

And nothing could have been more like the monthly rose
on the dark, grey wall of the Manse, than Helen Blythe, who
came out of the homely parlour to greet Lily when she heard
who the visitor was. ‘Miss Eelen’ was Lily’s senior by even
more than had been supposed, but she did not show any sign
of mature years. She was very light of figure and quick of
movement, with a clear little morning face, extremely delicate
in colour, mild brown eyes that looked full of dew and fresh-
ness, and soft brown hair, She came out eagerly, her ‘seam’
in her hand, a mass of whiteness against her dark dress, saying,
‘Miss Ramsay, Dalrugas?’ with a quick interrogative note—
and then Helen threw down her work and held out both her
hands. ¢ Oh, my bonnie little Lily,’ she cried in sweet, familiar
tones. ‘And is it you? and is it really you?’

‘I think I should have known you anywhere,” said Lily ;
‘you are not changed—not changed a bit; but I am not little
Lily any longer. I am a great deal bigger than you.’

‘You always were, I think,’ said Helen, ‘though you were
only 2 bairn and me a little, little woman, nearly a woman
when you were here last. Come ben, my dear ; come ben and
see papa. He does not move about much or he would have
come to welcome you. But wait a moment till I get my seam,
and till I find my thimble—it’s fallen off my finger in the ful-
ness of my heart, for I could not bide to think about that when
I saw it was you. And oh, stand still, my dear, or you'll tramp
upon it —and it'’s my silver thimble and not another nearer
than Aberdeen.’

‘I’'ve got one,’ cried Lily, ‘and you shall have it, Helen, for
I fear, I fear, it is not so very much use to me.’

¢ Oh, whisht, my dear. You must not tell me you don'’t like
your seam. How would the house go on, and what would folk
do without somebody to sew? For my part I ould not live
without my seam. Canny, canny, my bonnie woman, there it
is! They are just dreadful things for running into corners
—almost as bad as a ring. But there is a mischief about
aring that is not in a thimble,” said Helen, rising, with her
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soft cheeks flushed, having rescued the errant thimble from.
the floor.

¢ And are you always at your seam ?’ said Lily, ‘just as you
were when I was little, and you used to come to Dalrugas to
play?’

‘I don’t think you were ever so little as me,’ said Helen,
with her rustic idiom and accent, her low voice and her sweet
look, both as fresh as the air upon the moor. She did not
reach’ much higher than Lily’s shoulder. She had the most
serene and smiling face, full, one would have said, of genuine
ease of heart. Was this so? or was her mind full, as Katrin
had said, of unhappy love and anxious thoughts? But it was
impossible to believe so, looking at this soft countenance—the
mouth which had not a line, and the eyes which had not a
care.

Nowadays the humblest dwelling which boasts two rooms
to sit in, possesses a dining-room and drawing-room ; but at
that period drawing-rooms were for grand houses only, and the
parlour was the name of the family dwelling-place. It was very
dingy, if truth must be told. The furniture was of heavy
mahogany, with black haircloth. Though it was still high
summer, there was a fire in the old-fashioned black grate, and
close beside, in his black easy chair, was the minister—a heavy
old man with a bad leg, who was no longer able to get about,
and indeed did very little save criticise the actions of his assistant
and successor—a man of new-fangled ways and ideas unlike -
his own. He had an old plaid over his shoulders, for he was
chilly, and a good deal of snuff hanging about the lapels of his
coat. His countenance was large and fresh coloured, and his
hair white. In those days it was not the fashion to wear a
beard.

¢So that’s Miss Lily from the town,’ he said. ‘Come away
ben, come ben. Set a chair by the fire for the young lady,
Eelen, for she’ll be cold coming off the moor. It’s always a
cold bit, the moor. Many a cough I've catched there when I
was more about the country-side than I am now. Old age and
a meeserable body are sore hindrances to getting about. Ye
know neither of them, my young friend, and I hope you'll
never know—’

‘Well, papa, it is to be hoped Lily will live to be old ; for
most folk desire it,” said Helen—papaw, ‘a harsh reporter
would have considered her to say, but it was not so broad as a
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w; it was more like two a’s—papaa—which she really said.
She smiled very benignantly upon the old gentleman, and the
young creature whom he accosted. The name of gout was
never mentioned—was, indeed, considered an unholy thing, the
product of port wine and made dishes, and not to be laid to
the account of a clergyman. But Mr Blythe contemplated
with emotion, supported on his footstool, the dimensions of a
much swollen toe, _
¢Well,” said he, ‘I hope she’ll never live to have the rose
in her foot, or any other ailment of the kind. And how’s Sir
Robert, my dear? Him and me are neighbourlike : there is
not very much between us. Is he coming north this year to
have a pop at the birds, or is he thinking, like me, I wonder,
that a good easy chair by the fire is the best thing for an auld
man ? and a brace of grouse well cooked and laid upon a toast
more admirable than any number of them on the moor ?’

‘I don’t think he is coming for the shooting,’ said Lily,
doubtful. Sir Robert was in many respects what was then
called a dandy, and anything more unlike the exquisite arrange-
ments for his comfort, carried out by his valet, than the old
clergyman’s black cushion and footstool and smouldering fire
could not be.

‘You'll have had an illness yourself,” said the minister,
‘though you do not look like it, I must say—does she now,
Eelen, with a colour like that? But your uncle would have
done better, my dear, to take you travelling, or some place
where ye would have seen a little socicty and young persons
like yourself, than to send you here. He’ll maybe have for-
gotten what a quiet place it is, and no fit for the like of you.
But I'll let him know, I’ll let him know as soon as he comes
up among us: which no doubt he wili soon do now.’

¢ Now, papa,’ said Helen, ¢ you will just let Sir Robert alone,
and no plot with him to carry Lily away from me: for I am
counting very much upon her for company, and it will do her
no harin to get the air of the moor for a while and forget all
the dissipations of Edinburgh. You will have to tell me all
about them, Lily, for I'm the country mouse that has never
been away from home. Eh,” said Helen, ‘I have no doubt
everything is far grander when you’re far off from it than when
you're near. I daresay you were tired of the Edinburgh parties,
and I would just give a great deal to see one of them. And
most likely you thought the Tower would be delightful, while
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we are only thinking how dull it will be for you. That is aye
the way; what we have we think little of, and what we have
not we desire.’

‘I was not tired,’ said Lily, ‘except sometimes of the grand
dinners that Uncle Robert is so fond of ; and I cannot say that
I expected the Tower to be delightful : but you know I have no
father of my own, and I must just do what I am told.’

‘My dear, said the old minister, ‘I see you have a fine
judgment ; for if you had a father of your own, like Eelen there,
you would just turn him round your little finger; and I'm
much surprised you don't do the same, a fine creature like you,
with your uncle too.’

‘ Whisht, papa,’ said Helen,  we'll have in the tea, which you
know you’re always fond of to get a cup when you can, and it'}l
be a refreshment to Lily after her ride. And in the meantime
you can tell her some of your stories to make her laugh, for a
laugh’s a fine thing for a young creature whatsoever it’s about
—if it’s only havers.’

‘ Which my auld stories are, ye think ?’ said the minister.
‘Go away, go away, and mask your tea. Miss Lily and me
will get on very well without you. T’ll tell ye no stories. They
are all very old, and the most of them are printed. If I were
to entertain ye with my anecdotes of auld ministers and beadles
and the like, ye would perhaps find them again in a book, and
ye would say to yourself, “ Eh, there’s the story Mr Blythe told
me, as if it was out of his own head”—and you would never
believe in me more. But for all that it’s no test being in a
book ; most of mine are in books, and yet they are mine, and
it was me that put them together all the same. But I have
remarked that our own concerns are more interesting to us
than the best of stories, and I’'m a kind of spiritual father to
you, my dear. If I did not christen you, I christened your
father. Tell me,.now that Eelen’s out of the way, what is it
that’s brought ye here? Is it something about a bonnie lad,
my bonnie young lass? for that’s the commonest cause of
banishment, and, as it cannot be carried out with the young
men, it’s the poor wee lassies that have the brunt to bear—-

‘I never said,’ cried Lily, angry tears coming to her eyes,
‘that there was any reason or that it was for punishment. I
just came here because—because—Uncle Robert wanted me
to come,’ she added, in a little burst of indignation, yet dignity,
‘and nobody that I know has a right to say a word.’
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¢ Just so,’ said Mr Blythe; ‘he wanted you, no doubt, to
give an eye to Dougal and Katrin, who might be taking in
lodgers or shooting the moors for their own profit for anything
that he can tell. He’s an auld farrant chield, Sir Robert. He
would not say a word to you, but he would reckon that you
would find out.’

‘Mr Blythe,’ cried Lily, with fresh indignation, ‘if you
think my uncle sent me here for a spy, to find out things that
do not exist—’ “

‘No, my dear, I don’t, I don’t, said the minister. ‘I am
satisfied he has a mind above that, and you too. But he’s not
without a thread of suspicion in him ; indeed, he’s like most
men of his years and experience, and believes in nobody. No,
no, Dougal does not put the moor to profit, which might be a
temptation to many men; but he has plenty of sport himselt
in a canny way, and there’s a great deal of good game just
wasted. You may tell Sir Robert that from his old friend.
Just a great deal of good game wasted. He should come and
bring a few nice lads to divert you, and shoot the moor himself.’

‘That’s just one of papa’s crazes,’ said Helen, returning
with her teapot in her hand, the tray, with all its jingling cups
and saucers, having been put on the table in the meantime,
‘He thinks the gentlemen should come back from wherever
they are, or whatever they may be doing, to shoot the moors.
It would certainly be far more cheery for the countryside, but
very likely Sir Robert cares nothing about the moor, and is
just content with the few brace of grouse that Dougal sends
him. I believe it’s considered a luxury and something grand
to put on the table in other places, but we have just too much
of it here. Now, draw to the table and take your tea. The
scones are just made, and I can recommend the shortbread,
and you must be wanting something after your ride. I have
told John to give the powny a feed, and you will feel all the
better, the two of you, for a little rest and refreshment. Draw
in to the table, my bonnie dear.’

These were before the days of afternoon tea; but the insti-
tution existed more or less, though not in name, and ‘the tea’
was administered before its proper time or repeated with a sense
of guilt in many houses, where the long afternoon was the
portion of the day which it was least easy to get through-—when
life was most languid, and occupation at a lull. Lily ate her
shortbread with a girl’s appetite, and took pleasure in her visit.

E
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When she mounted Rory again and set forth on her return, she
asked herself with great wonder whether it was possible that
there could be anything under that soft aspect of Helen Blythe
—her serene countenance and delicate colour, which could in
any way correspond with the trouble and commotion in her
own young bosom? Helen had indeed her father to care for,
she was at home, and had, no doubt, friends; but was it pos-
sible that a thought of some one who was not there lay at the
bottom of all?

Lily confessed to Robina when she got home that she had
been much enlivened by her visit and that Helen was coming
to see her, and that ‘all was well; but when Beenie, much
cheered, went downstairs to her tea, Lily unconsciously drew
once more to that window, that watch-tower, from which nobody
was ever visible. The moor lay in all the glory of the evening,
already beginning to warm and glow with the heather, every
bud of which awoke to brightness in the long rays of the setting
sun. It was as if it came to life as the summer days wore
towards autumn. The mountains stood round, blue and
purple, in their unbroken veil of distance and visionary great-
ness, but the moor was becoming alive and full of colour,
warming out of all bleakness and greyness into life and light.
The corner of the road under the trees showed like a peep into
a real world, not a dreary vacancy from which no one came,
There was a cart slowly toiling its way up the slope, its homely
sound as it came on, informing the silence of something mov-
ing, neighbourly, living. Lily smiled unconsciously as if it
-had been a friend. And when the cart had passed, there ap-
peared a figure, alone, walking quickly, not with the slow wad-
ing, as if among the heather, of the rare, ordinary passer-by.
Lily’s interest quickened in spite of herself as she saw the way-
farer breasting the hill. Who could he be, she wondered.
Some sportsman, come for the grouse—some gentleman,
trained not only to moorland walking, but to quick progress
over smoother roads. He skimmed along under the fir trees
at the corner, up the litthe:visible ascent. Lily almost thought
she could hear his steps sounding so lightly—like a half-for-
gotten music that she was glad, glad to hear again; but he
disappeared soon under the rising bank as everything did, and
she was once more alone in the world. The sun sank, the
horizon turned grey, the moor became.once more a wilderness
in which no life or movement was,

-
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No! what a jump her heart gave! it was no wilderness;
here was the same figure again, stepping out on the moor. It
had left the road, it was coming on with springs and leaps over
the heather towards the house. Who wasit? Who wasit?
And then he, he! held up his hand and beckoned, beckoned
to Lily in the wilderness. Who washe? Nobody—a wander-
ing traveller, a sportsman, a stranger. Her heart beat so wildly
that the whole house seemed to shake with it. And there he
stood among the heather, his hat off, waving it, and beckoning
to her with his hand.



CHAPTER IX

7Y “HE situation of Ronald Lumsden, for whom Lily felt

herself to have sacrificed so much, and who showed, as

she felt at the bottom of her heart, so little inclination
to sacrifice anything for her, was, in reality, a difficult one.
It would have been false to say that he did not love her, that
her loss was no grief to him, or that he could make himself com-
fortable without her—which was what various persons thought
and said, and he was not unaware of the fact. Neither was
he unaware that Lily herself had a half grudge, a whole con-
sciousness that the way out of the difficulty was a simple one ;
and that he should have been ready to offer her a home, even
though it would not be wealthy, and the protection of a
husband’s name and care against all or any uncles in the
world. He knew that she was quite willing to share his poverty,
that she had no objection to what is metaphorically called
a garret—and which would really have resembled one more
than is common in such cases—a little flat, high up under
the roofs of an Edinburgh house—and to make it into a
happy and smiling little home, And as a matter of fact that
garret would not have been inappropriate, or have involved
any social downfall either on his side or Lily’s. Young
Edinburgh advocates in those days set up their household
gods in such lofty habitations without either shame or reluct-
ance. Not so very long before the man whom we and all
the world know as Lord Jeffrey set out in the world on that
elevation, and made his garret the centre of a new kind of
empire. There was nothing derogatory in it ; invitations from
the best houses in Edinburgh would have found their way
there as freely as to George Square; and Lily’s friends and
his own friends would have filled the rooms as gaily as if
the young pair had been lodggd in a palace. He could not
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even say to himself that there would have been privations
which she did not comprehend in such a life: for, little
though they had, it would have been enough for their modest
wants ; and there was a prospect of more if he continued to
succeed as he had begun to do. Many a young man in
Edinburgh had married rashly on as little and had done very
well indeed. All this Ronald knew as well as anyone, and
the truth of it rankled in his mind and made him unhappy.
And yet on the other side there was, he felt, so much to be
said! Sir Robert Ramsay’s fortune was not a thing to be
thrown away, and to compare the interest, weight, and import-
ance of that with the suffering involved to young people who
were sure of each other in merely waiting for a year or two,
was absurd. According to all laws of experience and life it
was absurd. Lily was very little over twenty; there was
surely no hurry, no need to bring affairs to a climax—to insist
on marrying when it would no doubt be better even for her
to wait. This was what Lumsden said to himself. He
would rather, as a matter of preference, marry at once, secure
the girl he loved for his life-companion, and do the best he
could for her. But when all things were considered, would it
be sensible, would it be right, would it be fair?

This was how he conversed with himself during many a
lonely walk, and the discussion would break out in the midst
of very different thoughts, even on the pavement of the
Parliament House as he paced up and down. Sir Robert’s
fortune—that was a tangible thing. It meant in the future—
probably in the near future, for Sir Robert was a self-indulgent
old man—a most excellent position in the world, safety from
all pecuniary disasters, every comfort and luxury for Lily, who
would then be a great lady in comparison with the struggling
Edinburgh advocate. And the cost of this was nothing but
a year’s—a few years'—waiting, for a girl of twenty-two and a
young man of twenty-eight. How preposterous indeed to
discuss the question at all! If Lily had any feeling of wrong
in that her lover did not carry her off, did not in a moment
arrange some makeshift of a poor life, the prelude to a con-
tinual, never-ending struggle—it could only be gitlish folly on
Lily’s part: want of power to perceive the differences and the
.expediences. Could anything be more just than this reason.
ing? There is no one in their senses who would not agree in
it. To wait a year or two at Lily’s age, what more natural,
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more beneficial? He would have felt that he was taking
advantage of her inexperience if he had urged her to marry
him at such a cost. And waiting cost nothing—at least to him.

Not very long after Lily left Edinburgh, Lumsden had
encountered Sir Robert one evening at one of the big dinner-
parties which were the old gentleman’s chief pleasure, and he
had taken an opportunity to address the young fellow on the
subject which could not be forgotten between them. He
warned Lumsden that he would permit no nonsense, no clan-
destine correspondence, and that it was a thing which could
not be done, as his faithful servants at Dalrugas kept him
acquainted with everything that passed, and he would rather
carry his niece away to England, or even abroad (that word of
fear and mystery) than allow her to make a silly and unequal
marriage. ‘You are sensible enough to understand the
position,’ the old man had said. ‘From all I hear of you
you are no hot-headed young fool. What you would gain
yourself would be only a wife quite unused to shifts and stress
of weather, and probably a mere burden upon you, with her
waiting-woman serving her hand and foot, and her fine-lady
ways—not the useful helpmate a struggling man requires.’

¢ should not be afraid of that,’ said Lumsden, with a pale
smile : for no lover, however feeble-hearted, likes to hear such
an account of his love, and no youth, on the verge of success-
ful life, can be anything but impatient to hear himself
described as a struggling man. ‘I expect to make my way in
my profession, and I have reason to expect so. And Lily—’

¢ Miss Ramsay, if you please. She is a fine lady to the tips
of her fingers. She can neither dress, nor eat, nor move a
step without Robina at her tail. She is not fitted, I tell you,
for the wife of a struggling man.’

‘But suppose I tell you,’ cried Lumsden, with spirit, ¢that
1 shall be a struggling man only for a little while, and that
she is in every way fitted to be my wife ?’

‘Dismiss it from your mind, sir; dismiss it from your
-mind,’ said Sir Robert. ¢ What will the world say ?—and what
the world says is of great consequence to a man that has to
struggle, even if it is only at the beginning. They will say
that you've worked upon a girl’s inexperience and beguiled
her to poverty. They will say that she did not know what she
was doing, but you did. They will say you were a fool for
your own sake, and they will say you took advantage of her.’



SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE 71

¢ All which things will be untrue,’ said Lumsden, hotly.

But then they were disturbed and no more was said. This
conversation, though so brief, was enough to fill a man’s mind
with misgivings—at least, a reasonable man’s—prone to think
before and not after the event. Lumsden was not one that is
carried away by impulse. The first effect was, that he did not
write, as he had intended, to Lily. What was the use of
writing if Sir Robert’s faithful servants would intercept the
letters? Why run any risk, when there lay behind the greater
danger of having her carried off to England or ‘abroad,” where
she might be lost and never heard of more. Ronald pondered
all these things much, but his pondering was in different
circumstances from Lily’s. She had nothing to divert her
mind ; he had a great deal. Society had ended for her, but it
was in full circulation—and he had his full share in everything
—where he was. The pressure is very different in cases so
unlike. The girl had nothing to break the monotony of hour
after hour, and day after day. The young man had a full and
busy life; so long in the Parliament House, so long in his
chambers; a consultation ; a hard piece of mental work to
make out a case; a cheerful dinner in the evening with some-
one; a wavering circle of other men always more or less
surrounding him. The difficulty was not having too much
time to think, but how to have time enough ; and the season of
occupation and company and events, hurried on so that when
he looked back upon a week it appeared to him like a day
And he had no way of knowing how it lingered with Lily.
He wondered a little and felt it a grievance that she did not
write to him, which would have been so very easy. There
were no faithful servants on his side to intercept letters. She
might have at least sent him a line to announce her safe
arrival, and tell him how the land lay. He, on his side, could
quite endure till the Vacation, when he had made up his
mind to do something, to have news of her somehow. Even
this determination made it more easy for him to defer writing, to-
make no attempt at communication ; for why warn Sir Robert’s
servants and himself of what he intended to do, so that they
might concert means to baulk him? whereas it was so very
doubtful whether anything he sent would reach Lily. Thushe
reasoned with himself, with always the refrain that a year or
two of waiting, at his own age and Lily’s, could do no one any
harm.
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Yet Ronald was but mortal, though he was so wise. Sir
Robert left Edinburgh, going to pay his round of visits before
he went abroad, which he invariably did everyautumn. There
was no Monte Carlo in those days, and old gentlemen had not
acquired the habit of sunning themselves on the Riviera; but
on the other hand there was much more to attract them at the
German Baths, which had many of the attractions now con-
centrated at Monte Carlo ; and Florence possessed a Court and
society, where life went on in that round of entertainment and
congregation which is essential to old persons of the world.
Sir Robert disappeared some time before the circles of the
Parliament House broke up, and young Lumsden was thus
freed from the disagreeable consciousness of being more or
less under the personal observation of his enemy. And he
loved Lily, though he was willing to wait, and to be temporarilv
separated from her in the interests of their future comfort and
Sir Robert’s fortune. So that, when he was released from his
work and free to direct his movements for a time as he pleased,
an attraction which he could not resist led him to the place of
his lady’s exile. All the good reasons which his ever-working
mind brought forth against this were, I am happy to say,
ineffectual. He said to himself that it was a foolish thing;
that if reported to Sir Robert—and how could it fail to be re-

rted to Sir Robert since his servants were so faithful, and it
would be impossible to keep them in the dark ?—would only
precipitate everything and lead to Lily’s transfer to a safer hiding-
place. He repeated to himself that to wait for a year or two, at
twenty-two and at twenty-eight, was no real hardship ; it was
rather an advantage. But none of these wise considerations
affected his mind as they ought to have done. He had a
hunger and thirst upon him to see the girl he loved. He
wanted to make sure that she was there; that there was a
Lily in the world ; that eventually she would be his and share
his life. It was plus fort que lii.

He went home, however, as in duty bound, to the spare old
house, on the edge of the Highlands, where he and all his
brothers and sisters had been born and bred ; where there was'
a little shooting—soon exhausted by reason of the many guns
brought to bear upon it; and a good deal of company in a.
homely way—impromptu dances almost every night, as is the
fashion in a large family, which attracts young people round it
far and near. But in all this simple jollity Ronald only felt
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more the absence of his love, and the vacant place in the world
which could only be filled by her; though what, perhaps, had
as great an effect upon him as anything else was that his
favourite sister—whom, next to her, perhaps he liked best in the
world—knew about Lily, having been taken into his confidence
before he had realised all the difficulties, and talked to him
perpetually about her, disapproving of his inactivity and much
compassionating the lonely girl. ‘Oh, if I were only near
enough I would go and see her, and keep up her heart !’
Janet Lumsden would cry, while her brother was fast getting
mto the condition of mind in which to see her, to make sure
of her existence, was a necessity. In this condition the old
house at home, with all its simple gaieties and tumult, became
intolerable to him. He could have kicked the brother who
demanded his sympathy in his engagement to a young lady with
a fortune—neither the young lady nor the fortune being worthy
to be compared to Lily—though the family was delighted by
such a piece of good luck for Rob. And it set all his nerves
wrong to see the flirtations that went on around him, though
they were frank and simple affairs, the inevitable preferences
which one boy and girl among so many would naturally show
for each other. All this seemed vulgar, common, intolerable,
and in the worst taste to Ronald. It was not that he was.
really more refined than his brothers, but that his own affairy:
had gone (temporarily) so wrong, and his own chosen was so
far out of the way. All the jolly, hearty family life at home
jarred on him and upset his nerves—those artificial things
which did not exist in Perthshire at that period, whatever
they may do now.

At last, when he could not endure it any longer, he
announced that he was going a-fishing up towards the North.
He was not a great fisherman, and the brothers laughed at
Ronald setting out with his rod ; but he had the natural gift,
common to all Scotsmen of good blood, of knowing most
people throughout his native country, or at least one part of
his native country, and being sure of a welcome in a hundred
houses in which a son of Lumsden of Pontalloch was a known
and recognisable person, though Lumsden of Pontalloch him-
self was by no means a rich or important man. This is an
advantage which the roturier never acquires until at least he
has passed through three or four generations. Ronald Lumscden
knew that he could never be at a loss ; that if rejected in one
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city he could flee into another; and that if any impertinent
questions were put to him by Sir Robert’s own faithful servants,
he could always say that he was going to stay at any of the
known houses within twenty miles. This hospitality perhaps
exists no longer, for many of these houses now—probably the
greater part of them—are let to strangers and foreigners, to
whom even the native names are strange, and the tradition of
the country means nothing. But it was so still in those days.

He set out thus, more or less at his ease, and lingered a
little on his way. Then he bethought himself, or so he said,
of the Rugas, in which he had once fished as a boy, and which
justified him in getting off the coach at the little inn—not much
better than a village public-house—where a bare room and a
hard bed were to be had, and a right to fish could be negoti-
ated for. He had a day’s fishing to give himself a countenance,
inquiring into the history generally of the country, and which
houses were occupied, and which lairds ‘up for the shooting.’

¢ Sir Robert here? Na, Sir Robert’s not here. Bless us a',
what would bring him here, an auld man like that, that just adores
his creature comforts, and never touches a gun, good season or
bad. No, he’s no here, nor he hasna been here this dozen
years. “But I'll tell you wha’s here, and that’s a greater ferlie—
his bonnie wee niece, Maister James’s daughter, Miss Lily, as
tuey call her. And it’s no for the shooting, there’s nae need
to say, nor for the fishing either, poor bit thing. But what it
is for is more than I can tell ye. It’s just a black burning
shame—'

‘Why is it a shame? Is the house haunted, or what’s the
matter ?’ Ronald said, averting his face.

¢ Haunted ! that’s a pack of havers, I’'m not minding about
haunted. But I tell ye what, sir, that bit lassie (and a bonnie
bit lassie she is) is all her lane there, like a lily flower in the
wilderness ; for Lily she’s called, and Lily she is—a bit willowy,
slender creature, bowing her head like a flower on the stalk.’
The landlord, who was short, and red, and stout, leaned his
own head to one side to simulate the young lady’s attitude.
‘She’s there and never sees a single soul, and it’s mair than
her life’s worth, if ye take my opinion. If there was anybody
to keep her company, or even a lot of sportsmen coming and
going, it would be something ; but there she is, all her lane.’

‘Miss Ramsay! I have met her in Edinburgh,’ Ronald
said.
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¢Then, if 1 were you, I would just take my foot in my
hand and gang ower the moor and pay her a visit. She will
have a grand tocher, and she is a bonnie lass, and nowadays
ye canna pick up an heiress at every roadside. It would be
just a charity to give the poor thing a little diversion and
make a fool o’ yon old sneck-drawer to his very beard. Lord!
but I wouldna waste a meenit if I were a young man.’

Ronald laughed, but put on a virtuous mien. He said he
had come for the fishing, not to pay visits, and to the fishing
he would go. But when he had spent the morning on the
river it occurred to him that he might take ‘a look at the
moor’; and this was how it was that he stole under the
shadow of the bank when the last rays of the sunset were
fading, and suddenly came out upon the heather under
Dalrugas Tower.



CHAPTER X

ILY could not believe her eyes: that it was Ronald who
approached the house, taking high steps over the big
bushes of ling, seeking none of the little paths that ran

here and there across the moor, did not occur to her. She was
afraid that it was some stranger or traveller, probably an English-
man, who, seeing a woman’s head at a window, thought it an
appropriate occasion for impertinently attempting to attract her
attention. It was considered in those days that Englishmen,
and wanderers unknown in the district, were disposed to be
jocularly uncivil when they had a chance, and indeed the
excellent Beenie, who had but few personal attractions, had
-rarely gone out alone in Edinburgh, as Lily had often been
told, without being followed by some adventurous person
eager to make her acquaintance. Lily’s first thought was that
here must be one of Beenie’s many anonymous admirers, and
after having watched breathlessly up to a certain point, she
withdrew with a sense of offence, somewhat haughtily sur-
prised that she, even at this height and distance, could be
taken for Beenie, or that any such methods should be adopted
to approach herself. But her heart had begun to beat, she
knew not why, and after a few minutes’ interval, she returned
cautiously to the window. She did not see anyone at first,
and with a sigh of relief but disappointment said to herseif that
it'was nobody, not even a lover of Beenie who might have
furnished her with a laugh, but only some passer-by pursuing
his indifferent way. Then she ventured to put out her head
to see where the passing figure had gone: and lo, at the foot
of the tower, immediately below the window, stood he whom
she believed to be so far away. There was a mutual cry of
‘Ronald’ and ‘Lily,” and then he cried ‘hush, hush!’ in a
thrilling whisper and begged her to come out, ‘only for a
70
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-moment, only for a word,” he cried through the pale air of the

twilight. ¢ Has anything happened ?’ cried Lily, bewildered.
She had no habit of the clandestine. She forgot that there
was any sentence against their meeting, and felt only that
when he did not come to her, but called to her to go to him,
there must be something wrong.

But presently the sense of the position came back to her.
Dougal and Katrin had given no sign of consciousness that
any restraint was to be exercised—they had not opposed any
desire of hers, or attempted to prevent her from going out
as she pleased ; therefore the thought that they were now
themselves at supper and fully occupied, though it came into
her mind, did not affect her, nor did she feel it necessary to
whisper back in return. But he beckoned so eagerly that
Lily yielded to his urgency. She ran downstairs, catching up
a plaid as she went, and in a moment was on the moor and
by Ronald’s side. ‘At last,’ he said, ‘at last!’ when the
first emotion of the meeting was over.

¢Ob, it is me that should say at last’ said the girl, ‘it
is not you that have been alone for weeks and weeks, banished
from everything you know—not a kent face, not a kind word,
and not a letter by the post.’

¢TI gave a promise 1 would not write. Indeed, I wanted
to give them no handle against us, but to come the first
moment I could without exciting suspicion.’

‘You are very feared of exciting suspicion,” she said,
shaking her head.

‘Have I not cause? Your uncle upbraided me that I
was taking advantage of your inexperience—persuading you
to do things you would repent after. Can I do this, Lily?
Can I lay myself open to such a reproach? Indeed, I do
know the facts of things better than you.’

‘I don’t know what you call the facts of things,’ she said.
‘Do you know the facts of this, the moor and nothing but
the moor, and the two-three servants, and the beasts? Could
you contrive to get your diversion out of the ways of a pony,
and the cackle of the cocks and hens? Not but they are
very diverting sometimes,’ said Lily, her heart rising. She
was impatient with him. She was even angry with him. He
it was who was to blame for her banishment, and he had been
long, long in doing anything to enliven it; but still he was
here, and the world was changed. Fer heart rose instinctively
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—even while she complained the things she complained of grew
attractive in her eyes. The pony’s humours brought smiles
to her face, the moor grew fair, the diversion which she had
almost resented when it was all she had, now appeared to
her in a happy glow of amusement ; though she was com-
plaining in this same breath of the colourlessness of her life
it now seemed to her colourless no more.

He drew her arm more closely through his. ‘And do
you think I had more diversion?’ he asked, ‘feeling every
street a desert and my rooms more vacant than the moor?
But that’s over, my Lily, heaven be praised! I'm thought
to be fishing, and fish I will, hereaway and thereaway, to
give myself a countenance, but always within reach. And
the moor will be paradise when you and I meet here every
day.’ .

¢Oh, Ronald—if we can keep it up,’ Lily murmured in
spite of herself. )

‘Why shouldn’t we keep it up—as long, at least, as the
Vacation lasts? After that, it is true, I'll have to go back
to work ; but it is a long time before that—and I will go back
with a light heart to do my best, to make it possible to
carry 'you off one day and laugh at Sir Robert, for that is
what it must come to, Lily. You may have objections, but
you must learn to get over them. If he stands out and will
not give in to us, we must just take it in our own hands. It
must come to that. I would not hurry or press a thing so
displeasing if other means will do. And in the meantime
we'll be very patient and try to get over your uncle by fair
means. But if he is obstinate, dear, that’s what it will have
to come to. No need to hurry you, we’re young enough.
But you must prepare your mind for it, Lily—for that is
what will have to come if he does not give way.’

Lily clung to her lover’s arm in a bewilderment of pleasure,
which was yet confusion ‘of thought, as if the world had
suddenly turned upside down. This was her own sentiment,
which. Ronald had never shared ; how in a moment had it
become his, changing everything, making the present delight-
ful and the future all hope andlight? Sir Robert’s fortune had
then begun to appear to him what it had always been to her,
so secondary a matter! and Sir Robert himself only a relative
worthy of consideration and deference, but not a tyrant ob-
structing all the developments of life. She could not say:
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“This is how I have felt all through,” for indeed it had never
been possible to her to say to him: ‘Take me, let us live
poorly, but together,” as she had always felt: or was it he who
had felt this all through and not she at all? Lily was be-
wildered, her standing-ground seemed to have changed, the
whole position was transformed. Surely it must have been
she who held back, who wanted to delay and temporise, not
the lover to whom the bolder way was more natural. She did
not seem to feel the ground beneath her, all had so twisted
and changed. ‘That is what it must come to; you must
prepare your mind for it, Lily.” Had that solid ground been
cut from under her? was she walking upon air? Her head
felt a little giddy and sick in the change of the world ; yet
what a change! All blessedness and happiness and consola-
tion, with no trouble in it at all.

‘I have thought so sometimes myself,’ she said in the
great bewilderment of her mind.

¢ But in the meantime we must be patient a little,’ he said.
‘Of course I am going to take my Vacation here where we
can be together. What kind of people are those servants?
Do they send him word about everything and spy upon all
your movements? Never mind, I'll find a way to baffle them
—1I am here for the fishing, you know, and after a little while
I'll find a lodging nearer, so that we may be the most of the
time together whilst pretending to fish. If we keep up in this
direction we will be out of reach of the windows, and you
can set Beenie to keep watch and ward. For I suppose you
still tell Beenie everything, and she is as faithful to you as Sir
Robert’s servants are to him?’

‘I have no deubt they are faithful,’ said Lily, a little chilled
by this speech, ‘but they are not spies at all. They never
meddle with me. I am sure they never write to him about
what I am doing; besides, Sir Robert is a gentleman, he
would never spy upon a girl like me.

‘We must not be too sure of that. He sent you here to
be spied upon, at least to be kept out of everybody’s sight. I
would not trust him nor yet his servants. And I am nearer
to you than Sir Robert, Lily. I am your husband—that is
going to be. It might be wrong for you to meet any other
man, which you would never think of doing— but there’s
nothing wrong in meeting me.’

¢ I never thought so,’ said Lily, subdued. ‘I am very very
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glad to have you here. It will make everything different.
Only there is no need to be alarmed about Dougal and Katrin.
I think they are fonder of me than of Uncle Robert. They
are not hard upon me, they are sorry for me. But never
mind about that ; will you really, really give up your Vacation
and your shooting, and all your pleasure at home, to come
here and bide with me?’

“That and a great deal more,’ said Ronald, fervently.
He felt at that moment that he could give everything up fot
Lily. He was very much pleased, elevated, gratified by what
he himself had said. He had taken the burden of the matter
on his own shoulders, as it was fit that a man should do. He
had felt when they last parted that in some way—he could not
exactly say what—he had not come up to what was expected
of him. He had not reached the height of Lily’s ideal. But
now everything was different. He had spoken out, he had
assumed a virtue of which he had not been quite sure whether
he had it or not; but now he was sure. He would not forsake
her—he would never ask her to wait unduly or to suffer for
him now. To be sure they would have to wait—they were
young enough, there was no harm in that—but not longer than
was fit, not to make her suffer. He drew her arm within his,
leading her along through the intricacies of the fine turf that
formed a green network of softness amid the heather. It was
not for her to stumble among the big bushes of ling, or spring
over the tufts,. His business was to guard her from all that;
to lead her by the grassy paths, where her soft footsteps should
find no obstacle. There is a moment in a young man’s life
when he thinks of this mission of his with a certain enthusiasm.
Whatever else he might do, this was certainly his, to keep a
woman’s foot from stumbling, to smooth the way for her, to
find out the easiest road. The more he did it, the more he
felt sure that it was his to do, and should be, through all the
following years.

Lily was a long time out of doors that night. Robina
came upstairs from the lengthened supper, which was one of
the pleasantest moments of the day downstairs, when all the
work was done, and all were free to talk and linger without
any thought of the beasts or the poultry. The cows and the
ponies were all suppered and put to bed. All the chickens,
mothers and children, had their heads under their wings. The
watchfulest of cocks was buried in sleep, the dogs were quiet
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on the hearthstone. Then was the time for those ¢cracks,’
which the little party loved. Beenie told her thrice-told tale,
of the wonders of Sir Robert’s kitchen, and the goings on
of Edinburgh servants, while Katrin gave forth the chronicles
of the country-side, and Dougal, not to be outdone, poured
forth rival recollections of things which he had seen when the
Laird’s man, following his master afar, and of the tragedy of
Mr James, Lily’s father, who had died far from home. They
would sometimes talk altogether without observing it, carrying
on each his various strain. And as there was nobody to
interrupt, supper-time was long and full of varied interest.
Sandy, the boy, sat at the foot of the table with round and
wondering eyes. But though he laid up many an image for
future admiration, his interest flagged after a while, and an oft-
repeated access of sleep made him the safest of listeners.
* G’y way to your bed, laddie,’ Katrin would say, not without
kindness. ¢Lord bless us!’ cried Dougal, giving his kick of
dismissal under the table. ‘D’ye no hear what the mistress
tells ye?’ But this was the only thing that disturbed the
little party. And Beenie usually came upstairs to find Lily
with her pale face, she who had no cronies, nor anyone with
whom to forget herself in talk, ‘wearying’ for her sole
attendant.

But on this night Beenie found no one there when she
came upstairs, running, and a little guilty to think of the
solitude of her little mistress. For a moment Beenie had a
great throb of terror in her breast—the window was open, a
faint and misty moon was shining forlorn over the moor, there
were no candles lighted, nor sign of any living thing. Beenie:
coming in with her light was like a searcher for some dreadful
thing, entering a place of mystery to find she knew not what.
She held up her candle and cast a wild glance round the room,
as if Lily might have been lying in a heap in some corner—
then, with a suppressed scream, rushed into the adjacent bed-
room, where the door stood open and all was emptiness. Not
there, not there! The distracted woman flew to the open
window with a wild apprehension that Lily, in her despair,
might have thrown herself over. ‘Oh, Miss Lily, Miss Lily !?
she cried, setting down her light and wringing her hands.
Every horrible thing that could have happened rushed through
Beenie’s mind. ¢ And what will they say to me, that let her
bide her lane and break her heart?’ she moaned within herself.

F
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And so strong was the certainty in her mind that something
dreadful had happened, that when a sound struck her ear and
she turned sharp round to see the little mistress—whom she
had, in imagination, seen laid out white and still upon her
last bed—standing all radiant in life and happiness behind her,
the scream which burst forth from Beenie’s lips was wilder
than ever. Was it Lily who stood there, smiling and shining,
her eyes full of the dew of night, and every line of her counten-
ance beaming? or was it rather Lily’s glorified ghost, the
spirit that had overcome all troubles of the flesh? It was the
mischievous look in Lily’s eyes that convinced her faithful
servant that last hypothesis could not be the explanation. For
mischief surely will not shine in glorified eyes, or the blessed
amuse themselves with the consternation of mortals. And
Beenie’s soul, so suddenly relieved of its terrors, burst out in
an ‘Oh, Miss Lily!’ the perennial remonstrance with which
the elder woman had all her life protested against, yet con-
doned and permitted, the wayward humours of the girl.

¢ Well, Beenie! and how long do you think you will take to
your supper another time ?’ Lily said.

¢Oh, Miss Lily, and where have you been? I've had a
fright that will make me need no more suppers as long as I
live. Supper, did ye say? Me that thought that you were
out of the window, lying cauld and stark at the foot of the
Tower. Oh, my bonnie dear, my heart’s beating like a
muckle drum. Where have ye been?’

¢I have been on the moor,’ said Lily, dreamily. ‘I've had
a fine walk, half the way to the town, while you have been
taken up with your bannocks and your cheese, and your
cracks. I had a great mind to come round to the window and
put something white over my head and give you a good fright,
sitting there telling stories and thinking nothing of me.’

¢Eh, I wasna telling stories, no me!’

Why Beenie made this asseveration I cannnot tell; for
she did nothing but tell stories all the time that Dougal,
Katrin and she were together—but it was natural to deny
instinctively whatever accusation of neglect was brought
against her. ‘And eh,’ she cried with natural art, turning
the tables, ¢ what a time of night to be out on that weary moor,
a young lady like you. Your feet will be wet with the dew,
and no a thing upon your shoulders to keep you from the
cold. Eb, Miss Lily, Miss Lily!’ cried Robina, with all the
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fictitious indignation of a counter-accusation, ‘them that
has to look after you and keep you out of mischief has hard
ado.’

¢ Perhaps you will get me a little supper, now that you have
had plenty for yourself,’ said Lily, keeping up the advantage on
her side. But she was another Lily from that pale flower
which had looked so sadly over the moor before Robina
went downstairs to her prolonged meal—a radiant creature
with joy in every movement. What could it be that had
happened to Lily while her faithful woman was downstairs ?



CHAPTER XI

ILY kept the secret to herself as long as it was in
mortal power to do so. She sent Beenie off to bed,
entirely mystified and unable to explain to herself the

transformation which had taken place, while she herself lay
down under the canopies of the ¢best bed’ and watched the
misty moonlight on the moor, and pictured to herself that
Ronaid would be only now arriving, after his long walk, at his
homely lodging. But what did it matter to him to be late, to
walk so far, to traverse, mile after mile in the dark, that lone-
some road? He was a man, and it was right and fit for him.
If he had been walking half the night, it would have been just
what the rural lads do—proud of their sweethearts, for whom
they sacrifice half their rest,

¢TIl take my plaid, and out I'll steal,
And O’er the hills to Nannie O.’

That was the sentiment for the man, and Lily felt her heart
swell with the pride of it and the satisfaction. She had thought
—had she really thought it?P—that he was too careful, too
prudent, more concerned about her fortune than her happiness
—but how false that had all been? or how different he was
now! ‘To carry you off some day and laugh at Sir Robert—
for that is what it must come to, Lily’ Ah, she had always
known that this was what it must come to: but he had not seen
it, or at least she had thought he did not see it in the Edin-
burgh days. He had learnt it, however, since then, or else—
which was most likely—it had always been in him, only mis-
taken by her or undeveloped ; for it takes some time, she said
to herself, before a.man like Ronald, full of faith in his fellow-
creatures, could believe in a tyranny like Sir Robert’s, or think
that it was anything but momt;ntary. To think that the heart-

4
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less old man should send-a girl here, and then go away
and probably forget all about her, leaving her to pine in
the wilderness—that was a thing that never would have
entered into Ronald’s young and wholesome mind. But
now he saw it all, and that passiveness which had chilled and
disappointed Lily was gone. That was what it must come to.
Ah, yes, it was this it must come to—independence, no waiting
on an old man’s caprices, no dreadful calculations about a
fortune which was not theirs, which Lily did not grudge Sir
Robert, which she was willing, contemptuously, that he should
do what he pleased with, which she would never buy at the
cost of the happiness of her young life. And now Ronald
thought so too. The little flat high up under the tiles of a tall
old Edinburgh house began to appear again, looming in the air
over the wild moor. What a home it would be, what a nest
of love and happiness ! Ronald never should repent, oh, never,
never should he repent that he had chosen Lily’s love rather
than Sir Robert’s fortune. How happy they would be looking
out over all the lights and shadows with the great town at their
feet, and all their friends around. Lily fell asleep in this
beatitude of thought, and in the same awakened, wondering at
herself for one moment why she should feel so happy, and then
remembering with a rush of delightful retrospection. Was it
possible that all the world had thus changed in a moment,
that the clouds had all fled away, that these moors were no
longer the wilderness, but a little outlying land of paradise
whlc;e happiness was, and everything that was good was yet
to be?

Beenie found her young mistress radiant in the morning as
she had left her radiant when she went to bed. The girl’s
young countenance could not contain her smiles—they seemed
to ripple over, to mingle with the light, to make sunshine
where there was none. What could have happened to her in
that social hour when Robina was at supper with her friends—
usually one of the dullest of the twenty-four to lonely Lily?
Whom could she have seen, what could she have heardto
light those lamps of happiness in her eyes? But Robina
could not divine what it was, and Lily laughed and flouted,
and reproached her with smiles always running over. You
were so busy with your supper, you never looked what might
be happening to me. You and Katrin and Dougal were so
full of your cracks, you had no eyes for a poor lassie. I
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might have been lost upon the moor and you would never
have found it out. But I was not lost, you see, only wonder-
fully giiverted and spent a happy evening, and you never
knew.

‘Miss Lily,’ said Beenie, with tears, ‘never more, if I
should starve, will I go down to my supper again !’

¢ You will just go down to your supper to-night and every
night, and have your cracks with Dougal and Katrin, and be
as happy as you can; for I am happy too. I am lonely no
more. 1 am just the Lily I used to be before trouble came—
oh, better! for it’s finer to be happy again after trouble than
when you are just innocent and never have learnt what it is.’

‘The Lord bless us all!’ cried Beenie solemnly, ‘the
bairn speaks as if she had gone, like Eve, into the thickest ot
the gairden and eaten of the tree—’

“So I have,’ said Lily. ‘I once was just happy like the
bairn you call me, and then I was miserable. And now I
know the difference: for I'm happy again, and so I will
always be.

¢Oh, Miss Lily,’ said Beenie, ‘ to say you will always be is
just flying in the face of Providence—for there is nobody in
this world that is always happy. We would be mair than
mortal if we could be sure of that.’

¢ But I am sure of it,’ said Lily, ¢ for what made me miser-
able was just misjudging a person. I thought I understood,
and I didn’t-understand. And now I do; and if I were to
live to a hundred I would never make that mistake again.
And it lies at the bottom of everything. I may be ill, I may
be poor, I may have other troubles; but I can never, never,
said Lily, placing piously her hands together, ‘have that un-
happiness which is the one that gives bitterness to all the rest
~—again,’

. aisMy bonnie lady! I wish Iknew what you were meaning,’
Beenie said.

Lily kept her hands clasped and her head raised a little, as
if she were saying a prayer. And then she turned with a
graver countenance to her wondering maid. ‘Do you think,’
she said, ‘that Dougal or Katrin—but I don’t think Katrin—
write to Uncle Robert and tell him everything I do ?’

¢ Dougal or Katrin—write to Sir Robert? But what would
they do that for ?’ said Beenie, with wide open eyes.

‘Well, I don’t know—yes, I do know. I know what has
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been said, but I don’t believe it. They say that Sir Robert’s
servants write everything to him and tell him all I do.’

‘You do nothing, Miss Lily. What should they write?
What do theyken? They ken nothing. Miss Lily, Sir Robert,
he’s a gentleman. Do you think he would set a watch ona
bit young creature like you? He may be a hard man, and no
considerate, but he is not a man like that.’

¢ That’s what I said,” cried Lily—*but tell me one thing
more, Do they know—did he tell them why—what for he
sent me here ?’

A blush and a cloud came over her sensitive face—and
then a smile broke forth like the sunshine, and chased the

s momentary trouble away.

‘Not a word, Miss Lily, not a word. Was he likely to-
expose himsel’ and you, that are his nearest kin? No such
thing. Many, many a wonder they have taken, and many a
time they have tried to get it out of me ; but I say it was just
because of having no fit home for a young lady, and him aye
going away to take his waters, and to play himself at divers
places that were not fit for the like of you. They dinna just
believe me, but they just give each other a bit look and never
say a word. And it’s my opinion, Miss Lily, that they’re just
far fonder of you, Mr James’s daughter, than they are of Sir
Robert ; for Dougal was Mr James’s ain man; and to betray
you to your uncle, even if there was anything to tell—which
there is not, and I’'m hoping never will be—is what they would
not do. You said yourself you did not believe that Katrin
would ever tell upon you; and I'm just as sure of Dougal,
that is very fond of you, though he mayna show it. And then
there’s the grand security of a’, Miss Lily, that there is nothing
to tell.’

¢To be sure, that is, as you say, the grand security of all.’
Then Lily’s face burst into smiles, and she flung discretion to
the winds. ‘Beenie,’ she said, ‘you would never guess. I
was very lonely at the window last night, wondering and won-
déring if I would just bide there all my life, and never see any-
body coming over the moor: when, in a moment, I saw some-
body! He was standing among the heather at the foot of the
tower—’

¢Miss Lily !’

¢ Just so,’ said the girl nodding her head in the delight of
her heart. ‘It was just—him. When everything was at the
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darkest, and my heart was broken— Oh, Beenie! and it’s quite
different from what I thought. I thought he was more for
saving Uncle Robert’s fortune than for making me happy. I
was just a fool for my pains. “If he stands out we must just
take it in our own hands—it must come to that, you must just
prepare your mind for it, Lily.” That was what he said—and
me misjudging and making myself miserable all the time.
That is why I say I will never be miserable again, for I will
misjudge Ronald no more.’

‘Eh, Miss Lily!’ Beenie said again. Her mind was in a
confusion even greater than that of her young mistress; and
she did not know what to say. If Lily had misjudged him, so
had she—and worse, and worse, she said to herself! Beenie
had not been made miserable, however, by the mistake as Lily
had been, and she was not uplifted by the discovery—if it was
a discovery-—a cold doubt still hovered about her heart.

‘I will tell you the truth. I will not hide anything from
you,’ said Lily. ‘He is at Kinloch-Rugas, he is staying in the
very town itself. He has come here for the fishing. He'll
may be not catch many fish, but we'll both be happy, which is

"of more importance. Be as long as you like at your supper,
Beenie, for then I will slip out and take my walk upon the moor,
and Dougal and Katrin need never know anything, except
that I am as they think already, a silly lassie keeping daft-like
hours, If they write that to Uncle Robert what will it matter?
To go out on the moor at the sunset is not silly, it is the right
thing to do. And the weather is just like heaven, you know it
is, one day rising after another, and never a cloud.’

“’Deed there are plenty of clouds,’ said Beenie, ‘and soon
we'll have rain, and you cannot wander upon the moor then,
not if he were the finest man in all the world.’

‘We'll wait till that time comes, and then we’ll think what’s
best to do; but at present it is just the loveliest weather that
ever was seen. Look at that sky,’ said Lily, pointing to the
vault of heavenly blue which, indeed, was not cloudless, but
better, flecked with beatific specks of white like the wings of
anggls.  And then the girl sprang out of bed and threw herself
into ™Robina’s arms. ‘Oh, I've been faithless, faithless!’ she
‘cried. ‘I've thought nothing but harm an’ill. And I was
mistaken, mistaken all the time! I could hide my face in the
dust for shame, and then I could lift it up to the skies for joy.
For there’s nothing matters in this world so long as those you
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care for are good and true, and care for you. Nothing,
nothing, whether it’s wealth or poverty, whether it’s parting
or meeting. I thought he was thinking more of the siller than
of true love. The more shame to me in my ignorance, the
silly, silly thing I was. And all the time it was just the
contrary, and true love was what he was thmkmg of, though
it was only for an unworthy creature like me.’

‘I wouldna be so humble as that, my bonnie dear. Ye
are nane unworthy, you’re one that any person might be proud
of to have for their ain. I'm saying nothing against Mr
Ronald, wha is a fine young man and just suits ye very well if
everything was according. Weel, weel, you need not take off
my head. Ye can say what ye like, but he would just be very
suitable if he had a little more siller or a little more heart.
Oh, I am not misdoubting his heart in that kind of a way.
He's fond enough of you, I make no doubt of that. It’s
courage is what he wants, and the heart to take things into
his own hands.’

‘ Beenie,’ said the young mistress with dignity, ‘when the
like of you takes a stupid fit, there is nothing like your
stupidity. Oh! it’s worse than that—it is a determination not
to understand, that takes the patience out of one. But I will
not argue; I might have held my tongue and kept it all to
myself, but I would not, for I've got a bad habit of telling you
everything. Ah! it’s a very bad habit, when you set yourself
like a stone wall, and refuse to understand. Go away now,
you dull woman, and leave me alone; and if you like to betray
me and him to those folk in the kitchen you will just have to
do it, for I cannot stop you; but it will be the death of
me.’

‘7 betray you!’ said Beenie with such a tone of injured
feeling as all Lily’s caresses, suddenly bestowed in a flood,
could not calm; but peace was made after a while, and
Robina went forth to the world as represented by Katrin and
Dougal with an increase of dignity and self-importance which
these simple people could not understand. “Bless me, you
will have been hearing some grand news or other, said
Katrin.

‘Me! how could I hear any news, good or bad, and me
the same as in prison?’ said Beenie; upon which both her
companions burst into derisive laughter

*An easy prison,’ said Katrin, ‘where you can come and
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gang at your pleasure and nobody to say, where are ye
going ?’

‘You're on your parole, Beenie,’ said Dougal, ‘like one
of the officers in the time of the war.’

¢That is just it,’ said Robina, ‘you never said a truer word.
P'm just on my parole. I can go where I please but no go
away. And I can do what I please, but no what I want to do.
That’s harder than stone walls and iron bars.’

‘ But what can ye be wanting to do sae out of the ordinary ?’
said Katrin. ‘Me, I thought we were such good friends just
living very peaceable ; and you content, Beenie, more or less
—as weel as a middie-aged woman with nothing happening to
her is like to be.’

¢ wasna consulting you about my age or what I expected,’
Beenie replied with quick indignation. It was a taunt that
made the tears steal to her eyes. If Katrin thought it was
such a great thing to be married and that she, Robina, had
not had her chance like another! But she drew herself up
and added grandly, ‘It is my young lady that is in prison,
poor thing, shut out from all her own kind. And how do I
ken that you two are not just two goalers over her, keeping
the poor thing fast that she should never make a step, nor see
a face, but what Sir Robert would have to know.’

The two guardians of Dalrugas consulted each other with

“a glance. ‘Oh, is that hit?’said Katrin, 1t is seldom, very
seldom, that a Scotch speaker makes any havoc with the letter
%, but there is an occasional exception to this rule for the sake
of emphasis, ¢Is that 4##’ is a stronger expression than ¢Is that
it.” It isolates the pronoun and gives it force. Dougal, for his
part, pushed his cap off his head till it hung on by one hair.
It had been Robina’s object to keep them in the dark; but
her attempt was not successful. It diverted rather a stream of
light upon a point which they had not yet taken into consider-
ation at all. Many had been the wonderings at first over
Lily’s arrival, and Sir Robert’s reason for sending her here, but
no guidance had been afforded to the curious couple and their
speculations had died a natural death. But Robina’s un-
guarded speech woke again all the echoes. ‘It will just be a
lad, after a’, Katrin said to her spouse, when Robina, per-
ceiving her mistake, retired. ‘I wouldna say but what it was,’
answered Dougal. ¢ And eh, man,’ said his wife, ‘you and me
that just stable our beasts real peaceable together, would not
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be the ones to make any outcry if it was a bonnie lad and one
that was well meaning.’ ‘If the lad’s bonnie or not is naething
to you or me,’ said the husband.

‘I’'m no speaking of features, you coof, and that ye ken
weel; but one that means weel and would take the poor bit
motherless lassie to a hame of herain ; eh, Dougal man!’ said
Katrin with the moisture in her eyes. ‘How do we ken,’ said
Dougal, ‘if there is a lad—which is no way proved, but
weemen’s thoughts are aye upon that kind of thing—that he
is no just after Sir Robert’s fortune, and thinking very little
of the bonnie lass herself?’ ¢‘Eh, but men are ill-thinking
creatures,’ said Katrin, ‘ye ken by yourselves and mind all the
worldly meanings ye had when a poor lass was thinking but of
love and kindness. And what for should the gentleman be
thinking of Sir Robert’s fortune? He has, maybe, as good a
one of his ain.’ ‘No likely,’ said Dougal, shaking his head.
But he added, ‘I’ll no play false to Maister James’s daughter,
whatever—and you'll no let me hear any clashes out of your
head,’ he said, with magisterial action, striding away. ‘When
it was me that was standing up for her a’ the time!’ Katrin
cried with an indignation that was not without justice.



CHAPTER XII

EXT night the supper was much prolonged in the
kitchen at Dalrugas. The three convives—for Sandy
tumbled off to sleep and was hustled off to bed

at an early hour—told stories against each other with devo-
tion ; Katrin adding notes and elucidations to every anecdote
slowly worked out by her husband, and meeting every wonder
of Beenie’s by a more extraordinary tale. But while they thus
occupied themselves with a strong intention and meaning that
Lily’s freedom should be complete, the thrill of consciousness
about all three was unmistakable. How it came about that
they knew this to be the moment when Lily desired to be
unwatched and free, neither Dougal nor Katrin could have
told. Lily had been roaming about the moor for a great part
of the day, sometimes with Beenie, sometimes alone ; but they
had taken no more notice than usual. Perhaps they thought
of the country custom which brings the wooer at nightfall;
perhaps something magnetic was in the air. At all events this
was the effect produced. They sat down in the early twilight,
which had not yet quite lost its prolonged midsummer sweet-
ness : and the moon was shining, whitening the great breadth
of the moor, before they rose. They had neither heard nor
seen anything of Lily on the previous evening, though she had
gone out with more haste and less precaution than now; but
her movements to-night seemed to send the thrill of a pulse
beating all through the gaunt, high house. Each of them
heard her flit downstairs, though her step was so light. The
husband and wife gave each other a glance when they heard
the sound, though it was no more than the softest touch of
the big hall.door as she drew it behind her ; and Beenie raised
her voice instinctively to drown the noise, as if it had been
something loud and violent. They all thought they heard her
92
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step upon the grass, which was impossible, and the sound of
another step meeting hers. They were all conscious to their
finger-tips of what poor little Lily was about, or what they
thought she was about; though, indeed, Lily had flown forth
like a dove, making no noise at all, even in her own excited
ears.

And as for any sound of their steps upon the mossy green-
ness of the grass that intersected the heather, and made so soft
a background for the big hummocks of the ling, there was no
such thing that any but fairy ears could have heard. Ronald
was standing in the same place, at the foot of the tower, when
Lily flew out, noiseless, with the plaid over her arm. He had
brought a basket of fish, which he placed softly within the
hall door.

‘You see I am not, after all, a fisher for nothing,’ he
whispered, as he put the soft plaid about her shoulders.

‘Whisht ! don’t say anything,’ said Lily, ‘till we are further
off the house.’

‘You don’t trust them, then ?’ he said.

¢Ob, I trust them! but it's a little dreadful to think one
has to trust anybody and to be afraid of what a servant will
say.’

So it is,” he agreed, ‘ but that is one of the minor evils we
must just put up with, Lily. We would not if we could help it.
Still, when your uncle compels you and me to proceedings like
this, he must bear the guilt of it—if there is any guilt.’

¢ “Guilt ” is a big word,’ said Lily ; and then she added, ‘I
suppose it is what a great many do, and think no shame.’

‘Shame!’ he said, ‘for two lovers to meet that are kept
apart for no reason in the world! If we were to meet Sir
Robert face to face I hope my Lily would not blush, and
certainly there would be no shame in me. He dared us to it
when he sent you away, and I don’t see how he can expect
anything different. I would be a poor creature if, when I was
free myself, I let my bonnie Lily droop alone.’

‘A poor Lily you would have found nie if it had lasted
much longer,” she said, ‘but oh! Ronald, never think of that
now. Here we are together, and we believe in each other, which
is all we want. To doubt, that is.the dreadful thing—to think
that perhaps there are other thoughts not like your own in his
mind : and that, however you may meet, and however near you
may be, you never know what he may be thinking.’ Lily shud-



94 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

dered a little, notwithstanding that he had put the plaid so
closely round her, and that her arm was within his.

‘Yes,’ said Ronald, ‘and don’t you think there might be
the same dread in him? that his Lily was doubting him—not
trusting—perhaps turning away to other—’

‘ Don’t say that, Ronald, for it is not possible. You could
not ever have doubted me. Don't say that, or I'll never speak
to you again.’

¢ And why not I as well as you ?’ said Ronald. *‘There is
just as much occasion. 1 believe there is no occasion Lily
Don’t mistake me again—but just as much occasion.’

She looked at him for a moment with her face changing, as
he repeated: ‘Just as much occasion’ And then, with a
happy sigh: ‘Which is none,’ she said.

¢ On eitherside. The one the same as the other. Promise
me you will always keep to that, and never change your mind.

She only smiled in reply—words did not seem necessary.
They understood each other without any such foolish formula.
And how was it possible she should change her mind ? how
ever go beyond that moment, which was eternity, which held
all time within the bliss of its content? The entreaty to keep
to that seemed to Lily to be without meaning. This was
always ; this was for ever. Her mind could no more change
than the great blue peak of Schehallion could change, standing
up against the lovely evening sky. She had recognised her
mistake, with what pride and joy! and that was over for ever.
It was a chapter never to be opened again.

The lingering sunset died over the moor, with every shade
of colour that the imagination could conceive. The heather
flamed now pink, now rose, now crimson, now purple ; little
clouds of light detached themselves from the pageant of the
sunset, and floated all over the blue, like rose leaves scattered
and floating on a heavenly breeze; the air over the hills
thrilled with a vibration more delicate than that of the heat, but
in a similar confusion, like water, above the blue edges of the
mountains. Then the evening slowly dimmed, the colours
going out upon the moor, tint by tint, though they still
lingered in the sky ; then in the east, which had grown grey
and wistful, came up, all at once, the white glory of the moon.
It was such an evening as only belongs to the North. An
enchanted hour, neither night nor day, bound by no vulgar
conditions, lasting for ever, like Lily’s mood, no limits or
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boundaries to it, floating in infinite vastness and stillness
between heaven and earth. The two who, being together,
perfected this spotless period, wandered over all the moor, not
thinking where they were going, winding out and in among the
bushes of the heather, wherever the spongy turf would bear a
footstep. They forgot that they were afraid of being seen;
but, indeed, there was nobody to see them, not a soul on the
high road nor on the moor. They forgot all chances of be-
trayal, all doubts about Sir Robert’s servants—everything, in-
deed, except that they were together and had a thousand things
to say to each other, or nothing at all to say to each other, as
sometimes happened, the silence being as sweet as the talk,
and the pair changing from one to the other as caprice dictated ;
now all still, breathing like one being ; now garrulous as the
morning birds. They forgot themselves so far that, after two
or three false partings, Ronald taking Lily home, then Lily
accompanying Ronald back again to the edge of the moor, he
walked with her at last to the very foot of the tower, from
whence he had first called her, though there were audible
voices just round the corner, clearly denoting that the other
inmates were taking a breath of air after their supper, at the
ha’ door. There was almost a pleasure in the risk, in coming
close up to those bystanders, yet unseen and whispering the
last good-night almost within reach of their ears.

‘I do not see why I should carry on the farce of fishing all
day long,’ said Ronald, ‘and see you only in the evening.
Y(;u can get out as easily in the afternoon as in the evening,
Lily.

¢Oh, yes, quite as easy. Nobody minds me where I go.’

‘Then come down to the waterside. It is not too far for
you to walk. I will be by way of fishing up the stream ; and I
will bring my lunch in my pocket and we will have a little
picnic together, you and me.’

‘I will do that, Ronald; but the evening is the bonnie
time. The afternoon is just vulgar day, and this is the en-
chanted eve. It is all poetry now.’

¢ It is you that are the poetry, Lily. Me, I’'m only common
flesh and blood.’

¢It is the two of us that make the poetry,’ said Lily,  but
the afternoon will be fing, too, and I will come. I will allow
you to catch no fish—little bonnie things ; why should they not
be happy in the water, like »s on the bank ?’
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1 like very well to see them in the basket, and to feel I
have been so clever as to catch them,’ said Ronald.

¢And so do I, cried Lily, with a laugh so frank that they
were both startled into silence, feeling that the audience round
the corner had stopped their talk to listen. This—the reader
will see, not all protestations, not all sighs of sentiment—was
the manner of their talk before they finally parted, Ronald
making a long circuit so as to emerge unseen and lower down
upon the high road, on the other side of the moor. Was it
necessary to make any such make-believe? Lily walked round
the corner, with a blush yet a smile, holding her head high,
looking her possible critics in the face. It was Dougal and
Katrin, who had come out of doors to breathe the air after
their supper, and to see the bonnie moor. Within, in the
shadow of the stairs, was a vision of Beenie, very nervous, her
eyes round and shining with eagerness and suspense. Lily
coming in view—all radiant in the glory of her youth, full of
happiness, full of life, too completely inspired and lighted up
with the occasion to take any precautions of concealment—was
like a revelation. She was youth and joy and love impersoni-
fied, coming out upon the lower level of common life, which was
all these good people knew, like a star out of the sky. Katrin,
arrested with a question’ on her lips, gazed at her with a
woman’s ready perception of the new and wonderful atmo-
sphere about her. Dougal, half as much impressed, but not
knowing why, pushed his cap on one side as usual, insert-
ing an interrogative finger among the masses of his grizzled
hair.

¢So you’ve been taking your walk, Miss Lily,’ said Katrin,
subdued out of the greater vigour of remark which she had
been about to use.

‘Yes, Katrin, while you have been having your supper.
Your voices sound very nice downstairs while you are having
your cracks, but they make me feel ail the more lonely by
myself. It’s more company on the moor,” Lily said, with an
irrestrainable laugh. She meant, I suppose, to deceive—that
is, she had no desire to betray herself to those people who might
betray her—but she was so unused to any kind of falsehood,
that she brought out her ambiguous phrase so as to make it
imply, if not express, the truth.

‘I am glad you should find it company, Miss Lily. It’s
awfu’ bonnie and fresh and full of fine smells—the gale under
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your foot and the wholesome heather, and a’ thae bonnie little
flowers.’

‘Losh me! I would find them puir company for my part,’
said Dougal, ‘but there is, maybe—’

‘Hold your peace, you coof. Do ye think the like of you
can faddom a young leddy that is just close kin to everything
that’s bonnie? You, an auld gillie, a Highland tyke, a—’

‘Don’t abuse Dougal —though you have paid me the
prettiest compliment. . Could 1 have the powny to-morrow,
Dougal, to go down the water a bit? and I will take a piece
with me, Katrin, in case I should be late : and then you need
never fash your heads about me whether I come in to dinner
or not.’

‘My bonnie leddy, I like everybody to come in to their
denner,’ said Katrin, with a cloud upon her face.

‘So do I, in a usual way. But I have been here a long
time—how long, Beenie? A whole month ! fancy that! and
they tell me there is a very bonnie glen down by the old
bridge that people go to see’

¢So there is, a real bonnie bit. T'll take ye there some day
mysel’: and Beenie, she can come in the cairt with the black
powny, gin she likes. She'll mind it well—a’ the baims are
keen to gang in the vacance to the Fairy Glen.’

¢ I'll not wait for Beenie this time, or you either, Dougal,’
said Lily, again with a laugh. ‘I will just take Rory for my
guide and find it out for myself. I think,’ she added, with a
deeper blush and a faltering voice, ‘that Miss Helen from
the Manse—’

She did not get far enough to tell that faltering fib. ¢Oh,
if you are to be with Miss Eelen! Miss Eelen knows every
comer of the Fairy Glen. I will be very easy in my mind,’
-said Katrin, ‘if Miss Eelen’s there: and I'll put up that cold
chicken in a basket, and ye shall have a nice lunch as ever
two such nice creatures could sit down to. But ye'll mind not
to wet your feet, nor climb up the broken arch of the auld
brig yonder. Eb, but that’s an exploit for a stirring boy, and
no a diversion for leddies. And ye'll just give the powny a
good feed, and take him out a while in the morning, Dougal,
that he mayna be too fresh.’ ,

‘I’'m just thinking,’ said Dougal, ¢ there’s a dale to do the
morn ; but if ye were to wait till the day after, I could spare
the time, Miss Lily, to take you mysel'”’ ;

G
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‘And if it’s just preceesely the morn that Miss Eelen’s
coming!’ cried Katrin, with great and solid effect, while Lily,
alarmed, began to explain and deprecate, pleading that she
could find the way herself so easily, and would not disturb
Dougal for the world. She hurried in after this little episode
to avoid any further.dangers, to be met by Beenie's round eyes
and troubled face in the dark under the stair. ¢Oh, Miss
Lily!” Beenie cried, putting a hand of remonstrance on her
arm, which Lily shook off and flew upstairs, very happy, it
must be allowed, in her first attempt at deceit. Robina looked
more scared and serious than ever when she appeared with a
lighted candle in the drawing-room, shaking her solemn head.
Her eyes were so round, and her look so solemn, that she
looked not unlike a large white owl in the imperfect light—and
so Lily told her with a tremulous laugh, to avert, if possible,
the coming storm. But Beenie’s storm, though confused and
full of much vague rumble of ineffectual thunder, was not to
be averted. She repeated her undefined but powerful remon-
strance, ‘ Oh, Miss Lily !’ as she set down the one small candle
in the midst of the darkness, with much shaking of her head.

‘Well, what is it? Stop shaking your head, or you will shake
it off, and you and me will break our backs looking for it on
the floor—and speak out your mind and be done with it,’ cried
Lily, stamping her foot upon the carpet. Robina made a
solemn pause before she repeated, still more emphatically, her
¢Oh, Miss Lily!’ again.

¢To bring in Miss Eelen’s name—puir thing, puir thing, that
has nothing to do with such vanities—just to give ye a counten-
ance and be a screen to you, and you going to meet your lad,
and no leddy near ye at a’’

‘Don’t speak so loud,” cried Lily, with an affectation of
alarm : and then she added, ‘I never said Helen was coming—
I only—’

‘Put it so that Katrin thought that was what you meant.
Oh, I ken fine! It's no a falsehood, you say, but it's a false-
hood you put into folk’s heads. And, ’deed, Katrin was a great
fool to take heed for a moment of what you said—when it was
just written plain in your eyes and every line of your counten-
ance, and the very gown on your back, that you bad come from
a meeting with your lad !’

¢I wish you would not use such common words, Beenie,
as if I were the housemaid meeting my lad !’
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¢I fail to see where the difference lies,’ said Beenie with
dignity, ‘the thing’s just the same. You’re maybe no running
the risks a poor lass runs, that has naebody to take care of her.
But this is no more than the second time he’s come, and lo!
there’s a wall of lees rising round your feet already, trippin’ ye
up at every step. What will ye say to Katrin, Miss Lily, the
morn’s night when ye come hame? Will ye keep it up and
pretend till her that Miss Eelen’s met ye at the auld brig? or
will ye invent some waur story to account for her no coming?
or what, I ask ye, will ye do?’

¢ Katrin,” said Lily, with burning cheeks, but a haughty
elevation of the head—*has no right to cross-question me.’

‘Nor me either, Miss Lily, ye will be thinking ?—’

It does not matter what I'm thinking. She is one thing
and you are another. I have told you—Oh, Beenie, Beenie I’
cried the kil suddenly, ‘why do you begin to make objections
so soon? What am I doing more than other girls do?P—Who
is it I am deceiving? nobody! Uncle Robert wanted to make
me promise I would give him up—but I would not promise.
I never said I would not see him and speak to him and make
him welcome if he came to me—there was never a word of
that between us. And as for Katrin!’ cried Lily with scorn,
‘why, Grace Scott met Robbie Brute out at Duddingston, and
told her mother she had only been walking with her cousin,
and you just laughed when you told me. And her mother!
very different, very different from Katrin. You said what an
ill lassie! but you laughed, and you said Mrs Scott was wrong
to force them to it. That was all the remark you made,
Robina, my dear woman,’ said Lily, recovering her spirit; ‘so
1 am not going to put up with any criticism from you—'

‘Oh, Miss Lily,’ Robina said: but what could she add
to this mild remonstrance, having thus been convicted of a
sympathy with the vagaries of lovers which she did not indeed
deny. And it cannot be said that poor Lily’s suggested false-
hood did much harm. Katrin, for her part, had very little
faith in Miss Eelen as the companion of the young lady’s
ramble. She too shook her head as she packed her basket.
‘I see now,” she said, ‘the meaning o’t, which is aye a satis-
faction. It’s some fine lad that hasna siller enough to please
Sir Robert. And he’s come after her, and they’re counting on
a wheen walks and cracks together, poor young things. May-
be if she had had a mother it would have been different—or if
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poor Mr James had lived, poor man, to take care of his ain bit
bairn. Sir Robert’s a dour auld carl ; he’s not one I would put
such a charge upon. What does he ken about a young leddy’s
heart, poor thing? But they shall have a good lunch, what-
ever,’ the good woman said.

And when the sun was high over the moor and everything
shining—not too hot nor too bright, the tempered and still-
breathing noon of the North—Lily set out upon her pony with
the basket by her saddle, and all the world smiling and invit-
ing before her. Never had such a daring and delightful holi-
day dawned upon her before. Almost a whole day to spend
together—Ronald all that she dreamed, and not an inquisitive
or unkindly eye to look upon them, not even Beenie to disturb
their absorption in each other. She waved her whip in saluta-
tion to the others behind as they stood watching her set out.
‘A bonnie day to ye, Miss Lily,’ cried Katrin. ‘And you’ll
no be late ?’ said anxious Beenie. ¢’0d,’ cried Dougal with
his cap on his ear, ‘I wish I had just put off thae potataies
and gone with her mysel'—" ‘Ye fuil’ said his wife, and
said no' further word. And Lily rode away in heavenly con-
tent and expectation over the moor.



CHAPTER XI{_II

HE day was one of those Highland days which are a
dream of freshness and beauty and delight. I do not
claim that they are very frequent, but sometimes

they will occur in a cluster, two or three together, like a
special benediction out of heaven. The sun has a purity, a clear-
ness, an ecstasy of light, which it has nowhere else. It looks, as
it were, with a heavenly compunction, upon earth and sky, as if
to make up for the many days when it is absent, expanding
over mountain and moor with a smiling which seems personal
and full of intention. The air is life itself, uncontaminated with
any evil emanation, full of the warmth of the sun, and the
odour of the fir trees and heather, and th. murmur of all the
living things about. The damp and dew which linger in- the
shady places disappear as if by magic. No unkindly creature,
no venomous thing is abroad : no noise, no jar of living, though
everything lives and grows and makes progress with such
silence and smiling vigour. The two lovers in the midst of
this incense-breathing nature—so still, yet so strong, so peace-
ful, yet so vigorous—felt that the scene was made for them,
that no surroundings could have been more fitly prepared and
tempered for the group which was as the group in Eden, before*
trouble came. They wandered about together through the
glen, and by the side of the shining brown trout stream, which
glowed and smiled among the rocks, reflecting every ray and
every cloud as it hurried and sparkled along, always in haste
yet always at leisure. They lingered here and there, in a spot
which was still more beautiful than all the others, though not
so beautiful as the next which tempted them a little further on.
Sometimes Ronald’s rod was taken out and screwed together ;
sometimes even flung over a dark pool, where there were drift-
ings and leapings of trout—but pulled in again before, as Lily
. 101
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said, any harm was done. *‘For why should any peaceful
creature get a sharp hook in its jaw because you and me are
happy ?’ she said: ‘that’s no reason.’ Ronald, but for the
pride of having something to carry back in his basket, was
much of her opinion. He was not a devoted fisherman.
Their happiness was no reason, clearly, for interfering with that
of the meanest thing that lived. And they talked about every-
thing in heaven and earth, not only of their own affairs, though
they were interesting enough. Lily—who for a month had
spoken to nobody except Beenie, save for that one visit to the
Manse—had such an accumulation of remark and observation
to get through on her side, and so much to demand from him,
that the moments, and, indeed, the hours, flew. It is astonish-
ing, even without the impulse of a long parting and sudden
meeting, what wells of conversation flow forth between two
young persons in their circumstances. Perhaps it would not
sound very wise or witty if any cool spectator listened, but it is
always delightful to the people concerned, and Lily'was not the
first comer, as the French say. She was full of variety, full of
whim and fancy, no heaviness or monotony in her. Perhaps this
matters less at such a2 moment of life than at any other. The
dullest pair find the art of entertaining each other, of keeping
up their mutual interest. And now that the cold chill of doubt
in respect to Ronald was removed from her mind, Lily flowed
like the trout stream—as dauntless and as gay, reflecting every
gleam of light.

‘The worst thing is,” Ronald said, ¢that the Vacation will
come to an. end—not now or soon, Heaven be praised !—but
the time will come when I shall have to go back and pace the
Parliament House, as of old, and my Lily will be left alone in
the wilderness.’

¢ Not alone, as I was before,’ said Lily; ‘never that any more;
for now I have something to remember, and something to look
forward to. You've been here, Ronald ; nothing can take that
from us. 1 will come and sit on this stone, and say to myself,
“Here we spent the day ; and here we had our picnic ; and this
was what he said.” And I will laugh at your jokes over again.’

¢Ah!’ he said, ‘it’s but a grim entertainment that. .I went
and stood behind those curtains in that window, do you re-
member, in George Square ? and said to myself, ¢ Here my Lily
was; and here she said—” But, instead of laughing, I was
much more nearcrying. You will not find much good in that.’
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‘You crying !’ she said, with the water in her eyes, and a
little soft, reproving blow of her fingers upon his cheek. ‘I do
not believe it. But I daresay I shall cry and then laugh.
What does it matter which? They are just the same—for a
girl. And then I shall say to myself, *“ At the New Year he is
coming back again, and then—"’

¢What shall we do at the New Vear?’ he said. ¢ No days
like this then. How can I take my Lily out on the moor
among the snow ?’

‘If I am a Lily, I am one that can bloom anywhere ; in the
snow as well as the sun.’

¢ And so you are, my dearest, making a sunshine in a shady
place. But still we must think of that. Winter and summer
are two different things. Cannot we find a friend to take us
in?’ :
‘I will tell you where we shall find a friend. You'll come to
the tower with your boldest face, as if it was the first time you
had been here. And you will ask, “ Does Miss Ramsay live
here?” " And Katrin will say, “’Deed does she, sir. Here and
no other place.” And you will smite your thigh in your surprise,
and say, “I thought I had heard that! I am a friend from
Edinburgh, and I just stopped on the road to. (here say any
name you please), to say ‘Good-day’ to the young lady, if she
was here.” And then you will look about, and you will say, “ It
is rather a lonesome place.”’

‘Go on,’ said Ronald, laughing, ‘I like the dialogue;
though whether we should trust your keepers so far as that—’

¢ My keepers! They are my best of friends! Well, Katrin
will look round too, and she will say, as if considering the
subject for the first time, * In winter it is, maybe, a wee lone-
some—for a young leddy. Yell maybe be a friend of Sir
Robert’s, too?” And you will say, “Oh, yes, I am a great
friend of Sir Robert’s.,” And she will open the door wide and
say, “Come ben, sir, come ben. It will be a great divert to
our young leddy to see a visitor. And you’re kindly welcome,”
that’s what she will say.’

‘ Will she say all that, and shall I say all that? Perhaps I
shall, including that specious phrase about being a friend of Sir
Robert’s—which would surprise Sir Robert very much.’

*Well, you know him surely, and you are not unfriends. It
strikes me that, to be a lawyer, Ronald, you are full of
scruples.’
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¢What a testimonial to my virtue!’ he said, with a laugh.
¢ But it is not scruples, it is pure cowardice, Lily. Are they to
be trusted? If Sir Robert were to be written to, and I to be
forbidden the door, and my Lily carried off to a worse wilder-
ness—abroad—as he threatened !’

T will tell you one thing: I will not go!’ said Lily, ¢not if
Sir Robert were ten times my uncle. But you need not fear
for Katrin. She likes me better than Sir Robert. You may
think that singular, but so it is. And I am much more fun,’
cried Lily, ‘far more interesting! I include you, and you and
me together—we are a story, we are a romance! And Katrin
will like us better than one of the Waverley novels, and she
will be true to us to the last drop of her blood.’

‘These Highlanders, you never can be sure of them,’ said
Ronald, shaking his head. He spoke the sentiment of his
time and district, which was too near the Highland line to put
much confidence in the Celt.

‘But she is not a Highlander. She is Aberdeen,’ cried
Lily. ‘Beenie is a Highlander, if you call Kinloch-Rugas
Highland, and she is as true as steel. Oh, you are a person
of prejudices, Ronald ; but I trust all the world,” she cried,
lifting her fine and shining face to the shining sky.

¢ And so do 1, he cried, ‘to-day’ And they paused amid
all considerations of the past and future, to remember the
glory of the present hour, and how sweet it was above every-
thing that it should be to-day.

Thus the afternoon fled. They made their little table in
the sunshine, for shade is not as desirable in a Highland glen
as.in a Southern valley, and ate their luncheon merrily together,
Lily recounting, with a little shame, how it had been intended
for Helen Blythe instead of Ronald Lumsden. ‘I was very
near telling a fib,’ she said, compunctiously, ‘but I did not do
it. I left it to Katrin’s imagination.’

‘Helen Blythe must have a robust appetite if all this was
for her,” he said. ‘Is this an effort of imagination, too? But
come, Lily, we must do our duty by the view. There is the
old brig to climb, and all the fairy glen to see.’

‘I promised not to climb the old brig,’ she said. ¢But
that promise, I suppose, was only to hold in case it was Helen
Blythe that was with me, for she could give little help if I
slipped, whereas you—'

‘I? T hope I can take care of my Lily,” said the young
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man ; and after they had packed their basket, and put it ready
to be tied once more to Rory’s saddle, who was picnicing,
too, on the grass, in one continuous and delicate meal, they
wandered off, together, to make the necessary pilgrimage,
though the old brig and the fairy glen attracted but little of
the attention of the pair, so fully engrossed in each other.
They climbed the broken arch, however, which was half
embedded in the slope of the bank, and overgrown with every
kind of green and flourishing thing, arm in arm, Ronald swing-
ing his companion lightly over the dangerous bits, for love—
while Lily, for love, consented to be aided, though little need-
ing the aid. And how it happened will never be known, but
their happy progress came to a sudden pause on an innocent
bit of turf, where no peril was. If it were Ronald who stepped
false, or Lily, neither of them could tell, but in'a moment
calamity came. MHe disengaged himself from her, almost
roughly, pushing her away, and thus, instead of dragging her
with him, crashed down alone through the briers and bushes,
with a noise which, to Lily, filled the air like thunder. When
she had slipped and stumbled in her fright and anxiety after
him, she found him lying, trying to laugh, but with his face
contorted with pain, among the nettles and weeds at the
bottgm. ‘What has happened! What has happened!’ she
cried.

‘What an ass I am,’ said he, ‘and what a nuisance for you,
Lily. I believe I have sprained my ankle—of all the silly things
to do! and at this time, of all others, betraying you !’

Lily, I need not say, was for a moment at her wits’ end.
There were no ambulance classes in those days, nor attempts
to train young ladies in the means of first help. But there is
always the light of nature, a thing much to be trusted to, all
the same. Lily took his handkerchief, because it was the
largest, and bound up his foot, as far as that was possible, cut-
ting open the boot with his knife ; and then they held a brief
council of war. Ronald wished to be left there while she went
for help, but there was no likelihood of obtaining help nearer
than Kinloch-Rugas, and finally it was decided that, in some
way or other, he should struggle on to Rory’s back, and so be
led to the Manse, where a welcome and aid were sure to be
found.- It was a terrible business getting this accomplished,
but with patience, and a good deal of pain, it was done at last
~—the injured foot supported Zant bien gue mal in the stirrup—
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and a woeful little group set forth on the way to the village.
But I do wrong to say it was a woeful group, for, though the
pain made Ronald faint, and though Lily’s heart was full of
anguish and anxiety, they both exerted themselves to the
utmost, each for the sake of the other. Lily led the reluctant
pony along, sometimes running by his side, sometimes dragging
him with both her hands, too much occupied for thought.
‘What would people think did not occur to her yet. People
might think what they liked so long as she got him safe to the
Manse. She knew that they would be kind to him there.
But what an end it was to the loveliest of days; and the sun
was beginning to get low, and the road so long.

‘Oh, Rory, man !’ cried poor Lily, apostrophising the pony,
after the manner of Dougal. ‘If you would only go steady
and go soft to-day! To-morrow you may throw me if you like,
and I will never mind ; but oh, go canny, if there is any heart
in you, to-day!’ I think that Rory felt the appeal by some
magnetism in her touch if not by her words, on which point I
cannot say anything positively ; but he did at least overcome his
flightiness, and accomplished the last half of the road at a
steady trot, which gave Ronald exquisite pain, and kept Lily
running, but shortened considerably the period of their suffer-
ing. They were received with a great outcry of sympathy and
compassion at the Manse, where Ronald was laid out at once
on the big haircloth sofa, and his foot relieved as much as
Helen’s skill, which was not inconsiderable, could do. It was
he who made the necessary explanations, Lily, in her trouble,
having quite forgot the necessity for them.

‘I was so happy,’ he said, ‘so fortunate as to be seen by
Miss Ramsay, who knew me—the only creature hereabouts
who does ; and you see what she has done for me ; helped me
to struggle up, put me on her pony, and brought me here: a
perfect good Samaritan.’

¢ Oh, don’t, don’t speak like that!’ said Lily, in her distress.
She felt she could not at this moment bear the lie. Nobody
had ever seen Lily Ramsay so dishevelled before ; her hair
shaken out by her run, her skirt torn where she had caught her
foot in it in her struggles to help Ronald, and covered with
the dust of the road.

¢She would just be that,’ said Helen Blythe, receiving the
narrative with faith undoubting ; ¢and whata good thing it was
you, my dear, that knew the gentleman, and not a strange
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person! And what a grand thing that you were riding upon
Rory! Just lie as quiet as you can, the hot bathing will re-
lieve the pain, and now the boot’s off ye'll be easier: and the
doctor will come in to see you as soon as he comes home.
Don’t ye make a movement, sir, that ye can help. Just lie
quiet—lie quiet ! that is the chief remedy of all.’

~ *He is Mr Lumsden, Helen,’ said Lily, composed, ‘a friend
of my uncle’s from Edinburgh. Oh, I am glad he is in your
hands. He had slipped down the broken arch at the old brig,
where all the tourists go; and I had ridden there to-day, just
to see it.’

‘Eh, my dear, how thankful you must be,” was all Helen’s
reply ; but it seemed to Lily that the old minister in his big
chair by the fireside gave her a glance which was not so all-
believing as Helen’s.

‘It was just an extraordinary piece of good luck for the
young man,’ the minister said. ¢ Things seldom happen so pat
In real life. But a young lady like you, Miss Lily, likes the
part of the good Samaritan.’

She could not look him full in the face, and the laugh with
which he ended his speech seemed the most cruel of mocking
;zlilrnds to poor Lily. She put up her hands to her tumbled

¢ May I go to your room and make myself tidy?’ she said.
‘I had to run most of the way with Rory, and my skirt so long
for riding. I don’t know what sort of dreadful person they
must have thought me in the town.’

¢ Nobody but will think all the better of you for your kind-
ness,” said Helen, ‘and we'll soon mend your skirt, for there’s
really little harm done. And I think you should have the gig
from the inn to drive you back, my dear, for your nerves are
shaken, and the afternoon’s getting late, and you must not stir
from here till you have got a good rest and a cup of tea.’

‘ The gig may perhaps take me back to the inn first,’ said
Ronald, “for it is there I am staying—for the fishing,’ he added,
unable to keep out of his eyes a half comic glance at the com-
panion of his trouble.

‘Indeed, you are going back to no inn,’ said Helen, ‘you
are just going to stay at the Manse, where you will be much
better attended to; and Lily, my dear, you'll come and see Mr
Lumsden, that owes so much to you already ; and that will
help to make him feel at home here.’
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But when Lily came downstairs, smoothed and brushed,
with her hair trim, and the flush dying off her cheeks, and her
skirt mended, though in many ways the accident had ended
most fortunately, she could not meet the smile in the old
minister’s eyes.



CHAPTER X1V

HERE was great excitement in the tower when the
gig from ‘the toun’ was seen slowly climbing the
brae. Almost everybody in the house was in commo-

tion, and Beenie, half-crazy with anxiety, had been at the window
for hours watching for Lily’s return, and indulging in visions
and conjectures which her companions knew nothing of. All
that Dougal and Katrin thought of was an accident. Though,
as they assured each other, Rory’s bark was worse than his
bite, it was yet quite possible that in one of his cantrips he
might have thrown the inexperienced rider in her long skirt ;
and even if she was not hurt, she might have found it impos-
sible to catch him again, and might have to toil home on foot,
which would account for the lateness of the hour. Or she
might have sprained her ankle, or even broken her arm as she
fell, and been unable to move. When these fears began to
take shape, the boy had been sent off flying on the black pony
to the scene of the picnic, the only argument against this
hypothesis being that, had any such accident happened, Rory
by this time would, in all probability, have reached home by
himself. Beenie, I need not say, was tormented by other fears.
Was it possible that they had fled together, these two who had
now fully discovered that they could not live without each other ?
Had he carried her away, as it had been on the cards he should
have done three months ago? and a far better solution than
any other of the problem. These ideas alternated in Robina’s
mind with the suggestion of an accident. She did not believe in
an accident. Lily had always been masterful, able to manage
anything that came in her way, ¢ beast or bird,” as Beenie said,
and was it likely she would be beaten by Rory, alittle Highland
powny, when she had ridden big horses by Sir Robert’s side, and
never tumbled? Na. ‘She’ll just have gone away with him,’
109
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Beenie said to herself, and though she felt wounded that the plan
had not been revealed to her, she was not sorry, only very
anxious, feeling that Lily would certainly find some opportunity
of sending her a word, and telling her where to join them. ‘It
is maybe the best way out of it,” she said over and over again
to herself—and accordingly she was less moved by Katrin’s
wailings than that good woman could understand. Katrin and
Dougal were out upon the road, while Beenie kept her station
at the window. And Dougal’s fears for the young lady were
increased by alarms about his pony, an older and dearer friend
than Lily. °‘If the poor beast has broken his knees, I'll ne’er
forgiv? myself for letting that bit lassie bave the charge of him
alone.

*The charge of him ! said his wife in high indignation, ¢ and
her that has maybe twisted her ankle, or broken her bonnie
airm, the darlin’, and a’ the fault of that ill willy beast. And
it’s us that has the chairge of Aer.’

This argument silenced Dougal for the moment, but he
still continued to think quite as much of Rory as of the young
lady, whichever of the two was responsible for the trouble
which had occurred. When the boy came back to report that
there was nothing to be found at the old brig but great marks on
the ruin, as if somebody had ‘slithered down,’ branches torn
away, and the herbage crushed at the bottom, the alarm in the
house rose high. And Dougal had fixed his cap firmly on the
top of his head, as a man prepared for any emergency, and taken
his staff in his hand to take the short cut across the moor, and
find out for himself what the catastrophe had been, when a shout
from Sandy on the top of the bank, and Beenie at the window,
stopped further proceedings. There was Lily, pale but smiling
in the gig from the inn, and Rory tossing his red head, very
indignant at the undignified position in which he found himself
tied to that shabby equipage. ‘The puir beast, just nickering
with joy at the sight of hame, but red with rage to be trailed
at the tail of an inn geeg,”’ Dougal said, hurrying to loose the
rope and lead the sufferer in. He was not without concern for
Lily, but she was evidently none the worse, and he asked no
more.

‘I have had such an adventure,’ she said, as soon as she
was within hearing, ‘but I am not hurt, and nothing has
happened to me. Such an adventure! What do you think
Beenie? A gentleman climbed up the old brig while we were
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there, and slipped and fell ; and when I ran to see, who should
it be but Mr Lumsden—Ronald Lumsden—whom we used to
see so much in Edinburgh.” Here Lily’s countenance bloomed
so suddenly red out of her paleness, that Katrin had a shock of
understanding, and saw it all in a moment, if not more than
there was to see. ‘And he had sprained his ankle,’ Lily said,
a paleness following the flush ; ‘he couldn’t move. You may
fancy what a state we were in.’

¢ Eh,’ said Katrin with her eyes fixed on Lily’s face, ‘what a
good thing Miss Eelen was with you—for she kens as much
about that sort o’ thing as the doctor himsel’.’

‘I got him on the pony at last,’ said Lily, ‘and we bound
up his foot, and then we took him to the Manse. It was the
nearest, and the doctor just at their door. But oh, what a race
1 had with the pony, leading him, and sometimes he led me
till I had to run; and I put my foot through my skirt, see!
drew it out of the gathers. We mended it up a little at the
Manse ; but look here, a job for you, Beenie. And my hair
came down about my shoulders, and if you had seen the figure
I was, running along the road—’

¢ But Miss Eelen with ye made a’ rlght,’ said Katrm ‘ah,
what a blessing that Miss Eelen was with ye.’

Lily was getting out of the gig, from the high seat of which
she had hastened to make her first explanations. It was not an
easy thing getting out of a high gig in those days, and ‘the
geeg from the inn’ was, naturally, without any of the latest
improvements. She had to turn her back to the spectators
as she clambered down, and if her laugh sounded a little un-
steady that was quite natural. ‘She is indeed as good as the
doctor,’ she said ; ‘if you had seen how she cut open the boot, and
made him comfortable! And Rory behaved very well too,’ she
said. ‘I spoke to him in his ear as you do, Dougal. I said,
“Rory, Rory, my bonnie man, go canny to-day—you can throw
me to-morrow, if you like, and I'll never mind, but oh, go
canny to-day!” And you did, Rory, you dear httle fellow, and
dragged me, with my hair flying like a wild creature, along
the road,’ she added with a laugh, taking the rough and tossing
head into her hands, and aiming a kiss at Rory’s shaggy fore-
head. But the pony was not used to such dainties, and tossed
himself out of her hands.

‘You're awfu’ tired, Miss Lily, though you're putting so
good a face upon it, and awfu’ shaken with the excitement, and
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a’ that. And to think o’ you being the one to find him—just
the right person, the one that knew him—and to think of him
being here, Maister Lumsden, touring or shooting or something,
I suppose.’

Beenie’s speech ended spasmodically in a fierce grip of the
arm with which Lily checked her as she went upstairs. ¢ What
need have you,’ said the young lady in an angry whisper, ¢ to
burden your mind with lies? Say I have to do it, and oh, I
hate it! but you have no need. Hold your tongue and keep
your conscience free.’ .

‘Eh, Miss Lily,’ said Beenie in the same tone, ‘I'm no
wanting to be better than you. If ye tell a lee, and it’s but
an innocent lee, I'll tell one too. If you’re punished for it,
what am I that I shouldna take my share with my mistress ?
But about the sprainin’ o’ the ankle, my bonnie dear, that’s
a’ true?’

Lily answered with a laugh to the sudden doubt in
Robina’s eyes. She was very much excited, too much so to
feel how tired she was, and capable of nothing without either
laughter or tears. ‘Oh, yes, it’s quite true: and oh, Beenie,
he is badly hurt and suffering a great deal of pain. Poor
Ronald! But he will be safe in Helen’s hands. If he were
only out of pain. Perhaps it isa good thing, Beenie. That
is what he whispered when I came away. Oh, how hard it
was to come away and leave him there ill, and his foot so
bad! ButIamto go down to-morrow, and it will be a duty
to stay as long as I can.to cheer him up and to save Helen
trouble, who has so many other things to do. I am not hard-
hearted, but he says himself, if he were only out of pain—
perhaps it’s a good thing.’

Here Lily stopped and cried, and murmured among her
tears, ‘If it had only been me! it’s easier for a girl to bear
pain than a man.’

¢But if it had been you, Miss Lily, it would have been no
advantage. You can go to him at the Manse, but he could
not have come to you here.’

‘That is true,’ cried Lily, laughing, ‘you are a clever
Beenie to think of that. But how am I to live till to-morrow,
all the long night through, and all the morning without
news?’ :

‘A young gentleman doesna die of a sprained ankle,’ said
Beenie, sedately, ‘and if you are a good bairn, and will go early
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to your bed, and take care of yourself, I'll see that the boy
goes into the toun the first thing in the morning to hear
how he is.’

‘You are a kind Beenie,’ cried Lily, clasping her arms
about her maid’s neck. But it was a long time before Robina
succeeded in quieting the girl’s excitement. She had to hear
the story again half-a-dozen times over, now in its full reality,
now in the form which it had to bear for the outside world,
with all the tears and laughter which accompanied it. And
he grew so white, so white, I thought he was going to faint,’
said Lily, herself growing pale.

‘TI’'m thankful ye were spared that. It is very distressing
to see a person faint, Miss Lily.’

¢ And then he cheered up and gave a grin in the middle of
his pain : I will not call it a smile, for it was no more than a
grin—half fun and half torture. Poor Ronald—oh, my poor
lad, my poor lad !’

"He was a lucky lad to get you to do all that for him, Miss
Lily.

‘Me! What did it matter if it was me, or you, or a fish-
wife,” said Lily, ¢ when a man is in such dreadful pain?’

They discussed it over and over again from every point of
view, until Lily fell asleep from sheer weariness in the hun-
dredth repetition of the story. Beenie, for her part, was
exceedingly discreet at supper that evening. Indeed, she was
altogether too discreet to be successful with a quick observer
like Katrin, who saw, by the extreme precautions of her friend,
and the close-shut lips with which Beenie minced and bridled,
and made little remarks about nothing in particular, that there
was something to conceal. Katrin was very near to penetrat-
ing the mystery even now, but she said nothing except those
somewhat ostentatious congratulations to all parties on the fact
that Miss Eelen was there, which were designed to show the
growing conviction that Miss Eelen was not there at all.  As for
Dougal he was chiefly occupied by the address to Rory which
Lily had made, which struck him as an excellent joke, and which
he repeated to himself from time to time, with a laugh which
came from the depths of his being. ¢She said till him, “ Ye can
throw me the morn, and welcome, if ye'll go canny the day.”
Losh, what a spirit she has, that lassie, and the fun in her!
¢ Go canny the day, and ye can throw me, if ye like, the morn.”
And Rory to take it a’in like a Christian !’ He laughed till

n
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h;_: hel<,i his sides, and then he said, feebly, ¢ It'll be the death
of me.

The joke did not strike the women as so brilliant. ¢I
hope he'll no take her at her word,” said Beenie.

‘Na, na, he'll no take her at her word : he’s ower much of
a gentleman ; but if he does you’ll see she’ll stand it and never
a word in her head. That’'s what I call real spirit, feard at
nothing. “Go canny the day, and you can throw me, if you
like, the morn.” I think I never heard anything so funny in &’
my born days.’

‘You’re easy pleased,’ said his wife, though she was quite
inclined to consider Lily’s speeches as brilliant, and herself as
the flower of humankind ; but to let a man suppose that he
was the discoverer of all this was not to be thought of. She
communicated, however, some of her suspicions to Dougal, for
want of any other confidant, when they were alone in the still-
ness of their chamber. ‘I have my doubts,’ said Katrin, ¢ that
it was nae surprise to her at a’ to find the gentleman, and that
it was him that was the Miss Eelen that met her at the auld
brig.’

‘Him that was Miss Eelen? And how could he be Miss
Eelen, a muckle man,’ said Dougal.

¢Oh, ye gowk!’ said his wife, and she put back her dis-
coveries into her bosom, and said no more.

Lily was very restless next day until she was able to get
away on her charitable mission. ‘I must go now,’ she said,
‘to help to take care of him, or Helen will have no time for
her other business, and she has so much to do.’

‘You maun take care and no find another gentleman with
a broken foot,’ said Katrin, ‘you mightn't be able to manage
Rory so well a second time.’

“Oh, I am not afraid of Rory,’ the girl cried. ‘I just
speak to him, as Dougal does, in his ear.’

¢Mind you what you've promised him, Miss Lily,’ said that
authority, chuckling; ‘he is to cowp you over his head, if he
likes, the day.’

‘He'll not do that, cried Lily, confidently, waving her
hand to the assembled household, who were standing outside
the door to see her g:art. What a diversion she was, with her
comings and goings, her adventures and mishaps, to that good
pair! How dull it must have been for them before Lily came
to excite their curiosity and brighten tMir sense of humour.
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Dougal returned to his work, shaking once more with a laugh
that went down to his boots and thrilled him all over, saying
to himself, ‘He’s ower much of a gentleman to take her at
her word;’ while Katrin stood shading her eyes with her
hand, and looking wistfully after the young creature in her
confidence and gaiety of youth. *‘Eh, but I hope the lad’s
wordy of her,’ was what Katrin said.

Ronald was lying once more upon the big haircloth sofa,
as she had left him. He would not stay in bed, Helen
lamented, though it would have been so much better for
him. ¢But a simple sprain,’ she said, ‘no complication. If
I could have persuaded him to bide quiet in his bed he would
have been well at the end of the week ; but nothing would
please him but to be down here, limping downstairs, at the
risk of a fall, with two sticks and only one foot. My heart
was in my mouth at every step.’

¢But he is none the worse,’ cried Lily, ‘and I can under-
stand Mr Lumsden, Helen. It is far, far more cheery here,
where he can see everything that is going on, and have you
and Mr Blythe to talk to. A sprain makes your ankle bad,
but not your mind.’

¢That is true,’ said Ronald, ¢ and what I have been labour-
ing to say, but had not the wit. My ankle is bad, but not my
mind. I am in no such hurry to get well as Miss Blythe
thinks. Don’t you see,” he said, looking up in Lily’s face, as
she stood beside him, ¢in what clover I am here ?’

Lily answered the look, but not the words. A tremulous
sense of ease and happiness arose in her being. The moor
was sweet when he was there, and to look for that hour in the
evening had been enough for the first days to make her happy.
But to start out to meet him, nobody knowing, glad as she
had been to do it, cost Lily a pang. There are some people
to whom the stolen joys are the most sweet, but Lily was not
one of these. The clandestine wounded her sense of delicacy,
if not her conscience. She was doing no wrong, she had said
to herself, but yet it felt like wrong so long as it was secret, so
long as a certain amount of deception was necessary to procure
it. She was like the housemaid, stealing out to meet her lover.
To the housemaid there was nothing unbecoming in that, but
there was to Lily. She had suffered even while she was happy.
But now the clandestine was all over. The constant presence
of the old minister, who regarded them with eyes in which
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there was too much insight and satire for Lily’s peace of mind,
was troublesome, but it was protection—it set her heart at rest.
The accident restored all at once the ease of nature, ‘It is the
best thing that could have happened,’ Ronald said, when Helen
left them alone, and Mr Blythe had hidden himself behind the
large, broad sheet of Z%e Scotsman, the new clever Whig paper,
which had lately begun to bring the luxury of news twice a
week to the most distant corners of the land. ‘I don’t mean
to get better at the end of the week. It was a dreadful busi-
ness yesterday, but I see the advantage of it now.’

‘Was it so dreadful yesterday, poor Ronald?’ she said in
the voice of a dove, cooing at his ear.

It was not delightful yesterday, though I had the sweetest
Lily. But now I warn you, Lily, I mean to keep ill as long
as I can. You will come and stay with me—it is your duty—
for nobody knows me at Kinloch-Rugas, but only you, and
you are the Good Samaritan. You put me on your beast, and
brought me to the inn.’

¢ Oh, do not speak like that, do not put me in mind that we
are both deceivers! I have forgotten it, now that we are here.’

‘We are no deceivers,” he said. ‘It is all quite true—you
put me on your own beast. And where did you get all that
strength, Lily? You must have almost lifted me in your arms,
you slender little thing, a heavy fellow like me !’

*Oh, you did very well on your one foot,’ said Lily, trying to
laugh : but she shuddered and the tears came into her eyes. She
was aching still with the strain that necessity had put upon her,
but he did not think of that, he only thought how strong she was.

¢ Here, you two,’ said the minister, ‘I’'m going to read you
a bit out of the paper. It is just full of stories, as good as if I
had told ghem myself.’

‘Oh, never heed with your stories, father,’ said Helen,
‘keep them till Lily goes away, for she has a wonderful way
with her, and keeps things going. Our patient will not be dull
while Lily is here.’

Was that all she meant, or did Helen, too, suspect some-
thing? The two lovers interchanged a glance, half of alarm,
half of laughter, but Helen went and came, unconscious, some-
times pausing to turn the cushion under the bad foot, or to
suggest a more comfortable position, with nothing but kindness
in her mild eyes.



CHAPTER XV

ONALD was, as he had prophesied, a long time getting
well. Even Helen was a little puzzled, she who
thought no evil, at the persistency of his suffering ; at

the end of the second week he could indeed stumble about
with his two sticks, but still complained of great pain when
he tried to walk. The prolonged presence of the visitor began
- at last to become a little trouble, even to the hospitable Manse,
where strangers were entertained so kindly, but where there
was but one maid-of-all work, with the occasional services,
chiefly outdoors, of the ministe’s man—and an invalid of
Ronald’s robust character, whose presence necessitated better
fare and gave a great deal of additional work, was a serious
addition, both to the expenses and labours of the house. It
would have been much against the traditions of the Manse to
betray this in any way; but there was no doubt that the
minister was a little more sharp in his speeches, and apt to
throw a secret dart, in the disguise of a jest, at the guest whose
convalescence was so prolonged. Lily rode down from Dal-
rugas every day to help to nurse the patient, that Helen might
not have the whole burden of his helplessness on her shoulders :
but Lily, too, became aware that, delightful though this freedom
of meeting was, and the long hours of intercourse which were
made legitimate as being a form of duty, they were beginning
to last too long and awaken uneasy thoughts. Helen, who
was so tender to her at first, became a little wistful as the days
went on. The gentle creature could think no harm, but per-
haps it was her father’s remarks which put it into her head that
the two young people were making a convenience of her
hospitality, and that all was not honest in the tale which had
brought so unlooked-for a visitor under the shelter of her
roof. And then the village, as was inevitable, made many
117
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remarks. ‘Bless me, but the young leddy at Dalrugas is an
awfu’ constant visitor, Miss Eelen. She comes just as if she
was coming to her lessons every morning at the same hour.
¢She is the kindest heart in the world,’ said Helen. ‘You see
this gentleman that sprained his foot is a friend of her uncle’s,
and she could not take him to Dalrugas, where there is
nobody but servants; and she will not let me have all the
trouble of him. A man, when he is ill, takes a great deal of
attendance,’ said the minister’s daughter, with a smile.

¢ Losh, I would just let him attend upon himsel’,’ said one.

*He should send for a sister, or somebody belonging to
him,’ said another.

*Oh, not that,’ said Helen, ‘I could not put up a lady,
there is but little room in the Manse—and with Miss Lily’s
help we can pull through.’

¢ He should get an easy post-chaise from Aberdeen, there’s
plenty easy carriages to be got there nowadays, and go back to
his ain folk. He’s a son of Lumsden of Pontalloch they tell
me—that’s not so far but that he might get there in a day.’

‘T have no doubt he will do that as soon as he is well
-enough,’ said Helen ; but all these remarks made her uneasy.
Impossible for Scotch hospitality to give a hint, to intimate a
thought, that the visitor had overstayed his welcome—and a
man that had been hurt and was, perhaps, still suffering !
‘No, no,’ she said, shaking her head. But it troubled her
gentle mind that Lily’s visits should be so remarked, and it
was strange—or was it only the village gossip that made her
feel that it was strange? Lily perceived all this with an uneasy
perception of new elements in the air.

‘ Ronald,’ she said one day when they were alone for a few
minutes, ‘you could put your foot to the ground without
hurting when you try. You will have to go away.’

‘Why should Igo away? he said with alaugh. ‘I am very
comfortable, Itis not luxury, but it does very well, when I
see my Lily every day—’

‘But ob,’ she cried, the colour coming to her cheeks,
which had been growing pale these few days—‘there are
things of more consequence than Lily! The Manse people
are not rich—’

‘ You need not tell me that,’ he said, looking round at the
shabby furniture with a smile.

‘But oh, Ronald, you don’t see! They try to get nice
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things for you, they spend a great deal of trouble upon you,
and they were glad at first—but it is now a fortnight.’

‘Lily, my love,” he said quickly, ‘if you have ceased to
care for this chance of meeting every day—if you want me to
go away, of course I will go.’

‘Do you think it likely I should have ceased to care?’ she
said, with tears in her eyes—‘but we must think of other
people too.

‘Thinking of other people is generally a mistake. We all
know how to take care of ourselves best—unless it is here and
there some one like you, if there is any one like my Lily, But,
dear, I give very little trouble, What is there to do for me?
—another bed to make, another knife and fork—or spoon, I.
should say, for we have broth, broth, and nothing but broth—
and a little grouse now and then, sent to them by somebody,
and therefore costing nothing.’

¢ It is ungenerous to say that,’ Lily cried.

‘My dearest, you will tell me what present I can send
them when at last I am forced to tear myself away. A good
present that will make up to them—a chest of tea, or a barrel
of wine—or—but I don’t want to go away, Lily; I would
rather stay here and see you every day until I am forced to go
back to my work.’

¢Oh, and so would 1!’ cried Lily; ‘but,’ she added with a
sigh, ‘we must think of them. Mr Blythe sits always, always
in this room. It is the sunny room in the house, and he likes
it best. But you see he has gone into his little study this day
or two—which is very dreary—all because we are here.’

‘Very considerate of him,” said Ronald with a laugh; ‘if
that is a reason for going away, that they now leave us some-
times alone, I fear it will not move me, Lily ; you must find a
better than that.’ .

¢Oh, Ronald, will you not see?’ cried Lily in distress.
But what could a girl do? She could not put understanding
into his eyes, nor consideration into his heart. He was willing
to take advantage of these good people, and the inducement
was strong. She spoke against her own heart when she urged
him to go away, and she ‘was glad to be langhed out of her
scruples, to be told of the ‘goou present’ that would make up
for everything, of the gratitude that“hc would always feel, and
his conviction that he gave very little trocble, and added next
to nothing to their expenses. “Broth is Wot expensive,’ he
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said, ‘and the grouse, you know, Lily, the grouse!’ Lily turned
her head away, sick at heart. O, this was not how he should
speak of the people who were so kind to him; but still, when
she mounted Rory—now quite docile, and accustomed to trot
every day into Kinloch-Rugas—in the afternoon, she could not
but be glad to think that she might still come to-morrow, that
there was at least another day.

One of these afternoons the parlour was full of people,
under whose eyes Lily could not continue to sit by the side of -
the sofa and minister to the robust invalid’s wants. There was
the doctor, who gave him a little slap on his leg and said, ‘1
congratulate ye on a perfect cure. You can get up and walk
when you like, like the man in the Bible.” And the school-
master’s wife who said, ‘Eh, what a good thing for you, Mr
Lumsden, and you been on your back so long.’ And there was
the assistant and successor, Mr Douglas, who was visibly
anxious to get rid of all interlopers and speak a word to
Helen. Oh, why did he not follow Helen when she went out
to open the door for her visitors and leave Lily free to say
once more to Ronald, but more energetically, ¢ You must go.’

‘T was wanting to say, sir,” said Mr Douglas, ‘and I may
add that I have Miss Eelen’s opinion all on my side, that
I would like very much if you would say a parting word to the
lads that are going out to Canada. We have taken a great
deal of trouble with them, and a word from the minister—’

‘You are the minister yourself, Douglas, they know more
of you than they do of me.’

‘Not so, Mr Blythe. I am your assistant, and Miss Eelen,
she is your daughter, and the best friend they ever had; but
it’s your blessing the callants want, and a word from you—’

‘My blessing !’ the old man said, with an uneasy laugh,
‘you’re forgetting, my young man, that there’s no sacerdotal
pretensions in the auld Kirk.’

‘You blessed them when they were christened, sir, and you
blessed them and gave them the right hand of fellowship when
they came to the Lord’s table. I'm thinking nothing of
sacerdotalism. I'm thinking of human nature. We have no
bishops, but while we have ordaingd ministers, we must always

have fathers in God. ’* —
r Blythe had never been of this new-fangled type of devo-

tion. He had been arfold Moderate, very shy of over much
religion, and relyi /g/upon habit and tradition and a good deal
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of wholesome neglect. But the young man’s earnestness,
backed as it was by the serious light in his Helen’s eyes,
brought a colour to his old face. He was a little ashamed of
the importance given to him, and haif angry at the young
people’s high-flown notions. ‘I am not sure,’ he said, ‘that I
go with you, Douglas, nor with Eelen either, in your dealings
with these lads. You just cultivate a kind of forced religion in
them, that makes a fine show for a moment—it’s the seed that
fell by the wayside and sprang up quickly, but had no root in
itself.’

‘We can never tell that, sir,’ said the assistant ; ‘it may help
them when they have no ordinances to mind them of their
duty. I’f they remember their Creator in the days of their

outh—
7% ’Deed,’ said the old minister, ‘it is just as often as not to
forget everything all the quicker when they come to man’s
estate. Solomon knew mainy things, but not the lads in a
parish so near the Highlant line.’

¢ Anyway, father, it will be kindly-like, and them going so
far, faraway.’

‘That 1s just it,’ said Mr Blyth, ¢why should they go far,
far away ? Why couldn’t ye let them jog on as their fathers
did before them? I'm not an advocate for emigration. There
are plenty of things the lads could do, without leaving their
own country. Let them go to Glasgow, where there’s work
for everybody—or to the south. You think you can do every-
thing with your arrangements and your exhortations, and look-
ing after more than ye were ever asked to look after. I have
never approved of all these meetings and things, and your
classes and your lessons, and all the fyke you make about a
few country callants. Let them alone to their fathers’ advice
and their mothers’. You may be sure the women will all warn
them to keep off the drink—and much good it will do, what-
ever you may say, either them or you.’

‘But just a word of farewell, sir,’ pleaded the assistant,
‘we ask no more.’

¢ And that is just a great deal too much, in present circum-
stances,” cried the old minister. ‘Where would ye have me
speak to them—a dozen big country lads, like colts out of the
stable? I cannot go out to the cold vestry at night, me that
seldom leaves the house at all. And the dining-room is too
small, and what other room have we free? Eelen, you know
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that as well as me. T cannot have them up in my bed-
chamber ; and the kitchen, with lasses in it, would be no
place for such a ceremonial. No, no, we have no room, that
is clear.’

‘I hope, sir, said Ronald from his sofa, ‘you are not
saying this from consideration for me. I'd like nothing
better than to see the boys and hear your address to them.
It would be good, I am sure, and I am as much in need of
good advice as any of them can be.’

‘You are very considerate, Mr Lumsden,’ said the
minister, after a pause. ‘It is a great thing to have an inmate
that takes so much thought ; but how can I tell that it would
not be bad for you in your delicate state, with your nurses at
your side all the day?’

‘Delicate! I am not delicate!’ cried Ronald, with a
flush, ‘it is only, you know, this confounded foot.’

‘Well, Douglas,” said the minister, ‘ between Mr Lumsden’s
confoonded foot and your confoonded pertinacity, what am
I to do? Since your patient, Eelen, is so kind and permits
the use of our best parlour, have them in, have ben your
callants. I must not be less gracious than my own guest,’
the old man said.

Lily went away trembling after this scene, giving Ronald
a beseeching glance—but she had no opportunity for a word.
Next day, still tremulous, she returned to find him still there,
a little defiant, not to be driven out. But a short time after,
when she was again preparing to go in to the ‘toun’—without
any pleasant looks now from her household, or complaisance
“on the part of Dougal, who openly bemoaned his pony—the
whole population of Dalrugas turned out to see the inn ‘geeg’
once more climbing the brae. It contained Ronald and his
portmanteau, speeding off to catch the coach, but incapable,
as he said, in the hearing of everybody, of going away without
thanking and saying farewell to his kind nurse. ‘Do you
know what this young lady did for me?’ he said to the little
company, which included Rory, ready saddled, and the black
pony harnessed, with the boy at his head. ¢She lifted me, I
think, from where I lay, and put me on her own beast, like
the Good Samaritan. She was more than the Good Samaritan
to me. Look at her, like a fairy princess, and me a heavy
lump, almost fainting, and with but one foot. That is what
charity can do.’



SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE 123

‘Well, it was a wonderful thing,’ Katrin allowed, ¢but
maist more than that was riding down ance errand to the town
to take care of ye every day.’

¢ Ah, that was for Miss Blythe’s sake and not mine,’ he
said. ‘May I come in, Miss Ramsay, to give you her
message? Oh, Robina, I am glad to see you there; I can
carry the last newsto Sir Robert, and tell him how both
mistress and maid are thriving on the moor.’

It was all false, false, as false as words that were true
enough in themselves could be. Lily ran up the spiral stair,
while Beenie helped him to follow. The girl’s heart was beat-
ing high with more sensations than she could discriminate,
This was the parting, then, after so long a time together, the
farewell, which was more dreadful than words could say—and
yet she was glad he was going. He was her own true love, and
nobody was like him in the world, and yet Lily’s mind revolted
against every word he said.

‘Why did you say all that?’ she cried, breathless, when
they were alone, ‘it was not wanted, surely, here.’

¢ Necessary fibs,” he said. ¢ You are too particular, Lily—for
me that am only carrying out my »4/%. You see I am obeying
you and going away at last.’

‘Oh, Ronald, it was not that I wanted you to go away.’

‘No, if I could have gone away, yet stayed all the same
—but one can’t do two opposite things at the same time.
And, Lily, it must be good-bye now—for a little while; you
will look out for me at the New Year.’

‘Do you call it just a little while to the New Year?’she
cried, with the tears in her eyes.

¢Three months, or a little more. I shall not come to
Kinloch-Rugas ; I'll find a lodging in some little farm ; and in
the meantime you will write to me, Lily, and I will write
to you.! _

‘Yes Ronald,” she said, giving him both her hands. Was
this to be all? It was not for her to ask, it was for him to
say. ]
* My bonnie Lily! If I could but carry you off, never to
part more! But if nothing happens to release you, if Sir
Robert does not relent, mind, my dearest, we must make up
our minds and take it into our own hands. He is not to keep
us apart for ever. You will let me know all that goes on, and
whether those people downstairs have reported the matter;
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and I, for my part, will take my measures. When we meet
again everything will be clearer. And Lily, on your side, you
will tell me everything, that we may see our way.’

¢ There will be nothing to tell you, Ronald. There will be
no report sent—Uncle Robert, I think, has forgotten my
existence. There will be nothing, nothing to say—but that it is
weary living alone here on the moor.

¢ Not more weary than my life in Edinburgh, pacing up and
down the Parliament House, and looking out for work—but
we’ll see what is going to happen before the New Year ; and I
will send the present to those good Manse folk, and you will
keep up with them, for they may be very useful friends. Is it
time for me to go? Well, I will go if I must; and good-bye
for the present, my darling, good-bye till the New Year.’

Was it possible that he was gone, that it was all over, and
Lily left again alone on the moor? She ran to Beenie’s room,
which was on the other side of the house, to watch the inn
‘geeg’ as long as it was in sight. Nothing is ever said of what is
intended to be said in a hasty last meeting like this. It was
worse than no meeting at all, leaving all the ravelled ends of
parting. And was it true that all was over, and Ronald gone,
and nothing more to be done or said?



CHAPTER XVI

HE dead calm into which Lily fell after all the agitations
of this wonderful period was like death itself, she
thought, after the tumult and commotion of a climax

of life. Those days during which she had trotted down to
the village on Rory, the mountain breezes in her face, and all
the warmest emotions stirred in her breast, days full of anxiety
and expectation, sometimes of more painful feelings, agitations
of all kinds, but threaded through and through with the
consciousness that for hours to come she would be with
her lover, ministering to his wants, hearing him speak, going
over and over with him, in the low-voiced talk (to which the old
minister behind his newspaper gave, or was supposed to give,
no heed), their own prospects and hopes, their plans for the
future—all those things that are more engrossing and delight-
ful to taltk of than any other subjects in heaven or earth—
were different from all the days that had passed over her
before. Her youthful existence was like a dream, thrown back
into the distance by the superior force and meaning of all that
had happened since—both the loneliness and the society, the
bitter time of self-experience and solitude, the joy of the re-
union, the love so crossed and mingled, which had grown
into greater intensity with every change. The little simple
Lily who had ‘fallen in love,’ as she thought, with Ronald
Lumsden, as she might have fallen in love with any one of a
half-dozen of young men, was very, very different from the
Lily who had been torn out of her natural life on his account,
who had doubted him and found him wanting, who had been
converted into the faith of an enthusiast in him, and conviction
that it was she, and not he, that was in the wrong. Their
stolen meetings on the moor, which had startled her back into

the joy of existence, which had been so few, yet so sweet;
123
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their little meal together, which was like a high ceremony and
sacrament of a deeper love and union ; the tremendous excite-
ment of the accident, and the agltated chapter of constant yet
disturbed intercourse which followed (disturbed at last by a
renewed creeping in of the old doubts, and anxiety to push
him forward, to make him act, to make him think not always
of himself, as he was so apt to do) all these things had formed
an epoch in her life, behind which everything was childish and
vague. She herself was not the same. It happens often in a
woman’s life that the change from youth and its lighter atmo-
sphere of natural, simple things comes before the mind is de-
veloped, before the character is able to bear that wonderful
transformation. Lily at first had been essentially in this
condition. Her trial came to her before she had strength for
it, and every new point of progress was marked, so to speak,
with a new wound, quickly healed over, as became her youth,
yet leaving a scar, as all internal wounds do. Even when the
thrill of happiness had been in her young frame and mind it
had been intensified by a thrill of pain: the pang of secrecy,
the sharp sting of falsehood—falsehood which was abhorrent
to Lily’s nature. She had laughed as other girls laugh at the
stratagems of lovers, their devices to escape the observation of
jealous parents, the evils that are said to be legitimate in love
and war. Nobody is so severe as to judge harshly these
aberrations from duty. Even the sternest parent smiles at
them when they are not directed against himself. But when it
came to inventing a story day by day; when it came to deceiv-
ing Katnn, with her sharp eyes, at one end, and Helen’s
unsuspicious soul at the other—then Lily could not bear the
tangled web in which-she had wound herself. She had to go
on, it was too late to tell the truth now, she had said to herself|
“day by day, her heart aching from those thanks which Helen
showered upon her for her kind attendance upon the unex-
pected guest. ‘If it had not been for you, Lily, what could I
have done?’ the minister’s daughter had said, again and
again; and Lily's heart had grown sick in the midst of her
strained and painful happiness at Ronald’s side. )

Now this was over and another phase come. She had
urged him to go, feeling the position untenable any longer, in
a way which his robust self-confidence had not felt; but when
suddenly he had taken the step she urged, Lily felt herself
flung back upon herself, the words taken out of her mouth,
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and the meaning from her mind. All her little fabric of life
tumbled down about her. Those habits which are formed so
quickly, which a few days suffice to bind upon the soul like
iron, dropped from her, and she felt as if the framework by
which she had been sustained had broken down, and she could
no longer hold herseif erect. Her life seemed suddenly to have
lost all its meaning—all its occupations. There was no sense
in going on, no reason for its continuance merely to eat meals,
to take walks, to go to bed and to get up again. She looked
behind her, to the immediate past, with a pang, and before her,
to the immediate future, with a blank sense of vacancy, which
was almost despair. When the ‘geeg’ that carried him away
was gone quite out of sight, Lily went slowly back to the draw-
ing-room, and seated herself at the window where she had first
seen him appearing across the moor. It had been then all
ablaze with the heather, which now had died away into rustling
bunches of dead flowers, all dried like husks upon the stalks,
grey and dreary, like the dull evening of a glowing day. Her
heart beat dull with the reverberation of all those convulsions
that had gone through it. And now they were all over, like
the glow of the heather—and what was before her? The
winter creeping on, with its short days and long nights, storm
and rain, when even Rory would not face the keen wind ; soli-
tude unbroken for weeks and months; and beyond that what
was there to look forward to? Oh, if it had been but poverty
—the little flat under the roofs, in a tall Edinburgh house, and
to work her fingers to the bone! Poor Lily, who knew so little
what working your fingers to the bone meant! who thought
that would be blessedness beside one you loved, and in the
world where you were born. So, no doubt, it would have
been ; but yet, in all probability, though she did not intend it
so, it would have been Robina’s fingers, not hers, that were
worked to the bone.

I would not have the reader think that, translated into
ordinary parlance, all this meant the vulgar fact that Lily was
longing to be married, and would not accept the counsels of
patience and wait, though she was only twenty-two, and had
so many, many years before her. Had Ronald been an eager
lover, ready to brave fortune for her sake, and consider that,
for love, the world were well lost, she would, no doubt; have
taken the other side of the question, and preached patience to
him, and borne her own part of the burden with a smile. But



I

A

128 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

it is very different when it is the lover who is prudent, and
when the girl, with an unsatisfied heart, has to wait and know
that her happiness, her society, her life, are of less value to him
than the fortune which' he hopes, by patience, to secure along
with her; also that she can do nothing to emancipate herself,
nothing to escape from whatever painful circumstances may
surround her, till he gives the word, which he shows no inclina-
tion to give, and which womanly pride and feeling forbid her
even to suggest; also, and above all, that in his hesitation, in
his prudence and delay, he is falling short of the ideal which
every lover should fulfill or lose his place and power. This
was the worst of all. Not only that Ronald was acting so, but
that it was so far, far different from the manner in which Ronald,
had he been the Ronald she thought, would have acted. This
gave the bitterness under which Lily’s heart sank. Again, she
did not know what he meant to do, or if he meant to do any-
thing, or if she were to remain as she was, perhaps for long
years, consuming her heart in loneliness and vacancy, diversi-
fied by moments of clandestine meeting and unlovely happiness,
bought by deceit. She could not again yield to that, she said
to herself, with passionate tears. Though her heart were to
break, she would not heal it at the cost of lies. It might not
have given Lily many compunctions, perhaps, to have deceived
her uncle—but to deceive Helen, to deceive kind Katrin and
Dougal, to give false accounts of the simplest circumstances,
oh! no, no, never again, never again. She said this to herself,
with passionate tears falling like rain, as she sat at her lonely
window on many a dreary day, straining her eyes across the
moor, where the rain so often fell to double the effect of those
tears. Let them give each other up mutually, let them part
and be done with it, if he chose; but ¥o deceive everybody,
and meet secretly, or meet openly upon the falsest of pretences,
oh! no, no, Lily said to herself, never more.

But to say how these decisions melted, when, in the heart
of the winter, there began to dawn the promise of the New Year,
it is easy to imagine, and I do not need to say. Lily, it must

be remembered, had no one but Ronald to represent to her

happiness and life. She had never had many people to love—
her father and mother had both died before she was old enough
to know them. She had no aunt, thou%ﬂtlg»at is often an un-

satisfactory relationf; not évén cousins whom she knew, which

is strange to think of in Scotland—nobody to take her part or

\ \
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whom she could repose her heart upon, but Beenie, her maid,
to whom Lily’s concerns were her own sublimated, and who
could only agree in and intensify Lily’s own natural impulses
and thoughts. Ronald was all she had, the only one who
could help her, the sole deliverer possible, and opener to her of
the gates of life. To be sure, she might have renounced him
and so returned to her uncle, to be dragged about in a back
seat of his chariot, if not at its wheels; though, indeed, even
this was problematical, for Sir Robert was a selfish old man,
who was, on the whole, very glad to have got rid of the burden
of a young woman to take about with him, and considered
that she would do very well at the old tower, and might be
quite content with such a quiet and comfortable home, a good
cook (which Katrin was), a pony to ride upon, and the run of
the moor. He had half forgotten her existence by this time,
as Lily divined, and was absent ‘abroad’ in that vague and
wide world, of which stayers at home in Scotland knew so much
less then than everybody knows now. And, as the time ap-
proached for Ronald’s return, Lily, in her longing for him,
added to her longing for something, for some one, for society,
emancipation, something that was life, began to forget all her
old aches and troubles of mind; the doubts flew away, she
remembered only that Ronald was commg, that he was coming,
that the sun was about to shine again, that there was happiness
in prospect, love, and company, and talk, and sympathy, and
all that is good in youth and life. This time she must manage
so that the deceit of old would be necessary no longer. Helen
should know that the two who had met so often in the Manse
parlour had come to love each other—what so natural, what
so fitting, seeing they had spent so much time together under
her own wing, and her own mild eyes? And Katrin and
Dougal should be permitted to see what Lily was very sure they
had divined already, that the poor gentleman whom Lily had
nursed so faithfully was more to her than any other gentleman
in the world. He should come to Dalrugas to see her, and be
with her openly as her lover in the sight of all men. If Sir
Robert heard of it, why then she must escape, she must fly, the
pair must at last take it, as Ronald had said, into their own
hands-—and Lily did not feel that she would be very sorry if
this took place. At all events, now everything should be open
and honest, clandestine no more.

It seemed as if he had come to the same decision when

1



130 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

he arrived on the night, which was then called in Scotland,
and is perhaps still to some extent, Hogmanay—why, I do not
know, nor I believe does anyone—the last night of the year. He
came in the early twilight, when the short, dark day was end-
ing, and the long, cheerful evening about to begin. What a
cheerful evening it was, the fire so bright, the candles twinkl-
ing, the curtains drawn, and from the kitchen the sound of the
children singing, who had come out in a band all the way from
the village to call upon Katrin':

¢ Get up, Gudewife, and shake your feathers,
And dinna think that we are beggars,
For we are bairns, come out to play,
Get up and gie’s our Hogmanay.’

Lily was about to go down, flying down the spiral stairs,
her heart beating loud with expectation, wondering breath-
lessly when he would come, how he would come, who alone
could bring the Hogmanaycheer to her, and, in the meantime,
ready, for pure excitement, and to keep herself still, to join the
women in the kitchen, and fill the children’s wallets with cakes
—cakes par excellence, the oatmeal cakes to wit, which are still
what is meant in Scotland by that word, baked thin and crisp,
and fresh from the girdle, making a pleasant smell; and over
and above these with shortbread, in fine, brown farls, the true
New Year’s dainty, and great pieces of bun, the Scotch bun
which is something petween a plum-pudding and the Pan Giallo
of the Romans, a mass of fruit held together by flour and water.
Great provision of these delights was in the kitchen, which
was all ‘redd up’ and shining for the festival, with Katrin
in her best cap, and Beenie in a silk gown and muslin
apron, a resplendent figure. A band of ‘guisards’ had ac-
companied the children, ready to enact some scene of the
primitive drama of pre-historic tradition. Lily was hastening
down to join this party, in a white dress which she too had put
on in honour of the occasion. The kitchen was very noisy,
full of these visitors, and nobody but she heard the summons
at the big hall door. Lily hesitated for a moment, her heart
giving a bound as loud as the knock : then she openedit. And
there he stood—the hero and the centre of all |

¢ And, eh, what a lucky thing to come this night that Miss
Lily may have her ploy too! You will just stop and eat your
bit dinner with her, Maister Lumsden,’” Katrin cried.
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*Will it be a ploy for Miss Lily? I should like to be sure
of that.’

¢Eh, nae need to pit it in words,’ said Katrin, ‘look at her
bonnie een; and reason good, seeing that she has never
spoken to one of her own kind, and least of all to a young
gentleman, since the day ye gaed away.’

I am staying at Tam, the shepherd’s, on the other side of
the moor,’ said Ronald.

‘Losh me! at Tam, the shepherd’s—for the shootin’?’ she
asked, in a tone of consternation. °

*Well,” he said, with a laugh, ‘you can judge, Katrin, for
yourself.’

¢ Ay, ay,’ she said, brightening all over. ‘I judge for mysel’,
sir, and I see it’s just the auld story. Tam the shepherd’s an
awfu’ haverel—but his wife’s an honest woman ; and clean,’ she
added, ‘as far as she kens. But you shall have a good dinner
with Miss Lily, I promise you, for once in a way.’

Lily only half listened, but she heard all that was said.
And her heart danced to see his open look, and the words in
which there was no pretence of shooting, or any reason, save
the evident one, for his presence there. The excuses were all
over, there was to be no more deception. Honestly he came
as her lover, endeavouring to throw no dust in the eyes of her
humble guardians. If they had been noble guardians, holding
her fate in their hands, Lily could not have been more happy.
They were not to be deceived. Openness and honesty were
to be around her in the house which was her home. What
was wanted but this to make her the happiest girl that ever
piled shortbread into a child’s wallet in honour of Hogmanay,
and the New Year which was coming to-morrow? A new
year, a new life, a different world! Xatrin came up to her
with half-affected horror and tender kindness, grasping her arm.
‘Eh, Miss Lily,” she cried, ‘you’ll just ruin the family, and
we’ll no have a single farl of shortbread left for our ain use;
and the morn’s the New Year! Ye are giving everything away.
Na, na, we must mind oursels a wee. No more for you, my
wee man. Miss Lily’s just ower good to you. Run up the
stairs, my bonnie leddy, for Beenie is setting the table, and
youw’ll get your dinner, you and the gentleman, before the
guisards begin.’

*The gentleman !’ Lily felt her countenance flame, as she
laughed and turned away. ‘How kind you are, Katrin,’ she
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said, ‘to provide me with company, too, me that never sees
anybody.’

‘Am I no kind?’ said Katrin in triumph, ‘and him for
coming just at the right moment? I am awfu’ pleased that
you have a pairty of your ain to bring in'a good New Year.’

How strange, how delightful it was to sit down opposite to
him at the table, to eat Katrin’s excellent dinner, which,
though it was almost impromptu,- was so good—trout and
game, the Highland luxuries, which were, indeed, almost
daily bread on the edge of the moor, but not to Ronald, who
amid all their bappiness was man enough to like his dinner
and praise it. ¢ This is how we shall sit at our own table, and
laugh at all our little troubles when they are over,’” he said.

*Oh, Ronald!’ said Lily, with a little cloud in the midst
of her joy. They might be little troubles to him, but not to
her, all lonely in the wilderness.

¢ At all events, they will soon be over,” he said. His eyes
were bright and his tones assured—there was no longer any
doubt in his look, which she examined in the moments when
he was not looking at her, with an anxious criticism. ‘And
tell me about the good folk at the Manse, and kind Miss
Eelen and her assistant and successor. Is he to be her
assistant too as well as her father’s? I had a famous letter
from the old gentleman about the wine I sent him. And
Lily, I think that with very little trouble I will get him to do
all we want, as soon as you can make up your mind to it.
After all this time we must not have any more delay.’

‘To do all we want?’ she said, looking up at him with
surprise. The dinner was over by this time, and they had
left the table and were standing by the fire.

‘Yes,” he said, ‘what do we want but to belong to each
other, Lily? You don’t need grand gowns or all the world
at your wedding. Oh, yes, I should have liked to see my Lily
with all her friends about her, and none so sweet as herself.
But since we cannot do that, why should we mind it—when the
old minister here can make everything right in half an hour ?’

‘Ronald,’ she said, with a gasp, ‘you take away my
breath !’

‘Why?’ he cried, ‘is not this what has been in our minds
for ever so long? Have you not promised, however poor I
was, in whatever straits—'

¢ Yes, yes, there is no question of that.’
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¢ And why, then, should it take away your breath? My
bonnie Lily, is it not an old bargain now? We have waited
and waited, but nothing has come of waiting. And Provi-
dence has put us in a quiet place, with nothing but friends
round, and a good old minister, a kind old fellow, who likes
a good glass of wine, and knows what he’s drinking!’ He
laughed at this as he drew her closer towards him. ‘Lily,
with everything in our favour, you will not put me off, and
make a hesitation now ?’

Oh, this was not quite the way, not the way she looked
for! Yet she drew her breath hard, that breath which fluttered
in spite of herself, and put both her hands in his. No, afier
so long waiting, why should she make a hesitation now?
And then they went down to the kitcken together, arm in
arm, Lily yielding to the delightful consciousness that there
was no need for concealment, to see the guisards act their
primitive drama, and to bring in the New Year.

Oh, the New Vear! which was coming in amid that
rustic mirth, among those true, kind, humble friends to whom
the young pair were as gods, in the glory of their love and
youth. Lily trembled in her joy—what bride does not ? Wha:
would it bring to them, that New Year?



CHAPTER XVI1

HIS New Year's Eve remained, amid all the experi-
ences of Lily, a thing apart. It Lecame painful to her
to think of it in after times: but in the present it was

like a completion and climax of life, still all in the visionary
stage, yet so close on the verge of the real that she became
herself like an instrument, thrilling to every touch, answer-
ing every air that blew, every word that was said, in each and
all of which there were meanings hidden, of which none were
aware but herself. There was the little dinner first, so care-
fully prepared by Katrin, so tenderly served by Beenie, the two
young people sitting on either side of the table as if at their
bridal banquet, while the sound of the festivities going on in
the kitchen came up by times when the door was opened: a
squeak of the fiddle, the sound of the stamping of the guisards,
as they performed their little archaic drama, adding a franker
note of laughter to the keen, supreme pleasure that reigned
above. Beenie went and came, always bringing with her,
along with every new dish, that little gust of laughter and
voices from below, to which she kept open half an ear, while
with the other she attended to what her little mistress said.

¢You maun come down, Miss Lily, to do them a grace:
they a’ say theyll no steer till they've seen the young leddy ;
and they’re decent lads just come out to play, as the bairns
say in their sang, neither beggars nor yet stravaigers, but lads
from the town, to please ye with their bit performance; and I
ken 2’ their mothers!’ Beenie cried, with a little outburst of
affectionate emotion.

When Lily went down accordingly, followed closely by her
lover, the little primitive drama was repeated, with more stamp-
ing and shouting than ever: and then there was an endless
reel, to the sound of the squeaking fiddle, in which Lily danced

134
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as long as she could hold out, and Beenie held out as it seemed
for ever, wearing out all the lads.

‘Eh! I was a grand dancer in my time,’ she admitted,

when she had breath enough, while the fiddle squeaked on and
on.
. And then, as was right, Ronald said good-night as the
rural band streamed away from the door, The curious group
of the guisards, some of them in white shirts outside their
garments, some in breastplates of tin, with an iron pot on their
heads by way of helmet, ‘set him home’ with much respect-
ful kindness. ‘But I wuss ye were coming with us to the
toun, for-Tam the shepherd’s is no a howff for a gentleman,’
they said.

¢ Any hole will do for me,’ said Ronald, in the exhilaration
of the evening ; and all the house came out of doors to speed
the parting guests. The moon shone mistily over the long
stretch of the moor, throwing up a sinister gleam here and
there from the deep cuttings, and flinging a veil as of gossamer
over the great breadth of the country. The air was fresh, not
over cold, ‘saft, as Dougal called it, with the suggestion of
rain, and the sudden irruption of voices and steps into the
supreme and brooding silence made the strangest effect in the
middle of the night. Lily stood watching them as they
marched away, Ronald so distinct from them all, as they
streamed down under the shadow of the bank, to show again,
chiefly by reason of their disguises, upon the road a little way
down. Lily lingered until a speck of white in the distance was
all that was visible. She was wrapped in a plaid which
Ronald had put round her, drawing the soft green and
chequered folds closely around her face, and as warm physically
as she was at heart. Now he was himself; he had flung all
prudences and fables to the wind; he had forgotten Sir
Robert and his fortune, and every other common thing that
could come between. Lily danced up the spiral staircase with
a heart that sang still more than her lips did, as she ‘turned’
the tune to which they had been dancing. No one can keep
still to whom Tullochgorum is sung or played. She danced
up the stairs, keeping time faster and faster to the mad melody
—the essence unadulterated of reckless fun and drollery.

¢Eh, my bonnie leddy!’ Beenie cried; who had gone be-
fore with the candles ; while Katrin stood looking after her, and
Dougal locked and bolted the great hall door. Katrin shook
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her head a little: she was much experienced. °¢Eh, if he be
but wordy of her!’ she sighed.

‘It’s late, late at nicht, and the New Year well begun,’ said
Robina. ‘Eh, Miss Lily, you'll never forget this New Year?’

‘Why should I forget it?’ said Lily. ‘You had better
wait till it is past before you say that. But maybe you are
right after all, for there never was a Hogmanay like this; and
to think that the morn will come, and that it will be no more
like the other days than this has been! Beenie, did you ever
hear that folk might be as feared for joy as for trouble? or is it
only me, that am so timorsome, and cannot tell which it is
going to be?’ ‘

“’Deed, and I've heard o’ that, many’s the day. It’s just
the common way, my bonnie dear. Many a bonnie lassie
would fain flee to the ends of the earth the day before her
bridal, that is just pleased enough when a’s said and done.
You mustna lose heart.’

‘I'm not losing heart,’ said Lily. ‘The day before my
bridal! Is that what itis? I will just be happy to-night and
never think of the morn: for when I begin to think it takes so
many things to be satisfied, and I would like to be satisfied
just for once, and take no thought.’

Robina had a great deal to do in Lily’s room that night.
She kept moving to and fro, softly opening and shutting

- drawers and presses, laying away her mistress’s things with a
care that was scarcely necessary, and meant only restlessness
, and excitement and an incapacity to keep still. Long before
she had done moving about the halflighted room Lily was
fast asleep, her excitement, though presumably greater, not
being enough to keep sleep from the eyes which were dazzled
with the sudden gleam of something so new and strange in her
life, as well as tired with an unusual vigil. Lily slept as soundly
as a child till the clear, somewhat shrill daylight, touched with
frost, shone upon her late in the wintry morning and called
her up much more effectually than the wavering call of Beenie,
who was hanging over her in the morning, as she had been
at night, the first to meet her eyes.
¢ Eh, Miss Lily, what a grand sleep ye have had,’ Beenie
cried. She had slept but little herself, her head full of the new
situation and all the strange things that might be to come.
The house in general had a sense of excitement breathing
through it, not visible indeed in Dougal, who was, as usual,
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wrestling with the powny outside, but very apparent in Katrin,
who went about her morning work with an extremely serious
face, as if all the cares of the world were on her shoulders.
Robina and she had various stolen moments of communica-
tion through the day, indeed, which testified to a degree of
confidence between them, and a mutual preoccupation.

‘I’m no to say a word to her: but how am I to keep my
tongue in my head, when Dauvit himself says that when he
was musin’ the fire burnt ?’

‘Losh !’ cried Katrin, ‘if it was naething but haudin’ your
tongue ! but what I've to think of is mair'than that. Eh, I'm
doing that for Miss Lily I would do for none of my kin, no,
nor Dougal himself: and I wish I was just clean out of it, for
I’'m no fond of secrets : they are uncanny things.’

‘Eh, woman ! ye wouldna betray them ?’ Beenie cried.

‘ Betray them? Am I a person to betray what’s trusted to
me? but I wish there were nae.secrets in this world. It's just
aye cheating somebody. Ve canna be straichtforward, do what
ye will, when ye've got other folk’s secrets to keep, let alone
them that are your ain.”

‘Pm no sae particular,’ said Beenie, with a little toss of her
head, ‘and there will be no stress upon ye for long. It’s just
the ae step.’

‘I have my doubts,” said Katrin, shaking her head.

‘Ye have your doubts? and what doubts would ye have ?
It will 2’ be plain when ance it's done. There are nae mair
secrets after that! It’s just as I said ; the ae step. Eh, me, I
could have likit it far better in Sir Robert’s grand house in
Moray Place, and a’ Edinburgh there, and the Principal him-
self to join their hands together, and my bonnie Miss Lily in
the white satin, and the auld lady’s grand necklace about her
bonnie white neck. But we canna have everything our ain
gate. Thé Manse parlour is just a’ that can be desired in the
circumstances we’re noo in ; and when it’s done, it will just be
done and naething more to say.’

But Katrin still shook her head. She was a far-seeing
woman. ‘I’m no just sure we will be out of it sae easy as that,’
she said.

This talk was not completed at once, but came in on
various occasions, a few words here and there, as opportunity
secured ; and the two women, though both were excited and
disturbed, did no doubt enjoy the i/ of conspirator, more or
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less, and felt that those secret consultations added a zest to life.
Beenie, whose lips were sealed in the presence of her mistress,
and Katrin, who had to maintain an aspect of absolute calm in
the sight of Dougal, could not but feel a consciousness of
superiority, which consoled them for much that was uncomfort-
able. But, indeed, it was exasperatingly easy to deceive
Dougal. He suspected nothing; secrets or mysteries had
never come his way. Life meant to him his daily work, his
daily parritch, the comfort of a crack now and then with his
friends, a glass of toddy on an occasion, and the prevailing
consciousness of being well done for at all times, with a clean
hearthstone, and the parritch and the broth both well boiled and
appetising, more than fell to the lot of ordinary men. If he
had known even that Katrin was keeping a secret from him it
is doubtful whether he would have been at all moved. He
would have thought it some whigmaleerie of the wife’s, and
would have remained perfectly easy in his mind, in the con-
viction that she would tell him if it was anything he had to do
with, and if not, wha was minding? Nothing that she did or
said roused his curiosity to any great degree. There had need
to be something more serious than Dougal to account for the
little contraction over Katrin’s eyes.

This was, perhaps, more visible, however, after the con-
versation she had with Mr Lumsden, on the afternoon of New
Year'’s day. I cannot tell what he said to her, but there was
something in it additional to what he had said on the evening
before, when he had told her and Beenie what their parts were
to be in the little drama for which he had not yet fully pre-
pared the chief actor of all. Lily waited for him at the
window with a heart that beat high in her breast on that frosty
morning, when all the stretches of the moor were crisp and
white, and every little rowan tree and bush of withered heather
shone like something of frosted silver, across the grey surface,
tinged with a lower tone of whiteness. Lily saw him almost
before he had come within the range of mortal vision, so far off
that the road itself could not be seen, and only a faint speck that
moved was distinguishable in the chill and frozen silence. The
speck moved on, disappeared, came out again till it grew into
absolute sight and knowledge, near enough to be recognised
from the window and hastily met at the door with a sweep of
flying feet and bands outstretched. *My bonnie Lily ! the
only flower that’s not frosted,’ he said. The change that had
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taken place between them was made plain by this; that he
came quite openly to the door, and that Lily flew to meet him.
There was no longer any occasion for the supposed accident of
meetings on the moor. How this change came about Lily did
not stop to inquire. It was, and that was enough: and she
was too happy in it even to wonder what could have heen said
or done underneath, to make the lover’s appearance now a
thing expected, and which it was unnecessary to attempt to
conceal.

¢ It will perhaps be for to-morrow, and perhaps for the day
after, I am not certain yet,” Ronald said.

*What will perhaps be for to-morrow ?’ Lily cried, with a
sudden flush on her cheek. )

¢ We are not going to make any fuss about it, Lily. You
promised me you would not desire that. It’s very easy to be
married in our country. If we were to call Dougal up and
Katrin, and say we were man and wife, we would be married
just as fast as by all the ministers in the world.’

* Ronald !’ cried Lily, growing pale.

‘I am not suggesting such a thing. Do you think that I
would put a scorn on my bonnie Lily with a marriage like that?
Not I! What I cannot bear is that you should be stinted of
one thing you would like—though, for my part, the less the
better, I say, and the most agreeable to me. But no; I am
not that kind of man. I like the sanction of the Kirk. I like
everything done decently and in order. That is why I say to-
morrow or the next day; for I have not yet seen Mr Blythe.’

¢And is it to be so soon as that?’ said Lily, with awe.

¢ My darling, what object have we in waiting? The Vaca-
tion is short enough anyway. We must not lose a day. You
promised to be ready at 2 moment’s warning. Well, I'm giving
you a day’s warning. If everything had been right it would
have been you to fix the time, and all your fancies consulted :
but we’re past that, Lily. You know you put yourself into my
hands to have it done as soon as was possible.’

¢Did I ?’ said Lily, confused ; and then she added, ‘I know.
I am not one to make a trouble. It is best to be done when
we can—and as soon as we can—and end this dreary life,

¢That is what I knew you would say. No certainty, no
ground to stand on, and not knowing what might happen
at any moment. No, Lily, it is no time for scruples now.’

¢Still,’ said Lily ¢ I would have liked to have heard all your
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plans and what we are to do. It is fine planning; it is aye
a pleasure, even when it comes to nothing. And now, when
it must come to something—"' -

‘ That’s the difference I suppose between man and woman,’
said Ronald, with a laugh. ‘I have no thought of anything
but one thing. I care nothing about plans. You that are all
made up of imagination, you shoot past and begin again. But
me: I think only of getting my Lily, of having her for my
own. I have neither plots nor plans in my head.’

‘It is 2 good thing then that women think of them, for we
can’t do without them,’ Lily said. But she was soothed and
pleased that her bridegroom should have no thought but for
herself. Perhaps this was what was most fit for the man.
The woman had the outset to think of, the new house to live
in, and everything else that was involved. The reverse thought
gives pleasure in other circumstances. There is no consistency
in the reasonings of this period of life.

‘Let us go out now,’ said Ronald, ‘the frost is hard ; and
it’s fine dry walking ; we'll get a turn round the moor, and then
I will be off to the ‘toun’ to see the minister, and to-night I’ll
come back and tell you all about it. Wrap up well, for it’s
cold, but so bright that it does the heart good. But it is the
day itself, and because it is the day, that does the heart most
good,’ he said, once more wrapping Lily up, close round her
pretty throat, with the soft, voluminous folds of the plaid.
The two faces so close together, the light in his eyes, the
contagious happiness in his face, took every shadow from Lily’s
heart. There had been no shadows, only a faint sort of float-
ing gossamer, which had no meaning, and now it melted all
away.

The ramble round the moor filled all the bright noon of
the wintry day. It was not possible to wander among the ling
bushes, or by the soft, meandering lines of turf. All was crisp
with the curling whiteness of the frost, except here and there
where a prominent point had been melted and darkened by
the sun. They went along the road, which crackled under
their feet, with small ice crystals in every fissure. The
mountains stood blue in a faint haze that seemed to breathe
into the still air, and the moor stretched white, like a piece of
crisp embroidery under the shining of the light. How wintry
the air was, and how exhilarating, tightening the nerves and
stimulating every force! ‘Towards the north the sky was heavy



SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE 141

and spoke of snow, but there were soft breaks of blue and lines of
yellow light in the brighter quarter. ‘They walked now quickly
as they faced the wind, now slowly as they turned their backs
upon 1it, and, wrapped in their soft plaids, felt the soft glow
and warmth mount to their youthful cheeks. I doubt if any
summer ramble, in the sweetest air and among the flowers,
would have been more full of pleasure. They talked to each
other incessantly, but perhaps not very much that would bear
repeating ; yet there was a little veiled conflict certainly going
on all the time, scarcely conscious, hidden in innocent questions
and suggestions, in innocent seeming evasions. Lily wan{ed to
ask so much, but half feared to put a direct question lest it
should bring out a jarring note, while he wanted to keep every
question at arm’s length, but did not dare to do so lest it
should excite suspicion. There was an occasional flash of the
rapiers, soon covered up in the softest tones and touches, but
still they kept their distinct parts: she anxious to see a little
beyond, he eager to keep her within the limits of the day.
He parried all her thrusts with this pretence, that his thoughts
could not stray beyond to-morrow. ¢Sufficient unto the day
is the happiness thereof,” he said.

Then they went in and had their mid-day meal together,
once more attended by Beenie, with a world of meaning in
every glance. ‘They are just twa bonnie doos crooning on
a branch,’ she said to Katrin as she came downstairs for an-
other dish. ‘Doos!’ cried Katrin, ‘they have a very good
will to their meat, that’s a’ that I can say.’ ‘They are like
twa bonnie squirrels in a wood,” cried Beenie, at her next
dive into the kitchen, ‘givin’ aye a look the one to the ither.’
‘Squirrels, my certy! but I wouldna like to gether the nits
for them a’ the year through,’ said Katrin. But when Beenie
came back for the pudding, and declared that ¢ they were like
twa bonnie fishes side by side in the burn, the ane mair
silvery and golden than the other,’ Katrin’s amazement and
ridicule, and the excitement underneath, found vent in a
shriek, which brought Dougal hurrying in from the barn.
‘ Losh, woman ! are ye brunt in the fire, or have ye spilt the
boiling pot upon ye, or what have ye done?’ °“I’ll gie you
the boiling pot yourself, and a dish-clout to pin to your tail,
and that will learn ye to ask fule questions,’ Katrin said.



CHAPTER XVII1I

ONALD walked into Kinloch-Rugas after the plentiful
luncheon upon which Katrin had made so many re-
marks. His head was buzzing and his bosom thrill-

ing with the excitement natural at that period of existence. He
loved Lily—as well as he was capable of loving—with all the
mingled sentiment and passion, the emotions high and low,
the very human and half divine which are involved in that
condition of mind. He was a healthy, vigorous, and in no
way vicious young man. If he had not the highest ideal, he
had not at all the lowered standard of a man whose mind has
been debased by evil communications. He was, in his way,
a true lover, at the climax of life which is attained by a
bridegroom. His thoughts were set to a kind of rhythmic
measure of ¢ Lily, Lily, as he walked swiftly and strongly
down the long road towards the village. If his mind had
been laid bare by a touch of the angel’s spear, it would not,
I fear, have satisfied Lily, nor any one who loved her: but it
sufficiently satisfied himself. He did not want to look beyond
the next step which, he had convinced himself, was the right
step to take: what was to follow was, he tried to assure him-
self, in the providence of God; or, if that was too serious (but
Ronald was a serious man, willingly conceding to God the
right to influence human affairs) it was open to all develop-
ments—chances even, if you like to say so—of natural events.
Who could say what would happen on the morrow ?—in the
meantime, a reasonable man’s concern was with the events of
the day. And though he was not a highly-strung person by
nature, he was to-day all lyrical, and thrilling with the emotions
of a bridegroom. He was not unworthy of the position. His
very foot acknowledged that thrill, and struck the ground in
measure, as if the iron strings of frost had been those of a
harp. The passer-by, plodding along with head down and
142
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nose half sheltered from the cutting wind, took that member
half out of the folds of his plaid to see what it was that was so
bye-ordinary in the man he met. He did not sound like a
common man going into the town on common business, nor
look like it when the spectator turned to breathe the softer
way of the wind for a moment and look after the stranger.
Neither did Ronald feel like any one else in that wintry after-
noon. He was a bridegroom, and the thrill of it was in all his
veins.

It was nearly dark when he came in sight of the lights—
chiefly twinkling lights in windows, for there was no gas as yet
to illuminate every little place as we have it now. In the
Manse, with its larger windows, it was still light enough, and
the soft yellow and pink of the frosty evening sky lent colour,
as well as light, to the calm of the parlour, facing towards the

" west, where Mr Blythe sat alone. It was the minister’s mus-
ing time. Sometimes he had a doze; sometimes he sat by
the fire, but with his chair turned to the sunset, and indulged
in his own thoughts—these were confessedly, in many cases,
his old stories, over which he would go from time to time,
with a choke of a laugh in the stillness over this and that:
perhaps there were moments in which his musings were more
solemn: but of these history bears no record. The Manse
parlour had no feature of beauty. It was a very- humdrum
room ; but to the minister it was the abode of comfort and
peace. He wanted nothing more than was to be found within
its four walls—life was quite bounded to him by these walls,
and I think he had no wish for any future that went beyond
them. His Scotsman, which lasted him from one day to
another, till the next (bi-weekly) number came in—his books,
chiefly volumes of old history, or reminiscences, sometimes a
Scots (occasionally printed Scott’s) novel ; but that was a rare
treat, and not to be calculated upon. A bout of story-telling
now and then when another clerical brother, or old elder
whose memory stretched back to those cheerful, jovial, legend-
ary days, where all the stories come from; these filled up
existence happily enough for the old minister. His work was
over, and I fear that perhaps he had never put very much of
his heart into that—and he had his daughter to serve him
‘hand and foot,’ as the maids said. He did not need even to
take the trouble of finding his spectacles (which, like most
other people, he was always losing) for himself. ‘Eelen,



144 SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE

where’s my specs ?’ he said, without moving. Such was this
old Scotch Presbyter and sybarite—and though a paradise of
black haircloth and mahogany does not much commend itself
to us nowadays, I think Mr Blythe would gladly have com-
pounded for the deprivation of pearly gates and golden streets,
could he have secured the permanence of this.

He was very glad to see Ronald, notwithstanding that he
had become very anxious to get rid of him during his stay at
the Manse. A visitor of any kind was a godsend in the
middle of winter, and at this time of the year: and especially
a visitor from Edinburgh, with news to tell, and perhaps a
fresh story or two of the humours of the courts and the jokes
of the judges—things that did not get even in Z%e Scofs-
man.’ ‘And what’s 2’ your news, Mr Lumsden?’ he said
eagerly. Ronald, who had had many opportunities of
understanding the old minister, had come provided with a
scrap or two piquant enough to please him—and what with
the jokes, and what with the politics, made a very good impres-
sion in the first half-hour of his visit. Then came the turn of
more personal things.

‘Yon was a fine glass of wine, Mr Lumsden,’ said the
minister, with a slight smack of his lips.

‘I am very glad you liked it, sir: it was chosen by one of
my friends who is learned in such matters. I would not trust
it to a poor judge like myself.’

¢ Better for you, Mr Lumsden, better for you at your age
not to be too good a judge. Look not upon the wine when
it is red, says the prophet, which is just when it’s best, many
persons think. I am strongly of his opinion when your blood’s
hot in your veins, like the most of you young lads: but when
a man begins to go down the hill, and when he’s well exercised
in moderation, and to use without abusing, then a grand joram
of wine like yon makes glad the heart—as is to be found in
one rather mysterious scripture—of God and man.

‘I hoped it would give you a charitable thought—of one
that was rather a sornmer, as I remember you said, upon your
hospitality.’

‘That was never meant—that was never meant,’ said the
minister, waving his large flabby hands. Ronald had risen
from his seat and was now standing by the fire, leaning his
arm on the mantelpiece. The slow twilight was waning, and
though the dafiodil sky still shone in the window, the fire
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had begun to tell, especially in the shadow of the halfit
room.

‘You see, sir,’ said Ronald, with a leap of his heart into
his throat, and of the voice which accompanied it, coming
forth with sudden energy—*there was more in that than met
the eye.’

¢ Aye, do ye say so ?’ said Mr Blythe, also with a quickened
throb of curiosity in his voice.

¢ Miss Ramsay and I—had met in Edinburgh,’ said Ronald,
clearing his throat. ¢We had seen—a great deal of each other.
We had, in short—’

¢TI always said it—I always said it,’ said the minister. ¢I
told Eelen the very first night. I've seen much in my day.
“These two are troth-plighted,” I said to my daughter, before
ye had been in my house a single night.’

‘I thought it was vain to attempt deceiving your clever
eyes,” said Ronald. ‘I told Lily so—but ladies, you know,
are never so sure—they think they can conceal things.’

¢ Thrust their heads into the sand like the ostriches, silly
things, and think nobody can see them!’ said the minister.
*I know them well—that’s just what they all do.’

¢ Well, so it was, at least, said Ronald. ‘You will not,
perhaps, wonder now that I stayed as long as I could—out-
staying my welcome, I fear, and wearing out even your hospi-
tality ; but it was a question of seeing Lily—without exciting
any suspicion—in a natural, easy way.’

¢ I will not say much about that last ; for it was more than
suspicion on my part.’

¢ Ah, but everybody is not like you—neither your experience
nor your powers of observation are common,’ said Ronald.
He paused a moment, to let this compliment sink in, and
then resumed. ‘Mr Blythe, I will admit to you that Sir
Robert is not content, and that—in short, Lily was banished
here, to take her away from me.’

‘I cannot think it a great banishment to be sent to
Dalrugas, which is a fine house in its way, though maybe old-
fashioned—and servants to be at her call night and day,’ said
the minister, ‘but you may easily see it from another point of
view—proceed, proceed,’ he added, with again a wave of his

d

¢ Well, sir, I can but repeat—Sir Robert does not think me
rich enough for his niece. ~She is his only kin ; he would like
K
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her to marry a rich man ; he would sacrifice her, my bonnie
Lily, to an old man with a yellow face and bags of money.’

¢ Well, well, that’s no so unnatural as you think. I would
like my Eelen to have a warm down-sitting if I could help her
to it—to go no further than myself.’

‘I understand that, sir; my Lily is worthy of a prince, if
there could be a prince that loved her as well as I do. But
it is me she has chosen and nobody else—and she is not one
to change, if she were shut up in Dalrugas Tower all her life.’

‘Eh, I would not lippen to that,’ said the minister, ‘she
is but a young thing. Keep you out of the gate, and let her
neither hear from you nor see you, and her bit heart, at that
age, will come round.’

¢Thank you for the warning, sir,” said Ronald, with a laugh
that was forced and uncomfortable, ‘that’s what Sir Robert
thought, I suppose. But you may believe there is no pleasure
to me in thinking so. And besides, it would never happen
with Lily, for Lily is true as steel.” He paused for a moment,
with a little access of feeling. It remained to be seen whether
he was true as steel himself—and perhaps he was not quite
assured on that point; yet he was capable, so far, of under-
standing the matter that he was sure of it in Lily, and the con-
viction expanded his breast with pride and pleasure. He
paused with natural sentiment, and partly with the quickening
of his breath, to take the full good of that sensation ! and then
he resumed.

‘I am not rich, you will easily understand—we are a lot of
sons at home, and my share will not be great. But I have a
good profession, and in a few years, so far as I can see, I may
be doirig with the best. As far as family is concemed, there
can be no question between any Ramsay and my name.’

The minister waved his hand soothingly over this conten-
tion. It was not to be gainsaid, nor was any comparison of
races to be attempted, He said, ‘In that case, my young
friend, if it’s but a few years to wait, and you will be doing so
well—and both young, with plenty of time before ye, so far as
I can see, ye can well afford to wait.’

‘I might afford to wait, that am kept to my work, and
little enough time to think—but Lily, Mr Blythe. Here is
Lily alone in the wilderness, as she says. I'm forbidden to see
her, forbidden to write to her.’

¢ Restrictions which ye have broken in both cases.’
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*Yes,’ cried Ronald, ‘how could we let ourselves be
separated—how could I leave her to languish alone? I tried
aslong as I could: I did not write to her: I did not come
near her: but flesh and blood could not bear it. And then
when I saw how glad she was to see me, and how her bonnie
countenance changed—' Here he nearly broke down, his
voice trembled, so genuine and true was his feeling. *‘We
cannot do it,’ he said, faintly, ‘and that’s all that’s to be said.
Mr Blythe, you are the minister, you have the power in your
hands—’

¢Eh, man! but I’'m only the auld minister nowadays,” cried
the old gentleman, with a sudden outburst of natural bitterness
to which he very seldom gave vent. He was delighted to
have nothing to do, but did not love his supplanter any more
on that account. ‘Ye must ask nothing from me; go your
ways to my assistant and successor, he is your man.’

‘I will go to nobody but you,’” cried Ronald, with all the
fervour of a temptation resisted. ¢ Mr Blythe, will you marry -
Lily to me?’

Mr Blythe made a long pause. ‘If ye are rightly cried in
the kirk, I have no choice but to marry ye,” he said.

"¢But I want it done at once, and very private—without
any crying in the kirk.’

¢ That would be very irregular, Mr Lumsden.’

‘I know it would; but not so irregular as calling up
Beenie, and Dougal, and Katrin, and saying before them,
“This is my wife.”’

‘No,” said the minister, ‘not just so bad as that; but
very irregular. Do ye know, young man, I would be subject
to censure by the Presbytery, and I canna tell what pains and
penalties ? And why should I do such a thing, to save you a
month or two, or a year or two's waiting P—that is nothing,
nothing at your age.’

‘It is a great deal when people are in our circumstances,’
cried Ronald. ‘Lily so lonely, not a creature near her, no
pleasure in her life—no certainty about anything; for Sir
Robert might hear I had been seen about, and might just
sweep her away—abroad, to the ends of the earth. You say
she would forget, but she does not want to forget, nor do I,
you may be sure—whereas, if you will just do this for us, you
will make us both sure of each other for ever, and I can never
be taken from her, nor she from me. .
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‘Young man,’ said the minister impressively, ‘I got my
kirk from the Ramsays; they're patrons o’ this parish, and I
was a young man with little influence. I was tutor to Mr
James, but I had little chance of anything grander than a
parish school, where I might have just flourished as a stickit
minister all my days—and it was the Ramsays that made me a
placed minister, and set me above them a’; that was the old
laird before Sir Robert’s days. But Sir Robert has been very
ceevil the times he has been here. He has asked me whiles
to my dinner, and other whiles he has sent me just as many
grouse and paitricks as I could set my face to. Would it
be a just return, think ye, to marry away his bonnie niece to a
landless lad as ye confess ye are, with nothing but fees at the
best, and not too many of them coming in?’

¢ Mr Biythe,” cried Ronald, ¢if it was Mr James you were
tutor to, it is to Mr James you owe all this—and Mr James,
had he been living, would never have gone against the happi-

-ness of his only child.’

‘Eh! but who can tell that?’ cried the minister, °little
was he thinking of that or of any kind of child. He wasa
young fellow, maybe as heedless, maybe more than ye are
yourself. Na, there was no- thought, neither of wife nor bairn
in his head.’

¢ But,” cried Ronald, ‘you must feel you have a double
duty to one that is his child and his only one, little as he knew
of it at the time.’

‘A double duty! and what is that?’ said the minister,
shaking his head—* the duty to keep her from any rash step,
puir young unfriended thing—or to let her work out her silly
will which, maybe, in a year’s time she would rather have put
her hand in the fire than have done.

‘You give a bonnie character of me,” Ronald said, with a
harsh laugh.

‘T am giving no character of you. I am thinking nothing
of you. I am thinking of the bit lassie. It is her I am bound
to protect, both for her father’s sake and her own. Most
marriages that are made in haste are, as the proverb says,
repented of at leisure. She might be heart grieved at me that
helped her to her will to-day, when she knows more of life
and what it means. Na, na, my young friend, take you your
time and wait. Waiting is aye a salutary process. It brings
out many a hidden virtue—it consolidates the character-—and
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if you are diligent in your business, it brings ye your reward :
whiclz ye enjoy more than if you had snatched it before your
time.

‘1 tell you, minister,” cried Ronald, ‘that we cannot wait
—that it’s a matter of life and death to us, both to Lily and
me.
‘What is that you are saying? I am hoping there is no
meaning in it, but only words,’ the old man said sharply, in an
altered tone.

The room had grown almost quite dark, the daffodil colour
had all faded away, and the heavy curtain of the coming snow
was stretching over the last faint streak of light. The fire was
smouldering and added little to the room, which lay in a ruddy
dark, warmed rather than lighted up. Ronald stood with his
elbow on the mantelpiece close to the old minister, whose face
had been suddenly raised towards him with an expression of
keen command and alarm. And who can tell what devil had
stolen in with the dark to put words of shame into the mouth
of the young man who had come down the frosty moorland
road like a song of joy and youth? It was rapid as a dart.
He stooped down and said something in the old minister’s ear.

The shameful lie ! the shameful, shameful lie! The temp-
tation, the fall, was so instantaneous, that Ronald himself was
scarcely conscious of it, or of what he had done in his haste.
The old gentleman uttered into the darkness a sort of moan.
And then he spoke briefly and sharply, with a keen tone of
scorn in his words, which stung his companion even through
the confusion of the time,

¢ If that’s so, ye're a disgraceful blackguard ; but it’s not
‘my part to speak. Be here at this house the morn, with her
and your witnesses—1I insist upon the witnesses, two of them,
to sign the lines. I will send Eelen out of the way. Come
before it’s dark as ye came to-day—I am always alone at this
hour. That’s enough, man, I hope. What are you wanting
more ?’

‘I only want to say that you judge me very hastily, Mr
Blythe.’

‘It’s a case in which the least said is soonest mended,’ said
the minister. ‘To-morrow—just before the darkening—and,
thank the Lord, there need not be another word said between
you and me.’



CHAPTER XIX

ONALD started back on his way to Dalrugas in the
beginning of the wintry night in a condition very dif-
ferent from that in which he came. His head was

dazed and swimming; something had happened to him ; he
had said words such as he had never contemplated saying—
words which, did Lily ever know or suspect them, would, he
Inew, open such a gulf between them as nothing could ever
bridge over. He was in a hundred minds to turn back, to con-
fess his sin before he had passed the last house in the village.
We do not call that a temptation when we are impelled to do
right, but it is the same thing, only the temptations to do right
are somehow less potent than those to do wrong. He was
torn by a strong impulse to go back and remedy what he
had done: the temptation to commit that fault had been
momentary, but overwhelming—the temptation to go back
and confess was continuous, but evidently feeble, for he went
straight on through all its tuggings, and did not walk more
slowly. But yet it would have done him much good and pro-
bably no harm had he done so: the minister would bave for-
given a fault so soon repented of : he would probably, in the
natural feeling towards a penitent sinner, have acceded to his
wishes all the same. These thoughts went through Ronald’s
head without ever stopping his steady and quick walk into the
dark. He repented, if that had been enough, in sackcloth and
ashes—he was so deeply ashamed of what he had done that
he felt his countenance flame in the darkness where nobody
could by any possibility see. But he did not turn back. And
presently by repetition the impulse weakened a little, his brain
cleared and the world became steady once again. The thing
was done ; it could not be undone. There was no possibility
that Lily should ever hear of it ; nobody would ever know of
1350
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it but old Blythe and himself: and old Blythe would die. It
would be a recollection which, in the depth of the night, in
moments of solitude, or when awakened by a sudden touch of
the past, would go on stinging him like a serpent all the days
of his life: but it would be otherwise innocuous. Lily would
never hear of it—that was the great thing; there was no
chance that she could ever hear. The old minister’s lips
were sealed. It would be contrary to every rule of honour if
he were to betray what had been said to him. Ronald said to
himself that he must accept the stinging of that recollection,
which he would never get rid of all his life, as his punishment :
but no one else would suffer, Lily least of all.

These feelings were hot and strong in his mind as he set
out, but a walk of four miles against a cold wind, and wity
the snow threatening to come down every moment, is a very
good thing for dispersing troublous thoughts. They gradually
blew away as he went on, and the bridegroom’s state of
triumph and rapture came back—dimly at first, and as if he
dared not indulge it, but gaining strength every moment,
until, before he reached Dalrugas, from the first moment
when he saw his love’s light in her window shining far over
the moor, it came back in full force, driving everything else
away. He saw-first the little star of light hanging midway
between earth and sky, and then the shape of the window, and
then Lily’s figure or shadow coming from time to time to look
out ; and no lover’s heart could have risen higher or beat more
warmly. He entirely forgot how he had wronged her in the
glory of having her, of knowing her to be there waiting for him,
and that she would be his wife to-morrow. She came to the
top of the stairs to meet him, while he rushed up three steps
at a time, rubbing against the narrow spiral of the stair, with
such passion and force of feeling as the best man in the world
could not have surpassed. One does not require, it is evident,
to be the best man in the world, or even a good man at all, to
love truly and fervently, and with all the force of one’s being.
.One might say that it was selfishness on Ronald’s part to
appropriate at any cost the girl he loved: but the fact
remained —a fact far deeper than any explanation—that he
did love her as deeply, as warmly, as sincerely as any man
could. Their meeting was a moment of joy to bothb—like a
poem, like a song : their hearts beat as high as if it had been a
first meeting after years of absence, and yet it would have been
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less complete had they been parted for more than the two or
three hours, which was its real period. I need not go any
further into this record. It did not matter what they said—
words are of little account at such moments. It is only to
note that a man who had just told a disgraceful lie, and put
upon his bride a stigma of the most false and cruel kind, and
whose mind was already shaping thoughts which were destined
to work her woe, was, at the moment when he met her with
the news that their marriage was to take place next day, as
much, as tenderly in love with her as heart could desire.
The problem is one which I have no power to explain.

Next day being still one of the Daft Days, bright with the
reflection of the New Year, and the day of the weekly market in
Kinloch-Rugas, Katrin announced early her intention of going
in to the toun in the course of the day, an expedition which
Beenie, with much modesty and reference to Miss Lily, pro-
posed to share. ‘I havena been in the toun—no to say in the
toun, ither than at the kirk, which is a different thing—since I
came to Dalrugas. I'll maybe get ye a fairing, laddie, for the
sake of the New Year—'

*If he gangs very canny with the powny, and tak’s care of
a’ our bundles,’ Katrin said.

¢ And me, I'm to be left my lane, to keep the hoose,” said
Dougal, ‘like Joan Tamson’s man.’ *

‘Weel,’ said Katrin, ‘ye’re in there mony a day, and me
at hame ; it would be a funny thing if I couldna gang to the
market once at the New Year.’

‘I'm saying nothing against you and your market. And
here’s Miss Lily away to her tea at the Manse, and maun have
Rory no less to drive her in the geeg with that lad from Edin-
burgh. I wish there was less of that lad from Edinburgh ;
he’s nae ways agreeable to me.’

¢ Losh, man; it's no you he’s running after,’ cried Katrin,
‘nor me neither. But he’s a fine lad, for all that.’

¢Fine or foul, I would like to see the back of him,’ said
Dougal : and the women in their guilty consciences trembled.
They had both been brought to Ronald’s side. Both of
them had a soft heart for true love, and the fact of stealing a
march upon Sir Robert was as pleasant to Katrin as if she had
been ten times his housekeeper. The house was full of sub-
dued excitement, hidden words exchanged between the women
on the stairs and in dark corners, as if they were conspirators
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or lovers. ‘Has he any suspicion, do you think?’ Beenie
whispered in Katrin’s ear. ‘Him!’ cried Katrin; ¢if it was
put under his nose in black and white, he would bring it to
me to spell it out till him.” ¢Eh, but sometimes these S|mple
folks discern a thing when others that are wiser see nothing.’

‘Wha said my man was simple? There’s no a simple bit
about him: but he knows ’'m a woman to be trusted, and
he'll no gang a step without Katrin.” It was not, perhaps, a
moment when an anxious inquirer could feel this trust justified.
¢ Eh, Katrin,’ cried Robina, ‘tell me just what’s the worst that
could happen to them if it was found out.’ ¢ The worst is just
that he would have to take his bride away, Beenie’ ‘Eh!
she would no be minding! That’s just what she wants most.’
‘And lose her uncle’s sillery Katrin added, with a deeper
gravity of tone. *‘That wouldna trouble her either,” said
Beenie, shaking her head as over a weakness of her mistress,
which she could not deny. ‘But I am feared, feared,’ said
Katrin, solemnly, with that repetition which makes an utter-
ance emphatic, ‘that it would be a sore trouble to him.’
¢ Any way, it’s 2’ settled now, and we'll have to stick to them,’
said Beenie, doubtfully. ¢Obh, I'll stick to them—as long as
I can stand,’ Katrin said, with vigour: and this was the last
word.

It was clear enough that something was going to take place
at the tower of Dalrugas on that Thursday: but this was
sufficiently accounted for by the fact that Katrin was going to
the market, a thing that did not happen above twice or thrice a
year. There were a great many arrangements to make, and the
black -powny had begun his toilet, and the little cart had been
scrubbed and brushed before the sun was well up in the sky—
to receive the two substantial forms which, on their side, were
arrayed in their best gowns before the early dinner to which
they sat down, each with her heart in her mouth in all the ex-
citement of the ripe conspiracy. Only an hour or two now,
and the signal would be given, the cord would be pulled, and
the great scene would open ,upon them. ‘Will you and me
ever forget this day, Katrin? ' Beenie gasped, unable to control
herself. Katrin gave her a push with her shoulder, and took
her own place soberly at the board to dispense the dmner as
usual. ¢ There’s an awfu’ fine piece of beef in the pot,’ she
said ; ¢ ower good for the like of us: but it'll mind ye, Dougal,
of the day ye keepit the house, and I gaed to the toun.’
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¢ It’s no the first day I've keepit the house, and you been
the one to gang to the toun.’

*No: maybe ye've done it four times since you and me
were marriet. If ye ever got better broth than thae broth, it’s
no me that made them. They're that well boiled they just
melt in your mouth with goodness, with a piece of meat in
them fit for the laird’s table. Have ye taken up some of my
broth, Beenie, to the young lady and her friend up the stair ?’

‘You’re no taking much of them yourself,” said Dougal,
‘nor Beenie either. Bless the women, your heads are just
turned with the grand ploy o’ going to the market. Me, I gang
to the market and say naething about it, nor ever lose a bite
of a bannock on that account. But you’re queer creatures—
no to be faddomed by man. Are ye going to spend a lot o’
siller that ye’re in siccan a state? Beenie, now, she’ll be want-
ing a new gown.’

¢If ye think that I, that am used to a’ the grand shops in
Edinburgh, would buy a gown at Kinloch-Rugas —’

¢Oh, when ye can get nae better, it’s aye grand to tak’ what
ye can get,’ said Dougal. ¢ As for Katrin, I canna tell what’s
come over her. Her hand’s shaking—’

‘My hand’s no shakin’!’ cried Katrin vehemently. ‘I'm
just as steady as any person. But I've been awfu’ busy this
mornin’ putting everything in order, and I've very little appetite.
I'm no a great eater at any time.’

‘Nor me,’ said Beenie, ‘and I'm tired too. I’'ve just been
turning over and over Miss Lily’s things.’

‘Ye had very little to do,’ said Katrin, resenting the adop-
tion of her own argument. ¢Miss Lily’s things could easy
wait. Sup up your broth, and dinna keep us all waiting.
Sandy, here’s a grand slice for you. It’s seldom you've tasted
the like of that. And as soon as you're done, laddie, hurry
and put in the pony, for we must have a good sight o’ the
market, Beenie and me, before it gets dark.’

Dougal came out to the door to see them off, with his
bonnet hanging upon the side of his head by a hair. He felt
the presence of something in the atmosphere for which he
could not account. What was it? It was some ‘ploy’
among the women, probably not worth a man’s trouble to
inquire into. And, as soon as they were off, he had Rory to
put in, and await the pleasure of ‘thae twa’ upstairs. He
could not refuse Lily anything, nor indeed had he any right to
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refuse to Sir Robert’s niece the use of Rory, on whom she had
already ridden about so often. But the lad from Edinburgh
was a trial to Dougal. He had an uneasy feeling that it would
not please his master to hear of this visitor, and that a strange
man about the house was not to be desired. ‘¢If it had but
been a lassie,” he said : in that case he would have been glad
that Miss Lily had some company to amuse her; but a gen-
tleman, and a gentleman, too, that was a stranger, not even
of the same county—a lawyer lad from the Parliament House.
He did not willingly trust a long-leggit loon like that to drive
Rory. He was mair fit to carry Rory than Rory to carry him,.
so that Dougal’s countenance was entirely overcast.

There had been some snow in the morning, a sprinkling
just enough to cover the ground more softly and deeply than the
hoar frost, but that was but preliminary, there was a great deal
more to come. Dougal stood when the pony was ready,
pushing his cap from side to side and staring at the sky.
‘Ye'll do weel to bide but very short time, Miss Lily,’ he said ;
‘the tea at the Manse is, maybe, very good ; but the snow will
be coming down in handfu’s before you get hame.’

‘We shall not stay long, Dougal, I promise you,” Lily said.
There was a tremble in her voice as there had been in Katrin’s,
and in Robina’s. ¢The women are all clean gyte,” Dougal said
to himself. He watched them go away, criticising bitterly the
pose of Ronald as he drove. ‘A man with thae long legs has
no mortal need for a pony,’ he said, ‘they’re just half a yard
longer than they ought to be. I'm about the figure of a man,
or just a thought too tall, for driving a sensitive beast like our
Rory. Puir beast, but he has come to base uses,’ said Dougal. -
I don’t know where he had picked up this phrase, but he was
pleased with it, and repeated it, chuckling to himself.

That evening, just before the darkening, when once more
the sunset sky was flushed with all kinds of colour, and shone
in graduated tints of rose-pink, darkening to crimson, and blue
melting into green, through the Manse window, one homely
figure after another stole into the Manse parlour. Katrin had
brought the minister a dozen of her own fresh eggs, and what
could he do less than call her in and say, ‘How is a’ with ye,’
at New Year’s time, when everybody had a word of good wishes
tosay? ‘And this is Robina,’ he added, with a touch of re-
serve and severity in his tone. Beenie could not understand
how to her—always so regular at the kirk and known for a weel



156 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

living woman—the minister should be severe : but it was easy
to understand that on such an occasion he had a great deal on
his mind. There was a chair at either end of the great sofa
that stood against the wall: for in these days furniture was
arranged symmetrically, and it was not permitted that any-
thing should be without its proper balance. The two women
placed themselves there modestly, one at each end ; the great
arms of the sofa half hid them in the slowly growing twilight.
Katrin, who was nearest the door, was blotted out altogether.
Beenie, who was at the end nearest the window, showed like a
shadow against the light.

And then there was a pause; it was a very solemn pause
indeed, like the silence in church. The minister sat in his big
chair in the darkest part of the room, with the red glow of a
low fire just marking that there was something there, but not a
word, not a movement disturbing the dark. The room after a
while seemed to turn round to the two watchers, it was so
motionless. When Mr Blythe drew a long breath, a sort of
suppressed scream came from both of them. Was it rather a
death than a marriage they had come to witness? They had
never seen any living thing so still, and the awe of the old
man’s presence was overwhelming enough in itself.

¢ What’s the matter with you ?’ he said almost roughly. ‘Can
I not draw my breath in my own house?’

‘Oh, sir, I beg your pardon,” cried Katrin, thankful to
recover her voice. ‘It was just so awfu’ quiet, and we’re no
used to that. In our bit houses there’s nobody but says what-
ever comes into his head, and we'’re awfu’ steering folk up at
Dalrugas Tower.’ -

‘Just in the way o’ kindness, and giving back an answer
when you're spoken to,’ said Beenie, deferentially, in her soft,
half-apologetic voice. It was a great comfort to them in the
circumstances, which were very unusual and full of responsi-
bility, to hear themselves speak.

Ye must just try and possess your souls in patience till ye
get back again,” the minister said, out of his dark corner. It
was just a grand lesson, both thought, and the kind of thing that
the minister ought to say. And the silence fell again with a
slow diminution of the light and gradual fading of the yellow
sky. To sit there without moving, without breathing, with
always the consciousness of the minister unseen, fixing a pene-
trating look upon them, which probably showed him, so clever
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a man, the very recesses of their hearts, became moment by
moment more than Katrin or Robina could bear.

‘The young fools ; I'll throw it all up if they dinna put in
an appearance before that clock strikes,’ cried Mr Blythe at
last. *Look out of the window, one of you women, and see if
ye can see them.’

‘There’s nothing, minister, nothing, but a wheen country
carts going from the market,’ said Beenie, in the rdle of
Sister Anne.

‘The idiots!’ said Mr Blythe again, with that force of
lauguage peculiar to his country. ¢Not for their ain purposes,
and them all but unlawful, can they keep their time.’

‘Oh, sir, ye mustna be hard upon them at siccan a
moment !’ cried Katrin, rocking herself to and fro in anxiety.

‘Eh, but I see the powny!’ cried Beenie, from the win-
dow, ‘there’s a wee laddie holding Rory. And will I run and
open the door no to disturb Marget in the kitchen ?’ she said,
not waiting for an answer. The spell of the quiet had so
gained upon Robina, and the still rising tide of excitement,
that she swept almost noiselessly into the narrow hall, and
opened the door mysteriously to the two other shadows who
stole in, as it seemed, out of the yellow light that filled up the
doorway behind, into a darkness which, turning from that
wistful illumination, seemed complete.



CHAPTER XX

T was all like a dream, a scene without light or sound,
shadows moving in the faint twilight, at first not a word
said. Beenie remained at the door, holding the handle

to guard the entrance. Katrin had risen up too, and stood
against the wall, trembling very much but not betraying it in
this faint light. These two were in the light side of the room,
the half made visible by the window with its fading sunset
glimmer. The other two passed into the darker side and
were all but lost to sight. A sudden flicker of the fire caught
the colour of Lily’s dress and revealed her outline for the
moment. She had taken off her hat, not knowing why, and
the soft beaver with its feather was hanging down by her side
in her hand. Katrin made a step forward and relieved her
of it, trembling lest some dreadful voice should come to her
ears out of the darkness, though not seeing the minister’s eyes
which shot upon her a fiery glance. Then he broke that
strange haunted silence in which so many thoughts and
passions were hidden, by his voice, suddenly rising, harsh,
sounding as if it were loud; it was not at all loud, it was
indeed a soft voice on ordinary occasions, only in the circum-
stances and in the intense quiet it had a strange tone. To
Ronald it sounded menacing, to Lily only half alarming, as
she knew no reason why it should be less kind than usual;
the women were so awestricken already that to them it was
as the voice of fate. The brief little ceremony was as simple
as could be conceived. The troth was not given as in other
rites by the individuals themselves, but simply said by the
old minister’s deepening voice, which he was at pains to subdue
after .the shock of the first words, and assented to by the
bride and bridegroom, Lily, to the halt horror of the two
women, who gripped each othelé wildly in their excitement at
15
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the sound, giving an audible murmur of assent, while Ronald
bowed, which was the usual form. ‘Yon’ll be the English
way,’ Katrin whispered to Beenie. ‘Oh whisht, whisht,’ said
the other. And then in the darkness there ensued a few
rolling words of prayer, the long vowels solemnly drawn out,
the long words following each other slowly and with a certain
grandeur of diction in their absolute simplicity—and the
formula common to all—*Whom God hath joined together
let no man put asunder’ And then there was a little stir in
the darkness and all was over.

¢ But there’s just this to say to you, young man,’ came out
of the gloom from the old voice, quavering a little with feeling
or fatigue, ‘forasmuch as ye have been wanting before, so
much the more are ye pledged now to be all a man ought to
be to this young creature that has trusted herself to you. If
ever I hear an ill word of your conduct or your care, and me
living, you will have one to answer to that will have it in his
power to do you an ill turn, and will not refrain. Mind you
this ; if I am in the land of the living, and know of any hairm
to this poor lassie J will not refrain; and ye know what I
mean, and that I am one that will do what I say.

‘If you think I require to be frightened into loving and
cherishing my bonnie wife!’ said Ronald confused and
alarmed, but attempting to take a high tone.

‘Oh, Mr Blythe!’ cried Lily, ‘how little you know!’
She could speak in the dark where no one could see, though
the light would have reduced her to silence and blushes.
She put her hand with a pretty gesture within Ronald’s arm.

‘I, maybe, know more than I'm thought to do,” he said
gruffly ; ‘light that candle that you'll find on the mantelpiece,
and let us get our work done.”’ The candle brought suddenly
to light the confused scene, all the party standing except the
figure of the minister, large and shapeless, in his big chair.
And there was a moment of commotion, while one by one
they signed the necessary papers, the young pair quickly, the
women with a grotesqueness of awe and difficulty which might
have transferred the whole scene at once to the regions of the
burlesque. Both to Katrin and Robina it was a very solemn
business, slowly accomplished with much contortion both of
countenance and figure. ~*Women, can ye not dispatch?’
Mr Blythe said sternly. ‘My daughter may be here any
minute : the time of supposed rest is over, and this sederunt
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$hould be over too. Marget will be in from the kitchen with
the lamp.’

¢Oh, Beenie, be quick, quick !’ murmured Lily. She had
feared to be entreated with the constant hospitality of the
Manse to wait until Helen came, and to take tea. It gave
her a curious wound to feel that this was not likely to be the
case, even though she was most anxious to escape. She was
indeed a little frightened for Marget and the lamp, and for
Helen and the tea ; but it hurt her that the minister who had
just made her Ronald’s wife should have any hesitation. Feel-
ings are not generally so fine in rural places. A bride is one
to be eagerly embraced, not kept out of sight. Though,
indeed, she did not want to see Helen or any one, she said
almost indignantly to herself.

‘And now there are your lines, Mistress Lumsden,’ the
minister said. ‘Keep them safe and never let them out of
your own hands, and I wish ye all that is good. 1If it’s been
a hasty step or an unconsidered, it’s you that will probably
have to bear the wyte of it. I will not deceive you with
smooth things ; but if there has been error at the beginning—’

¢ Excuse me,” said Ronald in a low, fierce voice, ‘but there
is snow in the sky, and it’s already dark, and I must take
my wife away.’

‘Don’t you interrupt me,’ said the old minister, ‘or I will,
maybe, say more than I meant to say. If there’s been error
at the beginning, my poor lassie, take you care to be all the
more heedful in time to come. Do nothing ye cannot acknow-
ledge in the face of day. And God bless you, and keep you,
and lift up the light of His countenance upon you,” he said,
lifting up his arms. The familiar action, the familiar words,
subdued all the group in a moment. He had not meant with
these words to bless the bride that had been brought before
him as poor Lily had been—but it had been drawn from him
phrase by phrase.

And then the door opened, and Lily found herself once
more outside in the keen air touched with the foretaste of
snow which is so distinct in the north. The sky was heavy
with it for half the circle from north to south, but in the west
was something of that golden radiance still and a clear blue-
ness above, and one or two stars sparkling through the frost.
She lifted her eyes to these with relief, with a feeling of con-
solation. Was that the light of ‘His countenance that was to
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shime upon her? But below all things were dark and dreary.
To the hurry of excitement which had possessed her before,
something vexing, troublous, had come in. She had wished,
and was eager to hurry away, to escape Helen—but why had
she been hurried away, made to perceive that she was not
intended to see Helen? It was more fantastic than could be
put into words. And Ronald, too, was in so great a hurry,
eager to get her beyond the observation of the people coming
from the market, almost to hide her in a sheltered corner,
while he himself went to get the pony. ‘Nobody will see you
here,” he said. She wished that nobody should see her, but
yet an uncalled-for tear came to Lily’s eyes as she stood and
waited. It looked almost as if it was a path into heaven, the
narrow way which was spoken of in the Bible, that strip of
golden light with the stars shining above. But it was not to
heaven she wanted to go, in the joy of her espousals, on her
wedding day. She wanted the life that was before her; the
human, the natural, the life that other women had ; to be taken
to the home her husband had made for her, to be free of the
bonds of her girlhood, and the loneliness of her previous days.
But Lily did not know, not even a step of the path before her.

It rushed upon her now that he had never said a word,
never one definite word of that. She did not know what was
going to happen to-morrow. To-night it was too late, cer-
tainly too late to go further than Dalrugas—but to-morrow.
She remembered now suddenly, clearly, that to all her
questions and imaginations what they were to do, he had
never made one distinct reply. He had allowed her to talk
and to imagine what was going to be, but he had said not a
word. There seemed nothing, nothing clear in all the world
but that one golden path leading up into the sky. °‘Lift up
the light of His countenance upon you.” That did not mean,
Lily thought, half pagan as the youthful thinker so often is,
the blessing that is life and joy, but rather that which is
consolation and calm. And it was not consolation or calm
she wanted, but happiness and delight. She wanted to be
able to go out upon the world with her arm upon her husband’s
and her head high, and to shape her new life as other young
women did, a separate thing, a new thing, individual to them-
selves, not any repetition or going back. Standing there in
the dark comner, hidden till he could find the pony and
take her up secretly out of sight, hurrying away not to be

L
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seen by anyone—Lily’s heart revolted at these precautions,
even though it had been to a certain extent her own desire
they should be taken. But oh! it was so different her own
desire! that was only the bridal instinct to hide its shy
happiness, its tremor of novelty and wonder. It was not
concealment she had wanted, but withdrawal from the gaze
of the crowd; but it was concealment that was in Ronald’s
thought, a thing always shameful, not modest, not maidenly,
but an expedient of guilt.

Perhaps Ronald was just a little too long getting the
pony, but he was not very long. He had her safely in the
little geeg, with all her wraps carefully round her, before fifteen
minutes had passed ; but fifteen minutes in some circumstances
are more than as many hours in others. Lily was very silent
at first, and he had hard ado to rouse her from the reflections
that had seized upon her. ‘¢What are we going to do?’ she
said, out of the heaviness of these reflections, when all that
found its way to his lips was the babble of love at its climax.
Was it that she loved him less than he loved her? He
whispered this in her ear, with one arm holding her close,
while Rory made his way vigorously along the road, scenting
his stable, and also the snow that was coming. Lily made
no answer to the suggestion. Certainly that murmur of love
did not seem to satisfy her. She was overcome by it now and
then, and sat silent, feeling the pressure of his arm, and the
consciousness that there was nobody but him and herself in
the world, with the seductive bewilderment of emotion shared
and intensified—yet from time to time awoke sharply to feel the
force over again of that question, ¢ What are we going to do?’
Obh, why had she not insisted on an answer to it before? The
night grew darker, the snow began to fall in large flakes. They
were more and more isolated from the world which was invisible
round them, nothing to be divined in it but Rory tossing his
shaggy ears and snorting at the snow that melted into his nostrils.
By the time they reached the tower, discovering, vaguely all at
once, the glimmer of the lights, and the voice of Dougal calling
to the pony to moderate the impatience of his delight at sight
of his own stable, they were so covered with snow that it was
difficult for Lily to shake herself clear of it as she stumbled down
at the great door. ¢ Bide a moment, bide a moment ; just take
the plaid off her bodily. It's mair snaw than plaiden,’ cried
Dougal. ¢Ve little deevil, stand still, will ye? Ye'll get
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neither bite nor sup till your time comes. Have ye no seen
the ithers on the road? Silly taupies to bide so long, and
maybe be stormsted in the end.’

‘They’re on the road, Dougal,’ cried Lily, with humility,
remembering that she had never once thought of Katrin and
Beenie. ‘I am sure they're on the road.’

¢They had better be that he said, angrily. ‘What
keepit them, I'm askin’? Sir, if ye'll be advised by me, ye’ll
just bid good-bye to the young leddy and make your way to
Tam’s as fast as ye can, for every half hour will make it waur.
It’s on for a night and a day, or I have nae knowledgz of the
weather.’

¢ Half-an-hour can’t make much difference, Dougal,’ said
Ronald, with a laugh.

‘Oh, can it no? It’s easy to see ye ken little of our moor.
And the €’en will be as black as midnicht, and the snaw
bewildering, so that ye’ll just turn round and round about, and
likely lie down in a whin bush, and never wake more.’

A half shriek came from Lily in the doorway, while Ronald’s
laugh rang out into the night. ¢ It will be no worse in half-an-
hour,’ he said.

¢ Ay, will it. There’s a wee bit light in the west the noo
but there will be nane then. Heigh! is’t you? Weel, that’s
aye something,” Dougal said, as the other little vehicle, with its
weight of snow-covered figures, came suddenly into the light;
and in the bustle of the second arrival, which was much more
complicated than the first, nothing more was said. Katrin and
Beenie had shaken off the awe of their conspiracy. They were
full of spirits and laughter, and their little cart crowded
with parcels of every kind. They had found time to buy half
the market, as Dougal said, and they occupied him so com-
pletely with their talk, and the bustle of getting them and their
cargo safely deposited indoors, that the young couple stole up-
stairs unnoticed. ¢ Tam may whistle for me to-night,” Ronald
said, ‘and Dougal growl till he’s tired, and the snow fall as
much as it pleases. I'm safe of my shelter, Lily. A friend in
court is worth many a year’s fee.’

‘Who is your friend in court ?’ she said, shivering a little
The cold and the agitation had been a little too much for Lily.
Her teeth chattered, the light swam in her eyes.

It was Katrin who was the Providence of the young people.
She it was who ordained, peremptorily, not letting Dougal say
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a word, that to send Mr Lumsden off to Tam’s cottage on such
a night was such a thing as had never been heard of.

‘I wouldna turn out a dog,’ she cried, ‘to find its way,
poor beast, across the moor.’

¢ I warned the lad,’ said Dougal ; ‘I tell’ld him every half
hour would make it waur. It is his ain fault if he is late.
What have you and me to do harbouring a’ the young callants
in the county—or out of it—that may come here after Miss
lI;ilyc.1 , You’ve just got some nonsense about true love in your

ead.

¢Am I the person,’ said Katrin, ‘to have true love cast in
my face, me that have been married upon you, Dougal, these
thirty year? Na, na! 'm no that kind of woman; but I
have peety in my heart, and there’s a dozen empty rooms in
this house. I think it’s just a shame, when 1 think of the poor
bodies that are about, maybe sleepin’ out on the cauld moor.
I'll not take the life of this young lad, turning him away, and
neither shall you, my man, if you want to have any comfort in
your ain life.’

‘T warned him,’ said Dougal ; ‘if he didna take my warning
it’s his ain wyte.’

¢It shanna be mine nor yours either,’ said Katrin, and,
indeed, even Dougal, when he looked out, perceived that there
was nothing to be said. The snow had fallen so continuously
since their arrival, that already every trace, either of wheels or
hoofs, was filled up. The whiteness lay unbroken in the
courtyard and up to the very door as if no one had come near
the house for days. Sandy was in the stable with his lantern,
hissing over the little black pony as he rubbed him down; but
even Sandy’s steps to the stable were wiped out by the snow-
storm. It covered everything, fair things and foul, and, above
all, every trace of a path or road. .

‘I’'m no easy in my mind about what Sir Robert would say,’
he muttered, pushing his cap to his other ear.

¢ And what would Sir Robertsay? If it had been a lad on
the tramp, a gangrel person or selling prins about the road, he
would never have grudged him a bed, or at the worst, a pickle
straw in the stable on such a night. And this is a young
gentleman of the family of the Lumsdens of Pontalloch, kent-
folk, and as much thought of as any person. Is’t a pickle
straw the Laird would have offered to a gentleman’s son like
that? He's just biding here till the storm’s over, if it was a
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week or a fortnicht ; and I’ll answer for it to the Laird,’ Katrin
cried.

Dougal looked at her in consternation. ‘A week or a fort-
night! It’s no decent for the young leddy,’ he said.

“It’s just a grand chance for the young lady—company to
pass the time till her, and her all her lane. If he will bide—
but maybe he will not bide,” said Katrin, with a sigh. Katrin,
too, was a little anxious, as Lily was, for what to-morrow would
bring forth. She had but taken the bull by the horns, in
Dougal’s person, saying the worst that could be said. ‘But
it’s my hope, Beenie,’ she said afterwards, with an anxious
countenance, ‘that he’ll just take his bonnie wife on his arm and
away to his am house as soon as the snaw’s awa’.’

¢Oh, ay ! ye needna have any doubt of that,’ saxd Beenie,
with a broad smile of content.

‘Then you'll just take off your grand gown and serve them
with their dinner. I have naething but the birds to put to the
fire, and that will take little time ; and if they never had a good
dinner before nor after, they shall have one that any prince
might eat—between you and me, Robina, poor things, on their
wedding night.’



CHAPTER XXI1

HE snowstorm lasted for about a week, day after day,
with an occasional interval, with winds that drifted it,
and dreadful nights of frost that made it shrink, but

covered it over with sparkling crystals: and with occasional
movements of a more genial temperature, that touched the
surface only to make it freeze again more fiercely when that
relenting was over, The whole landscape was turned to white-
ness, and the moor, with all its regular lines, rounded as if a
heavy white blanket had been laid over the hummocks of the
ling and the hollows and deep cuttings. The hills were white,
too, but showing great seams and crevices of darkness, from
which all the magical colour had been taken by the absence of
light. Black and white was what everything was reduced to,
like the winter Alps, with a grey sky overhead still heavy with
inexhaustible spow. This snowstorm was ‘a special provi-
dence’ to the inhabitants of Dalrugas: at least, to most of
them. Dougal grumbled, and suggested various ways in which
it might be possible for the lad from Edinburgh to get away.
He might walk two miles north, to a village on the main road,
where the coach was bound to pass every lawful day, whether
it snowed or whether it blew: or he might get the geeg from
the inn at Kinloch-Rugas to carry him south, and strike the
route of another coach also bound to travel on every lawful
day. But Dougal talked to the air, and nobody gave him
heed: not to say that the gentleman from Edinburgh found
means to conciliate him by degrees, and that, at last, a crack
with Mr Lumsden became a great relief to Dougal from the
unmitigated chatter of the womankind by whlch he was sur-
rounded night and day.

This week of snow flew as if on wings. They were shut off
from all intrusion, and even frgﬁm every invading question, by



SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE 167

the impossibility of overstepping that barrier which nature had
placed around them: they lived as in a dream, which circum-
stances had thus made possible without any strain of nature.
Nobody could turn a stranger out into the snow, not Sir
Robert himself. Had bhe been there, however little he liked
his visitor, he would have been compelled to keep him in his
house, and treat him like a favoured guest. Not even an
enemy’s dog could have been turned out into the snow. It
made everything legitimate : everything simple and natural.
I don’t know that Lily required this thought to support her,
for, indeed, she was not at that time aware that any secret was
made of the marriage, that it was concealed from anyone in
the house—even Dougal ; or that Helen Blythe, at the Manse,
for instance, had not been made aware of it by that time. She
had never clearly entered into the question why Helen Blythe
had not been present ; why the ceremony had been performed
in the darkening, and so much mystery had surrounded it:
except by the natural reason that no observation which could
be avoided should be drawn upon the bride, and that, indeed,
all possibility of vulgar remark should be guarded against.
The question, What was to be done next? had filled Lily’s
mind on that day : but the snow bhad silenced it and covered
it over like the ling bushes and the burn, which no longer
made its usual trill of running remark, but was also hushed
and bound by the new conditions which modified all the life
of this portion of the earth. The moor and all its surround-
ings hung between heaven and earth in a great silence during
this period. The grey sky hung low, so that it seemed as if an
unwary wayfarer, if he went far enough against that heavy
horizon, might strike against it, blinded as he must have been
by the whirling flakes that danced and fluttered down, some-
times quickening in pace like the variations of a swift strath-
spey, sometimes falling large and deliberate like those dilated
flakes of fire that fell on the burning sands in the Inferno.
There were no images, however different in sentiment, that
might not have been applied to that constant falling. It was
snow—always snow-—and yet there was in it all the varieties
of poetry, when you looked at it, so to speak, from within,
looking through it upon an empty world in which no other life
or variety seemed to be left.

Sometimes, however, the pair sallied forth, notwithstanding
the snow, to breathe the crisp and frosty air, and to feel with
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delight the great atmosphere and out-door world around them
instead of four walls. Lily wore a great camlet cloak, rough,
but a protection against both wet and chill, with a large silver
clasp under her chin, and her head and shoulders warmly
hooded and wrapped in her plaid of the Ramsay colour, which
she wore as fair Ramsays did in Allan Ramsay’s verse. Lily’s
eyes sparkled under the tartan screen, and not to risk the
chilling of a hand which it would have been necessary to put
forth to clasp his arm, Ronald in his big coat walked with his
arm round her, to steady her on the snow: for every path was
obliterated and they never knew when they might not stumble
over a stifled burn, or among the heathery hillocks of the moor.
These walks were not long, but they were delightful in the
stillness and loneliness, the white flakes clothing them all over
in another coat, lighting upon Lily’s hair and Ronald’s beard,
getting into their eyes, half blinding them with the sudden
moisture, and the laughter that followed. I will not attempt
to give any account of the talk with which they beguiled both
these devious rambles and the long companionship indoors in
the warm drawing-room from which they looked out with so
much comfort on the white and solitary world. It harmonised
and made everything legitimate—that lucky snow. One could
not ask, ‘What shall we do to-morrow?’ in the sight of the
absolute impossibility of doing anything. It was not the
bridegroom, but Nature herself who had arranged this honey-
moon. If it would but last! but then it was in the nature of
things that it could not last.

The frost began to break up a little on the eighth day—or
rather it was not the frost that broke up, but the sky that
cleared. In the evening instead of the heavv grey there came
a break which the sky looked through, and in it a star or two,
which somehow changed altogether the aspect of affairs. That
evening, as she stood looking out at the break so welcome to
everybody—but which she was not so sure of welcoming as
other people were—Lily felt the question again stir, like a bird
in its nest, in the hushed happiness of her heart. In the
mormning, when she looked out upon a world that had again
become light, with blue overhead, and a faint promise of sun,
and no snow falling, it came back more strongly, this time
like a secret ache. The women and Dougal and Sandy and
even the ponies were full of delight in the end of the storm.
‘What a bonnie morning !’ they shouted to each other, waking
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Lily from her sleep. A bonnie morning! There was colour
again on the hills and colour in the sky. The distance was no
longer shut out, as by a door, by the heavy firmament : it was
remote, it was full of air, it led away into the world—into
worlds unseen. As Lily gazed a golden ray came out of it and
struck along the snow in a fine line. Ob, it was bonnie! as
they called to each other in the yard, as Rory snorted in his
stable and all the chickens cackled, gathering about Katrin’s
feet. The snow was over! The storm was over! In a little
while the whiteness would disappear and the moor would be
green again. ‘What are we going to do?’ All Nature seemed
to ask the question. .

¢I wish,” said Ronald, ‘those fowls would cease their re-
joicings about the end of the snow. I wish the snow could
have lasted another fortnight, Lily: though perhaps I should
not say that, for I could not have taken advantage of it. I
should need to have invented some means of getting away.’

‘Because you were tired of it, Ronald?’ she said with a
smile: but the smile was not so bright as it had been. It was
not Lily’s snow-smile, all light and radiance : it was one into
which' the question had come, a little wistfyl, a little anxious.
Ronald saw, and his heart grieved at the change.

‘That’s the likely reason,’ he said with a laugh, ‘but oh,
Lily, my bonnie love, here is the Parliament House all astir
again, the judges sitting, and the work begun.’

‘Well,” she said, that smile of hers shooting out a pure
beam of fire upon him, ‘I am ready, Ronald; I am ready, too.’

‘Ready to speed the parting husband, and to wish me
good luck ?’ he said, with a faint quiver in his voice. He was
not a coward by nature, but Ronald this time was afraid. He
had not forgotten the question,  What are we going to do?’ .
which had been expressed in every line of Lily’s face, in every”
tone of her voice, before the evening of the marriage. He
knew it had come again, but he did not know how he was to
meet it. He plunged into the inevitable conflict with his
heart in his mouth. .

‘To speed the parting— Are you going, Ronald, are you
thinking of going—without me ?’

‘My dearest,’ he said, spreading out his hands in depreca-
tion, ‘it's like rending me asunder ; it is like tearing my heart
out of my bosom.’

‘I am not asking you what it is like,’ cried Lily. ‘What I
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am asking is your meaning. Were you thinking of going with-
out me?’

¢Lily, Lily!’ he said, ‘don’t be so dreadfully hard upon
me! Whatam I to do? I know nothing else that I can do.’

fOh, if it’s only that!’ she said, ‘I can tell you, and very
easy, what to do. You will just take me down to Kinloch-Rugas,
or to that other place where the coach stops, and wrap me well
in my camlet cloak and in my tartan plaid—and I'll not feel
the cold, not so much as you will, for women’s blood is warm
—and when we get to Edinburgh we will take the topmost
storey of a house, and make it as warm as a nest, and get the
first sunshine and the bonnie view away to Fife and the north.
And Beenie will follow us with my things and her own; but
we'll just be all alone for the first day or two, and I will make
you your dinner with my own hands,’ said Lily, holding up
those useful implements with a look of triumph, which was,
alas! too bright, which was like the sun when a storm is com-
ing: brilliant with alarm and a sense of something very differ-
ent to come.

“They don’t look very fit for it, those bits of white hands,’
he said, eager, if possible, by any means, to divert her from the’
more important question—and he took her hands in his and
kissed them : but Lily was not to be diverted in this way.

‘You may think what you like of how they look—but they
are just a very useful pair of hands, and can cook you a Scots
collop, or a chicken, or fish in sauce, as well as any person.
I know what I have undertaken, and if you think I will break
down, you are mistaken, Ronald Lumsden, in me.’

‘T am not mistaken in you, Lily. I know there is nothing
you could not do if you were to try: but am I to be the one
to make a drudge of my Lily? I would like her to eat of the
fat and drink of the sweet, as the ministers say, and have no
trouble all her days?’

‘It depends upon what you call trouble,’ said Lily, still
holding up her flag. ¢Trouble I suppose we shall have, sooner.
or later, or we'll be more than mortal : but to serve you your
dinner is what I would like to do. You’ll go out to the Parlia-
ment House and work to get the siller—for it must be allowed
that between us we have not much of the siller, and you can-
not buy either collops or chuckies without it, nor scarcely even
ahaddie or a herring out of the sea. But that’s the man’s share,
And then I will buy it, and clean it, and put it on in the pot,
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and you will eat of your wife’s cooking and your heart will be
glad. Do you think I want to go back to Moray Place, or
a fine house in one of the new crescents, and sit with my
hands before me? Not me, not me!’

‘My bonnie Lily,’ he cried, ‘it’s a bonnie dream, and like
yourself ; and if you only cooked a crust it would be better
than all the grand French kickshaws in the world, or the
English puddings, to me.’

‘You need not be so humble, sir,’ said Lily, ‘I will cook no
crust. It will be savoury meat, such as thy soul loveth ; though
I'll not cheat you as that designing woman, Rebekah, did.’

‘My bonnie Lily, you'll always do more for me, and better
for me, than I deserve,” he cried. °‘Is that the postman, for
the first time, coming up the road from the town?’

They went to the window to look out at this remarkable
phenomenon, and there he kept her, pointing out already the
break of the snow upon the side of the moor, revealing the
little current of the burn, and something of the edge of the
road, along which—wonderful sight !—that solitary figure was
making its way. *But it will not be passable, I think, till to-
morrow, for any wheeled thing, so we will make ourselves
happy for another day,” Ronald said: and this was all the
answer he gave her. He was very full of caresses, of fond
speeches and lover’s talk all day. He scarcely left an opening
for anything more serious. If Lily began again with her
question he always found some way of stopping her mouth.
Perhaps she was not unwilling, in a natural shrinking from
conflict, to have her mouth stopped. But there rose between
them an uneasy sense of something to be explained, something
to be unravelled ; a desire on one side which was to encounter
on the other resistance not to be overcome.

Ronald went out to Dougal after dinner and stood by him
while he suppered the pony. ‘I think the roads will be clear
to-morrow, Dougal,’ he said.

‘I wouldna wonder,” said Dougal. His opinion was that
the lad from Edinburgh would just sorn on there for ever,
eating Sir Robert’s good meat, and would never more go
away.

yWhich do you think would be best? to lend me Rory
and the little cart to take me in. to Kinloch-Rugas, or to send
for the geeg from the inn to catch the coach on the South
Road?’
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‘I could scarcely gie an opinion,’ said Dougal. *A stoot
gentleman o’ your age might maybe just as easy walk.’

When Dougal said ‘a stoot gentleman ’ he did not mean to
imply that Ronald was corpulent, but that he was a strong
fellow and wanted no pony to take him four miles.

‘That’s true enough,’ said Ronald, ‘but there’s my
portmanteau, which is rather heavy to carry.’

‘As grand as you—" Dougal began, but then he stopped
and reflected that he was, so to speak, on his own doorstep (in
the absence of Sir Robert), and that it was a betrayal of all the
traditions of hospitality to be rude to a guest—especially to
one who was about to take himself away. ¢Weel,’ he added
quickly, with a push to his bonnet, ‘I canna spare you Rory,
the young leddy might be wanting a ride ; but Sandy and the
black powny will take in the bit box, if ye're sure that you've
made up your mind—at last.’

‘I daresay you thought I was never going to do that,’
Ronald said, with a laugh.

And then Dougal melted too. ‘¢Ob,’he said, ¢I just thought
you knew when you were in good quarters,’ in a more friendly
voice.

¢And did not you think I was a sensible fellow,’ said the
amiable guest, ‘to lie warm and feed well instead of fighting two
or three days, or maybe more, through the snow? But now
the Courts are opened, and the judges sitting, and everybody
waiting for me. I would much rather bide where I am, but I
must go.’ )

¢If it’s for your ain interest,’ said Dougal : ‘and I wudna
wonder but ye're a wee tired of seeing naebody and doing
naething, no even a gun on your shoulder, Tl bid the laddie
be ready, I'll say at sax of the clock.’

¢Six o’clock,’ said Ronald, in dismay, ¢ the coach does not
leave till ten.’ '

‘Weel, I’ll say aicht if you like. You should be down in
good time. Whiles there are a heap of passengers, and mair
especial after a storm like this, that has shut up a’ the roads.’

‘I shall be very much obliged to you, Dougal. I have
been obliged to you all the time. I will explain the circum-
stances to Sir Robert if he is in Edinburgh in the spring, and I
will tell him that Katrin and you have been more than kind’

“’Deed, and if I were you,’ said Dougal, * I would just keep
a calm sough and say naething to Sir Robert. He might
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wonder how ye got here—he would maybe no think that our
young leddy— DI'm wanting no certificate frae ainy strange
gentleman,’ said Dougal, ‘and least said is soonest mended.
There are folk that canna bide to hear their ain house spoke
of by a stranger, nor friends collecting about it that might
maybe no just be approved. No, no, haud you your tongue
and keep your ain counsel; and so far as things have gaen,
you’ll hear nae more about it frae Katrin or me.’

Ronald was confounded by this speech. ¢So far as things
bave gaen’—had this rough fellow any idea how far they had
gone? Had his wife told him what happened in the Manse
parlour? Had his suspicions penetrated the whole story?
But Dougal turned back to the pony with a preference so un-
affected, and whistled ¢Charlie is my darling’ with so distinct
an intention of dismissing his interlocutor, that Ronald could
not imagine him to see in the least into the mill-stone of this
involved affair. Dougal was much more occupied with his own
affairs than either those of Lily cor those so very little known to
him of the strange gentleman who had kept Lily company
during the Daft Days—the Saturnalia of the year. He pro-
ceeded with his work, pausing sometimes to swing his arms
and smite his breast for cold, clanking out and in through the
warm atmosphere of the stable to the wildly cold and sharp air
outside, absorbed more than was at all necessary in the meal
and the toilet of Rory, and taking no further heed of the guest.



CHAPTER XXII

¢ T last, said Ronald, coming upstairs with his light
springing foot three steps at a time, though with a
slight slip on that worn step at the top,—*atlast, Lily :
1 have settled with Dougal, and I am starting to-morrow morn-
ing; at eight, he says, but nine will do. And this for a little
while, my darling, will be my last night in the nest.’

The room had undergone a wonderful change since it had
first been Lily’s bower. It had changed much while she was
there alone, but the change was much greater within the last
week than all that had happened before. It had become a
home—there were two chairs by the fire, there was an indefin-
able consciousness in everything of two minds, two people, the
union and conjunction which makes society. It was all warm,
social, breathing of life, no suggestion in it of loneliness or
longing, or unsatisfied thought, or the solitude which breathes
a chill through every comfort. Lily, sitting alone, had been,
it was very clear, left but for a moment. This sentiment
cannot indeed expand stone walls, yet the once dull and chilly

- drawing-room, with its deep, small windows, seemed to possess
a widened circle, a fuller atmosphere. Into this already had
there pushed a care or two, the reflection of the diversities of
two minds, as well as their union? if so, it only helped to
widen the sphere_ still further, to make it more representative
of the world. Lily looked up from the book she had taken up
in her husband’s absence, with a change of countenance and
sudden exclamation.

¢ You are going to-morrow ? not we ?’ she cried.

¢ My bonnie Lily, you were always reasonable—how could
it be we? DI’'m thankful, though, that you meant it to be we—
for it was not a happy thought that my own lassie, my wife of
a week old, was pushing me away, back with the first loosening
of the frost, into the world.’

174
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¢You never thought that—you never could have thought
that!’ cried Lily, divided between indignation and a tumult of
new feeling that rose in her. And then she covered her face
with her hands. ‘Are you going to leave me here, Ronald,
my lane, my lane?’ she cried, with a tone of anguish in her
voice.

He was behind her, drawing her head upon his shoulder,
soothing her in every way he knew. ¢Oh, Lily, my darling,
don’t say I have beguiled you! What could it be else, what
could it be? I might have held out by myself and kept away.
I might have sworn I would never go near you, for your sweet
sake. Would you rather I had done that, Lily? Is it not
better to belong to each other, my darling, at any cost, so as
to be ready in a moment to take advantage of a bright day
when it comes?’

¢ Of a bright day when it comes?’ she said, suddenly taking
her hands from her face. A chill as if of the ice outside came
upon Lily. She was as white as the snow, and cold, and
trembled. ‘¢Is that all, is that all that is between you and me,
Ronald ?’ she cried.

‘Now, Lily, my dearest, how can you ask such a question?
—is that all? nothing is all! There are no bounds to what is
between you and me ; but because we have to be parted for a
time, that was not a reason for always keeping apart, was it,
Lily? I thought, my darling, you agreed with me there. We
have had a happy honeymoon as ever any pair had—happier,
I think, than ever any blessed man but me— And now I
must go out to the bleak world to work for my bonnie wife.
Ob, it will be a bleak world no longer, it will all be bright with
the thought that it is for my bonme Lily. And you will just
wait, and keep your heart in a kist of gold, and lock it with a
silver key.’

¢ Ah, that was what she says she should have done before !—'
cried Lily, with a sharp ring of pain in her voice. Then she
subdued herself and looked up into his face. ‘I am ready to
share whatever you have, Ronald. I want no luxuries—no
grand house. I want no time to get ready. I'll be up before
you to-morrow and my little things in a bundle and ready to
follow you—if it was in a baggage-waggon or at the plough’s
tail 1’

‘I almost wish it was that,” he said, eager for any diversion.
‘If I had been a ploughman lad, coming over the hills to
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Nannie, oh! with a little cot to take her to, as soon as she
could be my own.’ These were echoes of the songs Lily had
sung to him, and he to her, in their hermitage when shut in by
the snow.

¢ But just up under the roof in a high house in the old town
—or one of the new ones out to the west of Princes Street—
that new row, with a nice clean stair and a door to it, to shut
it in; to me that would be as good as any little cot upon the
ploughed fields.’ Lily spoke eagerly, turning round to him with
hands involuntarily clasped.

¢ A strange place,’ he said, ¢ for Sir Robert Ramsay’s heir.’

¢Oh, what am I caring for Sir Robert Ramsay! If he was
ill and wanted me, I would be at his call night and day—he is
my uncle, whatever happens: but because he is rich and can
leave me a fortune !—that is nothing, Ronald, to you and me.’

He made no immediate reply, but smoothed the little curls
of her hair upon her forehead, which was at once an easier and
a much more pleasant thing to do.

¢ Besides,’ she said, ‘I have known plenty of kent folk, as
good as you or me, who lived and just liked it very well, up a
common stair.’

‘I would not like my Lily, coming out of Moray Place, to
set up in life like that.’

¢Would you like your Lily,’ she cried, again turning upon
him with glowing cheeks, ‘to sit alone and pingle at her seam
and eat her heart away, even at Moray Place, where she might
see you whiles?—or worse still here, at Dalrugas,” she said,
springing from her seat with energy, ‘to be smoored in the
snow p’

He followed her round to the window, and stood holding
her in his arm and looking at her admiringly. ¢You will never
be smoored in the snow, my Lily! The fire in you is enough
to melt it into rivers all about.’ .

‘Rivers that will carry me—where?’ she cried in a tone
half of laughter, half of despair.

‘Listen to me, my darling,’ he said. ¢ We will bé practical ;
there is always the poetry to fall back upon. For one thing—
T've no house, even if it were up a common stair or in the
highest house of the old town, to take you to. Houses, as you
know as well as I, can only be got at the term. There is no
chance now till Whitsunday of finding one. - We must just be
patient, Lily, we can do no more. It is not you, my darling,
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that will suffer the most. Think of me in all the old places
that will mind me of you at every moment, and seeing all the
folk that know you, and even hearing your name—’

‘Oh,’ cried Lily—and then suddenly she fell a-crying, lean-
ing on-her husband—*I would like to hear your name now and
then, just to give me heart ; and to see the folk that know you,
and the old places—’

‘ My bonnie Lily !’ he cried.

Perhaps this outburst did her good. She cried for a long
time, and all the evening an occasional sob interrupted her
voice, like the lingering passion of a child. But Lily, like a
child, had to yield to that voice of the practical—the voice of
reason. She said no more at least, but sadly assisted at the
packing of the portmanteau which had been brought across the
snow somehow from the cottage in which Ronald had found
refuge before the storm and all its privileges began.

‘T am not going with him,’ she said to Robina when these
doleful preparations were over. ‘You see there are no pre-
parations made, and you cannot get a house between the terms.
You might have minded me of that, Beenie. What is the use
of being a pewon of experience if you cannot tell folk that are
apt to forget? -

‘I ought to have minded, my bonnie dear,’ said Beenie
with penitence.

‘And it’s;a long time till Whitsunday: but we’ll need to
have patience,’ Lily said.

‘So we will, my darling bairn,” Beenie replied.

‘You say that very cut and dry. You are not surprised ;
you look as if you had known it all the time.’

‘Eb, Miss Lily, my dear, how could I help but ken?
Here’s a young gentleman that has little siller, and no the mate
that Sir Robert would choose.’

‘T wish,’ cried Lily, ‘that Sir Robert was at the bottom of
the sea! No, no, I'm wishing him no harm—but oh, if he
only had nothing to do with me.’

¢The pnly thing ye canna do in this world is to change
your blood and kin,’ said Beenie, ‘but oh, Miss Lily, ye must
just be real reasonable and think. If he were to take you away
it would spoil . He has gotten you for his ain, and you have
gotten him for your ain, and nothing can come between you
two. But he hasna the siller to give ye such a down-sitting as
you should have, and nae house at ali possible at this time of

M
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the year. No, I'm no way surprised. I just knew that was
how it had to be—and Katrin too. It would be just flyin’ in
the face of Providence, she says, to take ye away off to Edin-
burgh, without a place for the sole of your foot—when ye have
a’ your uncle’s good house at your disposition, and good living
and folk about you that tak’ a great interest in you. Katrin
herself, she canna bide the thought of losing her bonnie leddy.
“If Miss Lily goes, I'll just take my fit in my hand and go away
after her,” she says. But what for should ye go? It will be
far more comfortable here.’

‘ Comfortable !’ said Lily in high disdain, ‘and parted from
my husband.’ The word was not familiar to her lips, and it
brought a flush of colour over her face.

“Oh whisht, my bonnie leddy,’ Beenie cried.

‘Why should I whisht, for it is true? I might not have
said it before, but I will say it now, for where he is I ought to
be—and whatever he has I ought to share—and what do I care
for Dougal’s birds and Katrin’s fine cooking when my Ronald
(that has aye a fine appetite for his dinner,’ cried Lily in a
parenthesis with a flash of her girlish humour) ‘is away?’ The
last words were said in a drooping tone. Her mood changed
like the changing skies. Even now she had eruptions of
laughter into the midst of her trouble, which was not yet
trouble indeed, so long as he was still not absolutely gone ; and
who could tell what might happen before morning—the chill
morning of the parting day ?

Lily was up and astir early on that terrible morning—there
had been a hope in her mind that Providence would re-tighten
the bonds of the frost and bring the snow blinding and suffo-
cating to stop all possibility of travel ; but, alas! that was not
the case—bands of faint blue diversified the yellow greyness of
the clouds, and the early sun gave a bewildering glint over the’
moor, making the snow garment shrink a little more and show
its rents and crevices. Everything was cheerfully astir in the
yard, the black pony rearing as Sandy backed him into the
shafts of the cart, snorting and shaking his head for joy at
thought of the outing, and the sniff of the fresh, exhilarating air
into ‘which, as yet, there had come little of the limpness of the
thaw. There was an air out of doors partly of pleasure in the
excitement of the departure, or, at least, in the little commotion
about something which is an agreeable break in the monotony
of all rural solitudes. Dougal looked on and criticised with his
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hands in his pockets and gave Sandy directions as if this were
the first time the boy had ever touched the pony which had
been his charge for more than a year ; and Katrin too stood at
the door watching all these preparations, though the air was
cold as January air could be. Upstairs there was a very differ-
ent scene. Lily had tried to insist upon driving to the town to
see her husband off, a proposal which was crushed by both
Ronald and Robina with horror. ¢ Expose yoursel’ to the whole
countryside !’ Beenie cried.

‘Expose myself! and me his wife! Who should see him
off if not his wife?’ said Lily. And then Ronald came behind
her and drew her against his breast once more.

‘My bonnie Lily! We need not yet flourish that before
the world; you are as safe here as a bird in its nest; why
should. we set everybody talking about you and me? Sir
Robert will hear soon enough and there is no need to send him
word. There’s nobody to penetrate our secret and publish it,
if you will be patient a little till better things can be.

¢Our secret!’ said Lily, springing from his hold with a
great cry.

¢ A secret that is well shared by those that care for my Lily ;
but we need not flourish it before the world’ Lily’s colour
rose from pale to red, then faded. She stood apart from him,
her countenance changing; her pride was deeply wounded
that she should be supposed to be desirous of flourishing
anything before the world. It was an injury to her and a
scorn, though this was no moment to resent it, and the sharp
impression only mingled with the anguish of parting a sense
of being wronged and misjudged, which was very hard to bear.
‘I may come down to the door, I suppose,’ she said, in a
voice from which she tried to banish every tone of offence.

¢ No, my darling,’ he said, ‘not even to the door. I could
not say farewell to my Lily with strangers looking on. I will
like to think when I am gone of everything round you here—
all the old chairs and tables, even, where my Lily and I have
had our honeymoon,” Oh, there was nothing to complain of in
the warmth of his farewell. No man could have loved his
young wife better, or have held her close to him with deeper
feeling. ‘I will soon be back, I will soon be back!’ he cried ;
his eyes were wet like hers. It was as great a thing for him to
tear himself away as it was for her to remain behind and see
him go. But then Lily could only stand trembling and weep
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ing at the head of the stairs, that nobody might see, and catch
a distorted glimpse, through the window over the door, of the
cart into which he got with Sandy, while Dougal still murmured
that ‘a stoot gentleman would have done better to walk’—
and to see him hold out his hand to sulky Dougal, and to
Katrin, who had her apron at her eyes, and Beenie, who was
sobbing freely! They could stand there and cry, but she
might not go downstairs lest she should flourish her story
before the world? And why should she not, after all, flourish
it before the world? Is a marriage a thing to be hid? When
the little cart drove away—the pony, very fresh after his long
confinement, executing many gambols—Lily went back to her
window from which she could see them disappear under the
high bank, coming out again lower down. The deep road was
so filled up with snow that the moment of disappearance was a
very short one, and then she could trace for a long time along
the road the little dark object growing less and less, till it dis-
appeared altogether. The pony’s gambols which, though he
was too far off to be distinctly visible, still showed in the
meandering of his progress, and sudden changes of pace, the
head of one figure showing over the other, the gradual oblitera-
tion in the grey of distance kept all her faculties occupied. 1t
seemed hours, though it was but a very little time when Lily
let her head droop on the arm of the old-fashioned sofa and
abandoned herself to the long-gathering, long-restrained tor-
rent and passion of tears.

It was a heavy, dreary day. When you begin life very
early in the morning, it ought to be for something good, for
some natural festivity or holiday—in the light of which the
morning goes brightening on to some climax, be it a happy
arrival for which the moments are counted, ora birthday party.
But to begin with a parting and live the livelong day after it,
every hour more mournful and more weary, is a melancholy
thing. This used to be very common in the old days, when
travelling was slower, and night trains not invented, and night
coaches not much thought of. It added a great deal to the
miseries of a farewell—in the evening there is but little time
before the people who are left behind, they have an excuse for
shutting themselves up—going to bed—most likely, if they are
young, sleeping before they know—with to-morrow always a
new day before them. But Lily had to live it all out, not
excused by Beenie or her other faithful retainer a single hour
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or a single meal. They brought her her dinner just as though
he had not shared it with her yesterday, and pressed her to eat,
and made a grievance of the smail amount she swallowed.
¢ What is the use,” Katrin said, majestically, ¢ of taking all this
trouble when Miss Lily turns her back upon it and will not eat
amorsel?’ ‘Oh, try a wee bit, Miss Lily,’ Beenie cried—
adding in her ear, with a coaxing kindness that was insupport-
able, ‘do you think he would relish the cauld snack he'll be
getting on the road if he thought his bounie leddy was not
touching bite or sup ?’

¢ Go away, or you will drive me daft,’ said Lily. ‘He will
just clear the board of everything that’s on it and never think
of me. Why should he, with such a fine appetite as he has?
Do I want him to starve for me?’ she cried, with a laugh.
But the result was another fit of tears. In short, Lily was as
silly as any girl could be on the day her lover left her. She
was not even as she had been for a moment, and was bound
to be again, a young wife astonished and disappointed at being
left behind, not knowing how to account for this strange, new
authority over her, which had it in its power to change the whole
current of her life. She had never looked at Ronald in that
light or thought of him as a power over her—a judge, a law-
giver, whose decisions were to be supreme. She was astonished
to find herself subdued before him now, her own convictions
put aside, but this was not the channel in which for the
moment her thoughts were running. She was weeping for her
lover, for the happiness that was awer, for him who was away,
and dreaming dreams to herself of how the coach might be
stopped by the snow, or some accident happen that would still
bring him back. She imagined to herself his step on the stair
and the shriek of joy with which she would rush to welcome
him. This was the subject of her thoughts, broken into
occasionally by divergences to other points, by outbursts of
astonishment, of disappointment, almost of resentment, but
always returning as to the background and foundation of every-
thing. The other thoughts lay in waiting for her, biding their
time. It was the dreadful loss, the blank, the void, the
silence that afflicted her now. Ronald gone, who, for this
week, which had been as years, as a whole life, her life, the
real and true one to which all the rest was only a preface and
preliminary—had been her companion, almost herself! It was
of this that her heart was full. Without him what was Lily
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now? She had been often a weary, angry, dull, disappointed
little girl before, but there were always breaks in which she
felt herself, as she said, her own woman, and was herself, all
the Lily there was. But now she had merged into another
being, she was Lily no longer, but only a broken-off half of
something different, something more important, all throbbing
with enlarged and bigger life. This consciousness was enough
for the girl to master during that endless, dreary, monotonous
day.



CHAPTER XXIII

HE next day after anything, whether happiness or dis-
aster, is different from the day on which the event
took place. The secondary comes in to complicate

and confuse the original question more or less, and the
abstract ends under that compulsion. Nothing is exactly
as it seems, nor indeed as it is—it takes a colour from the next
morning, however opaque that morning may be. This was
especially the case with Lily, whom so many of these secondary
thoughts had already visited, and who had now to go back
from the dream of that eight days in which everything had
been put to flight by that extraordinary invasion of the new
and unrealised which comes to every girl with her marriage,
and amid which it is so difficult to keep the footing of
ordinary life. She was that morning, however, not any longer
the parted lover, the mourning bride, but again, more or less,
‘her own woman,’ the creature, full of energy, and life, and
thoughts, and purposes of her own, who had not blindly loved
or worshipped, but to whom, at all times, it had been apparent
that Ronald’s way of loving, though it was to her the only way,
was not the way she would have chosen or which she would
have adopted herself had she been the man. A very different
man Lily would have made-—much less prudent, no doubt,
but how decisive in the beginning of that youthful career! how
determined to have no secrets, but everything as open as the
day, to involve the woman beloved in.no devious paths—but to
preserve her name and her honour above all dictates of worldly
wisdom. Lily would have had her lover vindicate her at once
from her uncle’s tyranny. She would have had him provide
the humble home for which she longed, without even suffering
his lady to bear the ignominy of that banishment to the moor.
And now ! with what a flame of youthful love and hope Lily
183
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would have bad him carry off his bride, snapping his fingers
with a Highland shout at all the powers of evil, who would
have had no chance to touch them in their honest love and
honourable union. Oh, if she had been the man! Oh, if
she could have showed him what to do!

And all these thoughts, intensified and increased, came
back to Lily the day after her husband left her. She was not
drooping and longing now for her departed lover. Her
energies, her clear sense of what should have been, her objec-
tion to all that was, came back upon her like a fiood. She sat
no longer at the window gazing out upon the expanse of snow,
which shrank more and more, and showed greater and blacker
crevices in its wide expanse every hour—but walked up and
down the room, pausing now and then to poke the fire with
energy, though the glowing peats were not adapted to that
treatment, and flew in tiny morsels about, requiring Beenie’s
swift and careful ministrations. Lily felt, however, for one
thing, that her position was far better now for expounding her
views than it had ever been. A girl cannot press upon her
lover the necessity of action. She has to wait for him to take
the first step, to urge it upon her, however strongly she may
feel the pressure of circumstances, the inexpediency of delay.
But now she could plead her own cause, she could make her
own claim of right, her statement of what she thought best.
She said to herself that she had never yet tried this way. She
had been compelled to wait for him to doit: but perhaps it
was no wrong thing in him, perhaps it was only exaggerated
tenderness for her, desire to save her from privations, or what
he thought privations, that had prevented any bolder action,
and made him think first of all of saving her from any discom-
fort. It was possible to think that, and it was very possible to
show him now that she cared for no discomfort, that her only
desire was to be with him—that it was far, far better for
Lily to meet the gaze of the world in her own little house,
however small it might be, than hide in the solitude as if
there was something about her that should be concealed.
This thought made Lily’s countenance blaze like the glowing
peat. Something about her that should be concealed! a
secret hidden away in the heart of the moor, in the midst of
the snow—which he, going away from her, would keep silent
about—silent, as if it were a shame! Lily threw herself into
the chair beside her writing-table with impetuosity, feeling that
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not a moment should be lost in putting this impossible case
beforehim and making her claims. She was no fair Rosamond,
but his wife—a thing to be concealed; oh, no, no! She
would rather die,

In any case, she would have written him a long letter,
seizing the first possible moment of communicating with him—
carrying out the first instinct of her heart to continue the long
love-interview, which had made this week the centre of all her
days. But Lily threw even more than this into her letter. She
said more, naturally, than she intended to say, and brought forth
a hundred arguments, each more eloquent, more urgent than
the other, to show cause why she should join him immediately,
why she should not be left, nobody knowing anything about her,
in this Highland hermitage. The lines poured from her pen;
she was herself so moved by her own pleas, that she got up once
or twice and walked about to dissipate the impulse which she
had to set out at once, to walk, if it were needful, to Edinburgh,
to claim her proper place. And it was not till thelong, glowing,
fervent letter was written, that she paused a little and asked
herself if Ronald had really only left her behind because it was
impossible to get a house between the terms, if his first busi-
ness was to look out for a house, so as to have it ready for her
by the next term, by Whitsunday, was it right to argue with
bim and upbraid him as if he intended the separation to go on
for ever? Lily threw down her pen which she had dipped in
fire—not the fire of anger, but of love just sharpened and pointed
with a little indignation, and her countenance fell. No, if that
were so, she must not address him in this heroic way. After
all it was quite reasonable what he had said—it was extremely
difficult to get 2 house between the terms. And perbaps he
would not have been justified in engaging one at Michaelmas,
before anything was decided what to do. He could not have
done that; and what then could he do but wait till Whit-
sunday ? and, for a man like him, with his own ways of action,
not unfortunately, though she loved him, like Lily’s it was
perhaps natural that there should be no premature disclosure,
that as they were parted by circumstances, it should remain so,
without taking the world into their confidence, or summoning
Sir Robert to cast his niece, who had deceived him, out of the
shelter which her husband did not think unbecoming for her
now. Lily threw down her pen, making a splash of ink upon
the table, not a large one to spoil it, but a mark—which would
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always remind her of what she had dune or had been about to
do.

And then there fell a pause upon her spirit, and tears were
the only relief for her. To take the heroic way, to walk to
Edinburgh through the snow, or even to think of doing so—to
pour forth an eloquent appeal against the cruel fate of her
isolation and concealment as if it were to last for ever, was an
easier method than to wait patiently until Whitsunday and
make the best of everything, which would really be the wise
thing—for what could Ronald do more than that which he
could of course begin to do as soon as he arrived—to look for
a house? And how could it have been expected of him when
everything was so vague, and he did not know what might
happen, to have provided one, months in advance, on the
mere chance that he could persuade her into that strange
marriage, and the minister into doing it? It would be strange
and embarrassing after that scene to see the minister again,
and Lily fell a-wondering how Ronald had persuaded him,
what he had said. Mr Blythe was not a very amiable man,
ready to do what was asked from him. He made objections
about most things and hated trouble. But Ronald could per-
suade anybody ; he could wile a bird from the tree. And
what a grand quality that was for an advocate ! and how proud
she would be hereafter to go to the Court and hear him make
his grand speeches. Perhaps now he would talk over some
man that wanted to get rid of his house and make him see that
it would be better to do it now than to wait for the term.
There was indeed nothing that Ronald could not persuade a
man into if he tried. Lily felt that her own periods were more
fiery, those eloquent sentences which her good sense had
already condemned, but Ronald’s arguments were beyond
reply ; there was na getting the better of them. You might
not be sure that they were always sound, you might feel that
there was a flaw somewhere ; but to find out what it was, or to
get your answer properly formed, or to convict him of error was
more than any one, certainly more than Lily, could do.

She had risen up, and was stretching her arms above her
head in that natural protest against the languor and sohtude
which takes the form of weariness, when she saw a dark speck
approaching on the road, and rushed to the window with the
wild hope, which she knew was quite vain, that it might, by
some possibility, be Ronald coming back. But it was only a
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rural geeg from Kinloch-Rugas or some other hamlet, or one
of the farms in the neighbourhood, creeping up the road
against the wind and the slippery, thawing snow, with a woman
in it beside the driver, undistinguishable in her wraps. While
Lily looked out and wondered if by any chance it might be a
visitor, Beenie came in with a look of importance. *Eh, Miss
Lily, do you see who that is?’ Robina said.

‘It is a woman, that is all I know—and keen upon her
business to come out on such a day.’

* Her business?’ said Robina. ‘It's the Manse geeg, and
it’s Miss Eelen in it, and as far as I can tell she has nae busi-
ness, but just to spy out, if she can, the nakedness of the land.’

‘There is no nakedness in the land, and nothing to spy
out,’ cried Lily, with a flush. ‘Have we done anything to be
ashamed of that we should be feared of a neighbour’s eye ?’

¢ Bless me, no, Miss Lily !’ cried Robina—but she added,
¢ Eh, my bonnie bairn, there’s many a thing that’s no expedient
though it's no wrong. I wouldna just say anything to Miss
Eelen if I was you. She’s maybe no to be trusted with a story.
The minister had sent her out o’ the road yon evening in the
Manse. Baith me and Katrin remarked it ; for she’s his right
hand, and he can do nothing without her in a common. way ;
but yon time she just didna appear.’

‘Did he think I was not good enough—’ Lily began in a
flutter, but stopped immediately. ¢ What a silly creature I am !
as if there could be anything in that. Do you think I have
such a long tongue that I want to go and publish to everybody
everything that happens.’

¢Oh, Miss Lily, no me! never such a thought was in my
head ; but it would be real natural, and you no, a person to
speak to except Katrin and me, that are servants baith, though
we would go through fire and water for you. But you see she
wasna there, and if I were you, Miss Lily—'

‘You happen not to be me,’ cried Lily, with eyes blazing,
glad of an opportunity to shed upon Beenie something of the
vague irritation in her heart ; ‘and since we are speaking of that,
what do you mean, both Katrin and you, that were both
present, in calling me Miss Lily, Miss Lily, as if I were a small
thing in the nursery, when you know I am a married woman ?’
Lily cried, throwing back her head.

‘Oh, Miss Lily,’ cried Robina, with a suppressed shriek,
runuing to the door. She looked out with a little alarm, and
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then came back apologetically. ‘You never ken who may be
about. That Dougal man might have been passing, though he
has nothing ado up the stair.’

‘And what if he had been passing?’ Lily said in high
disdain.

*Oh, Miss Lily,’ cried Robina, again giving the girl a
troubled look.

‘Do you mean to say that Dougal does not know? Do
you mean he thinks—that man that is my servant, that lives
in the house—oh, what can he think ?’ cried Lily, clasping her
hands together in the vehemence of her horror and shame.

‘He just thinks nothing at a’. He’s no a man to trouble
anybody with what he thinks. He’s keepit very weel in order,
and if he daured to fash his head with what he has nae busi-
ness with! He just guesses you twa are troth-plighted lovers,
Miss Lily, and glad he was to get our young maister away.’

Lily covered her face with her hands. ¢ Am I a secret, then,
a secret!’ she cried. ‘Something that’s hidden—just a lie—no
true woman! How dared you let me do it, then; you that
have been with me all my days? Why did ye not step in and
say, “Lily, Lily, it’s all deceiving. It’s a secret, something to
be hidden!” Would I ever have bound myself to a secret, to
be a man’s wife and never to say it? Oh, Beenie, I thought
you cared, that you were fond of me—and me not a creature
to tell me what I was doing! No mother, no friend, nobody
but you.’

*Miss Lily, Miss Lily, we thought it was for the best. Oh,
we thought it was for the best, both Katrin and me! For
God’s sake dinna make an exhibition before Miss Eelen. Here
she is, coming up the stair. For peety’s sake, Miss Lily, for
a’body’s sake, if ye have ainy consideration—’

‘Go away from me, you ill woman,” cried Lily, stamping
her foot on the ground. She stood in the middle of the room,
wild and flushed and indignant, while Beenie disappeared into
the bedchamber within. Helen Blythe, coming up a little
breathless from the spiral staircase, paused with astonishment
to see her friend’s excited aspect, and the sounds of tempests
in the air,

‘Dear me! have I come in at a wrong time ?’ Helen said.

‘Oh no,’ cried Lily, with a laugh of fierce emotion, ‘at the
very best time, just to bring me back to myself. I've been
having a quarrel with Beenie just for a little diversion. We've



SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE 189

been at it hammer and tongs, calling each other all the bonnie
names ; or perhaps it was me that called her all the names. How
do you think we could live out here in the quiet and the snow
if we did not have a quarrel sometimes to keep up our hearts?’

¢Lily, you are a strange lassie,’ said Helen, sitting down by
the fire and loosening her cloak; ‘you just say whatever comes
into your head. Poor Beenie! how could you have the heart
to call her names? She is just given up to ye, my dear, body
and soul’

‘She is no better than a cheat and a deceiver,’ eried Lily.
‘She makes folk believe that she does what I tell her, and
never opposes me, when she just sets herself against her
mistress to do everything I hate and nothing I like, as if she
were a black enemy and ill-wisher instead of a friend !’

This speech was delivered with great fervour, and empha-
sised by the sound of a sob from the inner room.

¢Poor Beenie !’ cried Helen, with mingled amusement and
concern, ‘how is she to take all that from you, Lily? But you
do not mean it in your heart ?

‘No. I don’t mean a word of it,” cried Lily, ‘and it’s just
an old goose she is if she thinks I do. But for all that she is
the most exasperating woman! I never saw anybody like her
to be faithful as all the twelve apostles, and yet make you
dance for rage half the time.’

A faint ‘Oh, Miss Lily !’ was heard from the inner room,
and then a door was softly opened and shut, and it was evident
that Beenie had slipped away.

‘I heard ye were down at the Manse one day that I was
away. It’s seldom, seldom, I am from home, and at that
hour above all. But I had to see some new folk at the Mill,
and it was a good thing I went, for there has not been an open
day since then. And I heard ye had a visitor with you, Lily.’

Lily’s heart seemed to stand still, but she made a great
effort and mastered herself. ¢Yes,’ she said, ‘it was Mr
Lumsden (many married persons call their husbands Mr So-
and-So) that had come in quite suddenly—with the guisards
on the last night of the year.

I understand,’ said Helen, with a smile, ‘he wanted—and
I cannot blame him—to be your first foot.’

The first person who comes into a house in the New Year
is called the first foot in Scotland, and there are rules of good
luck and bad dependent upon who that is.
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¢ It might be so,’ said Lily dreamily, ‘and I think he was,
if that was what he wanted ; but the kitchen was full of dancing
and singing—the guisards making a great noise as it was
Hogmanay night.’

‘That was to be expected,’ said Helen, ‘and I am glad
you had a man, and a young man, and a weel-wisher, or I am
§?re mistaken, for your first foot. It brings luck to the New

ear.’

‘A ‘weel-wisher’ means a lover in Scotland; just as in
Ttaly a girl will say, mi woul beme, when she means to say that
some one loves her.

‘He was here after—twice or thrice—and he wanted to
thank the minister for all his kindness, and, as I was at the
market with Beenie and Katrin, and he had offered to drive
the pony, I went too. I thought I would have seen you, but
you were not there.’

¢Oh, how sorry I was, Lily! but a sight of the market
would aye be something. It’s not like your grand ploys in
Edinburgh, but it’s diverting too.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Lily, with great gravity, ‘it is diverting too.’

‘And you had need of something to divert you. What
have you been doing, my bonnie wee lady, all this dreadful
storm? 1 hope, at least, they have kept you warm. - It is a
dreadful thing, a winter in the country, when you are not used
to it. But now the snow is over and the roads open; you
and me must take a little comfort in each other, Lily. I'm
too old for you, and not so cheery as I might be.’

Lily, suddenly looking at her visitor, saw that Helen’s mild
eyes were full of tears, and, with one of her sudden, impulsive
movements, flung herself down on her knees at her friend’s
feet. ‘Oh, why are you not cheery, Helen? you that do
everything you should do, and are so good.’

¢Oh, I'm far, far from good! It’s little you know!’ said
Helen. *‘My heart just turns from all the good folk, whiles,
out of a yearning I take for those that are the other way.’

¢You have some trouble, Helen—some real trouble,’ cried
Lily, with a tone of compassion. ‘Will you tell me what
it is?’ :

¢ Maybe another time—maybe another time,” said Helen,
‘for my heart’s too full to-day; and I can hear your poor
Robina, that you have been so cruel to, coming up the stair,
the xind creature, with a cup of tea.’



CHAPTER XXIV

ELEN stayed till the first shade of the darkening stole
H over the moor, and till the minister’s man had
told all the ‘clash’ of the countryside to Katrin
and Dougal, and received but a very limited stock of in-
formation in return. There was, indeed, much more danger
to the secret which now dominated and filled the house of
Dalrugas like an actual personage, from that chatter in the
kitchen than from anything that could have taken place
upstairs. For the minister's man was dimly aware that the
young lady from Dalrugas had been in the village on that day
when something mysterious was believed to have taken place
in the Manse parlour; that she had been seen with a gentle-
man, and that Katrin and Robina had also been visible at the
Manse. ‘Ay, was I said Katrin, ‘I just took the minister a
dizzen of my eggs. In this awfu’ weather nobody has an egg
but me. I just warm them up and pepper them up till they’'ve
nae idea whether it’s summer or winter, and we lay regular
a’ the year round. I never grudge twa-three new-laid eggs to
a delicate person, and the minister, poor gentleman, is no that
strong, I'm feared ’

‘ He’s just as strong as a horse,” said the minister’s man,
‘and takes his dinner as if he followed the ploo—but new-laid
eggs are nae doubt aye acceptable. The gentleman was from
here, that was paying him yon veesit, twa days after the New
Year?’ -

‘We have nae gentleman here,” said Katrin, stolid as her
own cleanly-scrubbed table, on which she rested her hand.
Dougal cocked his bonnet over his right ear, but gave no
further sign. ‘There’s been a gentleman—a friend of Sir
Robert's—at Tam Robison’s, and we had to gie him a bed a
nicht or twa on account of the snaw., Now I think o't, he was
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a friend o’ the minister’s too. It’s maybe him you’re meaning,
but he’s back in Edinburgh, as far as I ken, these twa-three—’

‘Weel, it would be him, or some other person,’ said the
minister’s man, with an affectation of indifference; but he
returned to the subject, again and again, endeavouring, if he
had been strong enough for the 74/, or if he had been con-
fronted by a weak enough adversary, to surprise her into some
avowal ; but Katrin was too strong for him. It was with
difficulty she could be got to understand what he meant.
‘Oh, it's aye yon same gentleman you’re havering about!
Eh, what would I ken about a strange gentleman? The
minister is no my maister nor yet Dougal’s. He might get a
visit from Auld Nick himself, and it would be naething to him
or me.’

‘It might be much to me,’ said the minister’s man, who
was known for a ‘bletherin’ idiot’ all over the parish. ‘It’s
just a secret; and a secret is aye worth siller.’

‘Well, I wish ye may get it Katrin said. During this
time she was, to tell the truth, more or less anxious about the
demeanour of her husband. It was true that Dougal knew
nothing, unless what he might have found out for himself,
putting two and two together. Katrin had great confidence
in the slowness of his intellect and his incapacity to put
_together two and two. Perhaps her trust was too great in this
incapacity, and too little in the dogged loyalty with which
Dougal respected his own roof-tree and all that sheltered
under it. At least the fact is certain that the authorised
gossip of the parish carried very little with him to compensate
him for the cold drive and all the miseries of the way.

Lily took out her letter and went over it again when Helen
had gone. She found it far too eloquent, too argumentative,
too full of a foregone conclusion. Why should she assume
that Ronald did not mean to provide a home for her, that
there was any reason to believe in an intention on his part of
keeping their marriage a secret and their lives apart? All his
behaviour during the past week had been against this. How
could there have been a more devoted lover—a husband more
adoring! She asked herself what there was in him to justify
such fears, and answered herself: Nothing, nothing! not a
shadow upon his love or delight in her presence, the happiness
of being with her, for which he had sacrificed everything else.
He might have spent that New Year amid all the mirth and
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holiday of his kind; in the merry crowd at home, or in Edin-
burgh, where he need never have spent an hour alone; and
he had preferred to be shut up all alone with her, on the edge
of a snowy, wintry moor. Did that look as if he loved her
little, as if he made small account of her happiness? Oh no,
no! It was she who was so full of doubts and fears, who had
so little trust, who must surely love him less than he loved
her, or such suggestions would never have found a place in
her heart. If she already felt this in the evening, how much
more did she feel it next morning, when the post brought her
a little note all full of love, and the sweet sorrow of farewell,
which Ronald had slipped into the post in the first halting-
place beyond Dalrugas? It was written in pencil, it was but
three lines; but after she received it Lily indignantly snatched
her letter from the blotting book and flung it into the fire,
which was too good an end for such a cruel production. Was
it possible that she had questioned the love of him who wrote
to her like #4a#? Was it possible that she, so adored, so
longed for, should doubt in her heart whether he did not mean
to conceal her like a guilty thing? Far from her be such
unkind, disloyal thoughts. Ronald had gone off into the world
as it is the man’s right and privilege and his duty to do, to
provide a nest for his mate. If she were left solitary for a
moment, that was inevitable ; it was but the natural pause till
he should have prepared for her, as every husband did.
Instead of the indignation, the resentment, the bitter doubt
she had felt, nothing but compunction was now in Lily’s mind.
It was not he but she who was to blame. She was the un-
faithful one, the weak and wavering soul who could never hold
steadily to her faith, but doubted the absent as soon as his
back was turned, and was worthy of nothing except to undergo
the fate which her feeble affection feared.

She was, perhaps, a little high-flown in the revulsion of her feel-
ings, as in the fervour of these feelings themselves. A little
less might have been expected from Ronald, a little charity ex-
tended to him in his short-coming ; but certainly the vehemence
and enthusiasm of her faith in him now was a little excessive.
‘Yes, it is better you should call me Miss Lily,’ she said to
Robina, ‘it is best just to keep it to ourselves for a while.
Mr Lumsden thought of all that, though he left it entirely to
me, without a word said. There would be so many questions
asked—even Dougal—and Helen Blythe. I would have had

N .
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to summer and winter it, and her not very quick at the uptake.
It is a long time till Whitsunday,’ said Lily, with a little quiver
of her lip. ‘I will just be Miss Ramsay till then.’

‘Eh, you will aye be Miss Lily to me, whatever,” Beenie
cried.

¢And I am just Miss Lily,” said her mistress, with a little
air of dignity, which was new to the girl. It was as if a
princess had consented to that humiliation, sweetly, with a
grace of self-abnegation which made it an honour the more.

It cannot be denied, however, that it was difficult, after all
the agitations that had passed, after the supreme excitement
of the New Year, and the short, yet wonderful, union of their
life together, to fall back upon that solitude, and endeavour,
once more, to ‘ take an interest’ in the chickens and the ponies,
and the humours of Sandy and Dougal, which Lily, in the
beginning, had succeeded in occupying herself with, to some
extent. She did what she could now to rouse her own faculties,
to fill her mind with the harmless details of the practical
life. How comforting it would have been had she but been
compelled to plan and contrive like Katrin for all those
practical necessities—how to feed her family, how to make
the most of her provisions, how to diet her cows and her hens,
or, like Dougal, to care for the comfort of the beasts and
amuse himself with Rory’s temper, and the remarks that little
snorting critic made upon things in general ; or even to look
over the ‘napery’ and see if it wanted any fine darning, as
Beenie did, and to regulate the buttons and strings of the gar-
ments and darning of the stockings. It is true Lily might have
done some of these things, trying hard to make volunteer work
into duty, and consequently into occupation and pleasure. But,
Beenie being there, she had no need to do what would have
simply thrown Beenie, instead of herself, out of work; and
this was still more completely the case with Katrin, who, gladly
as she would have contributed to the amusement in any way
of her little mistress, would have resented, as well as been much
astonished by, any interference with her own occupations. Lily
could not do much more than pretend to be busy, whatever she
did. She knitted socks for Ronald ; beguiled by Beenie, she
began with a little enthusiasm the manufacture into household
necessaries of a bale of linen found by Katrin among the stores
of the establishment; but stopped soon with shame, asking
herself what right she had to take Sir Robert’s goods for that
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¢ plenishing’ of abundant linen, which is dear to every Scotch
housewife’s heart. This was a scruple which the women could
not share. ‘Wha should have it if no you?’ cried Katrin,
¢Sir Robert he has just presses overflowing with as nice napery
as you would wish to see. There is plenty to set up a house
already, besides what’s wanted, and never be missed ; let alone
that, except yourself, my bonnie Miss Lily, there is nae person
to use thae fine sheets. But the auld leddy’s web that she
had woven at the weaver’s, and never lived to make it up—
wha should have it, I should like to know, but you ?’

¢ Not while my uncle is the master, Katrin.’

¢ I've nothing to say against Sir Robert,’ cried Katrin; ‘he’s
our maister, it’s true, and no an ill maister, just gude enough
as maisters go—but the auld leddy was just your ain grand-
mother, Miss Lily, and your plenishing would come out of her
hands in the course of nature, and for wha but you would she
have given all that yarn (that she span herself, most likely), to
be made into a bonnie web o’ linen? There is not a word to
be said, as Robina will tell ye as weel as me. It’s justa law
afore a’ the laws that a woman has her daughter’s plenishing
to look to, as soon as the bairn is born—and her bairn’s bairn
with a’ the stronger reason, the only one that is left in the auld
house.’

¢Eh, Miss Lily, that’s just as sure as death,’ Beenie said.

But Lily was not to be convinced. - She flung the great web
of linen, in its glossy-and slippery whiteness, at the two anxious
figures standing by her, involving them both in its folds.
‘Take it yourselves, then,’ she said, with a laugh. ‘I am an
honest lass in one way, if not in another. I will have none of
grandmamma’s linen that belongs to Sir Robert and not to me.’

And then Lily snatched ber plaid from the wardrobe and
wrapped it round her, and ran out from all their exclamations
and struggles for a ramble on the moor. Oh, the moor was
cold these February days—the frost was gone and everything
was running wet with moisture, the turf between the ling
bushes yielding like bog beneath the foot, the long, withered
stalks of the heather flinging off showers of water at every touch,
the black cuttings gleaming, the burn running fastand full. Lily
began a devious course between the hummocks, leaping from
one spot to another, as she had done with Ronald, saturating
herself with the chilly freshness, as well as with the actual moist-
ure of the moor ; but this was an amusement which soon palled
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upon the girl alone. She felt the exercise fatigue her. Andthe
contrast between her solitude and the time when she had always
another hand so ready and so eager to help her, was more than
she could bear. It was because they had to clingto each other
so, because the mutual help was so sweet that they had loved it.
Lily was reluctantly obliged to confess that it was no fun alone,
and though it was a relief to walk even a little on the road,
that was but a faint alleviation of the monotony of life. Some-
times the aspect of the mountains stole her from herself, or a
sudden pageant of sunset, or something of a darker drama
going on, if she had but any interpretation of it, among those
hills. Anything going on, if it were but the gathering of the
mist and the scent of the coming storm, was a relief to Lily.
It was the long blank—not a passenger on the road, not an
event in the day—which she could not bear.

And then, even if the walk, by dint of a sunset or some
other occurrence, had been enlivening, there was always the
shock of coming back, the shutting of her door against every
invasion of life, the quiet that wight have been comfort to
her old grandmother—the old Leddy who had spun the yarn
for that web of linen, and received it home with triumph—was
it for the plenishing of Lily unborn? Lily came to have a little
horror of that old Leddy. She figured her to herself spinning,
spinning, the little whirr of the wheel in its monotony going on
for day after day. Lily did not think of the sons away in the
world—Robert, wherever there was fighting : her own father
always in trouble—that filled the old Leddy’s thoughts, which
were spun into that yarn, and might have made many a pattern
of mystic meaning in the cold, snowy linen which looked so
meaningless. She used to sit in the silent room, feeling that
from some corner the old Leddy’s eye was fixed upon her over
the whirring wheel, till she could bear it no more.

She went down to Kinloch-Rugas to return Helen’s visit,
_but that was not a happy experience. The old minister, half
seen in the gloaming, seated like a large shadow by the fire,
gave her always a thrill of alarm. She had hoped that he would
not have treated her as a secret, that he would have addressed
her by her new name, and set her at once in a true position.
But he did not do this. He looked at her not unkindly, and
spoke to her with a compassionate tone in his voice. But he
too seemed to accept the necessity which had been forced on
her by a kind of unspoken command, a dilemma from which she
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could not escape. In these circumstances the consciousness of
being in the presence of a man who knew all, but made no sign,
sitting there by the side of innocent Hel:n, who knew nothing,
and who treated herself in all simplicity as the girl Lily, the same
as she had known before—was intolerable ; and Lily did not
go back again—much as the refuge of some other house to go
to was wanted—in her desolate state. ‘You’ll come and see
me, Helen?’ ¢That will I, my dear. You must not mind my
father. He is kind—kind in his heart, and always a soft place
for you” ‘I am not thinking that he is unkind,’ said Lily.
Ah no, the minister was not unkind! He was sorry for the
young abandoned wife, for—as he thought—the young be-
trayed woman ; and Lily, though she was not aware of this last
aggravation, yet resented it, feeling the pity in his tone. And
why should any one pity her, or venture to be sorry for her,
and she with no secret in her own honest intention, Ronald
Lumsden’s lawful wife ?

As the days lengthened it was possible to be out of doors
more, and Lily began to scour the country upon Rory, and to
see, though in the doubly cold aspect of this formidable
northern spring, many places about in which, in more genial
weather, when ‘the families’ were at home, there might be
friends to be made. She had come home tired from one of
these rides, and the day having been dry, had ventured a little
on the moor, holding up her riding skirt, and looking towards
the western hills, where a great sunset was about to be accom-
plished and all the unseen spectators were hastily putting on
garments of gold and rose-colour and robes of purple for the
ceremony. It was not like a mere bit of limited sky, but a
world of colour, one hue of glory surging up after another as
from some great treasury in the depths below, changing, com-
bining, deepening, melting away in every kind of magical
circle. Lily’s heart was not very light, but it rose instinctively
to that wonderful display of nature. Oh, how beautiful it was!
Oh, if there had only been some one to whom to say that it
was beautiful! Whether it was the glorious colour half blind-
ing her with excessive radiance, or the thought of the unshared
spectacle, Lily’s eyes filled full of tears, Either cause was
enough. At Lily’s age, and in such circumstances as hers, the
tears are not slow to come,

And then in a moment she felt a touch upon her waist and
a voice in her ear. ¢ Was it ever like this before, my Lily, my
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Lily? or has it all lighted up for you and me, and because 1
am back again ?’

There 1s one compensation for those who suffer from great
anxiety, from the misery of separation, from longing after
things that seem unattainable, In a moment, in the twinkling
of an eye, a flood of blessedness comes over them in the
momentary attainment, the momentary meeting, the instan-
taneous relief. It was like a warm tide that flooded the heart
of Lily, sweeping every fancy and every doubt away. She
leaned her head upon his shoulder, and murmured in her
rapture, ‘ Oh, Ronald, you've come back !’

*Did you think I could keep away from you?’ he said.
No, no, how could he have kept away from her? He had
come to claim her—as he had always intended to claim her—
now, this moment before the world.



CHAPTER XXV

E had come back ; he had come—could there be any
doubt on that point ?—to take his wife away ; to take
her home.

Lily, at least in her own mind, would admit of no
doubt. She was transported in a moment from the depths to
the heights. So much the more as it had been impossible
yesterday to see any light, there was now such a flushing of the
whole horizon that doubt was out of the question. She came
towards the house with him with his arm round her, thinking
of no precautions. Why should they conceal anything, this
young pair? The man had come to take his wife away.
When he withdrew his arm from her waist, and drew her hand
through it, it did not, however, strike her that there was any-
thing in that. It was more decorous, like old married people,
no longer mere lad and lass. She walked proudly by his side,
leaning on his arm. Who cared if Sir Robert himself were
there to see? Lily had never cared much for Sir Robert, had
always been ready to defy him, and vindicate her rights over
her own life. As it happened, there was nobody but Katrin
standing at the door, looking out with her hand over her eyes.
Katrin was very quick to make believe that she was dazzled by
any little bit of light.

And the lonely moor lighted up and became as Paradise to
Lily. He brought her all kinds of news, besides the best news
of all, which was to see him there. He brought back her old
world to her—the world where she had been so happy and so
full of friends : her new world, where so soon, in a day or two,
she was to find her young companions again, and resume the
former life, more cordial, more kind, more full of friendship
and every gentle affection than ever.

While he sat there thawing, expanding, shaking the cold
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from him, Lily, who a little while ago had been the
fastidious little maiden, courted and served, began to move
about the room serving him, eager to get everything for him he
wanted, to undo his muffler, to bring him his slippers. Ves,
she would have liked to bring him his slippers as she brought
him, like a housemaid, on a little silver salver—not a cup of
tea, which probably Ronald would not have appreciated—but
something -stronger, ‘to keep out the cauld,” which Katrin
recommended and brought upstairs with her own hands to the
drawing-room door. ‘You are not going to serve me, my
Lily?’ Ronald said. ‘But I am just going to serve you,’ she
cried, with a little stamp of her foot, ‘and who has a better
right? and who should wait on my man but me that am bound
to take care of him? and him come to take me away.’

Was she afraid to say these words loud out lest they should
break the spell? or was he afraid that she might say them and
he not be able to ignore them? But between them something
was thrown down, a noise was made in which they were
inaudible. I do not know if Lily had any little tremor that
made her avoid explanation that evening ; at all events she had
a sort of hunger to be happy, to enjoy it to the utmost. She
laid the table with her own hands, shutting the door in the
face of the astonished Robina, who hurried up, as soon as she
came in, to have her share. ‘I can do without you for all so
grand as you think yourself,’ Lily cried. ‘I am just going to
wait upon my own man.’

¢Oh, Miss Lily,’ cried Beenie, terrified: but she added to
herself, ‘What a good thing there’s naebody in the house !
Dougal will not be in till it’s late, and most likely he’ll be fou
when he comes—and be nane the wiser. And naething will
need to be said.’ I cannot tell whether Katrin made quite the
same explanation to herself : but she had taken her precau-
tions in case that should happen to Dougal which happened in
these days to many honest men on a market night, without
much infringement of their character for sobriety. It would
make the explanation much simpler about the gentleman
upstairs. In short, it would not be necessary to make any
explanation at all.

¢ Get out the boxes, Beenie,’ said Lily, at a laterhour. ‘Do
not make any fuss or have things lying about, for gentlemen,
you know, cannot endure that: but just preparc quietly, with-
out any fuss.’
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¢Oh, Miss Lily ! do you think it has come to that?’ Beenie
cried, clasping her hands, with a start of joyful surprise, but
with a countenance full of doubt.

¢And what else should it come to?’ cried Lily, radiant.
¢Is this what folk are married for, to live one in Edinburgh,
and one far up in the Hielands? And what should my man
come for but to take me home?’

She must have believed it or she would not have said it
with such boldness. She gave Beenie a shake and then a
kiss, but cried, ‘Don’t make a confusion, don’t leave the
things lying about, for that is what gentlemen cannot endure,’
as she ran away to rejoin her husband. Robina stood immov-
able, looking after her. ¢Who has learnt her that?’ she said to
herself ; and then she began to shake her head. ¢ They soon,
soon learn what a gentleman canna bide: and set him up!
that he should not bide anything coming from her!’ But
Beenie did not bring out any boxes. She concluded that at
all events it would be time enough for that to-morrow.

Ronald remained for three or four days, during which time
Dougal, who had carried out the judicious previsions of the
women, and had required no explanations of any kind on the
market night, maintained a very sullen countenance and did
not welcome the visitor, of whom he was suspicious without
well knowing why. During this time there was scarcely any
pretence kept up of sending Ronald off to the cottage of Tam
Robison, or in any way making a stranger of him. He was
‘the young leddy’s freend.’ ‘Young leddies had nae sic
freends in my time,’ said Dougal. ‘They have aye had them
in my time,’ said Katrin, ‘and that cannot be far different.
He did not know what to say; but he was very glum and
open to no blandishments on the part of the stranger. And
those were days of anxious happiness for Lily. He said no-
thing upon that one sole subject which she longed to know of.
He sounded no note of freedom amid all the litanies he sang
to her about her own sweetness, her beauty, her kindness.
Lily grew sick of hearing her own praises. ‘Oh, if he would
but say I was an ugly, troublesome thing ! and then say, “You
must be ready, Lily, for we’re going home to-morrow !”’ But
Lily was very sweet to her husband : this short visit was full of
delight to him : he loved to look at her, to take her in his arms,
to know she was his. Going away from her was hard to bear.
He would have bemoaned his very hard case if he had not feared
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that she would beseech him to putan end to it, to take her away
with him, and that it need be hard no longer. That was not
what he wanted. He preferred the moments of rapture and
the separations between. At least he preferred them to the loss
of many other things which would be otherwise involved.

One day they went down to the Manse, Lily riding upon
Rory, and her husband walking by her side. ‘You can say [
have just come over for the day,” he said. ¢ The minister, of
course, knows very well, but your friend, Miss Helen—

‘Why should we tell lies about it, Ronald? Isn’t it very
easy, very easy to understand ?’

“Oh, yes,’” he said, ‘in any case it’s easy to understand:
but we might as well avoid gossip if we could.’

‘There would be no gossip,” cried Lily, ‘about a man
coming to see his wife! The only thing would be that folk
would wonder why he did not take her home.’

‘Folk would wonder about something, you may be sure :
but I’ve noticed that ladies think less of that than men. You
think it is natural that people’s minds should be occupied with
you, my bonnie Lily. And so it is: but not with a common
man. Maybe it is the jealousy that’s in human nature. I
hate the chance of it, you see!’

He spoke with a little vehemence, and Lily’s eyes filled
with tears. It was almost approaching the border of a first
quarrel.  ‘You and me,’ she said, plaintively, ¢ though I would
not have believed it, Ronald—do not always think the same.’

¢ Did we ever think the same? No, Lily. But so long as
we feel the same : and it’s best to be on the safe side. I'll say
I have come over for the day from—what do. you call that
place P-—Ardenlennie, on the other side, where I had tq see
Sir John’s man of business—which is true. And I found you
coming out to pay your visitand came with you, Will that do?’

¢Oh, it will do as well as any other—false story,’ said Lily,
‘if we are to go on telling lies all our days!’

‘Not all our days, I hope,” he said, gently. He was very
good to her. No lover could have been more devoted to her
service, with no eyes or ears but for her. That ride, though
Lily was not happy in the depths of her heart, though she was
fretted almost beyond endurance, was yet sweet to her, in spite
of herself. ‘Do you mind how we careered along that other
day, me riding, you running ?” he said, ‘ pushing at Rory behind,
and pulling him before—and the poor little beast astonished
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with the weight on him of a long-legged chield instead of a
bonnie lady. My Lily, what you did for me that day! What
should I have done without you—at that or any other time ?’

‘You have to do without me—not that I think I am much
good—when you go away.’

‘Come,’ he said, ¢ you must not harp for ever on this going
away. Hallo!’ he added, immediately, retiring from her side
with a sudden impulse as if some hand had pushed him away,
¢ there is a2 man I know.’

‘A man you know!’ she cried, startled, not so much by
this intimation as by the start it produced in him.

‘Not a very creditable acquaintance,” he went on, with a
short laugh, dropping Rory’s bridle and keeping, as Lily
remarked with a pang, quite apart from her. ‘I thought he
had been at the other end of the world. He is Alick Duff,
one of the Duffs of Blackscaur. They were once the great
people up here: but the present laird, I believe, is never at
home. You might ride on while I say a word to him. He’s
not an acquaintance for you.’

Rory, however, at this moment did not show any inclina-
tion to quicken his pace, and Lily heard the greeting between
the two men. ¢ Hallo, Lumsden, is that you?’ and ¢ Duff! I
thought you were at the other end of the world !’

‘Well, no, here I am—not in such clover as you,’ said the
new-comer with a rough laugh. ‘Present me to the lady,
Ronnie—Miss Ramsay, I’'m sure.’

¢This is Mr Alick Duff—Miss Ramsay,’ Lumsden said,
with a dark colour on his face. ¢We are going the same way.’

‘And I’'m going the contrary road—I'm sorry,” said the
stranger, who was a heavy man, older and far less well looking
than Ronald. ‘I'm going to have a look at the old place and
see if they'll have anything to say to me there. Then I'm off
again to the ends of the world as you say : and the further the
better,” he added, again with a harsh laugh. Rory by this time
had moved on, and Lily, though she heard the men’s voices
almost loud on the still air, did not make out what they said.
In a few moments Ronald rejoined her, almost out of breath:

¢ That’s the black sheep of the family ;’ he said ; ¢ not likely
he’ll get much of a reception at home, even if there’s anybody
there. The only thing that could be wished, for all belonging
to him, is that he should never be heard of more.’

‘He is a dreadful-looking man,’ said Lily, with a shudder,
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‘and seems to laugh at everything, and looks as if he might
do any terrible thing.’

‘You should ask Helen Blythe about that,’ Ronald said.
He was still keeping at a certain distance, the other wayfarer
being still in sight. Ronald did not know that, when at the
sudden turn of the next corner he resumed his place at Rory’s
bridle, it was almost in the heart of his wife to have pushed
him back with her hands. This incident stopped the question
about Helen Blythe which was trembling on Lily’s lips. What
could he know about Helen Blythe, and what could she have
to do with this dreadful man?

The minister sat in his big chair as usval, immovable, by
the fire, with a keen glance at Ronald and another at Lily as
they came in. Lily was a little flushed with the fresh air and
exercise, and with the associations of the place, and the sense
that to one person here at least her secret was known. She
would not take upon herself a syllable of the explanation which
Ronald hastened to give fluently over her shoulder. ‘I am up
at Ardenlennie on business with Sir John’s factor,” he said,
‘and I was so fortunate as to find Miss Ramsay just setting out
on a visit to you—so I thought I might come too.’

‘You're welcome,’ said the minister curtly. ‘Come in to
the fire, my dear young lady, and take a seat here.’

¢Eh, Lily, my dear,’ cried Helen, ‘I am feared you are not
well—for you've turned white in a moment, after that bonnie
colour you had!’ Helen herself was not looking well. There
was a little redness in her eyes as if she had been crying, and
her cheeks were still paler than Lily’s. She was interrupted
by her father’s peremptory voice.

¢ If you would but let your friends be! Sit down here and
rest. No doubt ye’re both tired and cold. And Eelen, if you
had any s>nse you would get the tea.’

*That’s one word for you, Lily, and two for himself,’ said
Helen, with a smile. ‘He’s as fond of his tea as if he were an
old woman. I will just tell Marget and come back in a
moment.” Perhaps she was glad to be out of sight, even for
that moment: but poor Lily, wholly occupied with her own
concerns, and wondering whether Helen knew anything, or
how much she knew, or what she would think of this dreadful
deception, had no leisure in her mind to think of any possible
troubles of Helen’s own.

‘Did you meet any-—waif characters on the road?’ the
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minister saia, with a bitter pause before the last words to give
emphasis. It was said loud enough for Helen to hear.

‘We met—Alick Duff; I thought he was in Australia or
America. He is not precisely what one would call a—fine
character,” Lumsden said. ,

‘ There are not very many of them about,’ said the old man;
‘some take one turn and some another ; but them that stick to
the straight road are few, as was said on a—more important
occasion. And how will you be liking your stay in Dalrugas,
Miss Lily, after all the daffing of the new year is over? A
visitor for a day or so maybe makes it bearable ; but it’s lonely
for the like of you.’

¢ Oh,’ cried Lily, involuntarily putting her hands together, ‘I
get very tired of it! But I think,’ she added, with a confidence
she was far from feeling, ¢ that I shall not be very long there now.’

‘Oh! ye think ye will not be very long there?’ he repeated
after her. There was not very great assurance or encourage-
ment in his voice.

‘Well,’ said Helen, who had come back, ¢I understand it’s
dull for you; but here is one person that will be very sorry,
Lily. It will, maybe, be better for you, but the whole country-
side will miss you ; for many a one takes pleasure to see you
pass—you and the powny—that never have said a word to you.
She is just a public benefit,’ said the minister’s daughter, ‘with
her bonnie face.’

A silence ensued, nobody said a word ; and it became visible
that Helen’s cheeks were a little glazed, as if by sudden applica-
tion of cold water to wash away certain stains from her eyes.
She had seated herself for a moment where all the light from
the window fell on her; but restlessly jumped up again and
began to remove her work and some books from the table in
preparation for tea. ‘And when are you leaving this neigh-
bourhood, Mr Lumsden? I hope you have some time to stay.’

‘Alas! T am going to-morrow. A man who has his work to
do has little leisure,’ said Ronald. ¢We must keep our noses
to the grindstone whatever happens. Ladies are better off.’

‘Do you think we are better off ?’ said Helen, with a sigh,
‘to bide at home whatever happens, and wait for news that,
maybe, never comes ; to see the others go away, and never be
able to follow them, except with the longings of our hearts. I
have had two brothers,’ she said, with a sudden little catch in
her throat.
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‘Eelen,’ said the minister, ‘I never knew you for a hypo-
crite, whatever you were. It is none of your brothers—’

*Oh, father, how can you ken? Do I wear my heart on
my sleeve that you can tell what’s in it? You never thought
much about them yourself, and how could you know what was
in another’s heart? But it’s not for me to speak. I have aye
my duty. It’s just Mr Lumsden’s notion that it’s a fine thing
for us to sit quiet at home and endure all things and never
hear.’

‘Well, here is your tea at all events,” said Mr Blythe, ‘and
I see James Douglas passing the window to get a cup. When
there’s nothing to do in an afternoon, and everything low, as it
is at that period in the day, there is a great diversion in tea.
In fact, he added, ‘the best of meals is just the diversion they
make. You are shaken out of yourself. Ye say your grace
and ye carve your chuckie, or even a sheep’s head on occasion,
and your thoughts are taken clean away from the channel, may-
be a troublesome one, that they were in.  Still better is a cup of
tea. Come ben, come ben, Mr Douglas, there’s plenty of room
for you. We were just thinking, Eelen and me, that it is a
long time since you have been here.’

A pleasant light shone in the young minister’s face. ‘If I
thought I could make myself missed, I would have the heart to
stay away longer still, he said, ‘but then I think that out of
sight is often out of mind.’

It was pathetic to observe how he sought the eyes of Helen,
and how he contrived to put his chair next hers at the table,
round which they all sat. Helen took but little notice of the
gentle young man; she set down his cup before him with a
precipitation that was almost rude, and turned away to Lily,
with whom she talked in an undertone. What about? Neither
one nor the other knew. Yet neither one nor the other had
any perception of what was in her neighbour’s bosom. Helen’s
trouble to her filled all the world. It was greater than anything
else she knew ; the air tingled with it; the very horizon could
scarcely containit.  Lily, a child, with all the world smiling upon
her! What could there be in her lot to approach the greatness
of the pain which Helen had to bear? She was half angry
with the girl for making a fuss about being dull, as if that
mattered ; or seeing her sweetheart only hy intervals, which
was all, she thought, that Lily had to complain of. The little
spoiled child | but what a real heartbreak was Helen knew.



CHAPTER XXVI

¢ 1D you mean that, Ronald P—that you are really going
D away to-morrow ?’

‘Indeed, and alas! I meantit, Lily. It is the
middle of the Session; how could I stay longer? It was
as I said to the minister—though you never more than half
believe what I say—a real piece of business with Sir John’s
factor, at Ardenlennie, that gave me the occasion of spending
a few days with my Lily—which I seized upon without giving
you any warning, as you know.’

¢And me that thought you could not do without me one
day longer, and were coming hurrying to bring your wife
home !’

¢My darling !’ said Ronald, with no lack of ardour on his
part, ‘but then, my bonnie Lily has always sense to know
that the longing of the heart changes nothing, and that it is no
more the term in March than it is in January. Where could I
find a place to put you now—or till Whitsunday comes?’

Was it true? Obh, yes, it was true. In Scotland you do
not find an empty house and go into it whenever you want it—
especially not in the Scotland of those days. You have to wait
for the term, which is the legitimate time. Nevertheless, Lily
was very sure that, if she were now in Edinburgh looking for a
place to establish her nest in, she would find it; but perhaps a
man has not the time, perhaps he cannot take the trouble, go-
ing upstairs and downstairs looking at all kinds of unlikely
places. This, Lily felt sure, was another of the things that
gentlemen could not abide.

‘We must make the best of you, then, whlle we have you,’
she said, drawing her chair to the side of the fire after their
dinner together. It was cold at night, though the hardy folk
of the North were content to believe that spring was coming,
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and that there was a different ‘feel’ in the air. The wind was
sweeping over the moor as keen as a knife, bending the grey
bushes of the ling and spare rowan trees that cowered before
it like human travellers caught in the cutting breeze. There
was a cold moon shining fitfully, with frightened, swift-flying
glimpses from among the clouds, which flew over her face;
colder than the depth of winter outside, but within, with the
firelight and the lamplight, and Lily making the best of her
husband’s flying visit, very bright and very warm.

T will just look for the next term, Ronald, and pack up all
my things, and be ready, so that if you came suddenly, as you
did the other day—’

‘Do you bid me, then,’ he said, ‘not to come till Whit-
sunday ? which is a long time to be without a sight of my Lily.
If I should have another chance like this of getting a day or
two, which is better than nothing—’

*Oh, no, do not miss the day or two,’ cried Lily. ‘How
could you think I meant that? But I'll look for the term time,
like the maids when they’re changing their places. It’s more
than that to me, for it will be the first home I have ever had.
Uncle Robert’s house was never a home—there was no woman
in it.’

*Nor will there be any woman, Lily.

‘I will be the woman,’ she cried, with a playful blow on
his shoulder ; ¢itis me that will make it home. And you will
be the man ; and if any stranger comes into it—not to say a
poor, motherless bairn like what I was—their hearts will sing
for pleasure : for there will be one of us for kindness and warm-
ness and one for protecting and caring, and that will make it
home. Uncle Robert was but one, and not one that was caring.
If you were there, he’d just let you be. “ Oh,” he would say,
‘“you are here!” as if it was a surprise. " Do you wonder that
I hunger and thirst for my own home, Ronald, when I never
had in my life anything but that?’

‘It will come in its time, my Lily,’ he said, holding her
close to him, with her hands in bhis.

‘Ay, but you mind what Shakespeare says: * While the
grass grows ”—'

¢ If the proverb was musty then,’ said Ronald, with a laugh,
‘it’s mustier now.’

‘So it is ; but as true as ever. And I weary for it, I weary
for it!’ cried the girl. ‘ However, sit you there, and me here ;
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and we'll think it is our own house—that you will have come
in, and you will have had your dinner, and you will be telling
me everything that has passed in the day.’

‘What! all the pleas before the Fifteen, and old Watty’s
speeches, and the jokes of Johnny Law, and the wiles of—’

¢ Every one of them! When you are in a profession, you
should know .everything about it. If you were a—tailor, say,
who would make your fine buttonholes; and the braiding of
the grand waistcoats, but your wife? Or a—schoolmaster ; it
would be me to look after the exercises ; and wherefore not an
advocate’s wife to know all about the Parliament House, and
how to conduct a case P—if there should be occasion.’

¢So that you might go down to the court instead of me,
and plead for me if I had a headache ?’ said Ronald, laughing.
‘It would be grand for my clients, Lily, for I'll answer for it,
with Symington on the bench, and Hoodiecraw and the two
Elders, you would gain every plea.’

‘That’s while I am young and—’ said Lily, with a little
toss of her head. She was saucy and gay and full of malice, as
he had never seen her, for this was not much Lily’s way, ‘I
did not say I would plead: but I would have to know.
Everything you would have to tell me, as well as the jokes of
the old lords.’

‘Well,’ said Ronald, ‘I might do that, and you would take
no harm, for you would not understand them, my Lily. But
they all like a bonnie lass, and you would win every plea. Tl
tell you all the stories, Lily, and there are plenty of them. The
plainstanes of the Parliament House know more human trouble
than any other place in Edinburgh. I'll tell you—’

¢ Oh, not the wicked things !’ cried Lily, clasping her hands,
‘for how could we help those that suffer by them? or what
could that bave to do with you and me?’

¢If you leave out the wicked things there would be little to
do,’ said Ronald, ¢for the courts of law.’

‘But we will leave them out,’ cried Lily. ¢All our cases
shall be about mistakes, or something that comes from not
understanding : so that as soon as you put it to them very
clear they will see the right and own it and go back to the just
way. For there is nobody that would not rather be in the
right than in the wrong if they knew: that is my principle :
things are so twisted in and out, it’s hard to understand ; and
bad advice and thinking too much of himself make a man do

o
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a sudden thing without thinking, till he finds that it is wrong.
And then when he sees, he is sorry and puts it back.’

‘If it were so easy as all that, Lily, it would be new
heavens and a new earth.’

‘Well, we'll try,’ said Lily gaily. She was so gay, she was
so full of quips and cranks, so ready with amusing turns of
speech and audacious propositions, that Ronald found her a
new Lily, full of brightness and fun and novel ridiculous sug-
gestions and high-flown notions, which she was ready herself
to laugh at as high-flown, yet taking his sober thoughts to
pieces and turning them upside down. What would it be
indeed to carry her away with him, to have her always there,
turning every little misfortune into fun and laughter, making
every misadventure a source of amusement instead of trouble !
A gleam of light rose in his eyes: and then he shook his head
slightly to himself and sighed. The shake of the head and the
sigh were when Lily’s back was turned. He dared not let her
see them, divine them, answer them with a hundred quick-
flashing arguments. She had an answer for everything, he
knew. She cared nothing for the things that were, after all,
the chief things to care for—money, progress in the world, that
sound foundation in life without which no man could make
sure of rising to the head of his profession. Some did it
without doubt. There was Lord Pleasaunce, that had fought
his way to the bench, marmrying a wife and beginning in a
garret, as Lily wished: now he thought of it, the Judge’s
wife was something like Lily, though fat now and round-
about. They had even been Lord Advocate in their time,
and gone to London (with such a couple, even Ronald felt
instinctively, you don’t say he but they) and struggled through
somehow : but always poor, always poor! They did not seem
to mind : but then Ronald knew that he would always mind.
They had no fortunes for their daughters nor to put out their
sons well in the world. He shook his head again as he re-
jected once more that possibility which for a moment, only for
a moment, had caught and almost beguiled him. Lily had
gone out of the room, but coming back, caught that last shake
of his head.

¢ And what is that for?’ she said. ‘You will have been
thinking that Lily is good for very little, that she could not
keep the house and make the meat as she thinks, but would
look to be served herself, hand and foot, as she is here.’
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‘Not that—but still, my Lily has always been served hand and
feet. Thereis Beenie, without whom we cannot budge a step—’

‘No,” said Lily, gravely, ¢without Beenie I could not
budge a step—not because Beenie is my maid, and I need her
to serve me, but because it would break her heart.’

¢ My love, poor folk, as we shall be, cannot afford to think
of breaking hearts.’

¢Iwill break yours rather !’ cried Lily, with a little stamp of
her foot. ‘I will give ye ill dinners and a house that is never
redd up, and keep Beenie like a lady in the best room and
give her all the good things.’

¢That is just what I say,’ said Ronald, ¢ we shall have a train
—all the old servants that cannot endure their lives without
Miss Lily—perhaps Katrin and Dougal too.’

Lily stood looking at him for a moment, with her eyes en-
larged and her face pale. ‘Is it in fun, or in earnest?’ she
said with a little gasp.

‘Oh, in fun, in fun,’ he said hastily, ‘though considering

how they have fulfilled their duty to Sir Robert, it would not

be strange if he turned them out of doors—and whom, then,
could they turn to but you and me?’

¢It is not for you and me to blame them,’ said Lily, still
under the impression of what he had said, ‘and this is not the
kind of fun that is good fun. But it is true, after all, though I
never thought of that before. Katrin is kind, but she has,
perhaps, not been quite as true to Uncle Robert as to me—
but Dougal, he knows nothing. Dougal has never known any-
thing, he has never meant to desert Uncle Robert. Ronald,’
cried Lily, with sudden affright, ‘we have all been cheating
Uncle Robert! This is what we have done, and nothing else,
since you first came here.’

‘T am well aware of it, Lily,’ said Ronald with a laugh, ‘and
for my part I am quite agreed to go on cheating Uncle Robert
for as long as you please.’

‘It does not please me,’ she said; ‘I would like to cheat
nobody. It is a2 new thing to me, I did not think of that.
Oh, Ronald, take me away! I laugh and I chatter, but my
heart’s breaking. We are cheating everybody—not Uncle
Robert only but Helen Blythe and every creature that knows
me. What do I care how poor we are, or if I have to work
for my living? I will work, oh, with a good heart! but take
me away, take me away !’
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Ronald held her hands in his and steadied her against
her will. He had foreseen such an outburst, as well as the
other manifestations of her agitated and disturbed life. He
was ready to allow even that it was no wonder she became
excited by times, that she had been more patient than he
could have hoped. He was himself very cool, and could
afford to be moderate and humour her. He held her hands
in his, and restrained the violence of her feelings by that
steady clasp. My Lily, my Lily,” he said. The girl yielded
to that restraining influence in spite of herself. She could
almost have struck him, in the vehemence of her passion and
in the intolerable sensation of this sharp light upon the
situation altogether; but the cool touch of his hands, his
firm hold, his soothing voice subdued her. The question
between two people at such a crisis is almost entirely the
question which is stronger, and on this occasion Ronald was
certainly the stronger. When Lily’s passion ended in the
natural flood of tears, she shed them on his shoulder, encircled
by his arm, all her resistance quenched. And he was very
kind to her; no one could have consoled her more lovingly,
or more tenderly soothed the nervous and excited feelings
which had got beyond her control. He was master of the
ituation, and felt it, but used his power in the most gentle
way. And Lily said not a word more—what was there to be
said? She had put herself in the wrong by her passion and
by her tears. This was not the calm reason with which a
woman ought to discuss the beginning of her life—with which,
she said to herself, a man expected his wife to consider and
discuss these affairs. She had neither been calm nor reason-
able. She had been passionate, excited, perhaps hysterical.
Lily was deeply ashamed of herself. She was humble towards
him who must, she thought, be disappointed in her, and find
her like the women in books, all folly and excitement, instead
of a creature able to take all the circumstances into- considera-
tion. Nothing could have subdued her spirits like that sense
of being in the wrong.

Later in the evening she endeavoured to make up for her
foolishness by returning to the mood of gaiety with which she
began the evening. She gave Ronald a little sketch of the
humours of Rory, and the respect in which Dougal held that
small and fiery personage. She told him about Katrin’s cows
and her chickens, and the amusement which these living
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creatures had given during the long winter days to the liitle
family at Dalrugas.

¢ But spring is coming,’ he said.

‘Oh, yes, spring is coming; the moor will soon be dry
enough for walking, and many a ramble I will have. I am
beginning,’ said Lily, ‘to grow very fond of the moor; you
see it is all we have. It’s cross, and market, and college, and
court and altogether to me. In the morning the bees will
be busy among the whins—there is always a bud somewhere
on a whin bush, and full of honey as they can hold; and
then in the evening there is the sunset and the hills all stand-
ing out against the west, with their old purple cloaks about
them. What with the barnyard and what with the moor,
there’s no want of diversion here.’

‘My bonnie Lily,’ he cried, in sudden compunction, ‘not
much diversion for the like of you.’

‘What do you call the like of me? I am very well off.
1 have neighbours and all. There is Helen Blythe, poor
thing, she is not so well off The minister is a handful, he
holds her night and day. And who was yon glum man,
Ronald, and what had he to do with her? Her eyes were red,
and she had been crying; and I am sure it was something
about that man.’

¢Alick Duff? Let’s say nothing of him, Lily! He isa
black sheep if ever there was one. That was all a foolish
story, we'll suppose. A good little thing like the minister’s
daughter should never be thrown away on him.’

‘Perhaps she is a good little thing. We are all good little
things till we show ourselves different : but her eyes were red and
her cheeks were pale. I must see if I can comfort her,’ said
Lily, half to herself. “And now, sir, if you are going away to-
morrow, you should go to your bed, for you'll have a weary day.’

‘Yes, I shall have a weary day; but I could bear that and
more to see my Lily,” Ronald said.

‘Well, if you care for her at all you would need to do that,
for she must either be there or here, Lily said. ¢It’s a pity
I’m solid, that I cannot fly away like the birds, and tap at
your window as the lady does in the ballad. -What ballad?
I don’t remember, perhaps it was after she was dead. And
does Mrs Buchanan always make you comfortable and cook as
well as Katrin? Ob, Katrin is very good for some things,
though you think her an ill housekeeper for Uncle Robert.
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But never mind that, tell me about Luckie Buchanan. T will
wager you a silver bawbee, as Beenie says, that she does not
send you up your bird as good as we do here.’

‘ Nothing is so good as it is here. You take me up too
quick, Lily.

‘Me take you up quick! I do nothing but try to please
you: but I know how it is, Ronald. You think shame of
Luckie Buchanan; she burns your bird, and she does your
chop in the frying-pan, and her kettle is not half boiled.
Young men are very badly treated in their lodgings. I know
very well. Uncle Robert’s men that came to see him were
always complaining; and they were old men that could make
their curries themselves and drive womenfolk desperate, whereas
you’re only young and would think shame to look as if you
cared. I wonder if she brushes your clothes right; and gives
you nice burnished boots as you like them to be,’ said Lily,
with a critical look at the sleeve of his coat, which she was
smoothing down with her hand.

‘You will make me think myself a selfish being, taken
up only with my own wants,’ he said, in a vexed tone.

‘It is me that am taken up with your wants,’ she said,
‘and who has more right than a man’s wife? What is the
good of her but to look after her man! and when I cannot
do it for failure of circumstances, not good will, then I must
just ask and plague you till you tell me there’s nothing more

. for me to do; till the term comes and I go home to my place,’
cried Lily, with a laugh, but with two tears, which she turned
away her head that he might not see. ‘It’s my first place,
she cried. ¢Y ou cannot wonder I am excited about it, Ronald ;
and I hope I will give you satisfaction—Beenie and me.’

Next morning Lily got up without, as appeared, any cloud
on her face, and gave him his breakfast, and saw to the pack-
ing of his bag—and that his big coat was well strapped on to
Sandy’s shoulders, who was to walk into the town with him
and carry his small belongings. ¢You will not want it walk-
ing, but you will want it in the coach,’ she said, ‘and be sure
you keep yourself warm, for though it’s March the wind is
terrible cold over the moor; and here is a scarf to put round
your neck for the night journey. It will keep you warm, and
1t will mind you of me.’

‘Do I want that to mind me of my Lily !’ he said re-
proachfully.
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‘No—after I have been giving you such a taste of my
humours and you know I am not just the good little thing
thought. But you might be more grateful for my bonnie
scarf that I took out of the lavender to give you to wrap round
your throat at night. And it is a very bonnie scarf]’ said Lily;
‘look at the flowers worked upon it the same on both sides,
and as soft as a dove’s feathers that ate of silver. You will
put it round your neck and say Lily gave me this; and then
at Whitsunday, when I take up my place, I will find it again,
laid away in some drawer; and I will take it back; and it
will belong then both to you and me.’

*That is a bargain,’ he said, more moved by the parting
than he had ever been—but Lily went with him to the head
of the stairs, and there stood looking after him from the stair-
case window, to keep up some sort of transparent fiction for
Dougal’s sake, with her eyes shining and a smile upon her
mouth. She was resolved that this was how he should see
her when he went away. There should be no more breakings
down. She would importune him no more. She would not
shed a tear. When he turned round to wave his hand before
he disappeared under the bank, she was still smiling and calm.
It was, perhaps, a little startling to Ronald, who had never
seen her so reasonable before—and reasonableness, though
so desirable, is sometimes a little alarming too.



CHAPTER XXVII

HEN she was sure that the travellers were out of
sight, Lily flew down the spiral stairs, snatched her
plaid from where it hung as she passed, and rushed

out to the only shelter and refuge she had—the loneli-
ness and silence of the moor. She had to push through
between the two women, who would so fain have stopped her
to administer their consolation and caresses, but whom, in
her impatience, she could not tolerate, shaking her head as
they called after her to put on her plaid, and that she would
get her death of cold. It was March and a beautiful morn-
ing, the air almost soft in the broad beaming of the sun, and
the moisture which lay heavy on the moss-green turf, and ran
and sparkled in little pools and currents everywhere ; but the
breeze was keen and cold, and blew upon her with a sharp
and salutary chill, cooling her heated cheeks. Lily sprang
over the great bushes of the ling, which, bowed for a moment
by her passage, flung back upon her a shower of dewdrops as
they recovered their straightness ; and the whins caught at the
plaid on her arm as she brushed past; but she took no notice
of these impediments, nor of the wetness under her feet, nor
the chill of the air upon her uncovered head, and shoulders
clothed only in her indoor dress. She paused upon a little
green hillock slightly rising over the long level, which was a
favourite point of vision, and from which, as she had often found,
the furthest view was possible of everything within the horizon
of this little world. But it was not to see that little speck on
the road, which was Ronald, that Lily had made this rush
into the heart of the moor. It was for the utter solitude, the
silence which enclosed and surrounded her, the separation
from everything that could intrude upon that little speck
of herself, so insignificant in téle great fresh shining world,
21
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yet so much more living in her trouble than all the mountains
and the moors. Lily sank down on the mossy green and
covered her face with her hands. She had shed passionate
tears on her husband’s shoulder last night, but these were
different, which forced their way now without anything to
restrain them. They were not mere tears of a parting which,
after all, was no wonderful thing. He would come again.
Lily bad no fear that he would come again. She had no
‘doubt of his love, no thought that he might grow cold to her.
Of the two it was Ronald who was the warmest lover, holding
her in perfect admiration as well as in all the fondness of a
young husband, which was not exactly what could be said on
her side. But his love was of a different kind, as perhaps a
man’s always is. He did not want all that she did in their
marriage. A little house of their own, wherever it was—a
home, a known and certain place. Was it the woman who
thought of this rather than the man? It gave her a pang even
to think that it might perhaps be so, or at least that Ronald
did not care for what she might suffer in that respect. He
might be content with casual visits, but what she wanted was
her garret, her honest name, and honour and truth.

And then Whitsunday, Whitsunday, the term—when people
did their flitting, and the maids went to their new places! Oh
happy, honest prose that had nothing to do, Lily thought, with
romance or poetry! Would it come—in two months, not
much more—and make an end of all this? or would it never
come? Poor Lily’s heart was so wrung out of its right place
that she lost her confidence even in the term : she could scarcely
think of anything in earth or heaven—she who had once been so
confident—of which she could now think that there was no fear.

By this time the cold had begun to creep to Lily’s heart,
her fever of excitement having found vent, and she was glad
to wrap herself closely in her plaid, putting it over her head
and gathering the soft folds round her throat. She put back
the hair which the cold breeze and the disorder of her weeping
had brought about her face, smoothing it back under the
tartan screen, the soft warm folds that gave a little colour to
her pale face. Oh, if she could have had a plaid, but that of
Ronald’s tartan, to wrap about her heart, the chilled spirit and
soul that had no warmth of covering! But that must not be
thought of now, when Lily’s business was to go back to her
dreary home, to meet the eyes that would be fixed upon her,
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to bear her burden worthily, and to betray to no one, even
her most confidential companion, the doubts and terrors that
were in her own heart.

As she came out upon the road, having made a long round
of the moor to give herself more time, Lily perceived two
figures in front of her, whom she did not at once recognise :
but after a moment or two her attention was attracted by the
voice of the man, who spoke loudly, and by something in the
attitude of the little figure walking by his side, and replying
sometimes in an inaudible monosyllable, sometimes by a
deprecating gesture only, to his vehement words. Was it
Helen Blythe who was here so far from home by the side of a
man who spoke to her aimost roughly, certainly not as so gentle
a creature ought ever to have been spoken to? It was some
time before Lily’s faculties were sufficiently roused to hear
what he was saying, or, at least, to discover that she could
hear if she gave her attention. When, however, a sudden, ‘If
you had ever loved me, Helen!’ caught her ear, Lily cried
out in alarm, ¢ Oh, whisht, whisht! Whoever you are, I am
coming behind you and I can hear what you say.’

The man turned round almost with rage, showing her the
dark and clouded face of the stranger whom she had met the
day before with Ronald, and who was the cause, as she had
divined, of Helen’s sad eyes. ‘Confound you,” he cried, in
his passion, ‘can ye not pass on, and leave the road free to*
folk going about their own business?’

These words came out with a rush, and then he paused
and reddened, and took off his hat. ¢Miss Ramsay,” he said,
‘1 beg your pardon,’ placing himself hastily between her and
his companion.

‘I neither want to see nor hear,’ cried Llly ; ¢let me pass,
you need have no fear of me.’

At the voice Helen came quietly out of his shadow. You
need not hide me from Lily,’ she said, ¢for Lily is my dear
friend. I've walked far, far from home, Lily, with one that
—one that—I may never see again,’ she said, turning a
pathetic look upon the man by her side. ‘He blames me
now, and perhaps I am to be blamed. But to think it is,
maybe, the last time, as he is telling me, breaks my heart.
Lily, will you take us in, if it was only for half an hour? I feel
as if I could not go on arother step, for my heart fails me as
well as my feet.’
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‘You never told me you were wearied, Helen,’ he cried,
in a tone of fierce penitence. ‘How was I to know? I could
have carried you like a feather.’

She shook her head. *You could carry more weight than
me, Alick, but as soon Schiehallion as me. And I was not
wearied till T saw rest at hand g

¢ Miss Ramsay,’ he said, ‘you kncw what she and I are to
each other.’

‘I know nothing,’ cried Lily, ‘and you need not tell me,
for what Helen does is always right: but come in and welcome,
and have your talk out in peace. Never mind to explain to
me—1I scarcely know your name.’

‘It is, alas, no credit—or rather I am no credit to a good
name that has been well-kent on this country side: but we are
old, old friends, Helen Blythe and me. She should have been
my wife, Miss Ramsay, though you might not think it, nearly
ten long years ago. If she had kept her promise they would
never have called me wild Alick Duff, and the black sheep
of the family, as they do now. This is the third time I've
come back to bid her keep her word: for I have her word,
rough and careless as you may think me: each time I'm less
worth taking than I was the time before, and I’'m not going to
risk it any more. When she drops me this time I will just go
to the devil, which is the easiest way, and trouble nobody
more about me.’

¢ And why should you go to the devil ?’ said Lily, for that
'is what nobody except your own self can make you do.’

¢Oh, do not hearken to him, Lily: let us come in for
half-an-hour, for neither will my feet carry me, nor will my
heart hold me up if there is more.’

Lily made her guests enter before her when they reached
the door of Dalrugas; but lingering behind as Helen made
her way slowly with her tired steps up the spiral stairs, caught
Duff by the sleeve and spoke in his ear. ‘Do you not think
shame of yourself to break her heart, a little thing like that,
with putting the weight of your ill-deeds upon her, and you a
big strong man?’

¢ Me—think shame I’ he said, with a low laugh.

¢ 7 would think shame,’ cried Lily, vehemently, all her hot
blood surging up in her veins, ‘to lay the burden of a finger’s
weight upon her, and her not a half or a quarter so big as
me!’
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This sharp, indignant whisper Helen heard as a murmur
behind her while she went up the stairs. She turned round
when she reached the drawing-room, meeting the others as
they appeared after her. ‘And what were you two saying to
each other?’ she asked, with a tremulous smile.

‘I am going,’ said Lily, ‘to leave you to yourselves: and
when you have had your talk out you will come down to me to
have something to eat : and then we will think, Helen, how we
are to get you home.’

‘You are coming in here, Lily. Him and me, we have
said all there is to be said. And he has told you what there is
between us, as perhaps I would never have had the courage to
do. Come and tell him over again, Lily, you that are a young
lass and have known no trouble—tell him what a woman can
and cannot do, for he will not believe me.’

‘How can I tell? that have known no trouble, as you
say?’ cried Lily. But Helen knew nothing to explain the
keen tone of irony that was in the words, and looked at the
girl with an appeal in her patient eyes, too full of her own
sorrow to remember that, perhaps, this younger creature might
have sorrows too. ‘How should I know?’ said Lily, ‘what a '
woman cannot do? If it is to keep a man from wrong-doing,
is that a woman’s business, Helen? How do I know? They
say in books that it’s the women that drive them to it. Are
you to take him on your shoulders and carry him away from
the gates of—or what are you expected to do?’

¢*If she bad married me when I asked her,’ cried Duff, ‘she
would have done that. Ay, that she would! From the gates
of hell, that a little thing like you daren’t name. I would never
have known the way they lay if she had put her hand in mine
and come with me. And that I have told you, Helen, a
hundred times, and a hundred times more.’

¢Oh, Alick! Alick!’ was all that Helen said.

¢And you never would have thought shame,’ cried Lily,
‘to ride by on her shoulders, instead of walking on your
own feet? I would have set my face like a flint and passed
them by, and scorned them that wiled me there! I would
have laid it upon nobody but myself if I had not heart enough
to save my own head !’

¢Oh Lily, Lily!’ cried Helen, tumlng upon her champion,
‘my bonnie dear ! it’s you that are too young to understand.
Maybe he’s wrong, but he’s a kind of right, too. I am not



SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE 221

blaming him for that. Many a woman keeps a man on the
straight road, almost without knowing, and him no worse of it
nor her either. I could tell you things! And Alick, I will
not deceive you ; if I had not been so young that time—if I
had only had the courage—for there was no reason then, but
just that I was a young lass, and frightened, and did not know.
There was no reason—then—’

‘Except that I was wild Alick Duff, that they said would
settle to nothing, and not a man that would ever make salt to
his kail.’

Helen made no answer, but shook her head with a sigh.

‘How can I stand between you and him,” said Lily, ‘you
take away my breath. I cannot understand the tongue you
are speaking. It’s not good English nor Scots either, but
another language. Are we angels, to make men good ? and is
it no matter what evil thing a woman takes into her heart
if she can but make her man look like a whited sepulchre, and
keep him, as you say, on the straight road? Is that what we
were made for ?’ she cried, in all the indignation of her youth.

Dufl, a little surprised, a little confused by this unexpected
controversy, too much occupied with his own purpose not to
be impatient of any digression, yet uncertain whether this
strange digression might not serve his cause in the end, made
answer first, fixing his eyes upon Lily, the little girl who
knew no trouble. ¢ I’'m thinking that was a good part of it,’ he
said. “You had the most to do with bringing ill into the
world, you should have the most to do with driving it out.
But what do I care about women ?’ he cried. ‘It’s Helen I'm
thinking of. There might never be such another, but there
she is that could have done it, and would not lift her little
finger. And now she will smile and send me away.’

‘He speaks,” cried Lily, ‘as if it were your responsibility
and not his—as if you would be answerable.’

¢Oh,’ said Helen, in a hurried undertone, ¢ and that is what
I lie and think upon in the watches of the night. Will the
Lord demand an account at my hands? Will He say, * Helen,
where is thy brother ?” I that was maybe appointed for him
to be his keeper, to take care of him, with all his hot blood
and all his fancies, that nobody understood but me.’

Duff was walking impatiently about the room, not listening
to what the two women spoke between themselves; and Lily
was too much bewildered by this new view to make any answer,
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except by a brief exclamation, ‘It is like a coward to put the
blame upon you.’

‘T would not shrink from it if I might bear it,’ said Helen.
¢It’s not that. But to think it might be a man’s ruin, that a
poor frightened creature of a woman—no, a lassie, twenty
years old, no more—could not see her duty. For there was no
reason then. My mother was living, my father was a strong
man. The boys had been unlucky, but me, I was free. And
1 let him go away. Obh, lay the wyte on me !’ she said, clasp-
ing her hands. ‘Oh, lay the wyte on me!’

Duff came suddenly to a standstill before her, catching up
something of what she said. ¢TI’ll forgive you all that’s come
and gone, and all that might have been, and the vows I've
broken, and the little good I've ever done’—a tender light
came over his dark face—* Helen, I'll forgive you all my ruin,
and we'll gather up the fragments that are left, if you will but
come with me now.’

¢ Forgive her !’ cried Lily indignant.

¢ Ab, forgive her —you that know nothing of the heart of
man, Can she ever give it back? She says herself the Lord
will seek my blood at her hands; how much more me that
knows what might have been and never has been because she
was not there. But Helen, let it be now! It may be but the
hinder end of life that’s left; but better that than nothing at
all. We are not so old yet, neither you nor me. And there’s
the fragments that remain—the fragments that remain.” He
held out his hands towards her, the face that Lily had thought
so dark and forbidding melting in every line, the lowering
brows lifted, the fierce eyes softened with moisture. And
Helen looked up at him, with her own overflowing and a light
as of martyrdom on her face.
¢Oh, Alick, my father, my father! I cannot leave my father
now.’
He kicked away a footstool on the carpet, with a sudden
movement which, to Lily, at first appeared as if he were offer-
ing violence to Helen herself. ‘Your father!’ he cried, ‘the
minister that will have no broken man for his daughter, nor
ill-name for his house—that wants siller with them that come
to woo—that would sell you away to that white-faced lad
because he has something to the fore, and a respectable name.
Oh, don’t speak to me of your father, Helen Blythe, him that
should be all spirit and that’s all flesh! Confound him and
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you and all your sleekit ways! In what way is he better than
me?’

‘Man! you will kill her!’ cried Lily, springing forward and
putting herself between them. ‘How dare you swear at her,
that is far, far too good for you I’

But Helen was not horrified, like Lily. She looked at him
stil, bending her head to the other side. ¢My father, she
said, ‘has his faults, like us all. He is a mixture, as you are
yourself. I am not angry at what you say. He likes his
pleasure as you do, Alick. He is more moderate; he is a
minister. He has not, maybe, been tempted like you ; but I
allow that it is not far different. Perhaps in the sight of God—’
but here her voice failed her, suddenly interrupted by some-
thing deeper than tears.

‘He likes his pleasure,” said Duff, with a short laugh, ‘he
likes a good glass of wine, not to say whisky, and a good
dinner, and tells his stories, and is no more particular when
he’s with his cronies than me. Only I'll tell you what he does,
Helen, that me, I cannot do. Would he have had it in him,
if he had not been a minister, nor had a wife, nor been kept
from temptation? That is what none of us can tell. He
knows when to stop ; he likes himself better than his pleasures.
He keeps the string about his neck and stops himself when
he’s gone far enough. I do not esteem that quality,’ cried the
big man, striding about the room, making the boards groan
and creak. ‘I am not fond of calculation. Alick Duff has
cost me many a sore head and many a sore heart. I scomn
him,’ he cried, with a strong churning out of the fierce letters
that make up that word, ‘both for what he’s done and what
he hasn’t done. But it’s no for him I would draw bridle if I
were away in full career. But I would for you!’ he said,
suddenly sinking his voice, and throwing himself in a chair
that swung and rocked under him, by Helen’s side. ¢Helen,
I would for you !’



CHAPTER XXVIII

ILY had an agitating and troubled day between this
strange pair, who had the good effect upon her, how-
ever, of turning her thoughts entirely away from her

own affairs, the struggle and trouble of which seemed of so
little importance beside this conflict, which had the air of
being for life or death. She did not understand either of the
combatants ; the man who so fearlessly owned his weaknesses,
and put the weight of his soul upon the woman who ought to
have saved him; or the woman who did not deny that re-
sponsibility, nor claim independence or a right irrespective of
him to follow her own way. Helen Blythe had ideas of life,
it was evident, very different from those that had ever come
into Lily’s mind. In those days there were no discussions of
women’s rights ; but yet in those days, as in all other periods,
the heart of a high-spirited young woman here and there
swelled high with imaginative wrath, and indignation at the
thought of those indignities which all women had to suffer.
That it should be taken as a simple thing that any man, after
he had gone through all the soils and degradations of a reckless
life, should have a spotless girl given to him to make him a
new existence, was one of those bitter thoughts that rankled in
the minds of many women, though nothing was said on the
subject in public, and very little even among themselves. For
those were subjects which girls shrank from and blushed to
hear of. The knowledge was horrible and made them feel,
when any chance fact came their way, asif their very souls were
soiled by the hearing. Not that the elder women—especially
those inconceivably experienced and impartial old ladies of
society, who see everything with the sharpest eyesight, and dis-
cuss everything with words that cut and glance like steel, and
who have surmounted all that belongs to sex, except a keen
224
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dramatic interest in its problems—did not talk of these matters
after their kind, as in all the ages. But the girls were not told,
they did not know, they shrank from information which they
would not have understood had it been conveyed to them:
except, indeed, a few principles that were broad and general,
such as that to marry a girl to an old man or a wicked man was
a hideous thing, and that the old doctrine of a reformed rake,
which had been preached to their mothers, was a scorn to
womankind, and no longer to be suggested to them. For the
magic of the Pamelas was over, and Sir Walter had arisen in
the sky, which cleared before him, all noisome things flying
where he made his honest, noble way. Not much these heroes
of his, people say, not worth a Tom Jones with his stress and
storm of life ; but bringing in a new era, the young and pure
with the young and true, and not a white-washed Lovelace in
the whole collection. Lily was of Scott’s age ; and when she
saw this wolf approaching the lamb, or rather, this black sheep,
as everybody called him, demanding a maiden sacrifice to clear.
him from his guilt, her heart burned with indignation and the
rage of innocence. She could not understand Helen’s strange
acquiescence, nor her sense of possible guilt in not having
accepted that part which was offered to her. The very atmo.
sphere which surrounded Duff was obnoxious to Lily; the
roughness of his tones and his clothes, his large noisy move-
ments and vehemence and gesture. He had lost, she thought,
that air of a gentleman which is the Jast thing a man loses
who is born to it, and never, as she believed, loses innocently.

She was glad beyond description when, after much more
conversation, and a meal to which his excitement and passion
did not prevent him from doing a certain justice, Duff was got
out of the house, leaving Helen behind, for whom the cart with
the black pony had to be brought out once more. Helen was
greatly exhausted by all the agitations of the day. He had
left her without bringing her to any change of mind, yet vowing
he would see her once again and make her come with him
still : that he would not yet abandon all hope : while she sat tired
out, shaking her head softly with a melancholy smile on her
face—a smile more pitiful than many complaints. She did not
rise from her chair to see him go away, but followed him with
wistful eyes to the door—eyes that were full of a dew of pain
that flooded them, but did not fall. She did not say anything
for a long time after he had gone.. Was she listening to his

o
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steps as he went away, leaving on the air a lingering sound,
measured and heavy ? Helen had thought that footstep like
music: she had watched for it many a day and heard it, as she
thought, miles off, in the stillness of the long country roads,
and again, in imagination, many and many a day when it was
far out of hearing. She heard it now, long after it had been
lost by every ear but her own. Her face had a strained look
as if that sound drew her after him, yet stronger resolution
kept her behind.

‘You did not mean that, Helen, oh, not that}’ Lily said,
encircling her friend with her arm.

¢ My bonnie Lily! but that I did with all my heart !’

*That you, a good woman, would go away out into the
world with an ill man—knowing he was an ill man—and think-
ing that you could turn him and mend him! Oh, Helen,
Helen! take him to your heart that is pure as snow, knowing
he was an ill man ?’

¢ Lily, you are very young—you are little more than a bairn,
What are our small degrees of good and ill—or rather, of ill
and worse—before our Maker? Do you think He judges as
we judge? They say my poor Alick is wild, and well I wot he
is wild, and has taken many, many a wrong step on the road.
Oh, if you think it presumptuous of me to believe I could have
held him fast so that he should not fall !—that would be more
true. But Lily, if ye were long in this countryside you would
see it with your own een. The women long ago were not so
feared as we are. They just married the lad they liked, and
if he were wild forgave him; and I've known goodwives that
have just pushed them through—oh, just pushed them through !
—till they came to old age with honour on their heads and a fine
family about them, that would have sunk into the miry pit and
the horrible clay, if the woman had not had the heart to do it.
I am not saying I had not the heart, said Helen, with a
melancholy shake of her head, ‘but I was young and knew
nothing, and the moment passed away.’

¢ It can never be right,’ cried Lily, ¢to run such a dreadful
risk. Oh, if they cannot guide themselves, who are we that we
should guide them? I am not like you, Helen. I know for
myself I could guide no man.’

No! well she knew that! Not so much as to the taking of
a little house—not so much as to the simplest duty that ever lay
in a man’s road. Helen was not so clever as Lily, she bad no
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such pretensions in any way—everything, blood and breeding,
and the habit of carrying out her own projects, and holding
her head high, was in the favour of the younger. But Lily had
no such confidence as Helen. She did not believe in any
influence she could exert. Her opinion, her entreaties, were
of no use, They did not move Ronald. He dismissed them
with a kiss and a smile. ‘I could guide no man,’ she repeated,
with a bitter conviction in her heart.

‘It would, maybe, not be a perfect life,’ said Helen, ¢ far
from that; there would be many an ill moment. The good-
wife has her cross to carry, and it’s not light; but oh, Lily,
better that than ruin to the man, and a lonely life, with little
use in it, to Zze»,; and there is aye the hope of the bairns that
will do better another day.’

‘The bairns,” said Lily, ‘that would be the worst of all.
An ill man’s bairns—to carry on the poison in the blood.’

‘You are a hard judge,’ said Helen, pausing to look at
her, ‘for one so young; but it's because you are so young, my
bonnie dear. We are all ill men and women, too. There’s a
line of poetry that comes into my head, though it’s a light
thing for such a heavy subject, and I cannot mind it exact to a
word. It says we were all forfeit once, but He that might
have best took the advantage, found out the remedy. It is
bonnier than that, and it is just the truth. And the Lord said,
“Neither do I condemn thee.” Ye will mind that at least,
Lily.’

‘I mind them both,’ cried Lily, piqued to have her know-
ledge doubted, ¢ but yet—’ ’

¢ And you must not speak of my poor Alick as an ill man.
Oh, if I could but let you see how little he is an ill man! His
heart is just as innocent as a bairn’s, in some things—I’'m not
saying in ali things. He is wild, poor lad, the Lord forgive
him! He does a foolish thing and then he thinks after, that
he shouldn’t have done it. If I were there I would make him
think first, I would think for him ; and then, if the thing was
done, there would be me to try to mend it and him, too. But
why should I speak as if that was in my power?’ cried Helen,
with a sudden soft momentary rush of tears, ‘for I cannot,
I cannot go with Alick and leave my father! I will have to
stand by and see my poor lad go out again without a friend by
his side into the terrible, terrible world.’

Lily put her arm round her friend, kneeling beside her,



228 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

giving a warm clasp of sympathy if nothing more. Helen's
heart was beating sadly, with a suppressed passion, but Lily
felt as if her slim young frame was all one desperate pulse,
clanging in her ears and tingling to her fingers’ ends. Was it
her fault that in all her veins there burned this sense of impo-
tence, this dreadful miserable consciousness that she could do
nothing, move no one, and was powerless to shape her own
fate? Helen was powetless too, but in how different a way !
sure that she would have been able to fulfil that highest pur-
pose if only her steps had been free—whereas Lily was humili-
ated by the certainty that there was no power at all in her—
that to everybody with whom she was connected she was a
creature without individual potency, whose fate was to be
decided for her by the will of others. The contrast of Helen’s
feeling, which was so different, gave a bitterness to her pain.
‘It was all very simple,’ said Helen; ‘my father—you
have never seen him at his best, Lily—there is not a cleverer
man, nor a better learned, in all this countryside—was tutor to
Mr Duff when they were both young, and the boys, as they
grew up, used to come to him for lessons. Alick was the
youngest, just two years older than me, that am the last of
all. They were great friends with our own boys, who are both
out in the world, and oh, alack ! not doing so very well that we
should cast 2 stone at other folk. Eh, but he was a bonnie
boy! dark, always dark like his mother ; but the flower of the
flock, and courted and petted wherever he went. He was a
wild boy, and wild he was, I will not deny it, in bis youth—
and began by giving me a very sore heart ; for, from the first
that I can mind of, I have never thought of any man but him.
And then he was sent away abroad—oh, not for punishment—
to do better and make up the lost way. He came to my
father and he said, “ Let Helen go with me, and P’ll do well.,”
I was but nineteen, Lily, and him twenty-one. They just
laughed him to scorn. ‘It would be the Babes in the Wood
over again,” they said : and what was I, a little lass at home,
that I could be of any help to a man? Lily!’ cried Helen,
her mild eyes shining, her cheeks aglow, ¢ I knew better myself,
though I dared not say it: and he, poor laddie, he knew best
of all. T should have gone with him then—that very moment!
if T had but seen.it : and oh, I did see it, but I was so young,
and no boldness in_my heart. My father said, “Work you "
your best for five yéars and wipe out all the old scores, and
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come back and ye shall have her, whether it pleases your
father or no.” For the family would not have it. I was not
good enough for them, But little was my father minding for
that. He never thought upon the old Laird but as a boy he
had given palmies to, and kept in for not knowing his lessons.
He did not care a snap of his fingers for the old Laird.’

¢ At nineteen, and him twenty-one 1’ Lily said.

¢Oh, yes—they all said it was folly, and maybe I would say
so too if I saw another pair. But for all that it was not folly,
Lily. He wanted me to run away with him, and say no word.
And oh, but I was in a terrible swither what to do. It’s peeti-
ful to be so young : you have no experience, you cannot answer
a word when they preach you down with their old saws. I
thought upon my mother that was weakly, and Tom and
Jamie giving a good deal of trouble. And at the last I would
not. It was my moment,’ she said, softly with a sigh, ‘and 1
had a perception of it ; but I was frightened, Lily, and oh, so
silly and young !’

‘Helen, you could not, you should not have done it.
It would have been impossible. It would have been
wrong !’

Helen only shook her head with a melancholy smile.
¢And then he came back,’ she said, ‘at the end of the five
years. Never, never, Lily, may you have the feeling I had
when I saw Alick Duff again. Something said in me, * Eelen, .
Eelen, that is your work !” The light had gone from his eyes,
and the open look, his bonnie brow was all lined. He had
grown to be the man you saw to-day. But what would that
have mattered to me? He had but the more need of me.
Alas, alas! my mother was dead, the boys all adrift, and my
father taken with his illness, and what could I do then? He
pleaded sore, and my heart went with him. Ob, I fear he had
been wild, wild! He came back without a shilling in his
pocket or a prospect before him. The old Laird was still
living, and went about with a brow like thunder. He looked
as if he hated every man that named Alick’s name: but them
that knew best said he was the favourite still of all the sons.
And Mrs Duff that had been so proud, that would not have
the minister’s daughter for her bonny boy, she came to me
herself, Lily. You see it was not me only that thought it.
She said, “Eelen, if you will marry him, you will save my
bonny lad yet.” But I could not, I could not, Lily. How
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could I leave my own house that had trouble in it, and no-
body to make a stand but me ?’

¢ They were selfish and cruel,’ cried Lily, ¢they would have
sacrificed you for the hope of saving an ill man!’

‘Oh whisht, whisht,’ cried Helen again. ‘And now he
has come back. And everything is changed. The old Laird
is dead and gone, and John Duff, that was never very kind, is
Laird in his stead, and there’s no home for him there in his
father’s house. And he’s a far older man—eight years it was
this time that he was away. And you will wonder to hear me
say a bonnie lad when you look at that black-browed man.
But I see my bonnie lad in him still, Lily : he is aye the same
to me. And oh, if you knew how it drags my heart out of my
bosom when he bids me come with him and I cannot. He
says we might save the fragments that remain—but there’s
more than that, more than that! He has wasted his youth,
but he has not yet lived half his life. And there’s that to save,
Lily—and him and me together we could stand: oh, Lily,
there’s neither man nor devil that I would fear for Alick’s
sake, and at Alick’s side, to save him—Dbefore it is too late.’

¢ Helen,’ cried Lily, ‘ what do I know? I dare not speak ;
but what if after all you could not save him? If he cannot
stand by himself, how could you make him? You are buta
little delicate woman ; you are not fit to fight. Oh, Helen,
Helen, what if you could not save him when all is done !’

‘I am not feared,” Helen said, with a serene countenance.
And then there suddenly came a cloud over her, and tears
came to her eyes. ‘What is the use of speaking,’ she said,
throwing up her hands with an impatience unlike her usual
calm, ‘when I can do nothing P —when he must just go away
again without hope, my poor Alick ! and come back no more,
And that will be the end both of him and me,’ she went on,
‘two folk that might have made a home, and served God in
our generation, and brought up children and received strangers,
and held our warm place in the cold world. One of us will
perish away yonder, among wild beasts and ill men, and one
of us will just fade away on the roadside, like a flower thrown
away when its sweetness is gone—and it will be no better for
any mortal, but maybe worse, that Alick Duff and Helen
Blythe were born into this weary world.

¢ Oh, Helen, Helen !’ cried Lily, ‘I think Alick Duff must
have been the cloud that has come over your life and turned
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its brightmess to dark. If you had not always been thinking
of him you would have had another home and a brighter life.
And even now—can I not see myself7—don’t you know very
well there is a good man—’

*Oh,’ cried Helen, rising up with sudden animation, almost
pushing Lily’s kneeling figure from her, ‘go away from me with
your good man! It is enough to make a person unjust, to
make ye hate the name of good! How do you know whether
they are good or no, one of them? Were they ever tempted
like him? Had they ever the fire of hot thoughts in their
head, or the struggle in their hearts? Was nature ever in
them running free and wild like a great river, carrying the
brigs and the dams away? or, just a drumlie quiet stream, aye
content in its barks, and asking no more? Oh, dinna speak
to me of your good man! It’s blasphemy, it’s sacrilege, it’s
the sin that will never be pardoned. There is but one man,
be he good or bad, and one woman that is bound to do her
best for him : and ill be her lot if she fails to do it, for it is
not herself she will ruin—that would matter little, the feckless
creature, no worth her salt—but him too, but him too!’

She sat down again, after this little outburst, and dried her
eyes. Lily, who had risen hurriedly to her feet, too, startled
and almost angry, stood irresolute, not knowing how to reply,
when Helen put out to her a trembling hand. ¢ You are not
to be troubled about me,’ she said, ‘you are not to be angry at
what I say. It is a.comfort to speak out my mind. Who can
I speak to, Lily? Not to my father, who stands between me
and my life ; not to Z%im, that rages at me as you have heard,
because I cannot arise and follow him, as I would do if 1
could, to the end of the world. Oh, Lily, it is good for the
heart, when it is full like mine, to speak. It takes away a little
of the burden. “I leant my back untill an aik ”—do you mind
the old song? You are not an oak, you're only a lily-plant:
but oh! the comfort to lean on you, Lily, just for a moment,
just till I get my breath.’

¢Say to me whatever you like, Helen, say anything. I
may not agree—’ .

‘I am not asking you to agree—how should you agree,
you that know nothing? Oh, Lily, my bonnie Lily,’ cried
Helen, suddenly looking in her face, ‘am I speaking blas-
phemy, too? You may know more than I think there is that
in your face that was not there six months ago.’
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The colour changed in Lily’s cheek, but she did not flinch,
‘If I know anything,’ she said, ‘it is not in your way, Helen.
I am not the kind of woman that can change a man’s thoughts
or his life. I am one that has no power. If I tried your way
I would fail. No one has changed a thought or a purpose in
all my life for me. I am useless, useless. I have to do what
other folk tell me, and wait other folk’s pleasure, and blow
here and blow there like a straw in the wind. And I love it
not, I love it not,’ she cried. ¢It is as bad for me as for you.’

Helen thought she knew what the girl meant. She was
here in durance, bound by her uncle’s hard will, prevented,
too, from carrying out the choice of her heart. It had not yet
dawned upon the elder woman that Lily’s experience had gone
turther than this. And it is possible that the gentle Helen,
used all her life to an influence over others far stronger than
seemed natural to her character, and believing fully and
strongly in that power, could not have understood the higher
trial of the far more vivacious and vigorous nature beside her,
which flung itself in vain against the rock of another mind
inaccessible to any power it possessed, and clear-sighted and
strong-willed, had yet to submit, and do nothing but submit.



‘CHAPTER XXIX

LICK DUFF went away from the valley of the Rugas,
calling on heaven and earth to witness that he would
never be seen there more, and that from henceforward

he was to be considered as an altogether shipwrecked and
ruined man. ‘There is nobody that will contradict you
there,” the minister said, sternly, ‘and nothing but the grace
of God, my man, for all you threep and swear to make my
poor Eelen meeserable, that would ever have made any
difference.” ‘And who will say,’ cried Duff, ‘that it was not
just Aer that would have been the grace o’ God?’ The
minister shook his head, yet was a little startled by the
argument. As for Helen, she said little more to her strange
lover. ‘It is no use speaking now. There is nothing more to
say. I cannot leave my father’ Lily—to whom this story
had come like a revelation in the midst of the quiet country
life which seems, especially in Scotland, never to be ruffled by
emotion, much less passion—and on whom it acted powerfully,
restoring her mental balance and withdrawing at least a portion
of her thoughts from herself—was a great deal at the Manse
during this agitating period, which was all the more curious
that nothing was ever said about it on the surface of the life,
which flowed on in an absolutely unbroken routine, as if there
was no impassioned, despairing man outside in the darkness
waiting the moment to fling himself and his terrible needs and
wishes at Helen’s feet, and no terrible question tearing her
heart asunder. That it was there underneath all the time was
plain enough to those who were in the secret. The minister
had an anxious look, even when he laughed and told his
stories ; and Helen, though her serenity was extraordinary,
grew pale and red with an unconscious listening for every
sound which Lily divined. He might burst in at any moment
233
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and make a scene in the quiet Manse parlour, destroying all
the pretence of composure with which they had covered their
life—or, worse still, he might do something desperate—he
might disappear in the river, or end his existence with a shot,
leaving an indelible shame on his memory, and upon those
who belonged to him, and upon her who, as the country folk
would say, ‘had driven him to it’ If she had married Alick
Duff and gone away with him, there would have been one
unanimous cry over her folly ; but if in his despair he had cut
the thread in any such conclusive way, Helen never would
have been mentioned afterwards but as the woman who drove
poor Alick Duff to his death. There was a thrill of this
possibility even in the air of the little town, where he was seen
from time to time wandering about the precincts of the Manse,
and where everybody knew him and his story. But the most
exciting thing of all to Lily was to see the face and watch the
ways of the excellent young minister, Mr Blythe’s assistant and
successor, who went and came through these troubled days,
talking of the affairs of the parish, sedulously restraining him-
self that he might not appear to think of, or be conscious of
anything else—but with a countenance which reflected Helen’s,
which followed every change of hers, though when her attention
was attracted towards him, he closed up in a moment, with
the most extraordinary effort dismissing all meaning from
his face. Lily became fascinated by Mr Douglas, through
whom she could read, as in a mirror, everything that was
happening. He said not a word on this subject, which, indeed,
nobody spoke of, nor did he betray any consciousness of the
other man’s presence, about which even the maid in the
kitchen and the minister’s man, who never had been so assidu-
ous in the discharge of his duties as now, were so perfectly in-
formed ; but yet she felt sure that something in him tingled
to the neighbourhood of his rival like an elastic chord. He
would come in sometimes pale, with a stern look in his closely-
drawn mouth, and then Lily would feel sure that he had seen
Alick Duff in the way, waiting till Helen should appear. And
sometimes the lines of his countenance would relax, so that she
felt sure he had heard good news and believed that haunting
figure to have gone away ; and then at a sound which was no
sound outside, at the most trifling change in Helen’s face, the
veil, the cloud, would shut again over his.

The manner in which Lily attained the possibility of mak-
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ing these studies was that by the minister’s invitation, seconded,
but not with very much warmth, by Helen, she had come to
the Manse on a visit of a few days. Whatever prejudice Mr.
Blythe had against her—and she was sure he had a prejudice,
though she could not imagine any cause for it—had disap-
peared under the pressure of his own sore need. He himself
wa thelpless either to watch over or to protect his daughter,
and in despair he had thought of the other girl, herself caught
in a tangle of the bitter web of life, and full of secret knowledge
of its difficulties, who, though she was so much younger, had
learned to some degree the lesson which Helen was so slow to
learn. ¢She’s but a girl ; but I'll warrant she could give Eelen
a fine lesson what it is to lippen to a man,’ the minister said to
himself. He had no high view of human nature for his part.
To lippen to a man, seemed to him, though he had been in
that respect severely virtuous himself, the last thing that a
woman should do. For his own part he lippened to—that is,
trusted—nobody very much, and thought he was wise in so
doing. To have Lily there, seeing everything with those young
eyes, no doubt throwing her weight on the other side, allowing
it at least to be seen that a man was not so easily tumed round
a woman’s little finger as poor Helen thought, would be some-
thing gained in the absence of all other help. Mr Blythe had
a tacit conviction that Lily’s influence would be on the opposite
side, though his chief reason for thinking so was one that was
fictitious.

This was how Lily came to be acquainted with all that was
going on. They all appealed to her behind backs, each hoping
he or she was alone in calling for her sympathy. ¢You will
tell her better than I can—they all distrust an old man. They
think the blood’s dry in his veins and he has forgotten he was
once like the rest. And she will listen to him at the last. The
thought that he’s going away—to fall deeper and deeper: and
that strong delusion she has got that she can save him, will
overcome her—and I’ll be left in the corner of the auld Manse,
sitting alone.’

¢Oh no, Mr Blythe, never think that ; Helen will not leave
ou.” -

‘I would not trust her, nor one of them,” he cried—and
there in the dark, sitting almost 'unseen beside the fire, his voice
came forth toneless, like that of a dead man. ‘I have never
been thought to make much work about my bairns; one has
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gone and another has gone, and it has been said that the
minister never minded. But there was once an auld man that
said, “When I am bereaved of my children, I am bereaved.”’

Lily put her hand upon the large, soft, limp hand of the old
minister in quick sympathy. ‘She will never leave you,’ she re-
peated ; ‘you need fear nothing for, that, she will never go away.’

He shook his head and put his other hand for a moment
over hers. ‘You may have been led astray,” he said, ¢poor
little thing ! but your heart is in the right place.’

Lily did not think or ask herself what he meant about
being led astray. She was too much occupied with Helen,
who came in at the moment with the thrill and quiver in her,
which was the sign that she had seen her lover. The waning
sunset light from the window which had seen so many strange
sights, indicated this movement too, the tremor that affected
her head and slight shoulders like a chill of colder air from
without. She said softly as she passed Lily, ¢ There is one at
the door would fain speak a word to you.” It was not a call
which Lily was very ready to obey. She had kept as far as
possible out of the reach of Duff, and she had not the same
sympathy for him as for the others involved: indeed it must
be allowed that, notwithstanding the charm of the romance,
Lily’s feelings were far more strongly enlisted on the side of
the gentle and patient young minister than on any other. She
lingered, putting away some scraps of work which had been
on the table, until she could no longer resist Helen’s piteous
looks. ¢Oh, go, go!’ she whispered close to Lily’s ear. It
was a blustering March night, the wind and the dust blowing
in along the passage, when the Manse door was opened, and
Lily obeyed, very reluctantly, the gesture of the dark figure
outside, which moved before her to a corner sheltered by the
lilac bushes, which evidently was a spot very familiar. She
felt that she could almost trace the steps of Helen on the
faint line which was not distinct enough to be a path—and
that opening among the branches, was it not the spot where
she had leant for support through many a trying interview?
Duff tacitly ceded that place to Lily, and then turned upon
her with his eyes blazing through the faint twilight. ‘You
are with them all day, you hear all theyre saying. They're
all in a conspiracy to keep me hanging on, and no satisfaction.
Tell me, am I to be cast off again like an old clout, or is there
any hope that she’ll come at the last?’
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“There is no hope that she’ll come, how could she?’ cried
L:ly, ‘her father is old and infirm, Mr Duff, she has told you.
It is cruel to keep her like this, always in agitation. She can-
not—how could she? Her father—'’

‘Confound her father !’ he cried, swinging his fist through
the air. “What’s her father to her own life and mine? You
think one person should swamp themselves for another, Lily
Ramsay. You've not been so happy in doing that yourself, if
all tales be true.’

¢ What tales?’ cried Lily, breathless with sudden excite-
ment ; and then she paused and said proudly, ¢Take notice,
Mr Duff, that I am not Lily Ramsay to you.’

¢What are you, then?’ he cried, with a laugh of scorn.
¢ If you've kept your father’s name you are just Lily Ramsay
to Alick Duff, and nothing else. Our forefathers have known
each other for hundreds of years. There was even a kind of
a cousinship, a grandmother of mine that was a Ramsay, or
yours that was a Duff, I cannot remember ; but if you expect
me that knew you before you were born to stand on ceremony
—and Lumsden, too,” he added in a lower tone, ¢ whatever you
may be to him.’

‘If it was my concerns_you asked me out here to discuss,
I think I will go in,’ said Lily, “for it is cold out of doors, and
1 have nothing to say to you.’

¢You know well whose concerns it was. Is she coming?
Does she understand that it’s for the last time? I know what
she thinks. I've been such a fool hitherto, she thinks I will
be as great a fool as ever, and come hankering after her to the
stroke of doom. If she thinks that, let her think it no more.
This time I will never come back. I will just let myself go—
oh, it’s easier, far easier than to hold yourself in, even a little
bit, as I've done. I've always had the fear of her before my
eyes. I've always said to myself—Not that ! not that ; or she
will never speak to me again; but now—' He swung his fist
once more with a menacing gesture through the dim air. It
seemed to Lily as if he were shaking it in the face of heaven.

¢ And you don’t think shame to say so !’ cried Lily, tremul-
ous with cold and agitation, and finding no argument but this
which she had used before.

¢ Why should I think shame? There are things a woman
like Eelen Blythe can look over, but there are some you would
not let her hear of, not to save your soul. It’s a matter of
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saving a man’s soul, Lily Ramsay, whatever ye may think.
The worst is she knows every word I have to say; there’s
nothing new to tell her—except just this,’ he said, with vehe-
ment emphasis, ¢ thag this time I will never come back.’

¢ And that is not new either. I have heard you tell her so
fifty times. Oh, man,’ cried Lily, ‘cannot you go and leave
her at peace? She will never forget you, but she will accept
what cannot be helped. Me, I fight against it, but I have to
submit too. And Helen will not fight. She will just live
quiet and say her prayers for you night and day.’

‘Her prayers! 1 want herself to stand by my side and
keep my heart.’

‘You would be better with her prayers than with many a
woman’s company. Your heart! Can you not pluck up a
spirit and stand for God and what is right without Helen?
How will you do it with her, then? You would mind her at
first—oh, I do not doubt, every word she said—but then you
would get impatient, and cry, “ Hold your tongue, woman.”’

‘Is that,’ he cried quickly, ‘what he says to you? He s
just a sneaking coward, and that I would tell him to his face.’

‘You are a coward to call any man so that is not here to
defend himself!’ cried Lily, wild with rage and pain, ¢ though
who you mean, I know not, and what you mean, I care not.
Never man spoke such words to me—but you would do it, you
are of the kind to do it. You have thought and thought that
she could save you, and then when you found it was not so,
you would be fiercer at her and bitterer at her than you have
been at your own self. Oh, let Helen be! She will never
forget you, but she will never go with you, so long as her old
father sits there and cannot move, in his big chair.’

¢ If I thought that,” he said ; then paused. °If that’s what’s
to come of it all after more than a dozen years! Would I
have been a vagabond on the face of the earth if she had
taken me then? I trow no. You will think I am not the
kind good men are made of? Maybe no; but there’s more
kinds than one, even of decent men. I would not drag what
was her name in the dust.’ .

‘You think not,” said Lily, ‘but if you have dragged your
father's—’

‘You little devil,’ he cried, ‘to mind me of that!’ and then
he took off his hat stiffly, and with ceremony, and said, I beg
your pardon, Miss Ramsay—or whatever your name may be.’
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¢ You are very insulting to me,’ said Lily. ¢Why should I
stand out here and let you abuse me? What are you to me
that I should bear it?’ But presently she added, softening,
¢ 'm very sorry for you, all the same.’

She was hurrying away, when he seized her by the arm and
held her back, ‘Do you see that? Am I to stand still and
see that, and hold my peace for ever?’

The corner among the lilacs had this advantage, carefully
calculated, who could doubt, years ago? that those who stood
there, though unseen themselves, could see anyone who
approached the door of the Manse. The young minister,
Mr Douglas, had come quietly in while they were speaking:
his footstep was not one that made the gravel fly. He stood,
an image of quietness and good order, on the step, awaiting
admittance. Scotch ministers of that date were not always so
careful in their dress, so regardful of their appearance as this
young Levite. He had his coat buttoned, his umbrella neatly
folded. He was not impatient, as Duff would have been in
his place: but stood immovable, waiting till Marget in the
kitchen had snatched her clean apron from where it lay, and -
tied it on to make herself look respectable before she answered
the bell. Dauff gripped Lily’s arm, not letting her go, and shak-
ing with fierce internal laughter, which burst forth in an angry
shout when the door was closed again and the assistant and
successor admitted. ¢Call that a man !’ he said, ‘with milk
in his veins for blood : and you're all in a plot to take her
from me, and give her to cauld parritch like that.’

‘He would keep her like the apple of his eye. There
would no wind blow rough upon her if he could help it,” cried
Lily, shaking herself free.

‘And you think that a grand thing for a woman?’ he
cried, scornfully, like a -petted bairn, instead of the guardian
of a man’s life.’

¢Oh, Alick Duff!’ cried Lily, half exasperated, half over-
come, ‘come back, come back an honest man : for her father
will not live for ever.’

‘What would I want with her then—if 1 was all I wanted
without her?’ he said, with another harsh laugh—and then
turned on his heel, grinding the gravel under his foot, and
without another word stalked away.

How strange it was to go in with fiery words like these ringing
in her ears and the excitement of such a meeting in her veins, and
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find these people apparently so calm, sitting in the little dimly-
lighted parlour, where two candles on the table and a small
lamp by Mr Blythe’s head, on the mantelpiece, was all that
was thought necessary. Lily was too much moved herself to
remark how they all looked up at her, with a certain expecta-
tion, Helen wistful and anxious, the old minister closing his
open book over his hand, the young one rising to greet her,
with almost an appealing glance. They seemed all, to Lily’s
eyes, so harmonious, the same caste, the same character, fated
to spend their lives side by side. And what had that violent
spirit, that uncontrollable and impassioned man, with his futile
ideal, to do in such a place? Mr Douglas belonged to it, and
fell into all its traditions: but the other could never have had
any fit place within the little circle of those two candles on the
table. When the pause caused by her entrance—a pause of
marked expectation, though none of the party anticipated that
she would say a word—was over, the usual talk was resumed,
the conversation about the parish folk who were il}, and those
who were in trouble, and those to whom any special event had
happened. John Logan and the death of his cows, poor
things, who were the sustenance of the bairns ; and the reluct-
ance of poor Widow Blair to part with her son, who was
a ‘natural’ and had just an extraordinary chance of being
received into one of those new institutions where they are said
to do such wonderful things for that kind of poor imbecile
creature : this was what Helen and her friend were talking of.
The minister himself had a more mundane mind. He held
his Scotsman fiercely, and read now and then out loud a little
paragraph ; and then he looked fixedly at Lily behind the
cover of the newspaper, till his steady gaze drew her eyes to
him. Then he put a question to her with his lips and eyes,
without uttering any sound, and finding that unsuccessful,
called her to him. ‘See you here, Miss Lily, there’s some-
thing here in very small print ye must read to me with your
young eyes.’

¢Can I do it, father ?’ said Helen.

*Just let me and Miss Lily be. She will do it fine, and
not grudge the trouble—is that man hovering about this
house? Ishe always there ? I will have to send for the con-
stable if he will not go away.’

‘I hope he is gone for to-night, Mr Blythe.’

¢For to-night—to be back to-morrow like a shadow hang-
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ing round the place. You're a young woman and a bonnie
one, and that carries everything with a man like him. Get
him away! I cannot endure it longer. Get him away!’

‘Mr Blythe—’

‘I am saying to you get him away!’ said the minister, in
incisive, sharp notes. And then he added, ¢ After all, the old
eyes are not so much worse than the young ones. Many
thanks to you all the same.’



CHAPTER XXX

HIS agitating episode in Lily’s life was a relief to her
from her own prevailing troubles. They all apologised
to her for bringing her into the midst of their annoy-

ances, but it was, in fact, nothing but an advantage. To
contrast what she had herself to bear with the lot of Helen,
even, was good for Lily. If she had but known a little sooner
how long and sweetly that patient creature had waited, how
many years had passed over her head, while she did her duty
quietly, and neither upbraided God nor man, Lily thought it
would have shamed herself into quiet, too, and prevented per-
haps that crowning outcome of impatience which had taken
place in the Manse parlour on that January night. Did she
regret that January night with all its mystery, its hurry and
tumult of feeling? Ob, no! she said to herself, it would be
false to Ronald to entertain such a thought: but yet, how
could she help feeling with a sort of yearning the comparative
freedom of her position then, the absence of all complication ?
Lily had believed, as Ronald .told her, that all complications
would be swept away by that step. She would be freed, she
thought, at once from her uncle’s sway, and ready to follow
her husband wherever their lot might lie. Everything would
be clear before her when she was Ronald’s wife. She had
thought so with certain and unfeigned faith. She might per-
haps have been in that condition still, always believing, feeling
that nothing was wanted but the bond that made them one, if
that bond had not been woven yet. Poor Lily! - She would
not permit herself to say that she regretted it. Oh, no! how
could she regret it? Everything was against them for the
moment, but yet she was Ronald’s, and Ronald hers, for ever
and ever. No man could put them asunder. At any time,
in any circumstances, if the yoke became too hard for her to
242 .
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bear, she could go unabashed to her husband for succour.
How then could she regret it ?

But Helen had waited through years and years, while Lily
had grown impatient before the end of one: or perhaps it was
not Lily, but Ronald, that had grown impatient. No, she could
not shelter herself with that. Lily had been as little able to
brave the solitude, the separation, the banishment, as he. And
here stood Helen, patient, not saying a word, always bearing a
brave face to the world, enduring separation with a hundred
pangs added to it, terrors for the man she loved, self-reproach,
and all the exactions of life beside, which she had to meet with
a cheerful countenance. How much better was this quiet, gentle
woman, pretending to nothing, than Lily, who beat her wings
against the cage, and would not be satisfied? Even now, what
would not Helen give if she could see her lover from time to
time as Lily saw her husband, if she knew that he was satisfied,
and, greatest of all, that he was unimpeachable, above all re-
proach? For that certainty Helen would be content to die, or
to live alone for ever, or to endure anything that could be given
her to bear. And Lily was not content, oh! not at all content !
Her heart was torn by a sense of wrong that was not in Helen’s
mind. Was it that she was the most selfish, the most exacting,
the least generous of all? Even Ronald was happy—a man who
always wanted more than a woman—in having Lily, in the fact
that she belonged to him ; while she wanted a great deal more
than that, so much more that there was really no safe ground
between them, but as much disagreement as if they were a
disunited couple, who quarrelled and made scenes between
themselves—which was a suggestion at which Lily half laughed,
half shuddered. If it went on long like this they might turn to
be—who could tell >—really a couple who quarrelled, between
whom there was more opposition and anger than love. Lily
laughed at the thought which was ridiculous: but there was
certainly a shiver in it, too.

Duff had gone away before her short visit to the Manse
came to an end. He disappeared after a last long interview
with Helen under the bare lilac bushes, of which the little
party in the parlour was very well aware, though no one said
a word. The minister shifted uneasily on his chair, and held
his paper with much fierce rustling up in his hands, towards
the lamp, as if it had been light he wanted. But what he
wanted was to shield himself from the observation of the others,



244 SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE

who sat breathless, exchanging, at long intervals, a troubled
syllable or two. Mr Douglas had, perhaps, strictly speaking,
no right to be there, spying, as the old minister thought, upon the
troubles of the family, and, as he himself was painfully con-
scious, intrusively present in the midst of an episode with which
he had nothing to do. But he could not go away, which would
make everything worse, for he would then probably find him-
self in face of Helen, tremblingly coming back, or of the
desperate lover going away. A consciousness that it was the
last was in all their minds, though nobody could have told
why. Lily sat trembling, with her head down over her work,
sometimes saying a little prayer for Helen, broken off in the
middle by some keen edge of an intrusive thought, sometimes
listening breathless for the sound of her step or voice.

At last, to the instant consciousness of all, which made the
faintest sound audible, the Manse door was opened and closed
so cautiously that nothing but the ghost of a movement could
be divined in the quiet. No one of the three changed a hair-
breadth in position, and yet the sensation in the room was as
if every one had turned to the door. Was she coming in here
fresh from that farewell? Would she stand at the door and
look at them all and say, ‘I can resist no longer. I am going
with him.’ This was what the old minister, with a deep dis-
trust in human nature, which did not except Helen, feared, and
would always fear. Or would she come in as if nothing had
happened, with the dew of -the night on her hair, and Alick
Duff’s desperate words in her ears, and sit down and take up
her seam, as Lily—feeling that in such a case the stress of
emotion would be more than she could bear—almost expected ?
Helen did none of these things. She was heard, or rather,
felt, to go upstairs, and then there was an interval of utter
silence, which only the rustling of the minister’s paper, and a
subdued sob, which she could not disguise altogether, from
Lily, broke. And presently Helen came into the room, paler
than her wont, but otherwise unchanged. ‘It is nine o’clock,
father,’ she said, ‘I will put out the Books.” The ‘Books’
meant, and still mean, in many an old-fashioned Scotch house,
the family worship, which is the concluding event of the day.
She laid the large old family Bible on the little table by his
side, and took from him the newspaper which he handed to
her without saying a word. And Marget came in from the
kitchen, and took her place near the door.
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Thus Helen’s tragedy worked itself out. There is always—
or so most people find when their souls are troubled—some-
thing in the lesson for the day, or in ‘the chapter,’ as we say
in Scotland, when it comes to be read in its natural course,
which goes direct to the heart. Very, very seldom, indeed,
are the instances in which this curious unintentional sorfes
fails. As it happened, that evening the chapter, which Mr
Blythe read in his big and sometimes gruff voice, was that
which contained the parable of the Prodigal Son. He began
the story, as we so often do, with the indifferent tones of custom,
reverential as his profession and the fashion of his day exacted,
but not otherwise moved. But perhaps some glance at his
daughter’s head, bent over the Bible, in which she devoutly
followed, after the prevailing Scotch fashion, the words that
were read—perhaps the wonderful narrative itself touched even
the old minister’s heavy spirit. His voice took a different
tone. It softened, it swelled, it rose and fell, as does that
most potent of all instruments when it is tuned by the
influence of profound human feeling. The man was a man of
coarse fibre, not capable of the finer touches of emotion ; but
he had sons of his own out in the darkness of the world, and
the very fear of losing the last comfort of his heart made him
more susceptible to the passion of parental anguish, loss and
love. Lower and lower bowed Helen’s head as her father
read—all the little involuntary sounds of humanity, stirrings
and breathings, which occur when two or three are gathered
together, were hushed —even Marget sat against the wall
motionless ; and when finally, like the very climax of the
silence, another faint, uncontrollable sob came from Lily, the
sensation in the room was as of something almost too much
for flesh and blood. Mr Blythe shut the book with a sound in
his throat too almost like a sob. He waved his hand towards
the younger man at the table. ¢You will give the prayer,” he
said, in what sounded a peremptory tone, and leaned back in
the chair from which he was incapable of moving, covering his
face with his hands.

It was hard upon the poor, young, inexperienced assistant
and successor to be called upon to *give ’ that prayer. It was
not that he was untouched by the general emotion—but to
ask him to follow the departure of that prodigal whose feet
they had all heard grind the gravel, the garden gate swinging
behind the vehemence of his going : the prodiga! who yet had
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been all but pointed out as the object of the Father’s special
love and for whom Helen Blythe’s life had been, and would
yet be, one long embodied prayer—was almost more than
Helen Blythe’s lover, waiting, if perhaps the absence of the
other might turn her heart to him, could endure. None of
them, fortunately, were calm enough to be conscious how he
acquitted himself of this duty, except, perhaps, Mr Blythe
himself, who was not disinclined to contemplate the son-in-law
whom he would have preferred as ¢cauld parritch '—Duff’s
contemptuous description of him. *No heart in that,” the old
minister said to himself as he uncovered his face, and the
others rose from their knees. The mediocrity of the prayer,
with its tremulous petitions, to which the speaker’s perplexed
and troubled soul gave little fervour, restored Mr Blythe to the
composure of ordinary life.

Helen said little on that occasion or any other. ‘He will
be far away before the end of the week,’ she said next morn-
ing. ¢It's best so, Lily. Why should he bide here, tearing
the heart out of my breast, and his own, too—if it was not for .
that wonderful Scripture last night! He’s away, and I'm con-
tent. And all the rest is just in the Lord’s hands’ The.
minister, too, had his own comment to make; ‘She’ll be
building a great deal on that chapter,’ he said to Lily, ‘as if
there was some kind of a spell in it. Do not you encourage
her in that. It was a strange coincidence, I am not denying
it; but it’s just the kind of thing that happens when the
spirits are high strung. I was not unmoved myself, But that
lad’s milk and water,” he added, with a gruff laugh ; ‘helet us
easy down.” The poor *lad’—time-honoured description of a
not fully fledged minister—whose prayer was milk and water,
and his person ‘cauld parritch’ to the two rougher and
stronger men, accompanied Lily part of the way on foot, as
she rode home, Rory having come to fetch her, while the black
powny carried her baggage. He was very desirous to unbosom
his soul to Lily, too.

¢Miss Ramsay, do you think she will waste all her heart
and her life upon that vagabond?’ he said. ¢It's just an
infatuation, and her friends should speak more strongly than
they do. Do you know what he is? Just one of those wild
gamblers, miners, drinkers, it may be worse for anything I
know—but my wish is not to say a word too much—that we
hear of in America, and such places, in the backwoods, as they
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call them—men without a spark of principle, without house or*
home. I believe that’s what this man Duff has come to be.
I wish him no harm ; but to think of such a woman as Helen
Blythe descending into that wretchedness! It should not be
suffered, it should not be suffered! taking nobody else into
consideration at all, but just her own self alone.’

‘I think so too, Mr Douglas,’ said Lily, restraining the
paces of Rory, ‘ but then, what can any one say if Heln her-
self—’

‘Helen herself!’ he said, almost passionately, ¢ what does
she know ? She is young : she is without experience. She is
very young,’ he added, with a flush that made it apparent for
the first time to Lily that he was younger than Helen, ¢because
she is so inexperienced. She has never been out of this
village. Men, however little they may have seen of them-
selves, get to know things: but a woman—a young lady—how
can she understand? Oh, you should tell her—her friends
should tell her!’ he cried, with vehemence. ‘It is a wicked
thing to let a creature like that go so far astray.’

‘1 agree with you, Mr Douglas,’ said Lily, again, ‘but if
Helen in her own heart says “ Yes,” where is there a friend of
hers that durst say “ No”? Her father: that is true. But he
will never be asked to give his consent, for while he lives she
will never leave him.’

‘You are sure of that ?’ the young minister asked.

¢If it had not been so, would she have let him go now?
She will never leave her father—but beyond that, I don’t think
Helen will ever change, Mr Douglas. If he never comes back
again, she will just sit and wait for him till she dies.’

‘Miss Ramsay, I have no right to trouble you. What
foolish things I may have cherished in my mind, it is not
worth the while to say. I thought, when the old man is away,
what need to leave the house she was fond of, the house where
she was born, when there was me ready to step in and give her
the full right? It’s been in my thoughts ever since I was
named to the parish after him. It’s nothing very grand, but
it’s a decent down-sitting, what her mother had before her:
and no need for any disagreeable change, or questions about
repairs, or any unpleasant thing. Just her and me, instead of
her and him. I would not shorten his days, not by an hour—
the Lord forbid! but just I would be always ready at her
hand.’
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*Oh, Mr Douglas,’ cried Lily, *her father would like jt—
and me, I would like it.’

‘Would you do that?’ cried the young minister, laying his
hand for a moment on Lily’s arm. ~ The water stood in his
eyes, his face was full of tender gratitude and hope. But
either the young man had pulied Rory’s bridle unawares, or
- Rory thought he had done so, or resented the too close ap-

proach, He tossed his shaggy head and swerved from the side
of the path to the middle of the road, where, after an ineffectual
effort to free himself of Lily, he bolted with her, rattling his
little hoofs with triumph against the frosty way. It was per-
haps as well that the interview should terminate thus, It gave
a little turn to Lily’s thoughts, which had been very serious,
And Rory flew along till he had reached that spot full of asso-
ciations to Lily, where the broken brig and the fairy glen re-
minded her of her own little romance that was over. Over!
Oh, no, that was far from over; it had but begun that won-
derful day when Ronald and she picknicked by the little stream
and the accident happened, without which perhaps her own
story would have gone no further, and Helen’s would never
have been known to her. Rory stopped there, and helped
himself to a mouthful or two of fresh grass, as if to call her
attention pointedly to the spot, and then proceeded on his way
leisurely, having given her the opportunity of picking up those
recollections which, though so little distant, were already far off
in the hurry of events which had taken place since ther, Had
it been possible to go back to that day, had there been no
ascent of that treacherous ruin, no accident, none of all the
chain of events that had brought them so much closer to each
other and wound them in one web of fate, if everything had
remained as it was before the fated New Year—would Lily
have been glad? That the thought should have gained entrance
into her mind at all, gave a heavy aspect to the scene, and
threw a cloud over everything. She did not regret it: oh, no,
no! how could she regret that which was her life But some-
thing intolerable seemed to have come into the atmosphere—
something stifling, as if she could not breathe. She forced the
pony on, using her little switch in a manner with which Rory
was quite unacquainted. Let it not be thought of, let it not be
dwelt upon ; above all, let it not be questioned, the certainty of
all that had happened, the inevitableness of the past !



CHAPTER XXXI

HE spring advanced with many a break and interval
of evil weather. The east winds blew fiercely over the
moor, and the sudden showers of April added again

a little to the deceitful green that covered bits of the bog.
But May was sweet that year; in these high-lying regions the
whins, which never give up altogether, lighted a blaze of colour
here and there among the green knowes and hollows where
there was solid standing ground, and where one who did not
mind an occasional dash from the long heads of the ling which
began to thrill with sap, or an occasional sinking of a foot on a
watery edge, might now venture again to trace the devious way
upon the most delicious turf in the world here and there across
the moor. The advancing season brought many a thrill of ris-
ing life to Lily. It seemed impossible to dwell upon the
darker side of any prospect while the sunshine so lavished itself
upon the gold of the whins and the green of the turf, and
visibly moved the heather and the rowan trees to all the effort
and joyous strain of life. I do not pretend that the sun
always shone, for the history of the North of Scotland would,
I fear, contradict that; but the number of heavenly mornings
-there were—mornings which lighted a spark in every glistening
mountain burn and wet-flashing rock over which it poured, and
opened up innumerable novelties of height and hollow, project-
ing points and deep withdrawing valleys, in a hillside which
seemed nothing but a lump of rock and moss on duller occa-
sions—were beyond what anyone would believe. They are
soon over ; the glory of the day is often eclipsed by noon ; but
Lily, whose heart, being restless, woke her early, had the advan-
tage of all the changes of the skies. And many a tiny flower
began to peep by the edges of the moor—little red pimpernels,
little yellow celandines, smaller things still that have no names.
249
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And the hills stood round serenely waiting for summer, as with

a smile to each other under the hoods which so often came down

upon their brows even while the sun was shining. What did it

matter, a storm or two, the wholesome course of Nature?

Summer was coming with robes of purple to clothe them, and

Levelations of a thousand mysteries in the hearts of the silent
ills.

Amid such auguries and meditative expectations it was not
possible that Lily could remain unmoved. And then her ex-
pectation, if not so sublime as that of Nature, was at least as
exact and as well defined. Alas! the difference was that
Nature was quite sure of her facts, while an unfortunate
human creature never is so. The course of the sun does
not fail, however he may delay that coming forth from his
chamber, like a bridegroom, which is the law of the universe.
But for the heart of man no one can answer. It was such a
little thing to do, such an easy thing—no trouble, no trouble !
Lily said to herself. To find the little house they wanted, oh,
how easily she could do it if she could but go and look herself
to it, seeing that this was really a woman’s part of the business.
Lily imagined herself again and again engaged in that delight-
ful quest. She saw herself running lightly up and down the long
stairs. Why take Ronald from his work when she could do it
s0 easily, so gladly, so pleasantly, with so much enjoyment to
herself 7 And though she had been banished for so long,
there was still many a house in Edmburgh which would take
her in with kindly welcome, and rejoice over her marriage, and
help and applaud the young couple in their start. Oh, how
easy it all was, were but the first step sure! She had thought,
in her childishness, that the mere fact of marriage would be
enough ; that it would bring all freedom, all independence
with it, that the moment she stood by Ronald’s side as his
wife, the path of their life lay full in the sunshine and light of
perfect day. Alas! that had not proved so.

He came again another time between March and May.
It was wonderful the journeys he took, thinking nothing of a
long night in the coach, coming or going, to see his love, for
the sake of only a couple of days in her society. The women
at Dalrugas were very much impressed, too, by the money it
must cost him to make these frequent visits. ¢ Bless me,” Katrin
said, ¢ he is just throwing away his siller with baith hands ; and
what are they to do for their furnishing and to set up their
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house? I am not wanting you to go, Beenie—far, far from
that, It will be like the sun gone out of the sky when we'’re
left to oursels in the house, nothing but Douga land me. But
oh! only to think of the siller that lad is wastin’ with a’ his
life before him. They would live more thrifty in their own
house than him there and her here, and thae constant traiks
from one place to another, even though her and you at present
cost him naething—but what after 2’ is a woman’s meat ?’

‘I wot weel it would be more thrift, and less expense, not
to say better in every way: but if the man does not see it,
Katrin, what can the wife do?’

‘I ken very weel what I would do,’ said Katrin, with a
toss of her head. These were the comments below stairs.
But when May came and went, and it was not till early June
that Lily received her husband, the fever of expectation and
anxiety which consumed her was beyond expression. She met
him at the head of the spiral stair as usual, but speechless,
without a word to say to him. Her cheeks flamed with the
heat of her hopes, her terrors, her wild uncertainty. She held
out her hands in welcome with something interrogative, inquir-
ing, in them. She did not wish to be taken to his heart, to be
kept by any caress from seeing his face and reading what was
in it. Was it possible that it was not Ronald at alil she was
thinking of, but something else—not her husband’s visit, his
presence, his love and the delight of seeing him? And how
common, how trivial, how paltry a thing it was which Lily was
thinking of first, before even Ronald! Had he found the
little house? Had he got it—that hope of her life—was it
some business connectcd with that had detained him? Had
he got the key of it—something resembling the key of it, to
lay at her feet, to place in her hand, the charter of her rights
and her freedom ? but he did not say a word. Was it natural
he should when he had just arrived, barely arrived, and was
thinking of nothing but his Lily? It was his love that was in
his mind—not any secondary thing such as filled hers. He
led her in with his arms around her, and joy on his lips. His
bonnie Lily! if she but knew how he had been longing for a
sight of her, how he had been stopped when he was on the
road, how every exasperating thing had happened to hold him
back! Ah! she said to herself, it would be the landlord
worrying for more money, or some other wicked thing. ‘But
now,’ cried Ronald, ‘the first look of my Lily pays for all.’
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That was kow it was natural he should speak. She supported
it all, though her bosom was like to burst. She would not
forestall him in his story of how he had secured it, nor yet
chill him by showing him that while the first thought in his
mind was love, the first in hers was the little house. Oh, no,
she would respond, as indeed her heart did: but she was
choked in her utterance, and could speak few words. If he
would only say a word of that—only once, ‘I have got it, I
have got it’—then the floodgates would have been opened,
and Lily’s soul would have been free.

Ronald spoke no such word ; he said nothing—nothing at
all upon that subject, or anything that could lead to it.. He
was delighted to see her again—to hold her in his arms,
Half the evening, until Beenie brought the dinner, he was
occupied in telling her that every time he saw her she was
more beautiful, more delightful in his eyes. And Lily gasped,
but made no sign. She would wait, she would wait! She
would not be impatient—after all that was just business, and
this was love. She would have liked the business best, but
perhaps that was because she was common, just common—not
great in mind and heart, like—other folk—a kind of a house-
wife, a poor creature thinking first of the poorest elements. He
should follow his own way ; he that was a better lover, a finer
being than she ; and in his own time he would tell her—what
after all was no fundamental thing ; only a detail.

The dinner passed, the evening passed, and Ronald said
not a word, nor Lily either. She had begun to get bewildered
in her mind. Whitsunday! Whitsunday! Was it not Whit-
sunday that was the term when houses were to be hired in
Edinburgh, and the maids went to their new places? And it
was now past, and had nothing been done for her? Was no-
thing going to be done? Lily began to be afraid now that he
would speak ; that he would say some word that would take
away all hope from her heart. Rather that he should be silent
than that! There was a momentary flagging in the conversa-
tion when the dinner was ended, and in the new horror that
had taken possession of her soul, Lily, to prevent this, rushed
into a new subject. She told Ronald about Alick Duff and
Helen Blythe, and how she had received them at Dalrugas,
and had passed some days at the Manse seeing the end of it.
Ronald, with the air of a benevolent lord and master, shook
his head at the first, but sanctioned the latter proceeding with
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a nod of his head. ‘Keep always friends with the Manse
people,’ he said, ¢ they are a tower of strength, whatever happens ;
but I would not have liked to see my Lily receiving a black
sheep like Alick Duff here.

What had he to do with the house of Dalrugas, or those
who were received there? What right had he to be here him-
self that he should give an authoritative opinion? Oh, do not
believe that Lily thought this—but it flashed through her mind
in spite of herself, as ill thoughts will do. She said quickly,
¢ And the worst is, I took his part. I would have taken his
part with all my heart and soul.’

Ronald did nothing but laugh at this protestation. And
he laughed contemptuously at the thought that Helen could
have saved the man who loved her. ¢That’s how he thinks
to come over the women. He would not dare say that to a
man,’ he cried. ‘Helen Blythe, poor little thing!’ He
laughed again, and Lily felt that she could’ have struck him
in the sudden blaze of exasperation which somewhat relieved
her troubled mind.

‘When you laugh like that, I think I could kill you,
Ronald I’

¢Lily I” he cried, sitting up in his chair with an astonished
face ; ¢ why, what is the matter with you, my darling?’ he said.

¢ Nothing is the matter with me ! except to hear you laugh
at what was sorrow and pain to them—and deadly earnest as
any person might see.’

‘Havers !’ cried Ronald, ¢ he had his tongue in his cheek
all the time, yon fellow. He thought no doubt her father must
-have money, and it would be worth his while—’

¢ If you believe that everybody thinks first of moneyj!’ Lily
. said, her hand, which was on the table, quivering to every
finger’s end. :

* Most of us do,’ he said quietly, ¢but what should my Lily
be so disturbed about Alick Duff, the ne’er-do-well, and Helen
Biythe ?’

‘1 can’t tell you,’ cried Lily, struggling with that dreadful,
inevitable inclination to tears which is so hard upon women.
‘T am-—much alone in this place,’ she said, with a quiver of
her mouth, ‘and you away.’

‘My bonnie Lily!’ he cried once more, hastening to her,
soothing her in his arms, as he had done so often before.
That was all—that was all he could say or do to comfort her :
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and that does not always answer—not, at least, as it did the
first or even the second or third time. To call her my bonnie
Lily ! to lean her head upon his breast that she might cry it-all
out there and be comforted, was no reply to the demand in
her heart. And the Aysteria passio did not come to tears in
this case. She choked them down by a violent effort. She
subdued herself, and withdrew from his supporting arm—not
angrily, but with something new in her seriousness which
startled Ronald, he could not tell why. ¢ We will go upstairs,’
she said, ‘or, if you would like it, out on the moor. It is
bonnie on the moor these long, long days, when it is night, and
the day never ends. And then you can tell me the rest of
your Edinburgh news,’ she said, suddenly looking into his
face.

Oh, he understood her now! His face was not delicate
like Lily’s, to show every tinge of changing colour, but it
réddened through the red and the brown with a colour that
showed more darkly and quite as plainly as the blush on any
gitl’s face. He understood what was the Edinburgh news she
wanted. Was it that he had none to give?

‘Let us go out on the moor,’ he said. ‘Where is your
plaid to wrap you round? It may be as beautiful as you like,
but it’s always cold on a north country moor.’

‘Not in June,’ she cried, throwing the plaid upon his
shoulder. It was nine o’clock of the long evening, but as
light still as day, a day perfected, but subdued, without sun,
without shadow, like, if anything human can be like, the
country when there is neither sun nor moon, but the Lamb is
the light thereof. The moor lay under the soft radiance in a
perfect repose, no corner in it that was not visible, yet all
mystic, spell-bound in that light that never was on sea and
shore. At noon, with all the human accidents of sun and
shade, they could scarcely have seen their own faces, or the
leng distance of the broken land stretched out beyond, or the
hills dreaming around in a subdued companionship, more clearly
than now: yet all in a magical strangeness that overawed and
hushed the heart. Even Lily’s cares—that one care rather,
which was so little yet so great, almost vulgar to speak of, yet
meaning to her everything that was best on earth—were hushed.
The stillness of the shining night, which was day ; the silence
of the great moor, with all its wild fresh scents and murmurs of
sound subdued; the vast round of cloudless sky still with
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traces on it of the sunset, but even those forming but an under-
tone to the prevailing softness of the blue—were beyond all
reach.of human frettings and struggles. They were on the eve
of discovering that the earth had been rent between them,

-~closely though they stood together, but in a moment the edges
of the chasm had disappeared, the green turf and the heather,
with its buds forming on every bush, spread over every horrible
division. Lily put her arm within her husband’s with a long
tremulous sigh. What did any uneasy wish matter, any desire,
even if desperate, compared with this peace of God that was
upon the hills and the moor and the sky ?

1 doubt, however, whether all of this made it easier for
Ronald to clear himself at last of the burden of the unfulfilled
trust. When she said next morning, with a catch in her
breath, but as perfect an aspect of calm as she could put on,
‘You have told me nothing about our house,” his colour and
his breath also owned for a moment an embarrassment which it
was difficult to face. She had said it while he stood at the
window looking out, with his back towards her. She had not
wished to confront him, to fix him with her eyes, to have the
air of bringing him to an account.

Ronald turned round from the window after a momentary
pause. He came up to her and took both her hands in his,
¢ My bonnie Lily,” he said.

*Oh,’ she cried, with sudden impatience, drawing her hands
from him, ‘call me by my simple name! I am your wife; I
am not your sweetheart. Do I want to be always petted like
a bairn ?’

‘Lily,’ he said, startled, and a little disapproving, ‘there is
something wrong with you. I never thought you were one to
be affected with nerves and such things.’

‘Did you ever think I was one to live all alone upon the
moor? to belong to nobody, to see nobody, to be married in
a secret, and get a visit from my man now and then in a secret
too? and none to acknowledge or stand by me in the whole
world ?’

‘Lily! Lily!’ he cried, ¢ how far is that from the fact? Am
I not here whenever I can find a moment to spare, and :eady
to come at any time for any need if you but hold up your little
finger? Why is it you are not acknowledged and set by
my side as I would be proud to do? Can you ever doubt I
would be proud to do it? But many a couple have kept their
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marriage quiet till circumstances were better. You and T are
not the first—I could tell you of a score—that would not keep
apart half their days and lose the good of their life, but just
kept the fact to themselves till better times should come.’

‘You said nothing to me about better times coming,’ said
Lily ; ¢you spoke of the term, and that you could not get a
house to live in till the term.’

¢And I said quite true,’ said Ronald. As soon as he got
her to discuss the matter, he felt sure of his own triumph.
‘You knew that as well as I did. And now here is just the
truth, Lily. I am not very well off, and it does not mend my
practice that I've been so often here in the north. Don’t tell
me I need not come unless I like—that’s a silly woman’s saying
—it is not like my Lily. T am not very well off—and you have
nothing if there is a public breach with Sir Robert. And for
a little while I have been beginning to think—’

He paused, hoping she would say something—but Lily said
nothing. She had covered her face with her hands.

‘I had been beginning to think,’ he continued slowly, ¢that
this is a bad time for beginning life in Edinburgh. You are
not ignorant of Edinburgh life, Lily; you know that in the
vacations, when the courts are up, nobody is there. If we had
twenty houses we could net stay in them in August and Sep-
tember, when everybody is away, As thisis a bad time for
beginning in Edinburgh, I was thinking that to take the expense
of a house upon me now, would be a foolish thing. Think of
a garret in the old town from this to autumn, with all the
smoke and the bad air instead of the bonnie moor! And in
six weeks or a little more, Lily, I would be able to get some
shooting hereabouts, which will be a grand excuse, and we
could be together without a word said, with nobody to make
any criticisms.’ .

She cried out, stamping her foot, * Will you never under-
stand! It is the grand excuse and the nobody to criticise that
is insufferable to me. Why shotild there be any excuse? Why
should there be a word said? I am your wife, Ronald.
Lumsden.’

¢ My dear, you are ill .. please,’ he said. ¢But nobody can
see reason better than you, if you will but open your eyes to it.
See here, Lily, two months and more are coming, when our
house, if we had it, would be useless to us; and in the mean-
time you are very well off here.’
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She gave him a sudden glance, and would have said some-
thing, but arrested herself in time.

‘You are very well here,” he repeated, ¢far better than even
going upon visits, or at some other little country place, where
we might take lodgings, and be very uncomfortable. Your
moor is a little estate to you, Lily, it’s company and everything.
And if I had a little shooting which I could manage—a man
. with a gun is not hard to place in Scotland, and up in the north
country there is many an opportunity ; and there is always Tom
Robison’s cottage to fall back on, where you are very well off
as long as you neither need to eat there nor to sleep there.
Your servants here are used to me. Whatever explanations
Dougal has made to himself, he has made them long ago. I
have no fears for him. Where would you be so well, my Lily,
as in your home ?’

* And where would you be so ill, Ronald,’ she cried, ‘as in
—as in—' But Lily could not finish the sentence. How
could it be that he did not say that to himself, that he left it to
her to say—to her who was.incapable after all, of saying to the
man she loved such hard words? Her own home, her uncle’s
house, who had sent her here to separate her once for all from
Ronald Lumsden—while Ronald arranged so easily to establish
_ himself under his enemy’s roof.

¢ Where would I be so ill as in Sir Robert’s house ?? he said,
with a laugh. fOn the contrary, Lily, I am very happy here.
I have been happier here than in any other house in the world ;
- and why should I set up scruples, my dear, when I have none?
If Sir Robert had been a wise man he never would have tried
to separate you and me: and now that we have turned his evil
to good, and made his prison a palace, why should we banish
ourselves when all is done to do him a very doubtful pleasure?
He will never hear a word of it in my belief, and if he does he
will hear far more than that I have come to share your castle
for another vacation. It was the first step that was the worst.
Yon snowstorm, perhaps, at the New Year: but that was the
power of circumstances, and no Scots householder would ever
have turned a man out into the snow. When we did that we
did the worst—a few weeks, more wtless, after that, what can
it matter? And, short time or long time, it is my belief, Lily,
that he will never be a pin the wiser. Then why should we
trouble ourselves?’ Ronald said.

As for Lily, this time she answered not a word,

) R



CHAPTER XXXII

of the house in Edinburgh, which now indeed it was

impossible to do anything about till the term at Martin-
mas. But Lily, I think, never alluded to the Martinmas term.
Her heart sank so, that it recovered itself again with great
difficulty, and the very suggestion of the thing she had so
longed for, and fixed all her wishes upon, now brought over her
a sickness and faintness both of body and soul. When some
one talked by chance of the maids going to their new places at
the term, the colour forsook her face, and Helen Blythe was
much alarmed on one such occasion, believing her friend was
going to faint. Lily did not faint. What good would that do?
she said to herself, with a sort of cynicism which began to
appear in her. She dug, metaphorically, her heels into the soil,
and stood fast, resisting all such sudden weaknesses. Perhaps
Ronald was surprised, perhaps he was not quite so glad as he
expected to be when she ceased speaking on that subject: but
on the whole he concluded that it was something gained. If
he could but get her to take things quietly, to wait until he
was quite ready to set up such an establishment as he thought
suitable, or, better still, till Sir Robert died and rewarded her
supposed obedience by leaving her his fortune, which was
her right—how fortunate that would be! But Lily was taking
things too quietly, he thought, with a little tremor. It was not
natural for her to give in so completely. He watched her with
a little alarm during that short stay of his. Not a word of the
cherished object, which had always been coming up in their
talk, came from Lily’s lips again. She made no further allusion
to their possible home or life together ; her jests about cooking
his dinner for him, about the Scotch collops and the howtowdie,

were over. Indeed, for that time, all her jests were over, she
258

I T may be imagined that after this there was very little said
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was serious as the gravest woman, no longer his laughing girl,
running over with high spirits and nonsense. This change
made Ronald very uncomfortable, but he consoled himself
with thinking that in a light heart like Lily’s no such thing
could last, and that she would soon recover her better mood
again.
He did not know, indeed, nor could it have entered into
his heart to conceive—for even a clever man, as Ronald was,
cannot follow further than it is in himself to understand, the
movements of another mind—the effect that all this had pro-
duced upon Lily, the sudden horrible pulling up in the pro-
gress of her thoughts, the shutting down as of a black wall
before her, the throwing back of herself upon herself. These
words could not have had any meaning to Ronald. Why a
blank wall? Why a dead stop? He had said nothing that
was not profoundly reasonable. All that about the vacation
was quite true. Edinburgh is empty as a desert when the
courts are up and the schools closed. The emptiness of
London after the season, which is such perfect fiction and
such absolute truth, is nothing to the desolation of Edinburgh
in the time of its holiday. To live, as he said, in a garret in
the old town, or even in the top storey of one of the newer,
more convenient houses in the modern quarter, while every,
body was away—instead of here on the edge of the glorious
heather, among the summer delights of the moor, was folly
itself to think of. It was impossible but that Lily must
perceive that the moment she permitted herself to think,
Dalrugas might be dreary for the winter, especially in the
circumstances of their separation, he was ready to allow: but
in August, with the birds strong on the wing, and the heather
rustling under your stride, and no separation at all, but the
punctual return of the husband to dinner and the evening fire,
what was there, what could there be to complain of? Sir
Robert’s house an ill place for him! he said to himself, with
a laugh : luckily he was not so squeamish. Such delicate
troubles did not affect his mind : he could see what she meant,
of course, and he was not very sure that he liked Lily to re-
mind him of it: but he was of a robust constitution. He was
not likely to be overwhelmed by a fantastic idea like that.
And the autumnal holiday was, as he anticipated, actually
a happy moment in their lives. Before it came Lily bad time
to go through many fits of despair, and many storms of
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impatience and indignation. To have one great struggle in
life and then to be for ever done, and fall into a steady
unhappiness in one portion of existence as you have been per-
sistently happy in another, is a thing which seems natural
enough when the first break comes in one’s career. But Lily
soon learnt the great difference here between imagination and
reality. There was not a day in which she did not go through
that struggle again, and sank into despair and flamed with
anger, and then felt herself quieted into the moderation of
exhaustion, and then beguiled again by springing hopes and
insinuating visions of happiness. Thus notwithstanding all the
bitterness of Lily’s feelings on various points, or rather perhaps
in consequence of the evident certainty that nothing would
make Ronald see as she did, or even perceive what it was that
she wanted and did not want—the eagerness of her passion for
the house which meant honour and truth to her, but to him
only a rash risking of their chances, and foolish impatience on
her part to have her way, as is the wont of women; and her
bitter sense of the impossibility of his calm establishment here
in her uncle’s house, a thing which he regarded as the simplest
matter in the world, with a chuckle over the discomfiture of
the old uncle ; all these things, by dint of being too much to
grapple with, fell from despair into the ordinary of life. And
Lily agreed with herself to-push them away, not to think when
she could help it, to accept what she could, the modified
happiness, the love and sweetness which are, alas ! of themselves
not enough to nourish a wholesome existence. She was happy,
more or less, when he came in with his gun over his shoulder,
and a bag at which Dougal looked with critical but not disap-
proving eyes. Dougal himself took, or had permission, to shoot
over Sir Robert’s estate, which was not of great extent. These
were not yet the days when even a little bit of Highland shoot-
ing is worth a better rent than a farm—and the birds had
grown wild about Dalrugas, with only Dougal’s efforts at ‘keep-
ing them down.’

What the country thought of Ronald’s position it would
be hard to say. He gave himself out as living at Tam
Robison’s, the shepherd’s, and being favoured by Sir Robert
Ramsay’s grieve in the matter of the shooting which there
was nobody to enjoy. No doubt it was well enough known
that he was constantly at Dalrugas, but a country neigh-
bourhood is sometimes as opaque to perceive anything doubt-
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ful as it is lynx-eyed in other cases. And as few people
visited at Dalrugas, there was no scandal so far as anyone knew.
And with the winter there came something else to occupy
Lily’s thoughts and comfort her heart. It made her position
ten times more difficult had she thought of that, but it requires
something very terrible indeed to take away from a young wife
that great secret joy and preoccupation which arises with the
first expectation of motherhood. Besides, it must be remem-
bered that there was in Lily’s mind no terror of discovery.
Perhaps it was this fact which kept her story from awakening
the suspicious and the scandal-mongers of the neighbourhood.
There was no moment at which she would not have been pro-
foundly relieved and happy to be found out. She desired
nothing so much as that her secret should be betrayed. This
changes very much the position of those who have unhappily
something to conceal, or rather who are forced to conceal
something. If you fear discovery it dodges you at every step,
it is always in your way. But if you desire it, by natural per-
versity the danger is lessened, and nobody suspects what you
would wish them to find out. So that even this element
added something to Lily’s happiness in her new prospects.
That hope in the mind of most women needs nothing to
enhance it—the great mystery, the silent joy of anticipation,
the overwhelming thought of what is, by ways unknown, by
long patience, by suffering, by rapture, about to be, fills every
faculty of being. I am told that these sentiments are old-
fashioned, and that it is not so that the young women of this
concluding century regard these matters. I do not believe it :
nature is stronger than fashion, though fashion is strong and
can momentarily affect the very springs of life. But when it
did come into Lily’s mind as she sat in a silent absorption
of happiness, not thinking much, working at her ‘seam,’ which
had come to be the most delightful thing in heaven or earth
—that the new event that was coming would demand new
provisions and create new necessities which it seemed impos-
sible could be provided for at Dalrugas—the thought gave
an additional impetus to the secret joy that was in her. Such
things, she said to herself, could not be hid. It would be
impossible to continue the life of secrecy in which she had
been kept against her will so long. Whatever happened this
must lead to a disclosure, to 2 home of her own where in all
honour her child should see the light of day. '
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For a long time Lily had no doubt on this point. She
began to speak again about the term and the upper storey
in the old town. ¢ But I would like the new town better now,’
she said, ‘it would be better air for—and more easy to get out
to country walks and all that is needed for health and thriving.’
It had been an uncomfortable sensation to Ronald when she
had renounced all the talk and anticipation of the house to
be taken at the term. But now that he was accustomed to
exemption from troublesome inquiries on that point, he felt
angry to have it taken up again. He was disposed to think
that she did it only to annoy him—at a time, too, when he
was setting his brain to work to think and to plan how the
difficulties could be got over, and how in the most satisfactory
way, and with the least trouble to herself, everything could be
arranged for Lily’s comfort. But he did not betray himself;
he took great pains even to calm all inquietudes and not to
irritate her, or excite her nerves (as he said) by opposition.
He tried indeed to represent mildly that of all country walks
and good air, nothing could be so good as the breeze over
the moor and the quiet ways about, where everything delicate
and feeble must drink in hfe. But Lily had confronted him
with a blaze in her eyes, declaring that such a thing was not
possible, not possible ! in a tone which she had never taken be-
fore. He said nothing more at that time. He made believe
even, when Whitsunday returned, that he had seen a house
which he described in detail, but did not commit himself to
say he had secured it. Into this trap Lily fell very easily.
She had all the rooms, the views from the windows, the ar-
rangement of the apartment ‘described to her over and over
again, and for the great part of that second summer of her mar-
ned life there was no drawback to the blessedness of her life.

She spent it in a delightful dream, taking her little sober
walks like a woman of advanced experience, no longer spring-
ing from hummock to hummock like a silly girl about the
moor, taking in, in exquisite calm, all its sounds and scents
and pictures to her very heart. In the height of the summer
days, when the air was full of the hum of the bees, Lily
would sit under the thin shade of a rowan tree, thinking
about nothing, the air, and the murmur which was one with
the air, filling her every consciousness. Why should she
have sought a deeper shadow ?—she wanted no shadow, but
basked in the warm shining of the sun, and breathed that
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dreamy hum of life, and watched, without knowing it, the
drama among the clpuds, shadows flitting like breath, so swift
and sudden, coming and going upon the hills. All was life
all through, constant movement, constant sound, alternation
and change, no need of thinking, foreseeing, fore-arranging,
but the great universe swaying softly in the infinite realm of
space, and God holding all, the bees, the flickering rowan
leaves, the shadows and the mountains, and Lily brooding over
her secret, in the hollow of His hand.

As the summer advanced, however, troubles began to steal
in. She was anxious, very anxious to be taken to the house,
which he allowed her to believe was ready for her. It must
be said that Ronald was very assiduous in his visits, very
anxious to please her in every way, full of tenderness and care,
though always avoiding or evading the direct question. It
went to his heart to disappoint her as he had to do again and
again. The house was not ready, there were things to be
done which had been begun, which could not be interrupted
without leaving it worse than at first. And then was it not
of the greatest importance for her own health that she should
remain as long as possible in the delicious air of the north,
the air which was, if not her own native air, at least that of
her family. Lily had been deeply disappointed, disturbed in
her beautiful calm and a little excited, perhaps, in the nerves,
which she had never been conscious of before, but which
Ronald assured her now, made her ‘¢ill to please’—by his un-
reasonable resistance to her desire to take refuge at once in the
house which she believed to be awaiting her—when a curious
incident occurred. Beenie appeared one morning with a very
confused countenance, to ask whether her mistress would
permit her to receive the visit of a cousin of hers, ‘a real
knowledgeable woman,” who was out of a place and in want
of a shelter. ‘You had better ask Katrin than me, Beenie,’
cried Lily, ¢ I've filled the house too much and too long already.
It is not for me to take in strangers’ ¢Eh, mem,” cried
Katrin, her head appearing behind that of Beenie in the door-
way, ‘it will be naething but a pleasure to me to have her.’

Katrin’s countenance was anxious, but Beenie’s was confused.
She could not look her mistress in the face, but stood before
her in miserable embatrassment, laying hems upon her apron.
‘Speak up, woman, canna ye,’ cried Katrin, ‘for your ain
relation, Mem’ (Katrin never said Miss Lily now), ‘I ken her
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as weel as Beenie does. She’s a decent woman and no one
that meddles nor gies her opinion. I'll be real glad to have
her if yowll give your consent’ ¢Oh, I give my consent,’
Lily cried, lightly. And in this easy way there was introduced
into Dalrugas a very serious, middle-aged woman, not in
the least like Beenie, of superior education, it appeared, and
a quietly authoritative manner, whose appearance impressed
the whole household with a certain awe. It wasa few days
after the termination of one of Ronald’s visits that thisincident
occurred, and Lily could not resist a certain instinctive alarm
at the appearance of this new figure in the little circle round
her. ‘You are sure she is your cousin, Beenie? She is not
like you at all’ ‘And you’re no like Sir Robert, Miss Lily,
that is nearer to ye than a cousin,’ said Beenie, promptly. She
added, hurriedly, ‘It’'s her father’s side she takes after: and
she’s had a grand education. I've heard say that she kent
as much as the doctors themselves. Education makes an
awfu’ difference,” said Beenie, with humility. I am not sure
that Lily was more attached to this new inmate on account
of her grand education. But that was, after all, a matter of
very secondary importance ; and so the days and the weeks
went on.

There occurred at this time an interval longer than usual
between Ronald’s visits, and Lily lost all her happy tranquillity.
She became restless, unhappy, full of trouble. ‘What is to
become of me? what is to become of me?’ she would cry,
wringing her hands. Was she to be left here at the crisis
of her fate, in a solitude where there was no help, no one
to stand by her? She felt in herself a reflection, too, of the
visible anxiety of the two women, Beenie and Katrin, who
never would let her out of their sight, who seemed to tremble
for her night and day. The sight of their anxious faces
angered her, and roused her occasionally to send them off
with a sharp word, half jest, half wrath. But when she was
freed from these tender, yet exasperating watchers, Lily would
cover her face with her hands and cry bitterly, with a helpless-
ness that was more terrible than any other pain. For what
could she do? She could not set out, inexperienced, alone,
without money, without knowing where to go. She had,
indeed, Ronald’s address; but he had not changed. into the
new house, if new house there was. Lily began to doubt
everything in this dreadful crisis of her affairs. She had no
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money, and to travel cheaply in these days was impossible-
And how could she go anywhere, if it were only to Kinloch-Rugas,
she who had avoided being seen even by Helen Blythe? She
wept like a child in the helplessness of her distress. She did
not hear any knock at the door or permission asked to come
in; but started to find someone bending over her, and to see
that it was the strange woman Marg'ret, Beenie’s supposed
cousin. Lily made this discovery with resentment, and bid her
hastlly go away.
¢ Mem—Mrs Lumsden,’” Marg'’ret said.

Lily qulckly uncovered her face. ‘You know!’ she cried,
with a mixture, which she could not explain to herself, of in-
creased suspicion yet almost pleasure; for nobody as yet had
called her by that name.

‘T would be a stupid person indeed if I dinna know. Oh,
madam, T’ve made bold to come in, for I know more things
than that. Beenie would tell you I've had an education. I've
come to beg you, on my bended knees, to give up all thoughts
of moving ; it’s too late, my dear young leddy—and just make
yourself as content as you can here.’

‘Here!’ cried Lily, with a scream of distress. ¢No, no,
no, I must be in my own house. Woman, whoever you are,
do you know I'm Miss Ramsay here? It’s not known who I
am-—and what will they think if anythmg—anythmg—should
happen ?’

¢ Are you wanting to conceal it, Mrs Lumsden?’

‘No, no, no! Anything but that! If you will go to the
cross of Kinloch-Rugas and say Lily Ramsay has been Ronald
‘Lumsden’s wife for more than a year—I wil—I will kiss you,’
cried Lily, as if that was the greatest sacrifice she could make.

‘Then why should you not bide still? If it’s found out,
it’s found out, and you're pleased. And if it’s not found out
maybe the gentleman’s pleased. Mrs Lumsden, I'm a real,
well-qualified nurse. I will tell you the truth; they were
frightened, thae women. I said, when Beenie told me, I
would come and just be here if there was any occasion.
Mistress Lumsden, I will show you my certificates. I am just,
all I say, and maybe a little more. Will you trust yourself to
me?’

And what could Lily do? She was in no condition to
inquire into it—to satisfy herself if it was a plot of Ronald’s
making, or only, as this woman said, a scheme of the women.
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To think over such subjects was no exercise for her at that
moment. She yielded, for she could do nothing else. And a
very short time after there was an agitated night in the old
tower. It was the night of the market, and Dougal had come
in, in the muzzy condition which was usual to him on such
occasions, and consequently slept like a log and was con-
scious of nothing that was going on. Ronald had arrived the
day before. Ard when the morning came there was another
little new creature added to the population of the world.

It was more like a dream than ever to Lily—a dream of
rapture and completion, of every trouble calmed, and every
pang over, and every promise fulfilled. She was surrounded
by love and the most sedulous watching. She seemed to have
no longer any wishes; only thanks in her heart. She even
saw her husband go away without trouble. ‘Come back soon
and fetch us. Come back and fetch us,’ she said, smiling at
him through half-closed eyes.

It was not, however, much more than a week after, when
Ronald, without warning or announcement, rushed into her
room, pale with fatigue, and dusty from his journey. ‘I have
come here post haste,” he cried. “Lily, your Uncle Robert is
in Edinburgh. He is coming on here for the shooting, and
other men with him. If ’'m a day in advance thatisall. 1
have thought of the only thing that is to be done if you will
but consent.’ .

¢ The only thing to be done,’ said Lily, raising herself in her
bed, with sparkling eyes, ‘is what I have always wished ; to
tell him all that’s happened—and oh ! what a light conscience
I will have, and what a happy heart !’

‘He would turn you out of his doors,” cried Ronald in
dismay.

‘Well!’ cried Lily, who felt capable of everything, ‘I may
not be a great walker yet, but I’ll hirple on till a cart passes or
something, and they'll take me in at the Manse.’

¢Oh, my darling, don’t think of such a risk,’ he cried.
¢ For God’s sake keep quiet. Say nothing and do nothing till
you hear from me again. I have thought of a plan. Will you
promise to do nothing, to make no confession, till I'm at your
side, or till you hear from me ?’

¢ Are you not going to stay with me, to meet him ?’

‘I cannot, I cannot! I've come now at the greatest risk.
Lily, you will promise ?’
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‘I am going to dress the baby for the night,’ said the
nurse, interposing. ¢ Will ye ‘give him a kiss, mem, before I
take him away?’

- Lily’s lips settled softly on the infant’s cheeks like a bee on
a flower. ¢ He’s sweeter and sweeter every day. Ronald, you
maust not ask me too much, But I will try; so long as all is
well and safe with him.’

‘I will see that all is safe with him,” Ronald cried. He
lingered a little with the young mother, half jealous of the
looks she cast at the door for the return of.the child, in
Marg’ret’s arms. “You have told her not to bring him back,’
she said, with smiling reproach, ‘but I'l have him all to
myself after” She was not afraid of his news; she was not
shaken by his excitement. The approach of this tremendous
crisis seemed only to exhilarate Lily. She was so glad, so
glad to be found out. It was the only thing that was wanting
to her perfect happiness.

Ronald’s gig had been waiting all the time while he
lingered. He had to rush away at last in order to catch the
night coach from Kinloch-Rugas, he said; and Lily waited,
with smiles shining through the tears in her eyes, to hear the
sound of the wheels carrying him away. And then she cried
impatiently, ¢ Marg'ret, Marg'ret, bring me my baby.’

But Marg'ret, it seemed, did not hear. )



CHAPTER XXXIII

IR ROBERT arrived, as they had been warned, next
day. An express came in the morning, preceding
him, to order rooms to be prepared for three guests—

to the great indignation of Katrin, who demanded where she
was expected to get provender for four men and maybe men-
servants into the bargain, that were worse than their masters,
at a moment’s notice. ‘As if there was naething to do but
put linen on the beds,’ she cried. ‘The auld man must have
gone gyte. Ye canna make a dinner for Sir Robert and his
gentlemen out of a chuckie and a brace o’ birds frae the moor.
If I had but a hare to make soup o, or a wheen trout, or a
single blessed thing. You’ll just put the black powny in the
cart, Dougal, and ye’ll gang down yoursel’ to the toun. Sandy!
What does Sandy ken? How could I trust that callant to
look after Sir Robert’s denner? You’re nane so clever yoursel’
—but it’s you that shall go and no another. Man, have ye no
thought of your auld maister and his first dinner when the
auld man comes hame ?’

‘I think of him maybe mair than some folk that have
keepit grand goings on in his auld hoose.’

¢ What were ye saying?’ cried Katrin, fixing him with a
commanding eye. She prpnounced this, as I have gently
insinuated before, ‘F’what,’ which gave great force to the
sound. ‘I might have kent,’ she cried, with a toss of her head,
‘there wasna a man breathing that could hold his tongue when
he thought he had a story to tell.’

¢ Me—tell a story !’ said Dougal, in instinctive self-defence.
Then he added : ‘It a’ depends—on what a man has to tell.’

‘Ye're born fraitors, 2’ the race o’ ye, from Adam doun,’
cried Katrin, in her wrath, ‘and aye the women to bear the
wyte, accordin’ toyou. Tell tilélsye burst !’ she exclaimed, with

2
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concentrated fury, ‘and it's no me’ll say a word : but put the
powny in the cart and gang doon to the town, and try what ye
can get for my denner. I’ll no have the auld man starved, no,
nor yet shamed afore his freends, nor served with an ill denner
the first night—him that hasna been in his ain auld house for
years.’ '

‘Ye're awfu’ particular about his denner, considering every-
thing that’s come and gone and the care you've taen of him
and his.’ A

‘Yes !’ cried Katrin, ¢ I'm awfu’ particular about his denner.
Are you going? or will I have to leave the rooms to settle
themselves and go mysel’ ?’

Dougal at last obeyed this strong impulsion—but the black
powny and the cart were not for so important a person as
Sir Robert’s factotum the day his master came home. He
put Rory into the geeg, and drove down in such state as was
procured by these means, with his countenance full of unutter-
able things. He was indeed, when the little quarrel with
Katrin was over, a man laden with much thought. Dougal
had observed not very clearly, but yet more than he was be-
lieved to have observed. His stolid understanding had
been played upon unmercifully by the women, and he had
been taken in many times in respect to Ronald’s presence or
absence in the house. Often it had occurred that he ¢ could
have sworn’ the visitor was there when he was not there, and
still oftener he could have sworn the reverse—but at the end
of all the tricks and deceptions he was tolerably clear as to
the position of affairs, if he had possessed the faculty of speech,
and sufficient indifference to other motives to have used it.
But Douga!, who was a very simple soul, was held in the grasp
of as great a complication of influences as if he had been the
most subtle and the most self-analysing. Should he tell Sir
Robert what he had seen and guessed? Sir Robert was his
master, and it was Dougal’s duty, as guardian of the house,
to report what had occurred in it. Ay ! but would he shame the
house by raising a story that maybe never would be got at
by the right end—for what could he say? That a gentleman
from Edinburgh had been about the place, coming and going
by night and by day; that a person could never tell when he
was there and when he wasna there—and finally, that it was
clear as daylight, him and Miss Lily were ‘great freends.” Ah,
Miss Lily! that brought up again another series of motives:
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She was his, Dougal’s, young leddy, by every lawful tie, the
only bairn of the house, the real heir. If Sir Robert, as
he was perfectly capable, were to leave Dalrugas away from her
the morn, she would not a whit the less be the only Ramsay
left of the old family, Mr James’s daughter, who had been
Dougal’s adoration in his youth. Was he to raise a scandal
on Miss Lily—he, her own father’s man? Dougal’s heart
revolted at the thought. And Katrin that spoiled the lassie,
that could see nothing that was not perfect in her! Katrin
would never have a good word for her man again. She would
call him a traitor—that word that burns and never ceases to
wound like black Monteith that betrayed the Wallace wight,
like—but Dougal’s courage was not equal to'that anticipation ;
rather anything than that—rather flee the country than that
—to betray a bit creature that trusted him, Mr James’s
daughter, the last Ramsay, a little lass that could not fight
for herself. ‘No me!’ cried Dougal, to all the winds that
blew. ‘No me!’ he said, confronting old Schichallion, as
if that tranquil mountain had tempted him. He shook his
fist at the hills and at the world. ‘No me, no me!’ he said.

1 do not believe that Katrin ever was in the least afraid in
respect to Dougal: but a very troubled woman was Katrin
that day. She had been in Ronald Lumsden’s confidence
all along, more than his wife knew, and in her way had abetted
him and helped him, though often against her conscience.
Beenie had done the same, but she had not Katrin’s head and
meekly followed where the other led. They had both been
partially guilty in respect to Marg’ret, a woman introduced
into the house by the clumsiest means, which Lily could have
seen through in a moment had she tried, but whose presence
was so great a comfort and relief to the other two that their
eagerness to accede to the artifice by which she was brought
as a guest to Dalrugas was very excusable. ¢ What would you
and me do, Beenie?’ Katrin had said, for once acknowledging
a situation with which she was not able to cope. They had
been able ‘to sleep at night’ as they both said, since #%az
~woman was there ; and there was nothing to be said against
the woman. She was not troublesome, she was kind, she
knew what she was about. That she was Ronald’s emissary
was nothing against her. "It was, on the contrary, an evi-
dence of the husband’s tender care for his wife—his anxiety
that she should have the best and most constant attention—
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*And a bonnie penny she will cost him,’ the two women said
to themselves. But the events of the last twenty-four hours
had altogether overwhelmed Katrin; and she had not the
comfort even of speaking to anyone on the subject, of express-
ing her horror, her amazement and dismay, for Beenie was
shut up with Lily, whose state was such that she could not
be left alone for a moment. It was well for the housekeeper
that her head was filled with Sir Robert’s dinner and the
airing of the mattresses. It gave her a relief from her heavy
thoughts to drag down the feather-beds and turn them over
and over before a blazing fire, though it was August, and the
sun blazing hot out of doors. She worked—as a Highland
housekeeper works the day the gentlemen are to arrive—for
the credit of the house and her own. *‘Would I let strangers
find a word to say, or a thing forgotten, and me the woman
in charge of Dalrugas this mony and mony a year!’ she
said to herself. And it did Katrin a great deal of good,
as she did not hesitate to acknowledge. It took off her
thoughts.

Sir Robert arrived in the evening with two elderly friends °
and one young one, with all their guns and paraphernalia, Sir
Robert’s own man directing everything, and at least one other
man-servant, bringing dismay to Katrin’s heart. ¢You will not
have more than two or three good days on my little bit of
moor,’ the old gentleman had said, with proud humility, ¢but
the neighbours are very friendly, and no doubt my niece has
got a lot of cheerful Highland lassies about her, that will enliven
the time for you, my young friend.” The friends, young and old,
had protested their perfect prospective satisfaction with the
entertainment Sir Robert had to offer, none of them believing,
as indeed he did not believe himself, his own disparaging
account of the moor. They arrived very dusty in their post-
chaise, but in high spirits, the old gentleman with an excited
pleasure in returning to the old house of his fathers, which he
had not seen for years. Perhaps it looked to him small and
grey and chill, as is the wont of old paternal houses when a
long-absent master comes back. He called out almost as soon
as he came in sight of the door, where Dougal was waiting
with his bonnet poised on the extreme edge of his head, on
one hair, and Sandy behind him, ready with awe to follow the
directions of the gentlemen’s gentlemen, and carry the luggage
upstairs. ‘Where is Miss Lily? Where is my niece?’ Sir

LR
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Robert cried. Does she not think it worth her trouble to come
and meet her old uncle at the door?’

Katrin came forth from the threshold, within which she
had been lurking, and curtseyed to the best of her ability.
‘You're welcome, Sir Robert, you're awfu’ welcome,’ she said,
‘but Miss Lily, I'm sorry to say, is just very ill in her bed.’

‘Il in her bed!’ cried Sir Robert. ‘Nonsense! Non-
sense! I know that kind of illness. She is vexed at me for
sending her here, and she’s made up her mind to sulk a little
that I may flatter her and plead with her. You may tell her
it won’t do. I'm not that kind of man. Tl pardon maybe
a bonnie lass in all her braws and showing her pleasure in
them, but a sulky, sour young woman—Eh, Evandale, what
were you saying—an old house—it’s old enough if ye think
that to its credit, and bare enough. Katrin, I hope you'll
be able to make these gentlemen comfortable in the old bar-
rack, such as it is.’

T hope so, Sir Robert,’ said Katrin. She was relieved that
his animadversions on Lily should be cut short.

And then they mounted the spiral staircase with the worn
steps, which especially at the top were almost dangerous, and
which the elder men mounted very cdutiously, one after the
other, the loud footsteps of the men echoing through the
place, their deeper voices filling the air. ‘Lord bless vs all !’
Katrin cried within herself, ¢if they had arrived ten days ago !’
It was a comfort, in the midst of all the trouble, that Lily was
safe in bed and, whatever happened, could not be disturbed.

Sir Robert’s inquiries again next morning after his niece
were made late and after long delay. It was the twelfth of
August : unnecessary to say that Dalrugas was full of sound
and hurry from an early hour—the manufacture and consump-
tion of an enormous breakfast, and the preparations for the
first great day with the grouse occupying everybody, so that
Katrin herself, though very anxious, had not found a2 moment
to visit Lily’s room, or even to snatch a moment’s talk with
Beenie over her mistress’s state. ¢ Just the same: and that’s
very bad,” Beenie said through the half-open door, ‘and just
half out of her wits with the noise, and no able to understand
what it means!’ ‘O, it’s a’ thae men!’ cried Katrin. ‘The
gentlemen and their grouse, and the others with the guns and
the dogues and a’ therest 0’t.  Pity me that have not a moment,
that must gang and toil for them and their breakfasts’ When
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everything was ready at last, and the party set out, Sir Robert,
whose shooting days were over, accompanied them to a certain
favourite corner upon Rory, who, though the old gentleman
was not a heavy weight, objected to the unusual length of his
limbs and decision of his movements; but he returned to the
house shortly after, musing, with a sigh or two. Perhaps it
was a rash experiment to come back after so many years: his
doctor had advised it strongly, giving him much hope from his
native air, the air of the moors and hills—and from the quiet
and regular hours, and rule of measured living, which he would
have no temptation to transgress. ‘We must remember we
are not so young as we once were—any of us,’ the physician
had said, notwithstanding that he himself was but forty. When
a man is old and ailing, and lives too perilously well, and sees
and does too much in the gayer regions of the land, and is
known at the same time to have a castle in the North—an old
patrimony in the Highlands, delightful in August at least, and
probably the best place in the world for him at all times of the
year—such a prescnptlon is easy. ‘Your native air, Sir
Robert, and a quiet country life.’

The twelfth of August, a fine day, and already the sharp,
clear report of the guns in the brilliant air, and a sense of
company and enjoyment about, and the moor a great mag-
nificent garden, purple with heather, is about as cheerful a
moment as could be chosen to make a beginning of such
a life. But old Sir Robert, returning from the beginning of
the sport which he was not able to share, to his old house,
his Highland castle, which, as he turned towards it, in the
glorious sunshine of the morning, looked so grey and pinched
and penurious, with the tower that was only a high out-
standing gable, and the farm buildings which had for so
long a time been the chief and most important points of the
cluster of buildings to its humble occupants—had little to
make him cheerful. A sharp sensation, almost of shame,
stung thre old man as he realised what his friends must
have thought of his Highland castle. Taymouth and Inverary
are castles, and so are the bran-new houses down the Clyde,
in which the Glasgow merchants establish themselves with
all the luxuries which money can buy. But where did old
Dairugas come in, so spare and poor, rising straight out
of the moor, without garden or pleasance, not to speak of
parks or woods?

S
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He smiled to himself a little sadly at the misnomer. He
was wounded in the pride with which he had regarded that
shrunken, impoverished little place—a pride which he felt
now was half ludicrous and yet half patheticc How was it
that he had not thought so when last he was here, then a
mature man, and having passed all the glamour of youth?
He shook his head at the pinched, tall gable, the corbie
steps cut so clearly against the blue sky, the grey line of
the bare, blank wall. After all it was but a poor house for
a family with such pretensions as the Ramsays of Dalrugas—
a poor thing to brag to his Southern friends about. And it
was not very gay ; he who had been a man who loved to enjoy
himself, and who had done so wherever he had been, to come
back here in the end of his days to settle down to the dreari
ness of the solitary moor and the silence of a country life!
Was it not a discipline more than he could bear that ¢those
doctors’ had put him under? Was a year or two more of vege-
tation here worth the giving up of all his old gratifications and
amusements ? It is hard even upon a man who knows he is
old, but does not care to acknowledge it, to accompany on a
pony for a little way his friends, who are keen for their sport,
to set them off on the twelfth without being able to go a step
or fire a shot with them. Those doctors, what did they
know? They had probably sent him off, not knowing what
more to do for him, that they might not be troubled with the
sight of him dying before their eyes.

Then, -however, there came before Sir Robert, by some
more kindly touch of memory, certain scenes from the old life,
when Dalrugas was the warmest and happiest home in the
world, always overflowing with kindly neighbours and friends
of youth. Their names came back to him one by one—Duffs,
Gordons, Sinclairs: where were they all now? There would
be at least their representatives in all the old places—sons,
nay, perhaps grandsons, of his contemporaries, young asses
that would turn up their noses at a vieille moustache : yet per-
haps some of the old folk too. Lily would know : no doubt
but Lily would know every one of them. She would have her
partners among the boys and her cronies among the girls. He
felt glad that Lily was here to renew the alliances of the old
place. What had he sent her here for, by-the-bye? Something
about a silly sweetheart that she would not give up, the silly
thing. Probably she would have forgotten his very name by
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this time, as Sir Robert did : and there would be another now
waiting his sanction. Well, no harm if it was a fit match for
the last Ramsay. He would insist upon that. Somebody
that had gear enough, and good blood, and a proper place in
the world. No other should poor James's daughter marry:
that was one thing sure.

And then he began to think what had become of Lily, that
she had neither come to meet him last night nor appeared this
morning. Was she bearing malice? or sulking at her old
uncle? He would soon see there was an end to that. If she
was ill she must have the doctor. If it was but some silly cold
or other, or the headache that a woman sets up at a moment’s
notice, she must get up out of her bed, she must come down-
stairs. Self-indulgence was good for nobody, especially at
Lily’s age. He would see her woman, Beenie, who was her
shadow, and whom Sir Robert began to recollect he had not
seen any more than Lily herself. And then the alternative
should be given her—the doctor, who would stand no nonsense,
or to get up and put a shawl about her, and nurse her cold by
the fireside, where she could talk to him, and be much better
than if she were in bed. Sir Robert quickened Rory’s paces,
and, indeed, as the pony was nothing loth to reach his stable,
appeared at the house with almost undlgmﬁed haste to put in
immediate operation this plan.



CHAPTER XXXIV

¢ O better this morning! What is the matter with her?
I never heard Lily was unhealthy or delicate.’
¢ She is neither the one nor the other,’ said Katrin,
indignant, ‘but she’s not well to-day. The best of us, Sir
Robert, we’re subjeck to that.’

‘Ye think so!’ he said rather fiercely, as if it were a dogma
to question. And then he added, ‘ There’s that big Beenie-
creature, that is, I suppose, as much with her as ever—send
her to me.’

‘Eh, Sir Robert, how is she to leave Miss Lily that is just
not well at all this morning ?’

‘Send her to me at once,’ the old gentleman said, im-
peratively. He went into the dining-room, which was on the
lower floor and the room he liked best, the most comfortable
in the house. There were no signs of a woman’s presence. in
that room. A vague wonder crossed his mind if after all Lily
had been here at all? He forgot that he had been much
incommoded the evening before by the books and the work-
baskets, the cushions and the footstools, which had demon-
strated the sometime presence of 2 woman upstairs. He kept
walking up and down the room stiflly, feeling his foot a little
as he owned to himself. Sir Robert truly felt that he would
not be sorry if the prescription of his native air failed mani-
festly at once.

‘Well,’ he said, turning round hastily at a timid opening
of the door. ‘How’s your mistress: how’s my niece? What
does she mean by taking shelter in her bed, and never appear-
ing to bid me welcome ¢’

¢Oh, Sir Robert, Miss Lily—" said Beenie. She held the
door open and stood leaning against the edge, as if ready to
fly at a call from without or a6thrust from within. Beenie’s

27
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hair, which it was difficult to keep tidy at the best of times,
hung over her pale countenance like a cloud, a short lock
standing out from her forehead. We are accustomed now to
every vagary of which hair is capable, and are not disturbed
by loose locks : but in those days strict tidiness was the rule—
and Beenie, very white as to her cheeks and red round the
eyes, partly with tears, partly with watching, was, to Sir Robert,
a being unworthy of any confidence.

‘Woman !’ he cried, ‘you look as if you had been up all
night—and not a fit person to be a lady’s body-servant, and
with her night and day.’

‘Fit or no,’ said Beenie, with a sob, ‘I'm the' gne Miss
Lily’s aye had, and her and me will never be parted either
with her will or mine.’

‘We'll see about that’ said Sir Robert. But he was
wise man enough to know that a favourite servant was a
difficult thing to attack. He asked peremptorily, ¢ What is
the matter with her?’ placing himself, like a judge, in the
great chair.

‘Eh, Sir Robert, if Marg’ret, my cousin, had been here,
that is half a doctor herself! but me, I know nothing,’ cried
Beenie, wringing her hands.

‘Isitacold?’

‘It was, maybe, a cold to begin with said Beenie,
cautiously ; but then she melted into tears and cried, ‘she’s
awfu’ fevered, she’s the colour o’ fire, and kens nothing’—in
a lamentable,voice.

¢ Bless me,’ cried Sir Robert, ‘is there any fever about?’

¢ There’s nae fever about that I ken of—there’s nae folk
hereby to get a fever,” Beenie said.

*Then T'll go and see her myself,’ cried Sir Robert, rising
from his chair.

¢Eh, Sir Robert,’ cried Katrin from behind the door, ‘you
a gentleman that could do the puir thing no good! It’s
better to leave her to us women folk.’

¢There is truth in that too,” Sir Robert said. He took a
turn about the room and then sat down again in his chair, his
forehead contracted by a line of annoyance and perplexity
which might have been called anxiety by a charitable onlooker.
Beenie had seized the opportunity of Katrin's appearance to
hurry away, and he found himself face to face with his house-
keeper. He gave a long breath of relief. ¢It’s you, Katrin,’
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he said, ‘you’re a sensible person according to your lights.
There’s fever with all things—a wound (but that’s of course
impossible for her) or a cold or any accident. What’s your
opinion? Is it a thing that will pass away ?’

‘Leave her with Beenie and me for another day, Sir
Robert, and the morn if she’s no better, I'll be the first to ask
for a doctor ; and eh, I hope it’s safe no to have him the day.’
The latter part of this speech Katrin said to herself under
cover of the door.

‘She'll have got cold coming home late from one of her
parties,’ said the old gentleman, regaining his composure.

‘Her pairties, Sir Robert!’ said Katrin, almost with a
shriek—*and where, poor thing, would she get pairties here ?°

‘She has friends, I suppose?’ he said, with a little
impatience, ¢ companions of her own age. Where will young
creatures like that not find parties, is what I would ask?’

‘Eh, Sir Robert! but I'm doubting you’ve forgotten our
countryside. There’s Miss Eelen at the Manse that is her
one great friend ; and John Jameson’s lass at the muckle farm,
that has been at the school in Edinburgh, and would fain, fain
think herself a lady, poor bit thing—would bhave given her little
finger to be friends with Miss Lily. But you would not have
had her go to pairties in the farm-house ; and at the Manse
.they give nane, the minister being such a lameter. Pairties!
the Lord bless us! Wha would ask her to pairties on this
side of the moor?’ .

¢ There are plenty of people,’ said Sir Robert, almost indig-
nantly, ‘that should have shown attention to my brother
James’s daughter, both for my sake and his. What do you
call the Duffs, woman? and the Gordons of the Muckle moor,
and Sir John Sinclair’s family at the Lews? many a merry
night have we passed among us when we were all young.
The Dufis is not more than a walk, even if Lily were setting up
for a fine lady, which, to do her justice, was not her way.’

¢ Eh, hear till him !’ breathed Katrin under her breath. She
said aloud, ¢ Times are awfu’ changed, Sir Robert, since your
days. The present Mr Duff, he’s married on an English lady
and they say she cannot bide the air of the Highlands, though
it is well kent for the finest air in a’ the world. He comes
here whiles with a wheen gentlemen for the first of the
shooting—but her never; and there’s little to be said for a
house when the mistress is never in it. Of the Gordons there’s
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nane left but one auld leddy, the last of them, I hear, except
distant connections. And as for Sir John at the Lews, poor
man, poor man, he just died broken-hearted, one of his bonnie
boys going to destruction after the other. They say the things
are to be roupit and the auld mansion house to be left desolate,
for of the twa that remain the one’s a ne’er-do-well, and the
other a puir, avaricious creature, feared to spend a shilling, and
I canna tell which is the worst.’

¢ Bless me, bless me,” Sir Robert bad gone on saying, shak-
ing his head. He wus receiving a rude awakening. He saw
in his mind’s eye the old house running over with lively figures,
with fun and laughter—and now desolate. It gave him a
great shock, partly from the simple fact which by itself was
overwhelming, partly because of a sudden pity which sprang
up in his mind for Lily, and, most of all, for himself. What,
nobody to come and see him, to tell the news and hear what
was in the London papers, no cheerful house to form an object
for his walk, no men to talk to, no ladies to whom to pay his
old-fashioned compliments! This discovery went very much
to his heart. After a long time he said, ¢ It would be better to
let the houses than to leave them to go to rack and ruin, or
shut up, as you say—the best houses in the countryside.’

‘Iet them!’ cried Katrin; ‘gentlemen’s ain houses!
We’re maybe fallen low, Sir Robert, but we're no just fallen to.
that.’

‘You silly woman! the grandest folk do it cried Sir
Robert—then he added in a lower tone, ‘Lily, I am afraid,
may not have had a very lively life.

*You may well say that,’ cried Katrin ; ¢ poor, bonnie lassie,
if she had bidden ony gangrel body on the road, or any person
travelling that passed this way, to come in and bear her com-
pany, I would not have been surprised for my part.’

Katrin spoke very deliberately, avec intention. It seemed
well to prepare an argument, in case it might be wanted
another time. And Sir Robert was much subdued. He
had not meant to inflict such a punishment upon his niece.
He bhad believed, indeed, that her life at Dalrugas would
be even more gay than her life in Edinburgh. There the
parties might occasionally be formal, or the convives bores,
according to his own experience at least ; but here there was
nothing but the good, warm, simple intimacy of the country,
the life almost in common, the hospitable doors always open.
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If a compunctious recollection of Lily ever crossed his mind,
in the midst of his own elderly amusements, this was what he
had been in the habit of saying to himself: ‘ There will be
lads enough to make a little queen of her, and lasses enough
to keep her company—for she’s a bonnie bit thing when all is
said.’” He had always been a little proud of her, though she
had been a great trouble to him ; and he thought he knew that
in his old home Lily would be fully appreciated. That he had
sent her out into the wilderness had never entered his thoughts.

He dismissed Katrin after this with an uneasy mind, im-
ploring her, almost with humility, to do everything she could
think of for his poor Lily, and if she was not better in the
morning, to send at once for the best doctor in the neighbour-
hood. Who was the best doctor in the neighbourhood? In-
deed, there was but little choice ; the doctor at Kinloch-Rugas,
who was not so young as he once was, and had, alas, a sore
weakness for his glass—and the one at Ardenlennie on the
other side, who was well spoken of. ‘Let it be the one at
Ardenlennie,” Sir Robert said. He spent rather a wretched
day afterwards, taking two or three short constitutionals, up
and down the high road, three quarters of an hour at a time, to
wile away the lonely day until his friends returned from the
moor. It was far too painful an ordeal, to spend the twelfth of
August alone in this place where, in his recollection, the
twelfth of August had always been ecstasy. He should
have chosen another moment. He had not imagined that he
would have felt so much his own disabilities of old age. He
had been wont to boast that he did not feel them at all, one
kind of enjoyment having been replaced by another, and his
desire for athletic pleasures having died a natural death in the
perfection of his matured spirit and changed tastes, which were
equal to better things. But he had certainly subjected himself
to too great a trial now. That the twelfth should be his first
day at home, and that all his sport should consist of a convoy
given to the sportsmen, on the back of Rory, but not a gun for
his own shoulder, not a step on the heather for his foot! It
was too much. He had been a fool: and then this silly mis-
adventure of Lily and her illness to make everything worse.

A moment of comparative comfort occurred in the middle
of the day, when he had his luncheon. ‘Really that woman’s
not bad as a cook,” he said to himself, She was but a woman,
and a Scotch, uncultivated creature, but she had her qualities
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—and there was taste in what she sent him, that priceless
gift, especially for an old man. He took a little nap after his
luncheon, and then he took another walk, and so got through
the day till the sportsmen came back. They came in noisy
and triumphant, with their bags, and their stories of what
happened at this and that corner, of the cheepers that had
been missed and the old birds that were full of guile. Had
they been Sir Robert’s sons it is possible that he might have
listened benignly, and felt more or less the pleasure by proxy,
which some gentle spirits taste. But they were strangers,
mere ‘friends’ in the jargon of the world, meaning acquaint-
ances more or less intimate. Of the three he bore best the
laughter and delight and brags, and eagerness to shew his own
prowess, of the young man. The others awakened a sharper
pang of contrast. ‘Almost my own age!’ alas! the difference
between fifty and seventy is the unkindest of comparisons.
They were not even good companions for him in the evening,
When they had talked over every step of their progress, and
every bird that had fallen before them, and eaten of Katrin’s
good dishes, an enormous dinner, the strong air of the moor,
and the hot fire of the peats, and the fatigue of the first day’s
exercise and excitement overpowered them one after another
with sleep. This would not have been the case had Lily been
afoot, to sing a song or two and keep them to their manners.
Sir Robert was driven to the expedient of sending for Dougal
when they had all, with many excuses, gone to bed. Dougal
was sleepy too, and tired, though not so much so as ‘the
gentlemen,’ to whom the grouse and the moor were, more or
less, novelties. He gave his wife a curious look when Sir
Robert’s man called him to his master, and Katrin responded
with one that partly entreated and partly threatened. She
said, ¢ You can tell him Miss Lily is very bad, and I'll get the
doctor the first thing the morn.’

Dougal uttered no word. He could not wear his bonnet
when he went up to see the Laird, but he took it in his hands,
which was some small consolation. He was in a dreadful
confusion of mind, not knowing what was to be said to him,
what was to be demanded of him. He might be about to be
put through his ‘questions,’ and want all his strength to defend
himself ; or it might be nothing at all, some nonsense about
the guns or the birds. His heavy shock of hair stood up from
bis forehead, giving something of an ox-like breadth and
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heaviness of brow. He held his head somewhat down, with a
trace of defiance. Katrin might gloom ; it was little he cared
for Katrin when his blood was up; but there was not a bit of
the traitor in Dougal. No blood of a black Monteith in him,
if they were to put the thumbscrews on him or matches atween
his fingers. That poor bonnie creature, whatever was her
wyte, they should get nothing to trouble her out of him.

¢ Well,'Dougal,’ said Sir Robert, dangerously genial, ¢ you see
I’m left all alone. My friends they have gone to their beds,
as if they were callants home from the school.’

‘The gentlemen would be geyan tired,’ said Dougal, ‘they’re
English, and no accustomed to our moors, and some of them
no so young either. You never kent that, Sir Robert, you
that were to the manner born.’

¢ But too auld for that sort of thing, Dougal, now.’

¢ Maybe, and maybe not,’ said Dougal. ¢There’s naething
like the auld blood and the habit o’t. T’d sooner see you cock
a rifle, Sir Robert, though I say it as shouldna, than the whole
three of them.’

¢No, no, Dougal,’ said Sir Robert, ‘that’s flattery. They’re
not very good shots then?’ he said, with a smile. He was not
indisposed to hear this of them, though they were his friends.

¢ Well, Sir Robert, I wouldna say, on their ain kind o’ ground,
among the stubble and that kind o’ low-country shooting which,
I am tauld, is the common thing #Zere ; but no on our moors.
When you’re used to the heather it’s a different thing.’

‘No doubt there is something in that,” Sir Robert allowed
with discreet satisfaction. And then he added, ¢ What’s this
I hear from your wife about all the old neighbours, and that
there’s scarcely a house open I knew in my young days?’

¢ What is that, Sir Robert ?’ said Dougal, cautiously.

¢ The neighbours, ye dunce, my oldfriends that were all about
the countryside when I was young—and that I thought would
be friends for my poor little Lily when she came here. I'm
told there’s not one of them left.’

Dougal did not readily take up what was meant, but he held
his own firmly. ¢ There’s been nae gentleman’s house,’ he said,
‘what you would call open and receiving visitors round about
Dalrugas as long as I mind—no more than Dalrugas itsel’.’

. %Ah, Dalrugas itself,’ said Sir Robert, a little abashed. It
was true—if the others had closed their doors, so had Dalrugas:
if they were left to silence and decay, so had his own house



SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE 283

been. Other reasons had operated in his case, but the result
was the same. ‘I'm afraid, Dougal,’ he said, ‘that my poor
little Lily has had an ill time of it, which I never intended.
Give me your opinion on the subject. Your wife’s a very
decent woman—and an excellent cook, I will say that for her
—but she’s like them all, she stands up for her own side. She
would have me think that my niece has been very solitary
among the moors. Now, that was never what I intended.
Tell me true, has Miss Lily been a kind of prisoner, and seen
nobody, as Katrin says?’

Dougal pushed his mass of hair to one side as if it had been
awig. ‘The young leddy,” he said, ‘had none o’ the looks of
a prisoner, Sir Robert. I've seen her when you would have
thought it was the very sun itsel’ shining on the moor.’

‘You’re very poetical, Dougal,’ said Sir Robert, with a
laugh. \

¢ And she would whiles sing as canty as the birds, and off
upon Rory as light as a feather, down to the market to see all
the ferlies o’ the toun, and into the Manse for her tea.’

‘That sounds cheerful enough,’ said the old gentleman,
‘though the ferlies of the town were not very exciting, I
suppose. And old Blythe’s still at the Manse? He’s one of
the old set left at least.’

‘He’s an altered man noo, Sir Robert ; never a step can he
make out o’ his muckle chair; they say he’s put into his bed
at nicht, but it’s a mystery to me and many more how it’s done,
for he’s a muckle heavy man. But year’s end to year’s end he’s
just living on in his muckle chair.’

‘Lord bless us,’ Sir Robert said. He looked down on his’
own still shapely and not inactive limbs, with an involuntary
shiver of comparison ; and then he added with a half laugh,
¢ A man that liked his good dinner, and a good bottle of wine,
and a good crack, with any of us.’

¢That did he, Sir Robert,” Dougal said.

‘Poor old Blythe! I must go and see him,’ said the
happier veteran with an unconscious stretch of his capable
legs, and throwing out of his chest. It was not any pleasure
in the misfortune of his neighbour which gave him this glow
of almost satisfaction. It was the sense of his own superiority
in well-being, the comparison which was so much in his own
favour. The comparison this morning had not been in his
own favour and he had not liked it. He felt now, let us hope,
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with a sensation of thankfulness, how much better off he was
than Mr Blythe.

‘Well, well, the Manse was always something, Dougal,’ he
said. ‘Manses are cheerful places, there’s always a great coming
and going. I hope there was nobody much out of her own
sphere that Miss Lily met there—no young ministers coming
up here after her, eh? they have a ternble flair for lasses with
tochers, these young ministers, Dougal ?’

¢Ay, Sir Robert, that have they,’ said Dougal, ‘but I've
seen no minister here.’

‘That was good luck for Lily—or we that are responsible
for her,’ said the old gentleman. ‘Well, Dougal, my man,
you'll be tired yourself and ready for your bed, and to make an
early start to-morrow with the gentlemen.’

¢ Ay, Sir Robert,’ said Dougal. He was very glad to accept
his dismissal and to feel that without so much as a fib he had
kept his own counsel and betrayed nothing, But when he
had reached the door he turned round again, crushing his
bonnet in his hands. ‘I was to tell you Miss Lily was no
better, poor thing, and that the women thought the doctor
would have to be'sent for the morn.’

Sir Robert’s countenance clouded over. ¢ Tchick, tchick,’

“he said, with an air of perplexity. ¢You'll see that the best
man in the neighbourhood is the one that’s sent for,’ he cried.



CHAPTER XXXV

HERE had been a pause after Lily called to Marg'ret to
bring the baby on the night when Ronald left her.
Marg’ret though very kind, was a person who liked

her own way. If the child’s toilet was not complete, according
to her own elaborate rule, she did not obey in a moment even
the eager call of the young mother. There were allowances
made for her, as there always are for those who insist upon hav-
ing their own way.

Accordingly, there was a pause. Lilylay and listened to the
wheels of the geeg which carried Ronald away. They did not
bring the same chill to her heart as usual, and yet a chill began
to steal into the room. The night was warm and soft—the
early August, which in the North is the height of summer, and
there was no chill at all in the atmosphere. It seemed to
Lily’s keen ears as she lay listening that the geeg paused as if
something had been forgotten, but then went on at double
speed, galloping up the brae, till the sound of the wheels was
extinguished in the night and distance. Then she called again
sharply, ‘Marg’ret, Marg'ret! bring in my baby”’ But still
there was no reply.

¢ She’s just a most fastidious woman, with all her dressings
and her undressings. She’ll no have finished him to the last
string tying,’ said Robina.

¢Bid her come at once, at once!’ cried Lily. *I want my
little man.’

And Beenie dived into the next room, which was muffled in
curtains—great precautions having been taken lest the cry of
the child should be heard downstairs. There was another
room still within that, into which the nurse occasionally retired :
but there was no one in either place, nor were there any traces

of the little garments lying 8about which betray a baby’s
285
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presence—everything appeared to have been swept away.
Beenie, who had come for the child with her rosy countenance
beaming, stood still in consternation, her mouth open, her
terrified eyes taking in everything with speechless dismay : for
Marg'ret had never ventured downstairs as yet, nor had, they
flattered themselves, a sound of the infant been heard, to
awaken any question there, Beenie stood silent and terrified
for a moment, and then, instead of returning to her mistress, she
flew downstairs, Katrin was alone, doing some of her delicate
cooking carefully over the fire—all was still as if nothing but
the most commonplace and tranquil events had ever happened
there. Beenie, who had burst into the place like a whirlwind,
again paused, confounded by this everyday tranquillity. ¢ Katrin,
Katrin, where is Marg’ret?’ she cried, adding in a lower tone,
¢‘and the bairn ?’

‘What a question to ask me!’ said Katrin. ‘She’s with
your mistress without a doubt. Have you taen leave of your
senses,’ she murmured in a hurried undertone, ‘to roar out like
that about a bairn—what bairn?’

Here Beenie found herself at the end of all her resources.
She burst out into loud weeping. ‘She’s no up the stair and
she’s no down the stair,’ cried Beenie, ¢ and my bonny leddy is
crying out for her, and will not be satisfied. And she’s no
place that I can find her—neither her nor yet the bairn.’

Katrin thrust her saucepan from her as if it had been the
offending thing ; she wiped her hands with her apron. She
looked at Beenie, both of them pale with horror. ¢Oh, the ill
man !’ she cried. ¢ Oh, the monster! Oh, sic a man for our
bonnie dear. I have been misdoubting about the bairn—but
wha could have expectit that a young man no hardened in
iniquity would have thought of a contrivance like that !’

Beenie had no thought or time to spare even on such an
enormity. ¢ How am I to face her—and tell her?’ she said.

And at this moment they heard Lily’s voice calling from
above, at first softly, then shouting, screaming all their names.
¢ Marg’ret . —Beenie ! Katrin! Marg'ret! Marg’ret! Beenie!
Katrin ! where is my bairn ?—where is my bairn?’

The two women flew up the stairs, at the head of which
they found Lily in her white nightdress, with her feet bare, her
hair waving wildly about her head, her face convulsed and
drawn. My baimn !’ she cried, ‘my bairn! my little bairn}
Where is Marg'ret? Whereis my baby? Marg'ret! Marg'ret!
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Beenie! Katrin! bring me my baby—my baby |’ She seized
Beenie wildly with her trembling hands.

* Oh, my daurlin’{’ Beenie cried. ‘Oh, my bairn—oh, my
bonnie Miss Lily 1’

Lily flung the large weeping woman from her with a passion
of impatience. ‘XKatrin!’ she said, breathlessly, ‘you have
sense ; where is my baby—bring me my baby! My little
bairm! Did ye ever hear that an infant like that should be
kept from his mother? Marg’ret! Marg'ret! where has she
taken my baby—my baby—my—'

Lily’s voice rose to a kind of scream. She ceased to have
command of her words, and went on calling, calling for Mar-
gret, and for her child in an endless cry, not knowing what
she said.

‘You will come back to your bed first, and then I will tell
you,’ said Katrin. There was no one in the house but them-
selves, and they were isolated in this sudden tragedy from all
the world by the distance and the silence of night and the
moor. The door stood open at the foot of the stairs, and a
cold air blew up through the long, many-cornered passage, chill
and searching notwithstanding the warmth of the night. Lily
was glad to lean shivering upon the warm support of the kind
woman who encirled her with her arm. ¢You will tell me—
you will tell me ?’ she murmured, permitting herself to be drawn
back to her room. The blind had been raised from one of
the windows, and the moonlight streamed in, crossing the
dimly-lighted chamber with one white line of light. The bed,
with the little table by it, and the candle burning calmly,
seemed too peaceful for Lily’s mood of suspense and alarm.
She stood still in the moonlight, which seemed to make her

e luminous, with her white bare feet and pale face. ‘Tell
me !’ she cried, ‘tell me. Marg'ret! Marg’ret! where has she
taken my baby? I want my baby—nothing more—nothing
but that.’

‘For the Lord’s sake, mem !’ said Katrin, ¢ ye are shivering
and trembling. Go back to your bed.’

¢Oh, my daurlin’!’ cried the weeping Beenie. ¢Oh, my
bonnie lamb, he’s just away with his father in the geeg. Ye
needna cry upon Marg’ret ; she’ll no hear you, for it’s just her
that’s taken him away !’

¢Oh, you born fool!’ Katrin cried, supporting her young
mistress with her arm.
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But Lily twisted out of her hold. She turned upon Beenie,
bringing her hands together wildly with a loud clap that startled
all the silences about like the sudden report of a pistol, and
then fell suddenly with a cry at their feet.

Since that moment she had not recovered consciousness.
Both of them knew by the force of experience how dangerous
a symptom in Lily’s condition is the strong convulsive shiver-
ing which had seized her, and for the greater part of that dread-
ful night before Sir Robert’s arrival they were both by her bed-
side striving with every kind of hot application to restore a
natural temperature. But when they had partially succeeded
in this, she still lay unconscious, sometimes agitated and dis-
turbed, flinging herself about, with her arms over her head, and
once or twice repeating, what filled them with horror, the ex-
traordinary clap together of her hands: sometimes quite still
and murmuring under her breath a continuous flow of inarticul-
ate words, but never conscious of them or their ministrations,
saying no word that had meaning in it. Sir Robert’s arrival
made a certain change, and left the weight of the nursing upon
Beenie, Katrin, with her many additional labours, being unable
to bear her share. They had already, however, had time for
several consultations on the subject which Sir Robert naturally
disposed of with so0 much ease, but which to the two women
was a much more serious matter—a doctor. Would not a
doctor divine at once with his keen, educated eyes what had
happened so recently? Would not he read as clearly asina
book what had been the beginning of Lily’s illness? She lay
helpless now, able to give them no assistance in disposing of
her—she, so wilful by nature, who had always got her own
way, so far at least as they were concerned. It filled them
with awe to look at her lying unconscious, and to feel that-her
fate was in their hands. What were they to do? They were
responsible for her life or death.

The doctor, when he came, listened with very small atten-
tion to Beenie’s long and confused story, chiefly made up from
things she had read and heard, of the causes of Lily’s illness.
Whatever the causes were, the result was clear enough. She
was in a high fever, her faculties all lost in that confusion of
violent illness which takes away at once all consciousness of
the present and all personal control. Fever was an impressive
word in those days, more alarming in some senses, less so in
others, than now. It was not mapped out and distinct, with its
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temperature charts and its well-known rules. There was not, so
far as I am aware, such a thing as a clinical thermometer known,
at least, not in ordinary practice ; and the word fever meant some-
thing dangerously ‘catching,’ something before which nurses fled,
and friends retired in dismay—which is not to say that those
who suffered from it were less sedulously guarded and taken
care of by their own people then than now. The first idea of
both Beenie and Katrin, however, was that it must be ¢catch-
ing,’ being fever, and Sir Robert when he was informed was
not much wiser. ¢Fever—where could she have got it?’ he
said, with a sudden thought of some wretched beggar
woman with a sick child who might have given it to the young
lady. ‘It is not a thing of that kind. You are thinking of
scarlatina or maybe typhus. Nothing of that sort. It does
not spring from infection. It is brain-fever,’ the medical man
said. ‘Brainfever!’ said Sir Robert, indignant, ‘there was
never anything of that kind in my family ;’ he took it as a re-
proach, as if the Ramsays had ever been a race subject to
disturbance in the brain.

But whatever they said, it mattered little to Lily. She lay
on her bed for hours together, moving her-restless head to and
fro, muttering inarticulate words, then pouring forth a stream
of vague discourse, through which their gleamed occasionally
a ray of meaning, a wild sudden demand, a flash of protest
and expostulation. ¢Not that! not him !’ she would sometimes
say, ¢ anything but him ;’ and the doctor making out as much as
this one day, believed that the poor girl had been refused
her lover, and that it was the sudden arrival of the uncle
who was hostile to them, which had brought on or precipitated
the trouble in her brain. Sometimes she would call for ¢ Mar-
g'ret, Marg’ret, Marg’ret I’ in accents now of impatience, now of
despair. And then he asked who Marg'ret was and why she
did not come, or rather ‘Which of you is Marg'ret?’ to the
confusion of the two women. ‘O, sir, neither her nor me,’
cried Beenie, ¢ neither her nor me ! but a woman that had some-
thing to do with her—in an ill moment.” ¢ Let her be sent for
then,’ he said peremptorily. Beenie and Katrin had a great
deal to bear. Knowing everything, they had to pretend they
knew nothing, to shake their heads and wonder why the patient
should utter words which were heartrending to them as betray-
ing the dreadful persistence of that impression of misery in her
mind which they understood so well. They gave themselves the

T
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comfort of exchanging a glance now and then, which was almost
all the mutual consolation they had. For Katrin was very
much occupied with the housekeeping and her work, and the
necessity for satisfying her master and his guests, who, knowing
nothing of Sir Robert’s family, and never having seen his niece,
did not propose to go away, as guests in other circumstances
would have done. And Sir Robert was very far from desiring
that they should go away. He was terrified to find himself
here alone, without even Lily’s company, and therefore said
very little of her illness. What difference could it make to her
if she never saw them, or heard of them, whether Sir Robert
had company or not? So Katrin laboured morning and«night
to feed with her best the party in the dining-room, and with
very imperfect help at first to look after all the wants of the
gentlemen, while Beenie, isolated in her mistress’s room, nursed
night and day the helpless, unconscious creature who required
so little yet needed so much care. These were not the days of
carefully regulated nursing, in which the most important matter
of all is the preservation of the nurse’s health and her meals
and hours of taking exercise. It was an age when the house-
hold was sufficient for itself, and the domestic nurse devoted
herself night and day to her charge, accepting all the risks and
fatigue as a matter of course. Beenie had no help and wanted
none. Sometimes for a moment’s refreshment she would go
down to the door, and breathe in a long draught of t resh
morning air, while Katrin stood by Lily’s bed trying to elicit from
r a look or sign of intelligence. But Beenie could not have
remained absent from her young mistress had the wisest of nurses
been there to take her place. ¢Na, na, I've taen care of her
a’ her days, and T’ll take care of her till the end,’ Beenie said,
when Katrin exhorted her to take a few minutes more of the
out-door freshness. ¢Hold your tongue, woman, with your
ends,’ cried Katrin ; ‘a young thing like that with a’ her life in
her! She will see us baith out.” ¢Oh, the Lord grant it,’ cried
Beenie, shaking her large head. ¢But how is she to live and
face the truth and ken all that’s happened, if ever she comes to
herself? She will just sit up in her bed and clap her two
hﬁnds together as she did yon dreadful night—and give up the
ghost.’
¢ God forgive him—for I canna,’ said Katrin, with a deep-
drawn breath.
‘And Marg'ret! What do you say to her, the deep design-
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ing woman, that had been planning it, naé doubt, all the
time.

¢ Marg'ret !’ cried Katrin with disdain, with the gesture of
throwing something too contemptible for consideration from
her. But she added, ‘There is just this to be said, we could
not have keepit the bairn. No possible, her so ill, and the
doctor about the house, and a wee thing that bid to have had
the air and could not be keepit silent, nor yet hid. Oh, mony’s
the thought I've had on that awful subject. It was the deed
of a villain, Beenie. Maybe God will forgive him, but never
me. And yet being done, it'’s weel that it was done.’

¢ Katrin !’ cried Beenie in dismay.

But something perhaps in their low-toned but vehement
conversation had caught some wandering and confused faculty
not entirely overwhelmed in Lily’s bosom. She began to call
out their names again with a wild appeal, ¢ Marg’ret, Marg’ret !’
above all the others, flinging out her arms and rising up in her
bed, as Beenie had described in her gloomy anticipations, as if
to give up the ghost.

And in this way days and weeks passed away. Lily’s fever
seemed to have become a natural part of the life of the house.
Robina seemed to herself unable to remember the time when she
went to bed at night and got up again in the morning like other
people, and had ordinary meals and went and came about the
house. And all the incidents that had gone before became dim.
If an answer had been demanded of her hurriedly she could
scarcely have ventured to affirm that any one of them had really
happened : the marriage cermony in the Manse parlour, the
meetings of the young husband and wife, and above all the last
tremendous event which had seemed in its turn to be of more
importance than anything else that ever had occurred. They
had all faded away into the background, while Lily, sometimes
pale as a ghost, sometimes flushed with the agitation of fever, lay
struggling between life and death. The doctor, an ordinary
village doctor, knew little of such maladies. He was reduced,
by his practical ignorance, to the passive position which is now
so often adopted by the highest knowledge. He watched the
patient with anxious and sympathetic eyes, naturally sorry for
a creature so young, with her girlish beauty fading like a
flower. He did not know what to do, and he wisely did
nothing. He had made, as was natural, many attempts to
find out how an attack so serious had been brought on. Had
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she received any great shock? Katrin and Beenie, looking at
each other, had answered cautiously that maybe it might be so,
but they could not tell. Had she suddenly heard any bad
news? Oh, yes, poor thing, she had done that, very bad news
that had just gone straight to her heart like the shot of a gun.
¢ But, doctor, you'll say nothing to Sir Robert of that’ The
doctor drew his own conclusions and satisfied himself. No
doubt the shock was the arrival of the old uncle. He had
heard something of the young gentleman who was always com-
ing and going, and that the two would make a bonnie couple,
if everything went right, though this good-natured speech was
accompanied by shakings of the head and prognostications of
dreadful things that might happen if everything went wrong.
The doctor nodded his head and made up his mind that he had
penetrated the affair. It would not even have shocked him to
hear that it had gone the length of a secret marriage. Private
marriages acknowledged late were not looked upon in Scotland
with very severe eyes. Both-law and custom excused them,
though in such a case as Lily’s it was strange that anything of
the kind should occur.

But it becomes of very little importance, when such a
malady has dragged along its weary course for weeks, what was
the cause of it. The rapid cures which a promise of happiness
works, in fiction at least, very seldom occur in life: and when
the spiritual part of the patient becomes lost, as it were, in the
hot running current of fevered blood, and the predominance
of the agitated body is complete over all the commotions of the
mind, it is vain to think of proposing remedies for the original
wrong, even if that were possible. Sir Robert now and then
paid a visit to his niece’s room, short and unwilling, dictated
solely by a sense of duty. He stood near the doorand looked
at her, tossing on her pillows, or lying as if dead in the apathy
of exhaustion, with an uneasy sense, partly that he was badly
used by Providence, partly that he might perhaps be par-
tially himself to blame, He had left her here very lonely—
perhaps it was a mistake in judgment; but then he had been

" entirely ignorant of the circumstances: and how could it be
said to be his fault? When she began to talk he could not
understand what she said—nor indeed could anyone in the
quickened and hurrying incoherence of the utterance—except
the cry of Marg'ret, Marg’ret, Marg’ret ! which still sometimes
came with a passion that made it intelligible from her lips.
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‘Who was Marg’ret?’ he asked, angrily. ‘I remember no
person of that name.’ ‘Marg’ret! Marg'ret! Marg'ret?!’
cried Lily again, her confused mind caught by his repetition of
the name. She flung herself towards the side of the bed which
‘was nearest the door, opening her eyes wide as if to see better,
and adding, with a cry of ecstasy, ‘She has brought him back
—she has brought him back !’ Sir Robert hurried away with a
thrill of alarm. Who was it that was to be brought back?
Who was the Marg'ret for whom she cried night and day?
Was it the mere delirium of her fever, or was something else
—something real and unknown—hidden below ?



CHAPTER XXXVI

IR ROBERT had not at this time a happy life His
friends went away at last, having exhausted the little
shootings of Dalrugas, and finding that social amuse-

ment of any kind was not to be found there—besides the ever-
present reason of ‘illness in the house,” why they should not out-
stay the limits of their invitation. And no one else came—why
should they, considering how very little inducement he had to
offer? This of itself was a hard confession for the proud old
man to make, who perhaps had been tempted now and then to
enchance at his club, or in his favourite society, those attrac-
tions of his little patrimony, which were so very different, as he
remembered them, from what they were now. John Duff, of
Blackscaur, made a call to say chiefly how sorry he was that he
could show no civilities to his neighbour, having only come to
a dismantled house for a few weeks’ shooting, his wife being
abroad. ‘I was glad to give a little sport to one of the young
Lumsdens last year, he said. ‘I heard he was a friend of
yours.” ‘No friend of mine!’ cried Sir Robert, suddenly re-
called by the name to the original cause, which he had more
than half forgotten, of Lily’s banishment. ¢Ah!’ cried John
Duff, indifferently, ¢it was a mistake then. Of course, I knew his
father.” This was the only social overture made to Sir Robert
Ramsay, and it carried with it a sting which gave him con-
siderable uneasiness. ‘Would the fellow have the audacity to
come after her here ?’ he asked himself. And he made up his
mind wrathfully, when Lily was better, to inquire into this
allusion. When Lily was better ! but he was still more angry
when any doubt was expressed on that subject. Katrin’s tear-
ful looks once or twice when the patient was worse he took as
a personal affront. He would not believe that Providence,
however hostile, could treat him so badlyas that.
294 .
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When he was in this lonely and unsatisfied state of mind,
a letter came for him one day from the Manse, begging him in
his charity to go and see the minister, who was unable to come
to him. ‘Ah! old Blythe,’ Sir Robert said. He would not
have thought very much of old Blythe in other days, but now
he remembered, not without pleasure, the good stories the
minister told, and the good company he was. ¢ Will Rory last
with me as far as the Manse?’ he said to Dougal. ‘Rory, Sir
Robert, he'll just last till the day o’ judgment,’ said Dougal.
¢T have no occasion for him so far as that !’ Sir Robert replied
sharply ; and he felt that it was not quite becoming his dignity
to ride into Kinloch-Rugas mounted upon a Highland pony :
but what can one do when there is no other way? The
minister sat as usual in his great chair by the fire, which burned
dully still, though the day was August. He said, ‘Come in,
Sir Robert, come ben! I'm very glad to see you, though it
is a long time since we met. You will, maybe, find the fire
too much at this time of the year, but you see I’'m a lameter
that cannot move out of my chair, and I never find it warm
enough for me.’

‘You should have a chair that you could move about and
get into the sun now and then ; that’s the only thing that warms
the blood—at our age.’

¢TI am years older than you. I consider you a fine trim and
trig, elderly young man.’

The minister laughed more cordially at this jest than Sir
Robert did. He did not like the faintest suggestion of ridicule.
It is true that he was trim and well-dressed, an example of
careful toilet and appearance beside the careless old heavy
form in the easy-chair. Mr Blythe had long- since ceased to
care what his appearance was. Sir Robert was ‘very particu-
lar’ and careful of every detail.

¢ And how are you liking your home-coming ?’ Mr Blythe
said. ‘It’s a trial and a risk when you have been away all the
best of your life. I'm doubting the auld Tower looks but small
to your eyes by what it did in the old days.’

*Things are changed certainly,” said Sir Robert, a little
stiffly, ¢ especially among the old neighbours. There used to
be plenty of society ; now there seems none, or next to none.’

¢ And that is true. The old folk are dead and gone ; the
young generation is changed, the lads go away and never come
back, the lasses marry into strange houses. It’s very true ; but
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you are just very fortunate like me, you have a child to your
old age; though you did not, like me, Sir Robert, take the
trouble to provide her for yourself.’

Sir Robert stared a little at this speech and then said, ‘It
you mean my niece Lily, Blythe, you probably know that she’s
very ill in bed and a cause of great anxiety, not of comfort,
to me.’

¢ Ay, ay,’ said the minister, ‘we had heard something, but
did not know it was so bad as that. But it will be a thing that
will pass by, just some chill she has got out on the moor, or
some other bit small matter. She has been very well and
blooming, a fine young creature all the time we bave had her
here.’

‘I am by no means sure,’ said Sir Robert, with a cloud on
his brow, ‘that I did not make a mistake in sending her here.
I had no intention to send her into a desert. My mind was
full of the old times when we were cheerful enough, as you
will remember, Blythe, whatever else we might be. There was
not much money going—nor perhaps luxury—but there was
plenty of company. However, I'm glad you have so good a
report to give of her. She’s neither well nor blooming, poor
lassie, now.’

The minister cleared his throat two or three times as if he
found it difficult to resume. ‘Sir Robert, he said, and then
made a pause, ‘I am not a man that likes to interfere. I have
as little liking for that part, as you or any man could have—to
be meddled with in what you will think your own affairs.’

Sir Robert stiffened visibly, uplifting his throat in the stiff
stock, which, in his easiest moment, seemed to hold him within
risk of strangulation. I fail to see,’ he said, ‘what there is in
my affairs that would warrant interference from you or any
man ; but if you've got anything to say, say it out.’

‘I meddle with nobody,’ said the minister as proudly, ‘unless
it.is for the young of the flock. I can scarcely call you one of
my flock, Sir Robert.’

¢ A gruesome auld tup, at the best, you’ll be thinking,’ said
Sir Robert, with a harsh laugh.

¢‘Man!’ said the minister, ‘at the least of it we are old
friends. We know each other’s mettle: if we quarrel it'll do
little good or harm to anybody. And if you like to fling off
in a fit you must just do it. What I've got to say is just this:
Women folk are hard to manage for them that are not used
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to them. I've not just come as well out of it as I would have
liked myself; and that little thing up at Dalrugas is a tender
bit creature. She has blossomed like the flowers when she
has been let alone, and never lost heart, though she has had
many a dull day. Do not cross the lassie above what she
is able to bear. If you're still against the man she likes her-
self, for the love of God, Robert Ramsay, force no other upon
her, as you hope to be saved !’

The old minister was considerably moved, but this did not
perhaps express itself in the most dignified way. What with
the fervour of his mind and the heat of the fire, and the little
gnusual exertion, the perspiration stood in great drops on his

TOow.

¢ This is a very remarkable appeal, Blythe,’ said Sir Robert.
¢ I force another man upon her! Granted there is one she
likes herself, as you seem so sure—though I admit nothing of
my own knowledge—am I a man to force a husband down
any woman’s throat?’

‘I will beg your pardon humbly if I'm wrong,’ said Mr
Blythe, subdued, wiping the moisture from his face,  but if you
think a moment you will see that appearances are against you.
We heard of your arriving in a hurry with a young gentleman
in your train ; and then there came the news Miss Lily was ill
—she that had stood out summer and winter against that soli-
tude and never uttered a word—that she should just droop the
moment that it might have been thought better things were
coming, and company and solace—Sir Robert, I ask you—’

¢ To believe that it was all out of terror of me!’ cried Sir
Robert, who had risen up and was pacing angrily about the

- room. ‘Upon my word, Blythe, you reckon on an old soldier’s
self-command above what is warranted! Me, her nearest re-

- lation, that have sheltered and protected her all her life—do
you mean to insinuate that Lily is ill and has a brainfever out
of dread of me?’

¢If you brought another man to her, knowing her wishes
were a different way, and- bid her take him or to be turned out.
of your doors !’

" Sir Robert was not a man who feared anything. He stood
before the minister’s very face and swore an oath that would
have blown the very roof off the house had Mr Douglas, the
assistant and successor, sat in that chair. Mr Blythe was a
man of robust nerves, yet it impressed even him. ‘7 force a
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young man down a lassie’s throat !’ cried Sir Robert, in great
wrath, indignation and funious derision. ¢ Me make matches or
mar them! Is’t the decay of your faculties, Blythe, your old
age, though you're not much older than I am, or what is it
that makes you launch such an accusation at me?’

‘There’s nothing decayed about me but my legs,’ said the
old minister, with half a jest. ‘I’ll beg your pardon heartily,
Sir Robert, if it’s not true.’

‘You deserve no explanations at my hands,’ said the other,
‘but I'll give them for the sake of old times. The young man
was a chance acquaintance for a week’s shooting. I'll perhaps
never see him again, nor did he ever set eyes on Lily. And I
have not exchanged a word with her since I came back.
She knows me not—from you or from Adam. Blythe, she
is very ill, the poor lassie. She knows neither night nor
day.’
‘Lord bless us !’ said the minister, and then he put forth
his large soft hand. ‘I beg your pardon,’ he said. ‘See how
little 2 thing makes a big lie and slander when it’s taken the
wrong way. I was deceived, but I hope youlll forgive. In
whose hands is she ?—what doctor? There’s no great choice
here.’ .

‘A man from the other side of the water,’ said Sir Robert,
in the old phraseology of the countryside. ¢Macalister, I
think.’

‘Well, it’s the best you can do here. Our man’s a cleverer
man, if you could ever be sure of finding him with his head
clear. But Macalister is an honest fellow. I would not say
but I would have a man from Edinburgh if it was me.’ ’

‘Do you think so?’ said Sir Robert.

¢If it was my Eelen—Lord, it’s no one, but half-a-dozen
m n I'd have from Edinburgh before I'd see her slip through
my fingers. But there’s nothing like your own very flesh and
blood’

¢I will write at once,’ cried Sir Robert.

‘I would send a man—the post’s slow. I would send a
man by the coach that leaves to-night: for an hour lost you
might repent all the days of your life, Robert Ramsay,’ said
the minister, once more grasping and holding fast, in his large,
limp, but not unvigorous hand, the other old gentleman’s firm
and hard one. ¢ Just bear with me for another word : if she’s
hanging between life and death—and you know not what may
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happen—and if there is 2 man in Edinburgh she would rather
see than any doctor—for the love of God, man, don’t do things
by halves, but send for him too.’

‘ What the deevil do you mean, with your “man in Edin-
burgh”?’ Sir Robert said, with a shout, drawing his hand
forcibly away.

He rode home upon Rory, much discomfited and dis-
turbed. It is scarcely too much to say that he had forgotten
much or almost all about Ronald Lumsden in the long in-
terval that had occurred, during which he was fully occupied
with his own life, and indifferent to what took place else-
where. He had sent Lily off to Dalrugas to free her from the
assiduities of a young fellow who was not a proper match for
her. That is how Sir Robert would have explained it: and
he had never entertained a doubt that, what with the fickle-
ness of youth and the cheerful company about, Lily had for-
gotten her unsuitable suitor long ago. But to have it even
imagined, by the greatest old fool that ever was, that Lily’s
terror of being obliged by her uncle to accept another man
had upset her very brain and brought on a deadly fever, was
too much to be borne. And old Blythe was not an old fool,
though he had behaved like one. If he thought so, other
people would think so, and he—Robert Ramsay, General,
K.C.B.—a man almost as well known as the Prince of
Wales himself, a member of the best clubs, an authority on
every social usage, he, the venerated of Edinburgh, the familiar
of London, he would be branded, in a miserable hole in the
country, with the character of a domestic tyrant, with the still
more contemptible character of a match-maker, like any old
woman! Sir Robert’s rage and annoyance were increased by
the consciousness that he was not himself cutting at all a digni-
fied figure on the country road, mounted upon Rory, for whom
his legs were too long (though he was not a tall man), and his
temper too short. Rory tossed his shaggy head to the winds,
and did battle with his master, when the pace did not please
him. He all but threw the old gentleman, who was famed for
his horsemanship. And it was in the last phase of exaspera-
tion, having dismounted, and, with a blow of his light switch,
sent Rory careering home to his stable riderless, that Sir
Robert encountered the doctor returning from his moming’s
visit. Mr Macalister’s face was grave. He turned back at
once, and eagerly desiring, he said, a few minutes’ conversa-
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tion. ‘I cannot well speak to you with your people and those
women always about.’ :

‘I am afraid then,’ said Sir Robert, ‘you have something
very serious to say.’

fMaybe—and maybe not. In the first place, there are
indications this morning of a change—we will hope for the
better. The pulse has fallen. There’s been a little natural
sleep. I would say in an ordinary subject, and with no com-
plications, that perhaps, though we must not just speak so con-
fidently at the first moment—the turn had taken place.’

‘I'm delighted to hear it,’ cried Sir Robert. It was really
so great a relief to him that he put out his hand in sudden
cordiality. ‘I will never forget my obligations to you,
Macalister. You have given me the greatest relief. When
the turn bas really come there is nothing, I've always heard,
but great care wanted—care and good food and good air.’

¢ That was just what I wanted to speak to you about, Sir
Robert,’ said the doctor, with one of those little unnecessary
coughs that mean mischief. ¢Good air there is—she could not
have better: and good food, for I've always heard your house-
keeper is great in that : and good nursing—well, yon woman, that
is, your niece’s maid, Bauby or Beenie, or whatever they call her,
is little more than a fool, but she’s a good-hearted idiot, and
sticks to what she’s told—when there’s nobody to tell her dif-
ferent. So we may say there’s good care. But when that’s
said, though it’s a great deal, everything is not said.’

‘Ay,’ said Sir Robert, ‘and what may there be beyond
that?’. He had become suspicious after his experiences,
though it did not seem possible that from such a quarter
there should come any second attack.

‘I'm very diffident,’ said the doctor, in his strong, Northern
accent, with his ruddy, weather-beaten countenance cast down
in his embarrassment, ¢ of mentioning anything that’s not what
ye might call strictly professional, or taking advantage of a
medical man’s poseetion. But when a man has a bit tender’
creature to deal with, like a flower, and that has just come
through a terrible illness—the grand thing to ask will be, Sir
Robert, not if she has good food -and good nursing, which is
what is wanted in most cases, but just something far more
hard to come at—if she’s wanting to live.’

‘Wanting to live!’ cried Sir Robert. ¢ What nonsense are
you speaking ? A girl of that age.
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¢It’s just precisely that age that fashes me. Older folk
have got more used tait: living’s a habit with the like of us:
we just find we must go on, whatever happens: but a young
lass is made up of fancies and veesions. She says to herself:
“I would like better a bonnie green turf in the kirkyard than
all this fighting and striving,” and just fades away because she
has no will to take things up again. I’ve seen cases like that
before now.’

¢ And what’s my part in all this?’ cried Sir Robert. ‘You
come to me with your serious face as if I had some hand in
it. What can I do?’

¢Well, Sir Robert,’ said the doctor, ¢ that is what I cannot
tell. I’m not instructed in your affairs—nor do I wish to be:
but if there is anything in this young lady’s road that crosses
her sorely—the state of the brain that made this attack so
dangerous evidently came from some mental shock—if it’s
within the bounds of possibility, that you can give in to her,
do so, Sir Robert. I am giving you a doctor’s advice—not a
private man’s that has nothing ado with it. If you can give
her her own way, which is dear to us all, and more especially
to women folk, give it to her, Sir Robert! It will be her best
medicine. Or if you cannot do that, let her think you will do
it—let her think you will do it! It's lawful to deceive even in
a case like this—to save her life.’

‘You are trying to make me think, doctor, that my niece
has been pretending to be ill at this time, in order to get her
own way.’

‘You may think that if you like, Sir Robert. It’s a pre-
tending that has nearly cost you a funeral, and I will not say
may not do so yet—but me, out of my own line, my know-
ledge is very imperfect. You know your own affairs best.
But you cannot say I have not warned you of the con-
sequences,” Dr Macalister said.

All the world seemed in a conspiracy against Sir Robert.
He took off his hat formally to the doctor, who responded,
somewhat overawed by such a solemn civility. What was it
that this man, a stranger, supposed him to be doing to Lily?
It was ridiculous, it was absurd ! first old Blythe, and then the
doctor. He had never done any harm to Lily : he had stopped
a ridiculous love-affair, a boy and girl business with a young
fellow who had not a penny. He did not mean his money to
go to fit out another lot of long-legged Lumsdens, a name he
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could not bear. No, he had done no more than was his right,
which he would do again to-morrow, if necessary. But then
in the meantime here was another question. Her life, a
lassie’s life! Nothing was ever more ridiculous: her life de-
pending on what lad she married, a red-headed one, or a
black-headed one, the silly thing! But nevertheless, it
seemed it was true. Here was the doctor, a serious man—
and old Blythe, both in a story: well, if she were dying for
her lad, the foolish tawpy, he would have to see what could
be done. To think of a Ramsay, the last of his race, follow-
ing her passions like that! But it would be some influence
from the other side, from the mother, James’s wife, who, he
had always heard, was not over wise.

He was turning over these thoughts in his mind the next
day as he approached close to the house, when he was suddenly
aware of someone flying out towards him with arms extended
and a lock or two of red hair dropped out of all restraint and
streaming in the wind. Beenie had waited and watched and
lived half in a dream, never sleeping, scarcely eating, absorbed
in that devotion which has no bounds, for the last six weeks.
Her trim aspect, her careful neatness, her fresh and cheerful
air had faded in the air of the sick-room : combs do not hold,
nor pins attach after such a long vigil. She flew out, running
wildly towards him with arms extended and hair streaming
until, unable to stop herself, she fairly ran into the old
gentleman S arms.

‘Oh, Sir Robert,” cried Beeme, gasping and trying to
recover her breath, but too far gone for any apology, ‘she’s
come to herself! She’s as weak as water, and white as death.
But she’s come to herself, and she’s askin’ for you. She’s
crying upon you, and no to be silenced. “I am wanting
Uncle Robert, I am wanting Uncle Robert.” No breath to
speak, and no strength to utter a voice, but come to hersel’,
come to hersel’! And, oh! the Lord knows if it’s for death
or life: for none of us can tell.’



CHAPTER XXXVII

HEN Sir Robert went in somewhat reluctantly to

Lily’s room—for he was not accustomed to illness,

and did not know what to do or say, or even how

to look in a sick-room—he found her fully conscious, very

white, very worn, her eyes looking twice their usual size and

full of that wonderful translucent clearness which exhaustion

gives. Her face, he did not know why, disposed the old

gentleman to shed tears, though he was very far indeed from

having any inclination that way in general. There was a

smile upon it, a smile of wistful appeal to him, such a claim

upon his sympathy and help, as perhaps no other human
creature had ever made before.

‘Uncle,” she cried, holding out two thin hands which
seemed whiter than the mass of white linen about her.
‘Uncle Robert! oh! are you there? I have been an ill
bairn to you, Uncle Robert. I have not been faithful nor
true. You sent me here for my good, and I've turned it to
harm. But you're my only kin and my only friend, and all
that I have in the world.’

¢Lily, my dear, compose yourself, my poor lassie. I am
not blaming you; why should I blame you? When you
were ill what could you do but lie in your bed and be taken
care of >—Woman, have ye no sense? She is not fit yet to
be troubled with visits, you might have seen that.’

¢Oh, Sir Robert, and so I did! But how could I cross
her, when she just said without ceasing, “I want my uncle;
I want to see my uncle,” She was not to be crossed, the
doctor said.’

It was not Beenie’s fault” Lily stretched out her hands
till they reached her uncle’s, who stood by her bedside, yet
as far off as he could, not to appear unkind. He was a little

303
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horrified by the touch of those hot hands. She threw herself
half out of the bed to reach him, and caught his hard and
bony old hand, so firm still and strong, between those white
quivering fingers, almost fluid in their softness, which enveloped
his with a sudden heat and atmosphere, so strange and
unusual, that he retreated still a step, though he could not
withdraw his hand.

‘Uncle Robert, you will not forsake me,” Lily. cried. ‘I
have only you now, I have only you. I have been’ill to you,
but oh, be good to me! I am a very lonely woman, I have
nobody. I have put my trust in—other things, and they have
all failed me! I've had a long dream and now I've awakened.
Uncle Robert, I have nobody but you in all the wo:1d.’

‘Now, Lily, you must just compose yourself, my dear.
Who thought of forsaking you? Itis certain that you are my
only near relation, Your father was my only brother. What
would ail me at you? My poor lassie, just let yourself be
covered up, and put your arms under the clothes and try if
you cannot sleep a little. A good sleep would be the best
thing for her, Robina, wouldn’t you say? Compose yourself,
compose yourself, my dear.’

Lily still clung to his hand, though he tried so hard tq
withdraw it from her hold. ‘And I will be different,’ she said.
‘You will never need to complain of me more. My visions
and my dreams, they are all melted away, like the snow yon
winter time, when my head was just carried and I did not
know what I was doing. Oh, I have been ill to you, ill to
you! Eaten your bread and dwelt in your house and been
a traitor to you. If they tell you, oh, Uncle Robert, do not
believe I was so bad as that. I never meant it, I never in-
tended—it was a great delusion—and it is me that has the
worst to bear.’

‘Robina,’ cried Sir Robert, ‘this will never do. What dis-
jointed nonsense has the poor thing got into her head? She
will be as bad as ever if you do not take care. No more of
it, no more of it, Lily. You've been very ill, you must be
quiet, and don’t trouble your head about anything. As for your
old uncle, he will stand by you, my poor lassie, whatever you
may have done—not that I believe for a moment you have
done anything.’ He was greatly relieved to get his hand free.
He went so far as to cover her shoulders with the bedclothes,
and to give a little pat upon the white counterpane. Poor
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little thing! Her head was not right yet. Great care must
be taken of the poor lassie. He had heard they were fond of
accusing themselves of all kinds of crimes after an attack of
this sort.

‘I suppose the doctor will be coming to-day?’ he said to
Beenie, as he hastily withdrew towards the door.

¢It’s very near his hour, Sir Robert.’

‘That’s well, that’s very well. Keep her as quiet as you
can, that's the great thing, and tell her from me that she is
not to trouble her head about anything—about anything, mind,’
said Sir Robert, with an emphasis which had no real meaning,
though it awakened a hundred alarms in Beenie’s mind. She
thought he must have been told, he must have found out
something of the history of these past months. But, indeed,
the old gentleman knew nothing at all, and meant nothing
but to express, more or less in the superlative, his conviction
that poor Lily was still under the dominion of her delusions,
and that it was her fever, not herself, which brought from her
lips these incomprehensible confessions. He understood that
it was often so in these cases; probably if he had let her go
on she would have confessed to him that she had tried to
murder—Dougal, say, or somebody else equally likely. The
“only thing was to keep her quiet, to impress upon her that she
was not to trouble her head about anything, not about any-
thing, in the strongest way in which that assurance could
be put.

lilly lay quite still for a long time after Sir Robert had
escaped from the room. She was very weak and easily
exhausted, but happily the weakness of both body and brain
dulled, except at intervals, the active sense of misery, and
even the memory of those events which had ravaged her life.
She was still quite quiet when the doctor came, and smiled at
him with the faint smile of recovered consciousness and
intelligence, though with scarcely a movement as she lay on
her pillows, recovered, yet so prostrated in strength, that she
lay like one cast up by the waves, half dead, unable to struggle
or even to lift a finger for her own help. A much puzzled
man was the doctor who had brought her successfully through
this long and dreadful illness, but whose mind had been sorely
exercised to account for many things which connected this
malady with what had gone before. That he divined a great
deal of what had gone before, there was little doubt ; but he

u
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had no light upon Lily’s real position, and his heart was sore
for a young creature, a lady, in such sore straits and with,
probably, a cloud hanging over her which would spoil her
entire life. And he was a prudent man, and asked no
questions which he was not compelled to ask. Had it been
a village girl, he would have formed his conclusions with less
hesitation, and felt less deeply; but it was a very different
matter with Sir Robert Ramsay’s niece, who would be judged
far more severely and lose much more than any village maiden
was likely to do. Poor girl! he tried as best he could, like
a good man as he was, to save her as much as possible even
from the suggestion of any suspicion. ‘What has she been
doing? You have allowed her to do too much,’ he said.

¢She would see her uncle, doctor: she just insisted that
she would see Sir Robert. If I had crossed her in that, would
it no have been just as bad?’

The white face on the pillow smiled faintly and breathed,
rather than said, ¢ It was my fault.’

¢And he said she was not to trouble herself about ainy-
thing, not about ainything, doctor—and that was a comfort
to her: she was so vexed, him coming for the first time to
his ain house, and her no able to welcome him, nor do any-
thing for him.’

‘That’s a very small matter: she must think of that no
more. What you have to do now, Miss Ramsay, is just to
think of nothing—to trouble your head about nothing, as
Sir Robert judiciously says—to take what you can in the way
of nourishment, and to sleep as much as you can, and to think
about nothing. I absolutely proheebit thinking,’ he said,
bending over her with a smile. She was so touching a sight
in her great weakness, and with even his uncertain perception
of what was behind and before her, that the moisture came
into the honest doctor’s eyes.

Lily gave him another faint smile, and shook her head,
if that little movement on the pillow could be called shaking
her head, and then he gave Beenie her instructions, and with
a perplexed mind, proceeded to the interview with Sir Robert,
to which he had been summoned. He did not know what
he would say to Sir Robert if his questions were of a pene-
trati‘rl!g kind. But Sir Robert’s questions were not penetrating
at all.

‘She has been havering to me, poor lassie,” said the old
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gentleman, ‘about being alone in the world and with nobody
but me to look after her. It is true enough. We have no
relations, either her or me, being the last of the family. But
why should she think I would forsake her? And she says
she has been an ill bairn to me, and other things that have
just no sense in them. But that’s a common thing, doctor?
is it not quite a common thing that people coming out of
such an illness take fancies that they have done all sorts of
harm?’ :

‘The commonest thing in the world,’ said the doctor cheer-
fully. ¢Did she say she had stolen your gear, or broken into
your strong box ?’ T

* There is no saying what she would have said, if T had let
her go on,” said Sir Robert, with a laugh, ‘though indeed I
was nearer crying than laughing to see her so reduced. But all
that will come right in time?’

‘It will all come right in time. She’s weaker than I like to
see, and you must send for me night or day, at any moment, if
there is any increase of weakness. But I hope better things.
Leave her to the women : they’re very kind and not so silly as
might reasonably be expected. Don’t go near her, if I might
advise you, Sir Robert.’

‘Indeed I will obey you there,” said the old gentleman ; ‘no
fear of that. I can do her no good, poor thing, and why should
I trouble both her and myself with useless visits? No, no, I
will take care of that.’

And the doctor went away anxious but satisfied. If there
was a story to tell, it was better that the poor girl should tell
it, at least when she was full mistress of herself—not now, be-
trayed by her weakness, when she might say what she would
regret another time.

But Lily asked no more for Sir Robert. It was but the first
impulse of her suddenly awakened mind. She relapsed into
the weakness which was all the greater for that brief outburst,
and lay for days conscious and so far calm, that she had no
strength for agitation, often sleeping, seldom thinking, wrapped
by nature in a dream of exhaustion, through which mere emo-
tion could not pierce. And thus youth and the devoted at-
tendance of her nurses brought her through at last. It was
October when she first rose from her bed, an advance in recovery
which the women were anxious to keep back as long as pos-
sible, while the doctor, on the other hand, pressed it anxiously.
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¢ She will lose all heart if she is kept like this, with no real sign
of improvement,” he said. *Get her up—if it's only for an hour
it will do her good.’

‘It will bring it all back,’ said Beenie, in despair. She
stopped herself next moment with a terrified glance at him : but
he knew how to keep his own counsel. And he gave no further
orders on this subject. Lily, however, was not to be restrained.
When she was first led into the drawing-room, she went to the
window and looked out long and with a stedfast look upon the
moor. It had faded out of the glory of heather which had
covered it everywhere when she last looked upon that scene.
Nearly two months were over since that day, that wonderful
day of fate. Lily looked out upon the brown heather still
with here and there a belated touch of colour upon the end of
the long stalks rustling with the brown husks of the withered
bells. The rowan trees gave here and there a gleam of scarlet
or a touch of bright yellow in the scanty leaves, ragged with
the wind, which were almost as bright as the berries. The in-
tervals of turf were emerald green, beginning to shine with the
damp of coming winter. The hills rose blue in the noonday
warmth with that bloom upon them, like a breaking forth of
some efflorescence responsive to the light, which comes in the
still sunshine, disturbed by no flying breezes. Lily looked long
upon the well-known landscape which she knew by heart in
every variation, resisting with great resolution the endeavours
of Beenie to draw her back from that perilous outlook.

¢ Oh, look nae mair, my bonnie leddie,” Beenie said. ‘You've
seen it mair than enough, that awfu’ moor.”

‘What ails you at the moor, Robina?’ Sir Robert said,
coming briskly in. ‘You are welcome back, my dear, you are
welcome back to common life. Don’t stand and weary yourself,
I will bring you a chair to the window. I'm glad, Lily, that
you're fond of the moor.’

Lily turned to him with the same overwhelming smile which
had nearly made an end of Sir Robert before, which shone from
her pale face and from her wide, lucid, liquid eyes, still so
large and bright with weakness—but she did not wait for him
to bring her a chair to the window. She tottered to one that
had been placed for her near the fire, which, however bright the
day, was always necessary at Dalrugas. *I am better here,’ she
said. She looked so fragile seated there opposite to him, that
the old gentleman’s heart was moved.
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¢My poor lassie: I would give something to see you as
bright-faced and as light-footed as when you came here.’

¢ Ah, that’s so long ago,’ she said. ‘I was light-hearted too,
and perhaps light-headed then. I am not light in any way now,
except perhaps in weight. It makes you very serious to live
night and day and never change, upon the moor.’

‘Do you think so, Lily? I'm sorry for that. I thought
you were so fond of the moor. They told me you were out
upon it when you were well, rambling and taking your pleasure
all the day.’

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘it’s always bonnie—the heather is grand
in its time, and it’s fine too in the grey days, when the hills are
all wrapped in their grey plaids, and a kind of veil upon the
moor. But it cannot answer, Uncle Robert, when you speak,
or give you back a look or say a word.’

‘That's true, that’s true, Lily. I was thinking only that
it'’s a peaceful place, and quiet, where an old man like me
can get his sleep in peace—though there’s that Dougal
creature with his pails and pony that is aye stirring by the
skreigh of day.’

*The pony was a great diversion,’ said Lily, ‘and Dougal
too, who was always very kind to me.’

‘Kind ! it was his bounden duty, the least he could do.
I would like to know how he would have stood before me
if he had not been kind and far more to the only child of
the old house.’

*Thank you, Uncle Robert, said Lily, ‘for saying so:
they were all kind, and far more than kind. They have just
been devoted to me, and thought of nothing but to make me
happy. You will think of that—in case that anything should
hanpen.’

¢Lily,” said Sir Robert, with an angry tone, ‘I'm thinking
you’re both ungrateful and unkind yourself. God has spared
you and brought you back out of a dreadful illness, and these
two women have nursed you night and day, and though I
could do little for you, having no experience that way, yet
perhaps I've felt all the more—and here are you speaking of
“anything that might happen,” as if you had not just been
delivered out of the jaws of death.’

‘Yes, I am very grateful,’ said Lily, holding out her thin
hand, ‘to both them and you,-Uncle Robert, and most of all
to you, for it was out of your way indeed: but as for God
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I am not sure that I am grateful to Him, for He might have
taken me out of all the trouble while he was at it—and that
would have been the best for us all. But,’ she added, looking
up suddenly with one of her old quick changes of feeling
and countenance, ‘how should you think I meant dying?
There are many many things that might happen besides that.
I might go away, or you might send me away.’

‘I’ll not do that, Lily.

¢ How do you know, Uncle Robert? You sent me away
once before, when you sent me here. You might do it again
—or what is more, I might ask you—Oh, Uncle Robert, let
me go away a little, let me leave the sight of it, and the loneli-
ness that has broken my heart!’ Lily put her transparent
hands together and looked at him with a pathetic entreaty in
her face. '

‘Go away,’ he said, startled, ‘as soon as I come here—the
first time you.come into the drawing-room, to ask that !’

‘It is true,’ said Lily; ‘it’s ungrateful, oh, it’s without
heart, it’s unkind, Uncle Robert, as you say; but only for a
little while, till I get a little better. I will never get better
here.’

¢ This is a great disappointment to me,” he said. ‘I thought
I would have you, Lily, to keep me company. I thought you
would be my companion and take care of me for a year or two.
I am not likely at my age to trouble anybody for very long,’
he added with a half conscious appeal for sympathy.

‘And so I will said Lily, ‘I will be your companion. I
will be at your side to do whatever you please, to read or to
write, to walk or to talk. I will look for nothing else in this
world, and I will never leave you, Uncle Robert, and there is
my hand upon that. But I must be well first, she added
rapidly. ‘And I wiil never get well here. Oh, let me go!
If it was but for a week, for a fortnight, for two or three days.
Is it not always said of ill folk that when they get better they
must have a change? Let me have a change, Uncle Robert !
I want to look out at something that is not the moor. Oh,
how long, how long, if you will only think of it, I have been
looking at nothing but the moor. I am tired, tired of the
moor. Oh, I am wearied of it! I have liked it well, and I
will come back and like it again. But for a little while, uncle,
only for a little while, let me go away from the moor.’
~ ¢Isit so long a time?’ he said. ‘I was not aware you had
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been here so long a time—why, it is not two years! If you
think two years is a long time, Lily, wait till you know what
life is, and that a year’s but a moment when you look back
upon it.’

‘It looks like a hundred years to me,’ she said, ¢and before
I can look back as you do it will be a hundred years more.
And how am I to bear them all without a break or a rest? If
I were even like you, a soldier marching here and there, with
your colours flying and your drums beating ! but what has a
woman to do but to sitand think and count the days? Uncle
Robert,” she said, putting her hand on his arm as he stood
near her, with his back to the fire, ‘I’m not unwilling at all to
die. I would never have minded if it had been so. I would
have asked for nothing but a warm green turf from the moor,
and, maybe, a bush of heather at my feet. But it has not
ended like that which would have been God’s doing—only I
will never get well unless I get away, unless I breathe other
air : and if you refuse me, that will be your doing,’ she cried,
with something of her old petulance and fire.

‘Did the doctor say anything about this change?’ Sir
Robert asked Beenie, with a cloud upon his face.

‘He said she was to be crossed in naething,’ Beenie
replied.



CHAPTER XXXVIII

HEN it was settled that Lily was to have the change
upon which she insisted, her health improved day
by day—and with the increase of her strength, or

perhaps as the real fountain-head and cause of her increased
strength, her elasticity of spirit returned to her, By one of
those strange gifts of temperament which triumph over every-
thing that humanity can encounter, this young creature, over-
whelmed by so many griefs, a deserted wife, a mother whose
child had been torn from her, her secret life so full of incidents
and emotion ending all at once in a blank—became, in the
added grace of her weakness, and of the spirit and courage
which overcame it, as sweet a companion to her old uncle, as
full of variety and freshness as heart could desire. He indeed
had never known such company before. She had been
younger by an age when she left him in Edinburgh, less
developed, half a child at least in his eyes—and he had been
surrounded by company and cronies of his own of a very
different character. But now in this lonely spot where there
was nobody, Lily rising from her sick bed, with her eyes still
large in their white sockets, her hands still transparent, her
touch and her step still tremulous with weakness, became his
diversion, his delight, making the long, lonely days short, and
even the rain supportable when it swept against the narrow
windows, and intensified the brightness of the fireside and the
pleasant talk, or even. when there was no talk, the sense of
companionship within. Sometimes Lily would fall asleep in
the afternoon or at the falling of the day, unawares in the
feebleness of her convalescence, and perhaps these were the
moments in which most of all the old man of the world felt
completely what this companionship was. He would lay

down his paper or his book and look at her, the light of the
312
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fire playing on her face, giving it a faint touch of rose and dis-
simulating the deep shadows under the eyes—feeling to his
heart that most intimate confidence and trust in him, the
reliance almost unconscious of a child, the utter dependence
and weakness which could put up no barriers of the conventional,
nor stop to think what would be agreeable : these things found
out secret crevices in Sir Robert’s armour, of which neither he
nor anyone else had dreamt. The water stood in his eyes as
he looked at her, saying,  Poor lassie, poor little lassie,’ secretly
in his heart. She was as good company then, though she did
not know it, as when she started from her brief sleep and
exerted herself to make him talk, to make him laugh, to feel
himself the most interesting of raconteurs and delightful of
companions. Many people had flattered Sir Robert in his day
—he had been important enough in much of his life for that—
but he had never found flattery so sweet as Lily’s demands
upon the stores of his long experience : her questions upon his
history, her interest in what he told her. It was not only that
she was herself such a companion as he had not dreamt of, but
that he never had been aware before what excellent company
he himself was. He almost grudged to see her growing
stronger, though he rejoiced in it from the bottom of his old,
world-worn heart.

¢And so you are going to leave me, Lily: you've settled it
all, that Robina-woman and you—and you're off in two days
seeking adventures?’

‘Yes, uncle—in two days—but only for a little while.’

¢ Without a thought of an old man left desolate—upon the
edge of the moor.’

‘Yes, with a thought that is very pleasant—that there’s
somebody here wanting me back—’ she paused 2 moment
with a faint sigh and added, ‘and that I am coming back too,
in a little while. And then, as for the moor, it is full of
diversion. You’re never lonely watching the clouds and the
shadows and all the changes ; I have had much experience of
it, Uncle Robert—two years—that were sometimes long, long.

¢TI never knew,’ said Sir Robert, a little abashed, ‘how
lonely it was, Lily, and that all the old neighbours were gone.
I pictured you surrounded with young folk, and as merry as
the day was long.’

‘It was not exactly that,” she said with a smile, and then
her face changed as it did from moment to moment like the
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moor which she loved, yet hated—shadows flying over it as
swift, as sudden, and as deep. ‘But it’s all past and why
should we think more of it? When I come back, Uncle
Robert, we'll be cheery, you and me together by the fireside
all the winter through, and never ask whether there are neigh-
bours or not—or other folk in the world.’

‘I would not go so far as that,’ said the old gentleman.
‘ We'll get the world to come to us, Lily, a small bit at a time.
But you have never told me where you are going when you
leave me here.’

‘ To Edinburgh,’ she said.

‘To Edinburgh! I thought you had consulted with the
doctor, and were going to the sea-side or to the Bridge of Allan,
or some of the places where invalids go.’

¢Uncle,’ said Lily, ‘I have been two years upon the moor
—and in all that time I have not got a new gown, nor a
bonnet, nor anything whatsoever. Oh, yes, we will go to the
sea, or the Bridge of Allan, or to some place like that. But
we are not fit to be seen, neither Beenie nor me. You do not
take these things into consideration. You think when I speak
to you like a rational creature that I am above the wants of
my kind-—but rational or not, a woman must always have some
clothes to wear.’

Sir Robert laughed and clapped his hands. ¢ Bravo! Lily,’
he cried, ¢you cannot do better, my dear, than own you’re just
a woman and are as fond of your finery as the rest. By all
means then go to Edinburgh and fit yourself out—but do not
stay there, go out to Portobello, if you do not care to go
further, or a little more to the West where it’s milder, and you
will get a warm blink before the winter sets in. And that
reminds me that you will want money, Lily.’

‘A good deal of money, Uncle Robert,’ she said with a
smile. *You know I have had none for two years.’

It was with a sensation of shame that he heard her allusions
to those two years, and perhaps Lily was aware of it. She
wanted money, she wanted freedom, and that her steps should
not be watched nor her movements constrained. And the old
gentleman was startled and humiliated when he realised that
his heiress, his only relation, his brother’s child, had been
banished to this wilderness without a shilling in her pocket,
or a friend to help her. He could not imagine how he could
have forgotten so completely her existence or her claims upon
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him, and right to his support. He was glad to wipe that re-
collection from his own mind as well as hers by his liberality
now. And Lily received from him an order upon his ‘man
of business’ in Edinburgh, for an amount which seemed to
her almost fabulous—for she knew nothing of money, had
never had any, nor required it, although when she retired to
her room with that piece of paper in her hand which meant
so much, the reflection of what might have happened and
what she could have done had she only at any time during
these two years possessed as much or half as much, came upon
her with almost a convulsive sense of opportunities lost. She
flung herself upon Beenie’s shoulder when she reached the
safe shelter of her room, where it was no longer necessary to
keep herself up and make a smile for her uncle. ¢Oh,
Beenie,’” she cried, ‘if he had given me the half of that before,
or the quarter | how everything might have been changed.’

¢Oh, mem, my bonnie leddy,’ cried Beenie, who never
now addressed her mistress as Miss Lily, ¢it’s little, little that
siller can do.’

Anger flashed in Lily’s eyes. ‘It could just have done
everything !’ she said. ‘Do you think I would have been put
off, and off, if I could have put my hand in my pocket and
taken the coach and gone, you and me, to see to everything
ourselves? Oh! many a time I have wished for it, and longed
for it—but what could we do, you and me, and nothing,
nothing, to take us there? Oh, never say siller can do little.
It might have spared us all that’s happened—think! all that’s
happened ! I might be thinking now, as I thought yon New
Year’s time in the snow. I might be as sure and as full of
trust. I might never have learned what it was to deceive and
to be deceived. I.might never have been a desolate woman
witho:xt man or bairn — without my little bairn, my little
baby.

‘Oh, my darlin’ leddy : but you’ll get him again, you'll get
him again,’” cried Beenie, with streaming eyes.

I hope in God I shall,’ said Lily, tearless, lifting her eyes
and clasping her hands. ‘I hope in God I shall,—or else
that He'll let me just lay down my head and die.’

¢ He has raised you up from the very grave,’ said Beenie.
¢We had nae hope, Katrin and me, we had nae hope at all.
Here she is hersel’ that will tell you. There was ae night—
oh, come, Katrin, come and bear me out—when you and me
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just stood over her, and kissed the bonnie white face on the
white pillow, and wrung each other’s hands and said, *If the
baby'’s ,lost and her reason gane, God bless her, she’ll be better
away.”

‘Whisht with your nonsense,’ said Katrin, ‘that’s a’ past,
and now we have nae such thoughts in our heads: but what
will you do, my dear leddy, my bonny leddy? Will ye bring
him back here? A fine thriving bairn like yon, you canna
hide him: the first day—the first night, and the secret would
be parish news. I was frichtened out of my wits the first days,
for Dougal, who is not a noticing man, to do him justice, or
one that asks questions—but with Sir Robert in the house, oh,
mem, my bonnie dear, what will ye do?’

'd‘I have never wanted to make any secret, Katrin,’ Lily
said.
‘I ken that—but there will be an awfu’ deal to tell when
once you begin. And a bairn is an awfu’ startling thing
to begin with. Do ye no think an auld gentleman like Sir
Robert had better be prepared for it? It would give him a
shock—it might even hairm him in his health. I would take
counsel about it. Oh, I would take counsel! Do naething
in a hurry, not to scandalise the country, nor to give our auld
Maister a fright that might do him harm.’

‘To scandalise the country,’ said Lily, pale with anger.
‘Oh'! to think it’s me, me, that she says that to! Do you
think it is better to deceive everybody and be always a lie
whatever way you turn?’

‘Mem,’ said Katrin, ‘my dear, you'll excuse me, I must
just say the truth. It's an awfu’ thing to deceive as you say—
and well I ken it was never your wyte. But the worse of it is
that when you begin you cannot end. You just have to go on.
I'm no saying one thing or another, it's no my business, if it
wasna that I just think more of you than one mortal creature
should think of another. Oh! just take thought and take
counsel! The Maister is an old man. You've beguiled him
with your winsome ways just as you've beguiled us 2. Can I
see a thing wrong you do, whatever it is? And yet I have a
glimmerin’ o’ sense between whiles. If he’s looking for you
back to be his bonnie Lily and his companion, and syne sees
you come in with a bairn in your arms, and another man’s
name—what will the auld man do? Oh, mem, the dear bairn,
God bless him, and grant that you may soon have him in your
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airms! But if you hold by the auld gentleman and his life and
comfort, for God’s sake take thought! for that is in it too.’

‘There is nothing, nothing,’ cried Lily, ¢that should keep a
mother from her bairn. You are a kind woman, Katrin, but
you’ve never had a bairn. When once I get him here, how
can I ever give him up again?’ she said, straining her arms to
her breast as if the child was within them. Beenie wept behind
her mistress’s shoulder, overwhelmed with sympathy: but
Katrin shook her head.

¢ When you see Mr Lumsden there, and go over it all—

Lily’s face became instantly as if the windows of her mind
had been closed up. Her lips straightened, her eyes became
blank. She said nothing but turned away, not looking at
either of them nor saying a word. ¢And it was no me breathed
his name or as much as thought upon him,” Beenie said, a little
later in an aggrieved tone, when she had rejoined Katrin
downstairs.

¢It was me that breathed his name, and I'll do it again till
some heed is paid to what I say. We should maybe have re-
fused yon day to be his witnesses: but being sae, Beenie, the
burden is on you and me as well as on him. They should
have owned each other and spoke the truth from that day.
But now that it has all gone so far and no a whisper risen, and
the countryside just as innocent as if they were two bairns
playing—oh, I wouldna now just burst it all upon the old man’s
head! He’s no an ill auld man. He’s provided for all her
life—he is very muckle taken up with her now, maybe in a
selfish way, for he’s feeling his age and his mainy infirmities,
and he’s wanting a companion. But, oh! I would not burst
it on him now! He could never abide her man ; and, to tell
the truth, Beenie, I'm not that fond of him mysel’, and she,
poor thing, has had a fearfu’ opening to her eyes. How could
ye have the bairn here and no the father? Could she say to
her uncle, I was very silly about him once and married him:
and now I canna abide him? Oh, no! that is what she will
never say.’

¢ And I hope she’ll never think it either,’ Beenie said.

‘ Beenie,’ said the other solemnly, ‘you are a real innocent
if such a thing ever was.’

¢ No more than yoursel,’ said Beenie indignant ; but she had
to return to her mistress, and further discussion could not be
held on this question.
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They went away on the second morning which was a little
frosty, though bright. The establishment had widened out by
this time. Sir Robert was not a man to be driven to kirk or
market in the little geeg drawn at his wilful pleasure by Rory,
which had answered all Lily’s purposes. There was now a
phaeton, and a brougham, and three or four horses accommo-
dated fant bien gue mal in the old stables, which had to be
cleared of much rubbish and Dougal’s accumulations of years,
before they were in a state to receive their costly inmates. It
was in the brougham that Lily, wrapped up in every kind of
shawl and comforter, drove with her maid to Kinloch-Rugas to
take the coach, where the best places had been reserved for
them. Beenie’s pride in this journey exceeded the anxiety
with which her mind was full, in respect to her mistress’s
health in the first place—and the many issues of their journey.
But it was not a pride which met with much sympathy from
her dear friends and fellow-servants. Dougal for his part
stood out in the stable-yard carefully isolated from all possible
contact with the new grooms and the new horses, though
neither was he without a thrill of pride in the distinction of a
kind of part proprietorship with Sir Robert in these dazzling
articles. He kept apart, however, with an air of conscious
superiority to such innovations. I wish ye a good journey,’
he said, ‘maybe it'll be warmer this fine morning in a shut-up
carriage—but Lord! I would rather have Rory and the little
geeg than all the coaches in England.’

Lily was thrilling with nervous excitement, scarcely able to
contain herself, but she made an effort to give a word and a
smile to the whilom arbiter of all the movements of Dalrugas.
‘I would rather have you and Rory in the summer weather,’
she said : ‘if it is a warm day when I come back you will come
for me, Dougal.’ ,

‘Na, mem, no me—we’re no grand enough now to carry
leddies; which I wouldna care much for, for leddies, as ye
ken, are whiles fantastic and put awfu’ burdens on a beast—
but just because his spirit is broken with trailing peats from
the hill, and visitors’ boxes from the town. They’re sensitive
creatures pownies. I just begin to appreciate the black
powny'’s feelings now I see the effect upon my ain.’

‘He shall drive me when I come back,’ said Lily, waving
her hand as the brougham flashed away, the coats of the horses
shining in the frosty sunshine, and the carriage panels sending
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- back reflections. It was certainly more comfortable than the
geeg. But the light went out of Lily’s face as they left Dalrugas
behind. The little colour in her cheeks disappeared. She leaned
back in her corner and once more pressed her arms against her
breast. ¢ Oh, shall I find him? shall I find him?’ she cried.

‘You'll do that—wherefore should you no do that?’ said
Beenie, encouragingly.

¢He'll be grown so big we will not know him, Beenie, and
he will not know his mother ; that woman Marg'ret that took
him away will have all his smiles—she will be the first face
that he sees, now that he’s old enough to notice. Oh, my
little bairn! my little bairn 1’

¢A bairn that is two months auld takes but little notice,
mem,’ said Beenie, strong in her practical knowledge. ‘You
need not fash your head about that. They may smile—but if
ye were to ask me the very truth, I wouldna hide from you that
what they ca’ smiling is just in my opinion the—’

*If you say that word I will kill you!’ cried Lily. She
laughed and then she cried in her excitement, ‘How shall I
contain myself? how shall I keep quiet and face the world, and
the folk in the world, and everybody about? till the moment
comes—oh, the moment, Beenie, when I will get my baby into
my arms.’

“Eh, mem! but you must not make yersel’ sae awfu’ sure
about that,’ said Beenie. ‘We might not find them just
at first—or he might have a little touch of the cauld, or maybe
the thrush in his wee mouth, or measles, or something. You
must not make yourself so awfu’ sure.’

‘He is ill,’ cried Lily, seizing her in a fierce grip. ‘He is
ll, oh,,you false, false woman, and you have never said a word
to me.

¢There is naething ill about him—he is just thriving like
the flowers. But I canna bide when folk are so terribly sure.
It seems as if you were tempting God.’

‘It’s you that are tempting me—to believe in nothing,
neither Him, nor women’s word—but what would make a
woman deceive a baby’s mother about her own child? A man
might do it, that knows nothing about what that means; but a
woman never would do it, Beenie—a woman that has been
about little babies and their mothers all her days?’

‘No, mem, I never thought it} said Beenie, in dutiful
response. '
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At the coach, where they were received with all the greater
honour on account of Sir Robert’s brougham, and the beautiful
prancing horses, Helen Blythe met them. ¢ They would not let
me come to see you,’ she said. “It’s long, long, since I've seen
you, Lily, and worn and white you've grown—but just as
bonnie as ever; there comes up the colour just as it used to do
—Dbut you must look stronger when you come back.’

‘I am going away for that,’ Lily said.

*And it is just the wisest thing she could do,’ said the
doctor, who had come also to see her off. ‘And stay away as
long as you can, Miss Ramsay, and just divert yourself a little.
You have great need of diversion after that long time at the
old Tower.’

‘She is not one that is much heeding diversion,’ said Helen,
looking at her affectionately.

‘We're all needing it whether we’re heeding it or no,’ said
the doctor. ¢ And if you will take my advice you will just take
a little pleasure to yourself, as you would take physic if I
ordered it. Good-bye, Miss Ramsay, and mind what I say.’

‘He’s maybe right,” said Helen, ‘they say he’s a clever
man. I know little about diversion. But, oh! I would like
to see you happy, Lily—that would be better than all the
physic in the world.’

il‘Perhaps I will bring it back with me,” said Lily with a
smile,



CHAPTER XXXIX

T was not with a very easy mind that Ronald Lumsden
I had executed the great cowp which had, so far as Lily
was concerned, such disastrous consequences. He had
been deeply perplexed from the moment of the baby’s birth,
nay, before that, as to what his future action was to be. It
had been apparent to him from the first that the child could
not remain at Dalrugas ; much had been ventured, much had
been done, to all appearance successfully enough. No scandal
had been raised in the countryside by his own frequent wisits.
What might be whispered in the cottages no one knew; but,
apart from such a possibility, nothing that could be called
public, no rumour of the least importance had arisen. Every-
thing was safe up to that point. And he was not much
concerned, even had there been any subdued scandal floating
about. At any moment, should any crisis arise, Lily could be
justified and set right. hat could it matter indeed if any
trouble of a moment should arise? He was not indifferent to
his wife’s good name. He considered himself as the best
guardian of that, the best judge as to how and when it should
be defended. He had (he thought) the reins in his hands,
the command of all the circumstances. If he should ever see
the moment come, when the credit of his future family should
be seriously threatened and the position of Lily become an
affair of vital importance, he was prepared to make any sacrifice.
The moment it became serious enough for that, he was ready
to act; but in the meantime it was his to fight the battle out to
the last step, and to defend her rights as her uncle’s heir, and
to secure the fortune on her behalf and his own, He regarded
the situation largely as from the point of view of a governor and
supreme authority. As long as the circumstances could be
managed, the world’s opinion suppressed or kept in abeyance,
X
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and the one substantial and important object kept safe, what
did a little imaginary annoyance matter, or Lily’s fantastic
girlish notions about a house of her own, and a public
appearance on her husband’s arm, wearing her wedding
ring and calling herself Mrs Lumsden? He liked her the
better for desiring all that, so far as it meant a desire to
be always with him—otherwise the mere promotion of being
known as a married lady was silly and a piece of vanity, which
did not merit a thought on the part of the arbiter of her affairs.
All the little bye-play about the house which could not be got
till the term, etc., had been a jest to him, though it had been
so serious to Lily. He had never for a moment intended that
she should have that house. To keep her quiet, to keep her
contented, Ronald did not stint at such a small matter as a lie.
Between lovers, between married people, there must be such
things. If a man intends to keep at the head of affairs, and
yet to keep the woman, who has no experience and knows
nothing of the world, satisfied and happy, of course there
must be little fictions made up and fables told. Lily would be
the first to justify them when the necessity was over, when the
money was secured and their final state arrived at, a dignified
life together, with everything handsome about them. He had
no compunctions, therefore, about the original steps. It might
have been more prudent, perhaps, if they had not married at
all, if they had waited till Sir Robert died and Lily was free
in the course of nature to give her hand and her fortune where
she pleased. That, no doubt, was a rash thing to do; but the
wisest of men commit such imprudences. And, with the
exception of that, Ronald approved generally of his own
behaviour. He did not find anything to object to in his con-
duct of the matter altogether.

But the baby put everything out. The prospect in-
deed occupied Lily and kept her quiet and reasonable for a
long time, but the moment he knew what was coming, a
new care came into Lumsden’s mind. A baby is not
a thing to be hid. It was certain that nothing would
induce Lily to part with it, or to be reasonable any
longer. She would throw away the result of all his precau-
tions, of all his careful arrangements, of his self-denial and
thought, in a moment, for the sake of this little thing, which
could neither repay her nor know what she was doing for it.
Many an hour’s reflection night and day had he given to this
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subject, without seeing any way out of it. With all his powers and
gifts of persuasion he ltad not ventured even to hint to Lily the
idea of sending away the child. €ourage is a great thing, but
sometimes it is not enough to face a situation of the simplest
character. He could not do it: after the child arrived, when
the inconveniences of keeping it there became apparent, he had
thought it might perhaps be easier: and many times he had
attempted to arrange how this could be done, but never had
succeeded in putting it into words. To do him justice, it was
he who had sought out and chosen with the utmost care the
nurse Marg’ret, in whose hands both mother and child would
be safe, and he looked forward with that vague and foolish
hope in some indefinite help to come, which the wisest of men,
when their combinations fail, still believe in, like the most
foolish : perhaps some suggestion might come from herself,
who could tell ? some sense of the trouble and inconvenience
arising in Lily’s own mind, might assist him in disposing of the
little intruder. Why do babies thrust themselves into the
world so determinedly where they are not wanted? Why
resist the most eager calls and welcomes where they are?
This confusing question was no joke to Ronald. It made him
hate this meddling baby, though he was not without a young
father’s sense of pride and satisfaction too.

He had instructed Marg’ret fully beforehand in the part
she might be called upon to play, though he could not tell her
either how or when he would accomplish the purpose which
bad gradually grown upon him as a necessity. In these cir-
cumstances, while he yet pondered and turned everything over
in his mind, failing as yet to perceive any way in which it could
be accomphshed the suddenness of Sir Robert’s coming, which
he learned by accident, was like sudden light in the most pro-
found darkness. Here was the necessity made ready to his hands.
Lily could not doubt, could not waver : whatever might happen
afterwards, it was quite clear Sir Robert could not be greeted
on his first arrival by the voice of an infant—an infant
which had no business to be there, and whose presence would
have to be accounted for on the very threshold, without any
preliminary explanation—in the face, too, of his fnends whom
he brought with him, revealing all the secrets of his house.
This was a chance which made Ronald himself, with all his
coolness, shiver. And Lily, still in her weakness, not half re-
covered, what might the effect be upon her? It might kill
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her, he decided : for her own sake, in her own defence, not a
moment was to be lost. The reader knows how he flashed
into his wife’s room in haste, but not able even then, in face
of Lily’s perfect calm, and utter inability to conceive the real
difficulty of the situation, to suggest it to her, accomplished his
design secretly—leaving her, not even then with any unkind
intention, very sorry for her, but not seeing any other way in
which it was to be done—to discover her loss and bear it as
she might. He was anything but happy as he drove away with
the traitor woman by his side and the baby hidden in its volu-
minous wrappings. Marg'ret was not such a traitor either as
she seemed. She had been made to believe that though no
parting was to be permitted, to agitate the young mother, Lily
too was aware, and had consented to this proceeding. ‘The
poor little lassie, the poor wee thing,” Marg’ret had said, even
while wrapping up the baby for its journey: and she had
slipped out into the darkness and waited at the corner for the
geeg, with a heavy heart. .

It startled Lumsden very much that no wail of distress, no
indignant outcry, came from Lily on discovering her loss.
These were not the days of frequent communications. People
had not yet acquired the habit of constant correspondence.
They were accustomed to wait for news, with no swift possi-
bility of a telegram or even a penny post to make them
impatient : not perhaps that they would have grudged—cer-
tainly not that Ronald would have grudged—the eightpence.
which was then, I think, the price of the conveyance of a
letter from one end of Scotland to the other——but that they
had not acquired the custom of frequent writing. When no
protest, no remonstrance, no passionate outcry reached him
for a week or two after the event, Lumsden became exceed-
ingly alarmed. He said to himself at first that it was a relief—
that Lily herself recognised the necessity and had yielded to it
—but he did not really believe this, and as the days went on,
genuine anxiety and terror were in his mind. Had it killed
her? Had his Lily, in her weakness, bowed her head and
died of this outrage ? the worst, he now felt in every fibre of
his being, to which a woman could be subjected. He wrote
enclosing his letter to Beenie : then he wrote to Beenie herself,
entreating her to send him a line, a word. But Lily was un-
conscious of everything, and Beenie of all that did not concern
her mistress when these letters arrived. They were not even
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opened until Lily was convalescent, and then Beenie, by her
mistress’s orders, in her large, sprawling handwriting, and with
many tears, replied briefly to the three or four anxious demands
for news which had arrived one after the other. Beenie
wrote :(—

¢S1rR,—My mistress has been at the point of death with
what they call a brain -fever. It has lasted the longest and
been the fiercest that ever the doctor saw. She is coming
round now—the Lord be praised—but very slow. She has but
one thought—you will know well what that is—and will never
rest, till she has got satisfaction, night or day.—I am, sir, your
obedient servant, RoBINA RUTHERFORD.

P.S.—1 was to tell you the last part, for it is not from me.’

There was not much satisfaction to be got from this letter, and
indeed his mind got little relief from anything, and the time of
Lily’s illness was a time of mental trouble for the husband, which
was not perhaps more easy to bear. Had he lost her altogether ?
It seemed like that, though he could not think it possible that
the child at least would be allowed to drop, or that the fever could
have made her forget, which it was evident she had not done in
his own case. The courts had begun again, and Lumsden was
more occupied than he had ever been in his life. He made one
furtive visit to Kinloch-Rugas, where he heard something of Lily’s
state and engaged Helen Blythe to communicate with him any-
thing that reached her ears. But no one was allowed to see
her in her illness, and this gave him small satisfaction. He did
not dare to go near the house, which Sir Robert guarded more
effectually than a squadron of soldiers. There was nothing for
him to do but to wait. The unusual rush of occupation which
came upon him with the beginning of the session had a certain
irony in it, that irony which is so often apparent in life. Was
he about to become a successful man now that the chief thing
which. made life valuable was slipping out of his grasp? He
went about his business briskly, and rose to the claims of his
business and profession, so that he began to be mentioned in
the parliament house and among his contemporaries, and even
by elder men of still more importance, who said of him that
young Lumsden, old Portalloch’s son, though he had hung fire
at first, was now beginning at last to come to the front. Was



326 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

it possible that this was coming to him, this exhilarating tide
of success, just at the moment when Lily, who would have
stood by him in evil fortune and never failed him, had dropped
away from his side? To do him justice, he had never thought
of success, of wealth, of prosperity without her to share it.
And he did not understand it now. He could not understand
how even a woman, however ignorant or unreasonable by nature,
could be so narrow as not to see that all he had done had been
for the best. The last step, no doubt, might be allowed to be
hard upon her, but what else was possible? Could she for a
moment have entertained the idea of keeping the child—a baby
that cried and made a noise, and could not be hid, at Dalrugas ?
Even if there had been no word of Sir Robert it still would
have been impossible : and he had done no more than he had
a right to do. He had considered, and considered most care-
fully—he did himself but justice in this—what as her head and
guardian it was best for him to do. It was his duty as well as
his right : and the responsibility being upon him as the hus-
band and not upon her as the wife, he had done it. Was it
possible that Lily—a creature full of intelligence on other
matters, who even now and then picked up a thing quicker
than he did himself—should not have sense enough and judg-
ment enough to see this?

But these thoughts, though they mingled with all he did
and accompanied him night and day, did not make things
any better. The fact that she had taken no notice of him
all this time—that she had not written to him, even to up-
braid him—that she had not even asked him for news of the
child, was very heavy on Lumsden’s mind—aimost, I had
said, upon his heart—for he still had a heart, notwithstanding
all that had come and gone. Perhaps it might have relieved
him a little had he known that news had been obtained of
the child, though not through him. Marg’ret who, though
she had been unfaithful to the young mother, to whom at
the same time she had been so kind, certainly had a heart
which smote her much—for all she had been persuaded to do,
had written twice to Beenie, altogether superior to the ques-
tion of the eightpence to pay, to assure her of the baby’s
health. He was well, he was thriving, his mother would
not know him, he had grown so big and strong, and Marg’ret
hoped that ere long she would put him, just a perfect
beauty, into his mother’s arms. These queer missives, sealed
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with a wafer and a thimble, had been better than all the
eloguent letters in the world to Lily. When those from
Ronald, full of excellent reason and ‘all the philosophy that
could be brought to bear on the circumstances, were given to
her on her recovery, they had but made her wound more
bitter, and her resentment more warm : but the nurse’s letters
had given her strength. They had made her able to charm
and please her uncle, they had enabled her to face life again
and fight her way back to a certain degree of health, they had
sustained her in her journey, and this first set out upon the
world to manage her own affairs, which was as novel to her as
if she had been fifteen instead of twenty-five. They wanted
only one thing—they had no address - The postmark was
Edinburgh, but Edinburgh was (to these inexperienced women)
a very wide word.

What Lily had intended to do when she had found out
Margret and recovered her child—as she was so confident of
doing—I cannot tell. She did not herself know. This was
the first step to be taken: everything else came a world be-
hind. Whether she was to carry the baby back in her arms, to
beard Sir Robert with it and make her explanation—though
with the conviction that she would then be turned from the
door of her only home for ever: or whether she intended,
having escaped, to do what always seems so easy and natural
to a girl’s imagination, to fly away somewhere and hide herself
with her child, and be fed by the ravens, like the prophet—she
herself did not know and I cannot tell. The only thing cer-
tain was that she thought of the little house among the Edin-
burgh roofs, that house which could only be got at the term,
and which it now made her heart sick to think of—no more.
Had she found the door open for her and everything ready,
Lily would have turned her back on that open door. She could
not endure the thought of it, she could not even think of the
time when it would have been paradise to her, the realisation
of her dearest hopes. 1In the depths of her injured soul she
would have desired to find her child without even making her
presence known to her husband. She had no desire ever to
see him again—he seemed to have alienated her too completely
for any repentance. And up to this moment, her mind
being altogether occupied by her child, none of those relent-
ings towards those whom we have loved and who have wronged
us which make the heart bleed, had come upon Lily. She



328 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

thought of nothing but her child, her child !I—to have him
again in her arms, to possess him again, the one thing in the
world that was entirely her own, altogether her own. The fact
that this was not so, that the child was not and never could
be entirely her own did not disturb Lily’s mind. Had she
been reminded of it she would not have believed it. She
thought as every young mother thinks in the wonderful close-
ness of that new relation and the sense of all it has cost her, that
to this-at least there could be no contradiction and no doubt
—that her baby was hers, hers! and that no one in the world
had the right to him that she had. It was for him that she
hurried, as much as anyone could hurry in these days, to
Edinburgh, grudging every moment of delay—the time of
changing the horses, which she felt inclined to get out and do
herself, so slow, so slow was everybody concerned; the time
for refreshments, as if one wanted to eat and drink when one
was hastening to recover one’s child! But however slow a
journey is, the end of it comes at last. It was a comfort to
Lily that she knew where to go to, to the house of a very
decent woman, known to Beenie, who kept lodgings, and
where she could be quite quiet, out of the way of her former
friends. But they arrived only in the evening, and there was
another long night to be gone through before anything could
be done. v



CHAPTER XL

OBINA had become more and more anxious and un-
easy as they approached Edinburgh. She did not
seem to share the anxious elation with which her

mistress hailed the wellknown features of the country, and
recognised the Castle on its rock, and the high line of houses
against the sky. Lily was in a state of feverish excitement,
but it was mingled with so many hopes and anticipations that
even her anxiety was a kind of happiness. ¢To-morrow! To-
motrow !’ she said to herself. Beenie listened with much
solemnity to this happy tone of certainty. She would have liked
to moralise and bid her mistress modify her too great confid-
ence. As the moment approached when it should be justified
or destroyed, Beenie’s mind became more and more perturbed
It was she who had been instrumental in bringing Marg’ret
from Edinburgh, pretending, indeed, that the woman was her
cousin, and she had till now taken it for granted, as Lily had
done, without any doubt in her mind, that where Marg’ret had -
been found once she would be found again. But as the hour
came nearer Beenie’s confidence in this became much shaken.
If ke wanted to hide the child from his mother—a course
which Beenie acknowledged to herself would be the wisest one,
for how could the baby and Sir Robert ever live under the
same roof P—would he have allowed the nurse to settle there
where her address was known, and she could be found in a
moment ? Beenie’s intellect was not quick, but she did not
think this was probable. She was not accustomed to secrecy
or to the tricks of concealment ; they had not even occurred to
her till now; but when she realised that she was to be her
mistress’s guide on the next morning to the house where Lily
had persuaded herself she was certain to find her child, her
heart sank to her boots, and there was no more strength left in
329
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ber. ¢And what if we dinna find her there?—and wherefore
should we find her there ?’ Beenie asked herself, It stood to
reason, as she saw now, that Lumsden would never have
permitted her to remain. Why had she not thought of it
before? Why had she come on such a fool’s errand, to
plunge her mistress only into deeper and deeper disappoint-
ment? Beenie did not sleep all night, though Lily slept, in
her great fatigue, like a child. She was terrified of the morn-
ing, and of the visit which she now felt sure would be in vain.
Oh, why had she not seen it before? He must have known
that the mother would not give up her child withoutan attempt
to recover him ( ‘ Though what we are to do with him, poor
wee man, when we get him !’ Beenie said to herself), and he
would never have left the baby where it could be found at
once, and all his precautions made an end of. Beenie saw
now, enlightened by terror, that this plan must have been in
Lumsden’s head all the time, though Sir Robert's sudden
arrival gave the opportunity for carrying it out. She saw now
that after all that had been done to keep the secret, he was not
likely to allow it to be thrown to the winds now by the presence
of the child at Dalrugas, if he could help it. She divined this
under the influence of her own alarm and anxiety. And
would he let the woman bide there in a kent place where the
mother could lay her hands upon the child whenever she
pleased, night or day? Oh, no, no, no! he would never do
that, was the refrain that ran through Beenie’s mind all night.
She had thought how delightful it would be to hear the clocks
striking and the bells ringing, after the deep, deep silence of
the moor. But this satisfaction was denied her, for all the
bells and the clocks seemed to upbraid her for her foolishness.
‘Sae likely! Sae likely !’ one of them seemed to say, in every
chime. ¢Cheating himself! Cheating himself !’ said another.
And was there not yet one, heavier than the rest, St Giles
himself for anything she could tell, which seemed to echo out
—*¢You fool, Beenie! You fool, Beenie !’ over all the listen-
ing town.

‘Oh, my bonnie leddy,’” said Beenie, when Lily, all flushed
and eager with anticipation, took her place in the old-fashioned
hackney coach that was to take them to Marg’ret’s abode.
This was in a narrow street, or rather ‘close,’ leading off the
Canongate — one of those places hidden behind the great
houses, which lead to tranquil little spots of retirement, and
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openings into the fresh air and green braes, which no stranger
could believe possible. ¢Oh, my bonnie leddy, dinna, dinna
be so terrible sure! I've been thinking a’ the way—what if
she should have flitted? There was nae address to her letter.
She may have flitted to another house. She may be away at
other work.’

‘What | and leave my baby !’ cried Lily, ‘when she said
in her letter he was all her occupation, as well as all her
pleasure. I almost forgave her what she’s done to me for
saying that.’

¢ And so she did,’ said Beenie, doubtfully. ‘Oh, I'm no
saying a word against Marg'ret—she would be faithfu’ to her
trust. But she might flit to another house for a’ that, In
Edinburgh the folk are aye flittin’. I canna tell what possesses
them. Me, I would bide where I was well off, I would never
think of making a change just for change’s sake. But that is
what they’re aye doing here.’

‘Have you heard anything, Beenie?’ cried Lily, turning
pale. She had been so sure that the cup of joy was within
reach —that the thirsting of her heart would be at once
satisfied—that she felt as if a disappointment would be more
than she could bear.

¢Oh, mem,’ cried Beenie, producing a bottle of salts from
her capacious pocket, ‘dinna let down your heart! I have
heard naething. I was just speaking of a common fack that
everybody kens. And if she had flitted, they would maybe
ken where she had gone. Oh, ay, they would certainly ken
where she had gone: a woman and a bairn canna disappear
leaving no sign. It’s not like a single person that might just
be off and away, and nobody the wiser, Mem! I am maybe
just speaking nonsense, and we’ll see her at her door in a
moment, with our bonny boy in her airms.’

Beenie, however, had succeeded better than she had hoped.
She had conveyed to her mistress that sickening of the heart
which, from the most ancient days of humanity has been the
consequence of hope deferred. The light went out of Lily’s
eyes. She leant back in her corner, closing them upon a
world which had suddenly grown black and void. She did not
lose consciousness, being far too strongly bound to life by
hope and despair and pain, to let the thread drop even for a
moment : but Beenie thought she had fainted, and, heartstruck
with what seemed to her her own work, produced out of the
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reticule she carried a whole magazine of remedies—precious
eau-de-Cologne, which was no common thing in those days,
and vinegar with a sharp aromatic scent, more used then than
now, and even as the last resort —a small bottle of whisky,
which she tried hard, though with a hand that trembled, to
administer in a tea-spoon. Lily had strength enough to push
her away, and, in self defence, opened her eyes again: seeing
greyly once more the firmament, and the high houses on
either side, and the dull day from which all light seemed to
have gone. It was she, however, who sprang out of the coach
first when it stopped at the entrance to the close. Every-
body knows what the Canongate of Edinburgh is—one of the
most noble streets, yet without question the most squalid and
spoiled of any street in Europe, with beautiful stately old
houses standing sadly among the hideous growths of yesterday,
and evil smells and evil noises enough to sicken every visitor
and to shame every man who has anything to do with such a
careless and wicked sacrifice of the city’s pride and ornament.*
But even in the midst of this disgraceful debasement there
remain beyond the screen of the great old houses glimpses of
the outlets which the old citizens provided for themselves, old
courtyards, even old gardens, old houses secure within their
little enclosures where the air is still pure and the sky still
visible. Lily’s heart rose a little as she came out of the
narrow entrance of the close into one of these unexpected
openings. If he were here he would be well. She could see
the green beyond and the high slopes of Salisbury Crags.
There was something in the vision of greenness, in the noble
heights flung up against the sky, which restored her con-
fidence.

But it was perhaps well that Beenie had spoken even so
little adroitly on the way—for indeed Marg’ret was not found
at her old address. She had never gone back there, they were
told, since the time when she was called away in the summer
to attend a lady in the North. She had not indeed been ex-
pected back. She had given up her rooms on going away, and
removed her little furniture, and the rooms had been re-let at
once to a member of the same profession, who hoped to be
sometimes mistaken for Marg’ret, a person of high reputation

* Thereis a scheme in consideration now, I believe, to restore that noble
street out of its d tion to something like the stateliness of old, through
the patriotic exertions of Professor Geddes.
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in her own line. The landlady knew nothing of the baby she
had now to take care of nor where she was. The furniture?
oh, yes, she could find out where the furniture had been taken,
but Marg’ret herself, she felt sure, had never come back. She
was maybe with the lady still—the lady in the North. She
was so much thought upon that whiles they would keep her, if
the baby was delicate, for months and months. She had a
wonderful way with babies, the woman said. (At this, Lily,
who had been leaning heavily on her attendant’s arm with her
pale face hidden under her veil, and all her courage gone,
began to gather a little spirit and looked up again.) Oh, just
a wonderful way! They just throve wi’ her like flowers in
May. What she did different from ither folk there was not one
could tell : if it was the way she handled them, or the way she
fed them, or the pittin’ on o their claithes, with fykes and
fancies that a puir buddy with the man’s meat to get and the
house to keep clean, had no time for. But the fack was just
this, that there was nobody like Marg’ret Bland for little bairns.
They were just a different thing a’ thegither when they were in
her hands.

As this little harangue went on, ‘Lily’s feeble figure hanging
on Beenie’s arm straightened itself by degrees. She put up
her veil and beamed upon the homely woman who showed
evident signs that she had little time, as she said, to keep her-
self tidy for one thing. Lily was not discouraged by so small
a matter. She said, holding out her hand, ‘ Then you would
leave a baby in her hands and have no fear ?’

¢ Eh, my bonnie leddy,’ cried the woman with a half shriek,
wiping her hands upon her apron before she ventured to touch
the lady’s glove, ‘I would trust Marg'ret Bland maist to bring
them back from the deid.’

‘We must find her, that .is all,” said Lily, as they turned
away, Beenie trembling and miserable, with subdued sniffs
coming from under her deep bonnet. Her mistress, in the
petulance which neither anxiety nor trouble could quench, gave
her ¢a shake’ with her arm which still leant upon hers, though
Lily for the moment was the more vigorous of the two. *‘We
must find her, that is all! She must be clever indeed if she
can hide herself in Edinburgh and you and me not find her,
Beenie! We must search every street till we find her,’ Lily
cried. The colour had come back to her cheeks and the light
to her eyes. That blessed assurance that, wherever Marg’ret
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might be, the baby was safe, doubly safe in her skilled and ex-
perienced hands, was to the young mother like wine. The
horror of the disappointment seemed to be disguised, almost
to pass away, in that unpremeditated testimony. If it was for
to-morrow rather than for to-day so long as he was so safe, so
well, so assured against all harm, as that! ¢We have only to
find her,’ Lily said, dragging Beenie back to the hackney coach
in which they immediately drove to the place where Marg’ret,
now to be spoken of as Mistress Bland, had been supposed to
place her furniture. But this was no more than a warehouse
where the person in charge allowed disdainfully that twa-three
auld sticks o’ furniture in that name were in his charge, but

-knew nothing more of the wumman than just that they were
hers, and that that was her name. Lily, however, was not dis-
couraged. She drove about all day in her hackney coach,
catching at every clue. She went to the hospitals where Mrs
Bland was known, but supposed to be still with the lady in the
North who had secured her services in the summer.

‘If you know where she’s to be heard of,’ one of the
matrons said, ‘I will be too thankful: for there is another
place waiting for her or somebody like her.’

¢ And is she such a good nurse as that?’ cried Lily, glowing
with eagerness all in a moment, though her face had relapsed
into pallor and anxiety.

¢She is one of the best nurses we have ; and especially happy
with delicate children,’ the matron answered with some astonish-
ment. And she tapped Beenie on the shoulder and said an
indignant word in her ear. ‘Woman!’ she said, ‘are you mad
to let your mistress wander about like this, when it'’s well to be
seen she’s just out of her bed, and in my opinion nbt long past
her time.’

‘My mistress,” said Beenie with a gasp, ‘is a young lady
—in from the country.’ .

¢Just you get her back as fast as you can,’ said the ex-
perienced woman, ‘or you’ll have her worse than ever on your
hands again.’

But this was what Beenie could not do. She had to follow
Lily’s impetuous lead on many a wild goose chase and hopeless
expedition here and there from one place to another during the
rest of the day; and when they returned to their lodgings worn
out and cast down in the evening, it was still the mistress who
had the most strength and spirit left. ¢ There is only one thing
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to do now,’ she said, while Beenie placed her on the hard sofa
beside the fire, and endeavoured to induce her to rest. Her
face was very pale and her eyes very bright with a faint redness
round the eyelids accentuating the absence of colour. ‘There
is one thing to do; Mr Lumsden,’ she paused a little after the
npame as if it made her other words more difficult or exhausted
her breath, ¢will have come back now to his lodging. You
know where that is as well as I do. You will go and tell him
that he is to come to me here.’

‘Mem !’ cried Beenie, in great perturbation.

‘Did you think,’ said Lily, very clear, in a high scornful
tone, ¢ that I would come to Edinburgh and not see my hus-
band? Isit not my duty to see my husband >—you will go
to him at once.’

¢TIt is no that,” cried Beenie, ‘I thought you would see him
first of all. He's your man, oh! my dear, dear lassie—you’re
married upon him never to be parted tiii death comes atween
you. I would have had you see him first of a’, and weel you
ken that: but now when ye’re wearied out body and mind, and
nae satisfaction in your heart—and everything that is atween
ye worse and worse by reason of muckle pondering and dwell-
ing on it— Oh, mem, my dear, no to-night, no to-night!
You have a sharp tongue, though you never mean it, and he is
a gentleman that is not used to be crossed and has aye had his
ain way. Oh, mem, he’s a masterful man, though he’s never
been but sweet as sugar to you. Try to take a sleep and rest,
and wait for the mormn. The morn isaye a new day.’

‘I am glad,’ said Lily with shining eyes, ‘that you think I
have a sharp tongue, Beenie: and you may be sure, if ever I
meant it in my life, I will mean it now. But I will not discuss
Mr Lumsden with you or anyone. You will just go to him—’

¢ Mem, let me speak once, if I'm never to say a word again,’
cried Beenie, ‘that your heart should be sore to see the dear
bairn, to take him back into your airms, oh, that I can weel
understand.  So is mine, though I'm far, far from being what
you are to him, and not to be named in the same breath. But
mem, oh, my dear leddy, my bonny Miss Lily, if I may just
say that once again ! What will ye do with him when you have
him? Ob, let me speak—just this once. You canna, canna,
take him to that auld gentleman at hame—you canna do it.
He has maybe not been much to you in the years that are
past, but he’s awfu’ fond of you now. He looks to you to
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make him a home, to be the comfort of his old age. Oh! Pm
no saying he deserves it at your hands. But what do the best of
us deserve? We just get what we dinna deserve from God
the first and sometimes from a tender he’rt here below. And
he is an auld man and frail, he has maybe no long to live.
Will you tell him a’ that long story, how we've deceived him
and the whole world, and about your marriage, and about the
birth, and a’ in his house that he meant for such different
things ?’

¢ Beenie,’ said Lily, ¢stop, or you will kill me ; if I have de-
ceived him so long, it was with no will of mine. Oh, God
knows, if none of you know, with no will of mine nor yet
intention! Is that not the more reason that I should deceive
him no longer? He may turn me away, what will that matter ?
We will be poor creatures the two of us, you and me, if we
cannot keep ourselves and the darling batrn.’

¢ But it will maitter to him,’ said Beenie, steadily, ‘the poor
auld gentleman in that lonely house. He’s been 2 kind of a
father to you, if no so tender a father as might have been.
I'm no saying you should have deceived him—but that’s done
and it canna be undone. If you tell him now, it will maybe
kill him at the hinder end—and whether that will be better,
you must just think for yoursel—for I have said all that I'm
caring to say.’

Lily had covered her face with her hands—and there was a
moment of silence, unbroken save by a sob from Beenie; who
naturally, having spoken forth her soul, was now crying as if
her heart would break.

¢ Beenie,’ said Lily all at once, looking up, ‘you will go to
Mr Lumsden, who will be now at his lodgings dressing, I
would not wonder, to go out to dinner—that is what is most
likely—and tell him I am here. I would not wish to make
him lose his engagement if he has one—you can say that.’

(‘Oh, mem !’ murmured Beenie under her breath.)

¢ But when it suits with his convenience I would like to see
him, to ask him a question or two. Go now, go,” she said
impatiently, ‘or you will be too late.’

Weeping, Beenie went forth to do her mistress’s behest.
Weeping, she put on her big bonnet with a veil over it of a kind
of Spanish lace, with huge flowers, which was the fashion of the
day, and which allowed here and there a patch of her tearful
countenance to appear, blocking out the rest. She found some



SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE 337

difficulty in gaining admittance to Ronald, who was, his land-
lady informed her, ‘dressing to go out to his dinner,’ as Lily had
foretold : and it was in the full glory of evening dress that he
came forth upon her after she had fought her way to his sitting-
room, and had waited some time for his appearance. He was
very much startled by the sight of her, and came up taking her
hand, demanding, ‘Lily—how is my Lily?’ with an energy
and anxiety which partly quenched Beenie’s unreasonable ex-
asperation at the sight of his dress.

¢ She is here, sir, and wishful to see you,’ said Beenie, ‘ when
it’s convenient to you.’

¢ Lily here—where? What do you mean? Convenient |—
do you mean she is at the door?’

¢It is not likely, sir,’ cried Beenie, with indignant disgust.

‘What do you mean, woman ? Lily who, you wrote to me,
was just recovered from a nearly fatal illness | —’

¢And that’s true—her blood would have been on the head
of them that brought it on her—if it had not been for the mercy
of God.’

¢ Where is she ?’ cried Lumsden, seizing his hat.

‘She said,’ said Beenie, with much intensity, ¢ “He will
most likely be going out to his dinner. I will not have him
break his engagement for me.”’

‘I think,’ he cried, ‘that you mean to drive me mad!
Where is she P—does anyone know she is here ?’

¢It is known she is here,’ said Beenie, sententiously, ‘to get
change of air, as is thought, after her long, long illness ! but, in
fack, to look for her dear little bairn, which is the object in her
ain mind, my poor bonny leddy. And oh! sir, if ye ken where
the baby is—as ye must ken, having taken the responsibility
upon your hands: for we canna find-him, we canna find him,
and it will just break her heart and she will die !’

¢ Here—and looking for the child—without consulting me !’
he said, with an exclamation of anger and astonishment. He
flung on an overcoat rapidly, and, almost thrusting Beenie out of
the room before him, hurried her away. A few more questions
put to her as they hastened along the streets showed him ex-
actly the state of the case. It was no running away. Lily
had not come to him to throw herself upon his mercy, to be
owned and established and have her child restored to her in
the legitimate way. Had it been so, it would have been very
difficult to reject her, to silence her prayer and send her back,

. ¥
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without losing hold upon her altogether. Had he lost hold upon
her altogether without that? He was very much alarmed,
but yet he felt that the situation was less impossible than if
she had come to demand her place at his side and public
acknowledgment. She did not want him—she wanted her
baby; and what without him could she do with her baby;
how produce it, how account for it? Ronald began to feel
more at his ease, to feel himself again master of the situation
as he hurried Beenie, who was very tired arid wretched, and
scarcely able to keep up with him, to Lily’s refuge. Let no
one suppose for a moment that he meant to disown her,
that any dishonour was in his thoughts. In the last resort,
if nothing else was to be done, Ronald had no intention
but to stand faithfully by his wife. Me had not indeed any
power of doing otherwise ; for was there not Mr Blythe and
the two witnesses and the marriage lines against him? But,
as a matter of fact, he never thought of that, although he
breathed more freely when he knew that no such claim was
i:ltended, and felt once again that the helm was in his own
ands.

‘But in the meantime how to meet Lily was occupation
enough for his thoughts. He walked along the darkling
streets, with the wind in his face and a whirlwind of thought
in his mind. How was he to meet her—what was he to say
to her? It was an interview on which might depend the
whole after-course of his life.



CHAPTER XLI

T was a very little, homely lodging in which Lily was—the
I little parlour of an old-fashioned poor little house, intended
at its best to receive an Edinburgh lawyer’s clerk or
perhaps a poor minister or teacher on his promotion. Ronald
had never seen his wife in such surroundings. He gave a cry
of surprise and dismay as he pushed open the door. How
often had she said that she would share any poverty with him—
and yet it hurt him to see her here, out of her natural sphere,
like a princess banished into a sordid world of privation and
ugliness. At the sound of his voice Lily sprang up from the
slippery black haircloth sofa on which she had been reposing.
He thought at first it was to meet him as of old with open arms
and heart to heart—but of this she showed no sign, nor even
when he rushed forward to take her into his arms did she make
any movement. She had seated herself on the sofa again,
drawing back, in an attitude of repulsion which could not be
mistaken. ‘Lily!’ he cried, ¢Lily! is this the way you receive
me? Have you nothing to say to me?’
¢Oh, yes—I have a great deal to say to you. Give Mr
Lumsden a chair, Beenie. It is as I thought, you were going
out to dinner,’ said Lily, with a gleam of exasperation at the
sight of his evening dress, which was, of course, wholly un-
reasonable. ‘Why should you have broken your engagement
for me?’ .
¢You know well I would break any engagement for you,’ he
said. ¢You must know all that I have suffered during the past
two months, unable to see you, even to hear of you—and nota
word, not a word from yourself all that time.’
¢ What hindered you coming to see me ?”’ she asked. ¢ What
prevented you? If I had died, as seemed likely, it could have
done you no harm in the world—for with me every hope of
- 339
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Uncle Robert’s money, which is what has been my destruction,
would have fallen to the ground.’

¢Lily, you never will understand. I did go to Kinloch-
Rugas. I was once under your windows, but got no satisfac-
tion. A man has to be silent and endure where a woman cries
out. I did what I could to—’

*That is enough,’ said Lily, waving her hand. ‘Between
you and me there need be no more talking. I sent for you
for one thing, to ask you one question—where is my baby ?
You took him out of my arms—bring him back again to me,
and then there may be ground to speak.’

‘He is my baby as well as yours, Lily. I have the responsi-
bility of the family. I did what I felt to be best both for him
and you.’

‘What was best?’ she cried. ‘Are you a god to judge
what is best? But I will not argue with you. Give me my
baby back. His mother’s arms, thatis his natural place. Give
me back my child—and then, perhaps, I may hear you speak.’

He had thought this matter over as he came along with
the rapidity of highly-stimulated thought, and a sudden great
necessity for decision ; he had thought of it often before, look-
ing at the subject from every point of view. To give her back
the baby was to ruin everything for which he had fought. He
had not deprived himself of the company of a wife he loved,
he said to himself, for a small motive ; not for nothing had he
encountered all the difficulties of the position in the past, and
all her reproaches, tacit and expressed. Her very look at him
had often been very hard to bear—and yet he paused now
before making his last stroke. Once more, like lightning, the
question passed through his mind, what other way was there?
Was there any other way in which her mind could be satisfied
and her foolish search made an end of? Could he in any
other way secure her return to her home, and the carrying out
to the end, of his scheme? But on the other hand would she
ever forgive him for what he must now do? He had not more
than a moment to carry on that controversy, to make his final
decision. And she was looking at him all the time. Lily’s
eyes which so often had smiled upon him—so often followed
him with tenderness and met him with the sudden flash of love
and delight—were fixed upon him steadily now, shaded by
curved brows, regarding him sternly without indulgence, with-
out wavering or softening. He was no longer to Lily covered
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with the glamour of love. She saw him as he was, nay, worse
than he was, with a look that took no account of his real feeling
towards herself or of what was in fact a perverted desire to do
the best, as he saw it, for her as well as for himself. Would
these eyes ever soften, whatever he might do or say? Would
she ever forgive him even now?

¢Lily,” he said, with an effort, overcoming the dryness of his
throat, trying still to gain a little time, ‘I am your husband,
I am your natural head and guide, it is my part to judge what
is wisest, what is the best thing for you. I am older than you
are, I am more experiencedin theworld. Iknow what can be
done, and what cannot be done. Whatever you may wish and
whatever you may say, it is for me to judge what is the best.’

It is not often that a woman hears an uncompromising
statement of this kind with patience, and Lily was little likely
to have done so in her natural condition of mind—but at
present she had no thought but one. ‘I have told you,’ she
cried, ¢that you can speak after, and that I will hear. But in
the meantime bring me back my little baby. I ask nothing
but that ; I've no mind for reasoning now. Give me back my
baby, my little bairn—that’s all I am asking—My baby, my
baby! Ronald, if ever in your life you had a kind thought of
me, a thought that was not all interest and money : and for the
love of God if ever you knew that: give me back my baby!
and then,’ she cried with a gasp,—*‘then we can talk.’

His mind was made up now—there was nothing else for it.
His face assumed an air of the deepest gravity—that was not
difficult, for indeed his situation was grave enough. He put
out his hand and laid it upon hers for a moment. ‘Lily,’ he
said, ‘ I’ve been endeavouring to put off this blow. It was per-
haps foolish, but I thought you would feel it less were you kept
in ignorance, than if-all your hopes were cut off. Fain, fain,
would I bring back your baby and lay him in your arms again.
You think I am a harsh man with no softness for a mother and
a child—but you are mistaken, Lily. All that I am worth in
this world I would give to bring him back. But there is but
One that could do that.’

She raised herself up with a start, flinging off his hand
which again had touched hers. ¢What do you mean? What
do you mean?’ she cried, with wild staring eyes—eyes that
seemed to be bursting from her head. She had been leaning
back on the hard sofa in her weakness. Now she sat upright,



343 SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE

her hands raised before her as if to push off some dreadful
fate.

* You know what I mean, Lily,’ he said looking at her with
a determined steadiness of gaze. ‘What is the life of an infant
like that? It is like a new-lighted candle that every breath
can blow out. Oh! blame me, blame me, I will not say a word.
Tell me it was the night journey, the plunge into the cold, after
the warm bosom of his mother. I thought it was the only
thing I could do, but I will not say a word if you tell me I was
to blame. Anyhow, whose so ever blame it was, the baby, poor
little thing—’

¢ You mean he is dead !’ said Lily, with a great cry.

He thought she had fainted ; they all were in the way of
thinking she had fainted when all her life went from her, except -
pain, which is the strongest life of all. Everything was black
before Lily’s eyes—her heart leaped with a wild movement and
then seemed to die and become still in her breast, her lips
dropped apart as if the last breath had passed there with that
cry. Ronald thought she had fainted for the fir\t moment and
then he thought she had died. He sprang up' with anguish
in his heart; he had done it, braving all the risks—knowing
her weakness—yet Beenie rushing in at the sound of Lily’s cry,
with all her battery of remedies, forgave him whatever he
might have done at the sight of his face. I have killed her,
I have killed her,’ he cried. ¢It is my fault.’

¢ Oh, sir—you should mind how weak she is,’ cried Beenie,
bringing forth her essences, her salts, her aromatic vinegar.
Their words came faintly to Lily’s brain. She struggled up
again from the sofa on which she had fallen back, beating the
air with her hands, as if to find and clutch at something that
would give her strength. ‘My baby is dead,’ she cried,
stumbling over the words. ‘My baby, my baby is dead—my
baby is dead’ It seemed as if the wail had become
mechanical in the completeness of her downfall and misery,
body and soul.

¢Oh, sir !’ cried Beenie again. She looked at him once
more with another light in her eyes. She was but a simple
woman, but to such there comes at times a kind of divination.
But Ronald’s look was fixed upon Lily, his eyes were touched
with moisture, the deepest pain was in his face. Could it be
that 2 man could look like that and yet lie?

¢ Say nothing to her,’ she cried, almost with authority, ¢ let her
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get her breath : but tell you me—sir, when was it that this came
about? I heard you tell her to blame you if she pleased.
What for were you to blame? Tell me that I may explain
after. Mr Lumsden, she has a right to ken. When did it
happen and what was the cause? For all so little as a baim
is, it’s no without a cause when the darlings die.’

‘You take too much upon you, Beenie,’ he said. ¢You
have no right to demand explanations. And yet, why should
not I give them?’ he said, with a tone of resignation. *I fear
the poor little thing never got the better of that night journey.
What could I do? I could not stay there to face Sir Robert
on his first arrival. I could not leave Lily to bear the brunt.
I had but little time to think, but what was there else to do?
I felt even that to snatch him away at a’ stroke would be
better for her than a lingering parting with him, and the
anticipation of it. There was every cause, Beenie—you're a
reasonable woman.’ :

‘I will not say, sir’ said Beenie, ‘that it was without
reason ; me and Katrin have said as much as that between
ourselves—seeing a’ that had gone before.’

¢ Seeing all that had gone before,” Ronald repeated with
readiness. ¢ But providence,’ he added, ‘turns all our wisest
plans sometimes to nought. I know nothing about children—’

‘ But Marg’ret kent weel about children !’

*Yes—she was perhaps the more to blame—if anyone is to
blame : anyhow, the poor little thing—I can’t explain it—you
should see her, she would tell you—caught cold or something.
How could I send you word when ske was so ill? I would
have kept it from her now, at least, till she was stronger and
better able to bear it.” -

‘It would maybe have been better,’ Beenie said, with a
brevity that surprised Ronald and made him slightly uneasy.
The woman did not break forth into lamentations, as he had
expected, but that might be for Lily’s sake, who, lying back
again upon the white pillow which Beenie had placed behind
her head, with.the effect of making her almost transparent
countenance, with its faint but deepened lines, look more
fragile than ever—was coming gradually to herself. Tears
were slowly welling forth under her closed eyelids, but she was
very still. Whether she was listening or whether she was
absorbed in her own sorrow and careless of what was going on,
he could not tell. Anyhow, it was a relief to him that she
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was silent, and that the woman who was her closest attendant
and confidant was so easily satisfied. He began to question
her anxiously as to where Lily should go for her convalescence
now that her object in coming there was so sadly ended.
Portobello, Bridge of Allan, wherever it was, he would go at
once and look for rooms. He would come when she was
settled and spend as much time as possible with her. He took
the whole matter at once into his own hands. And it was
with a sensation of relief that he concluded after all this was
said, that he could now go away. ¢ You will do well to get her
to bed and give her a sleeping draught if you have one,” he
said, bending over Lily with a most anxious and tender
countenance as she lay, still with her eyes closed, against the
pillow. It was not how he had expected her to take this
dreadful news which he had brought; he had expected a
passion of grief, almost raving; he had expected violent
weeping, a storm of lamentation. He had on the contrary got
through very easily—the tears even had ceased to hang upon
Lily’s closed eyelids. He bent down over her and kissed her
tenderly on the forehead. She shrank from the touch indeed,
but yet he felt that he must expect as much as that.

“There is but one thing, sir,’ said Beenie, ¢ the woman
Marg’ret—that does not seem to me to be such a grand nurse
as we heard she was—you say we should see her and she
would tell us a’. And that is just what I'm wanting, to see
her—if you could tell me where to find her.’

‘I tell you! how should I know?’ he said. ¢She will be
in the same place where we found her before, I suppose.’

¢ No, sir, she is not there.’ '

¢ Then she will have gone offto nurse somebody else—that’s
her way of living, isn't it? No, I can tell you nothing about
her. You may suppose the sight of her was not very pleasant
to me—after— Butsheisa well-known person. You will have
no difficulty in finding her out.’

¢If that’s your real opinion, Mr Lumsden—’

*Of course it is my opinion. I will take a run to the
Bri%g,e of Allan to-morrow, and in the evening I will bring you
word.

With this, and with careful steps not to disturb Lily, but
yet with an uneasy soul and no certainty that he had succeeded
in his bold stroke, Lumsden went away, Beenie respectfully
accompanying him to the door. But when it was closed upon
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him, Beenie, though no lightfooted girl, flew up the stairs and
rushing into the room with her hands outstretched, was met by
Lily, who fell upon her maid’s shoulder, both of them saying
together, ‘It is not true, it’s no true !’

“The Lord forgive him,’ said Beenie. ‘And oh, I hope
you’ll be able to do it—but no me! I'm not a good woman—
I’m just a wild Highlander, and I could have put a pistol to
his head as he stood there !’

‘I can forgive him easier,” said Lily, with the tears now
coming freely, ¢than if it had been true. Oh, Beenie! if it had
been true !’

¢ Whisht, whisht, my darling leddy : but no, my dear, just
greet your fill. Eh, mem, how little a man kens! they’re so
grand with their wisdom, and never to think that a woman
would send a scart of a pen whatever to let us ken the dear
lamb was well. I've often heard the ministers say that the
Deevil’s no half as clever as he seems, and now I believe it this
night. But you’ll just go to your bed and I'll give you the
draught, as he said—for this has been an awfu’ day.’

*Yes, I'll go—to be strong for to-morrow,’ said Lily: and
then she turned back and caught Beenie again, throwing her
arms round her. ¢ But first,’ she cried, ‘we’ll give God thanks
on our bended knees that my baby is safe. Oh, if it had
been true !’

They both felt the baby’s life to be more certain and more
assured because his father had sworn he was dead, and they
knew that was not true.

Next morning they were both up betimes, and had changed
their lodging early, going not to Portobello nor to the Bridge
of Allan, but to a village on the seaside, very obscure and
little thought of, where, late as the season was, they could
still spend a week or two without being remarked ; and when
she had settled her mistress there, Beenie went back to Edin-
burgh to search again and again through every corner that could
be thought of, where Marg’ret might be heard of—but in vain.
They went again next day, and every day, together—and I think
traversed Edinburgh almost street by street, on a quest so hope-
less that both had given it up in their heart before either breathed
a word of their despair. Then they did what seemed even to
Lily (and still more to Beenie) a most terrible and unparalleled
thing to do, and to which she had great difficulty in bringing
her mind, This was to apply to the police on the subject—
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what we should call putting it into the hands of the detectives.
Perhaps even now there are innocent persons to whom the
idea of ‘sending the police after’ an innocent wanderer, still
seems a dreadful thing to do. And these were days in which
the idea of the detective was little developed and still less
understood. They are not always still the most successful of
functionaries, but they have at least become heroes of the
popular imagination, and a certain class of fiction is full of the
wonderful deeds they have succeeded in doing, when all things
were arranged to their hand. I do not know that there was a:
single individual of the order at that time in Edinburgh under
the present title and conditions—but the thing must have
existed more or less always ; and when, with many hesitations
and much trouble of mind, Lily made her appeal to the in-
genuity of the police service, to find the missing woman, it was
with a little flutter of hope that she saw Margaret Bland’s name
and description taken down. Beenie would not even be present
when this was done. She lifted up her testimony declaring that
nothing would induce her to send the police after a decent,
honest woman that had never done anybody any harm. ¢Oh,
mem, you may say what you like,’ Beenie cried. ¢She has had
no ill intention. Send the pollisman after Anither if you will.
It wasna her contrivancy, it wasna her contrivancy. I would
sooner die myself than harry 2 woman to her ruin and take
away her good name!’ This had been the peroration with
which Beenie had broken away, slamming the door in the face
of the official who came to take Miss Ramsay’s orders. Lily
was very unhappy and deeply depressed. She had no one to
stand by her. ‘It is for no harm. You will understand she is
to come to no harm. Her address only, that is all I want,’
she cried. ‘We'll putt it said the man, writing down his
notes in his little book, ‘that it will be something to her
advantage. That or a creeminal chairge is the only way of
dealing with yon kind of folk.’

¢Yes, yes—let it be something to her advantage,’ Lily cried.
¢And it will,’ she said, ‘it will! it will be more to her advan-
tage than anything she has ever known. You will take care
that she is not frightened, not harmed in any way, not in any
way !’

‘ How should it harm an innocent person—if this person is
an innocent person ?’ the functionary said ; and left Lily tremb-
ling for what she had done, and unable to bear the eye of
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Beenie, who would scarcely for a whole day after forgive her
mistress. They themselves lived in terror of being found, per-
haps, in their turn, hunted down by the pollis, Beenie cried—
‘for if you can do it for her, mem, what for no him that has
nae scruples, for you?’ Lily in her heart trembled too at this
thought. It seemed to her that if such means were set in
action against herself, she would die of misery and shame.

Ten days later she returned to Dalrugas, a little stronger, for
her youth and vigour, and the distraction of her thoughts, even
though so painfully, from all preoccupation with herself, had
given her elastic vitality its chance of recovery ; but a changed
and saddened woman, never again to be the Lily of the past.
Her husband had not sought her, at least had not found her,
nor had she wished him to do so—but yet that he should not
have penetrated so very easy a mystery, seemed to prove to her
that he had not wished to do so, and despite of all that had
come and gone, that was a very different matter. Lily’s heart
was as heavy as 2 woman’s heart could be as she went home,

The whole secret of her existence, the mystery in which she
had been wrapt, which she had felt to be so guilty a secret, and
a mystery so oppressive, seemed now to be about to melt away,
leaving her for her life long, a false and empty husk of being,
an appearance and no reality. All this tremendous wave of
existence seemed to have passed over her head and to be gone
—leaving her, as she was, Lily Ramsay, her uncle’s companion,
the daughter of the desolate honse, and no more : neither wife
nor mother, nothihg but a false pretence, a pitiful ghost—the
fictitious image of something that she was not, and never.
again could be.



CHAPTER XLII

leave his wife unmolested when she fled from him. It did

not cost him much trouble to discover where she had gone
—and he watched her proceedings and those of Beenie carefully,
and had little difficulty in discovering what their object was. But
he had foreseen all that and taken his precautions, and he had
no doubt as to the result. With Lily’s absolute inexperience,
and the few facilities which existed at that period, a very simple
amount of care would have been enough to baffle her. But
he had taken a great deal of care. Margaret Bland and her
charge were out of the reach of any researches made in Scotland,
and his mind was quite easy as to the chances of further investi-
gation—for Scotland was very much more separated from the
rest of the world in those days than it is now. I do not say
that it did not cost him a pang to know that Lily herself was
within reach and to refrain from seeing her—from saying a
word further to excuse or explain—and from making at least
an endeavour to recover her confidence. But he had gone too
far now for excuses and expedients, and he felt that it was
wiser to refrain from everything of the kind until the moment
came when, in the course of nature, he would be liberated from
all restrictions and be able to go to her and claim her freely,
without fear of interference. If he could do so, bringing a
great joy and surprise in his hand, he felt that he was more
likely to be received and forgiven than if he were able only to
establish a reconciliation upon the old basis of concealment and
clandestine meetings, which now, indeed, would be impossible.
He thought that absence would draw her heart towards him, and
that in the silence she would make his excuses to herself better
than he could do; and what would not a man merit, who
would bring back to a mother—who had moumed for him as
dead—her living child? He said over to himself, being a man

I T was not without much thought that Lumsden decided to
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of literary taste, some verses of Southey’s, who was more thought
of then as a poet than now—

¢ When the fond mother meets on high
The babe she lost in infancy '—

Would not all be forgiven for the sake of that? But then came
in the question, Had they believed him? Had they not be-
lieved him? Had there been some channel of which he knew
nothing by which they had procured information in respect to
the child? This was the one doubtful matter which might be
enough to crush all his most careful schemes, But he could
not see how it was possible they could have obtained any in-
formation. That Margaret Bland should have written did not
occur to him. Persons of her class did not write letters daily
then as they do now; and he thought he had secured her
devotion wholly to himself, and made it quite clear to her that
for his wife’s sake this was the only thing that could be done.
Margaret had understood him completely. She was a person
of superior intelligence. She was an admirable nurse and
devoted to the baby. But she was quite unaware at first that
the arrangement made with her was unknown to Lily, nor had she
known that in writing to Robina she had transgressed her contract
with the child’s father. It was her duty to be silent now, she
was informed, in order to avoid all danger of a correspondence
that might be discovered; but nothing even now had been
said to Margaret which could have made her feel herself in the
wrong, or led her to confess what she had done.

Thus the one thing which might have made him see how
fatally he had risked all his possibilities was concealed from
Lumsden. He could still honestly—or almost honestly—per-
suade himself that, though what he had done might be cruel for
the moment, it was, in reality, the best thing for Lily. Nothing
else would have satisfied her, nothing less. She would never
have had a moment’s peace had she understood that her child
might be found. She would have thought nothing of any
sacrifice involved. Her inheritance would have been of no
value to her, in comparison with the possession of her baby.
She was capable of making everything known to her uncle at
any moment if by this means she could have secured the child.
He had not ceased to love her nor to entertain for her that
admiration, mingled with indulgence, which makes a young
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woman’s faults almost more attractive than her virtues to her
lover. It would be like Lily to do all that—it was like Lily to
give him all that trouble about the house which he never
intended to get for her, but which it cost him so many fictions,
so much exercise of ingenuity to satisfy her about. There
were very pardonable points in that foolishness. The desire
to be with him, to identify her life altogether with his, was
sweet; he loved her the better for it, though, as the wiser of
the two, he knew that it was impracticable, and that it must be
firmly, but gently, denied to her. And to desire to have her
baby was very natural and very sweet too. What prettier thing
could there be than a young mother with her child? But
there were more serious things in the world than those indulg-
ences of natural affection, which are in themselves so blameless
and so sweet; and this in her own best interests, he, her husband,
her natural head and guide, was forced to deny her too.

I do not think that Lily had any insight that could have re-
vealed such reasonings to her. She made very little allowance for
her husband—at no time had she been disposed to allow that in
these matters, which were of such great importance in her life,
he knew best. He had deceived her first of all, and then he
had made her a reluctant accomplice in deceiving others.
Nature, truth, honour, honesty had all been from the beginning
on her side, and she had thought Ronald as little wise as he
was right in setting them all at defiance for the preservation of
a secret which ought never to have been made a secret at all.

- She had endured it all when there was only herself in question,
but from the moment in which there was hope of the baby,
Lily had felt with a leap of the heart that here was the solution
of the problem, and that everything must now be made open
to the light of day. It may be supposed that when, after all
this dreadful episode, she returned alone, like yet so unlike
the Lily Ramsay who was sent to Dalrugas two years before
into banishment with Robina, her maid—the whole matter
was turned over and over in her mind with all those dreadful
visions of past chances, steps which, if taken, might have
changed everything, which are the stings of such a review. To
Lily, as she pondered, there seemed so many things she might
have done. She might have resisted the marriage first of all.
She might have refused to be married in secrecy, in a corner—
the very minister, she had always felt sure, though he bad been
kind, disapproving of her all the time : but then (she excused



SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE 351

herself) she had not foreseen that the marriage was to be kept
a secret: it was only, she had understood, an expedient to
secure quietness and speed, without preliminaries that would
have called the attention of the whole parish. And then when
she followed her own story to that time after Whitsunday, when
she had expected her husband to secure the house which could
not, he swore, be obtained till the term, Lily now saw that she
should have taken the matter into her own hand, that she
should have permitted no more playing with the question, that,
whether he liked it or not, she should have insisted on having
some home and shelter of her own.

Especially before the birth of her baby to continue her
thoughts should she have insisted upon this. She clasped her
hands with impatience and a sense of bitter failure as she thought
it all over. She ought not to have allowed herself to be
silenced or hindered. Her child should have been born in her
own house, where he could have been welcomed and rejoiced
over, not hidden away. She cried out in her solitude with that
clasp of her hands which frightened Beenie, that it was all her
fault, her own fault, that she was responsible for the child
above all, and that it was she who should have done this, had
not only her husband, but all the powers of the earth gone
against it. Then Lily reflected with the impulse of self-
defence, that she had no money, and did not know how to get
any, and that it would have been hard, very hard for her,
without her present enlightenment, to have gone against
Ronald, to have flown in his face and thwarted him so com-
pletely in a matter upon which he had so firmly made up his
mind. Oh, what a difference there was between the Lily of
that time—hesitating, miserable to yield and yet unable to
resist, not knowing how to take a great step on her own
authority, to oppose her husband and all the lesser chain of
circumstances, the unconscious influence even of the women
who held her with a softer bond of watchfulness and affection
—ang this Lily now, braced to every effort, having withdrawn
and separated herself from him and from every other restraint
or influence, as she thought, standing alone against all the
world, deeply disenchanted, and considering every pretence of
love and happiness as false and deceitful. Had it been now,
how little would she have hesitated? But was not this the
bitterness of life, that it was then only she could have acted
effectually, and not now ?
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She settled down to the winter at Dalrugas with these
thoughts, She was Miss Ramsay, the daughter and the
mistress of the house. She did not know and did not care
what was thought of her in the countryside. If stories were
told of the gentleman who had come so often from Edinburgh
but now came no longer, Lily heard none of them. Some
faltering questions from Helen Blythe, who, instinctively,
though she did not know why, never referred to Ronald in
presence of Sir Robert, were all the indications she ever had
that his disappearance was commented on: and Lily did not
care who spoke of Ronald, or how or where their secret might
be betrayed: and this indifference delivered her from many
doubts and questionings. She had no objection that anybody
should tell in detail the whole thing to Sir Robert. She held
her head very proudly above all terrors of being found out.
She was afraid of nothing now. Everything, she thought, had
happened that could happen. She was separated from her
husband, not by any formality, not by any such motive as had
kept the secret hitherto, but by a great gulf fixed, which Lily
felt it was impossible should ever be bridged over. He had
wronged her as, surely, never woman had been wronged before,
lied to her, made her herself a lie, deprived her—last and
greatest wrong of all—of her child. Oh, how much time,
leisure, quiet, she had to think over and overall these thoughts,
to persuade herself that happiness and truth were mere words,
and that nothing but falsehood flourished in this world!
Gradually she sank into silence on the subject even to Beenie.
Her life-history, over as it seemed at twenty-five, dropped out:
of knowledge as if it had never been. She received no letters.
Ronald indeed continued to write at intervals for some time,
addressing his letters boldly to Miss Ramsay, but she never
replied to them, and by degrees they ceased. She heard
nothing at all from the outside world. She heard nothing of
her child. But then they had concluded between them, Robina
and she, that if ‘anything happened’ to the child, Margaret
would be restrained by no man, but would certainly let the
mother know : in which lay the only comfort she had.

This was all the sustenance upon which Lily lived. Her
inquiries far and near had come to nothing. - The harmless
detectives of the old-fashioned Edinburgh police had not
succeeded in tracking the fugitive. They had no news of
Margaret to send. They had never found out anything about
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her except what all the world knew. By one thread, and one
only, Lily clung to life, and that was her vague faith in Mar-
garet, notwithstanding all things, that the child’s life was safe
so long as she made no sign.

Sir Robert found himself very comfortable in Dalrugas
during that winter. He had no idea he could have been so
comfortable in the old lonely place on the edge of the moor.
It was wonderful how possible it was to live without amuse-
ment, nay, to feel thankful that he was no longer burdened
with amusement and with the thought of what he was to do
with himself and how he was to find a little distraction, season
after season. When a man is over seventy, the care of these
things is perhaps more trouble than the advantage is worth
when secured—but so long as he is in the old habitual round
it is difficult to learn this, He had thought that he detested
monotony, but now it appeared that he rather liked monotony
—the comfort of getting up with the certainty that he had no
trouble before him, no change to think of, no decision to make—
to read his newspaper, to read his book, to take his walk or his
drive. Sir Robert’s horses and carriages very much enlarged
his sphere and modified its loneliness. A longish drive now
brought him to a neighbour’s house, and introduced Lily to the
ladies of the county, who made many explanations to her and
regrets not to have made her acquaintance before. And callers
became, if not numerous, yet occasional, thus adding something
to the little round of Sir Robert’s distractions. An old gentle-
man or two in the distant neighbourhood, who had known him
as a boy, would come occasionally with the ladies, ora younger
one, whose father had known him. And there were occasional
dinner-parties, though these occurred but seldom. Sir Robert
liked them all, but at bottom was more than contented when
the clouds hung low and the rain or snow fell and put it out of
the question that he should be disturbed at all. He liked Lily’s
talk best of all, or her silence, when they sat together by the
fireside, where comfort and quiet reigned. He had not been
such a good man in his life that he deserved any such halcyon
time at its end, or to feel so virtuous, so satisfied, so peaceful
as he did. But the sun shines and the rain falls alike on the
just and the unjust, and he had, by good fortune, the art to take
advantage of the good things which providence sent him. Lily
played a game of piquet with him, ‘not so very badly,’ he
said, with happy condescension, and was in time advanced to

z
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chess: but there showed signs of beating her instructor, which
made Sir Robert think chess was a little too much for his head.
In moments of weakness they even came down to simple
draughts, and thus got through the long evenings which the
old gentleman had so much feared, but which now were the
happiest part of the day.

‘I am told you have been here for a long time, Miss
Ramsay,’ Lady Dalzell said, who was the great lady of the
neighbourhood ; ‘how was it we never knew? We are here,
of course, only for a short time in the year—but long enough
to have driven over to Dalrugas, had we known.’

‘I have been here,’ said Lily, ¢for two years—but how it is
my neighbours have not known I cannot tell. I could scarcely
send round a fiery cross to say that a small person of no great
account had arrived at her uncle’s house.’

‘I should have thought Sir Robert would have written or
made some provision. Do you really mean that you have been
without a chaperon, without protection ?’

‘Even as you see me,’ said Lily, with a laugh.

¢ And nothing ever happened,’ said the great lady, ‘to make
you feel uncomfortable?’

Did she look at Lily with some meaning in her eyes? Did
she mean nothing? Who could tell? There might have been
a whole world of sous-entendus in what Lady Dalzell said, or
there might be nothing atall. Lily met her gaze with perhaps
a little more directness than was necessary, but she did not
change colour. »

¢ There was no raid made upon the house,’ said Lily, ‘I
never was in any danger that I know of. There was Dougal,
who would have fought for me to the death—perhaps: or, at
all events, till some one came to help him. And I had two
women who took only too much care of me.

¢ Ah, it was not perils of that kind I was thinking of,’ said
Lady Dalzell, shaking her head.

‘I am sorry,’ said Lily, ¢or perhaps I should rather be glad
—that I don’t know what perils your ladyship was thinking of.’

Then the young lady of the party, Lady Dalzell’s daughter,
interposed, and began to talk of the approaching Christmas and
the entertainments to be given in the neighbourhood. ¢If we
had only known, we should have had you to the ball,’ she said.
‘We had not one last New Year, but the year before: and you
were here then.’
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¢Yes, I was here then.’

¢It was the year of that dreadful snowstorm. How lonely
it must have been for you, shut up for that long fortnight.
Mamma, imagine. Miss Ramsay was here all alone the year
of the snowstorm, shut up in Dalrugas—and we had our ball
and all sorts of things.’

‘I hope Miss Ramsay had some friends or something to
amuse her,’ said Lady Dalzell.

‘I had Helen Blythe from the Manse up to tea,’ cried Lily,
with a little burst of laughter, which did not seem out of place
in the violent contrast which was thus implied, though she felt
it herself almost like a confession. The two ladies looked at
her strangely, she thought, and hastened to change the subject.
Did they look at her strangely? Did they think of her at all?
Or was it the thought of their own shortcomings in respect to
this lonely girl, who was Sir Robert’s niece and heiress, which
made a shade upon their brows? They invited her to the ball,
which was to happen this year, with much demonstration of
friendliness. Not to tire Sir Robert, she and her uncle were
asked to go a day or two before this important festivity and join
the house party—and Miss Dalzel Iconveyed to Miss Ramsay the
delightful intelligence that there would be ¢plenty of partners.’
All the county and the officers from Perth, and a large party
from Edinburgh: the girl spoke of all these preparations with
sparkling eyes.

¢Well, Lily,’ said Sir Robert when the visitors were gone,
‘this will be something for you: you will have one ball at
least” He did not much relish the prospect for himself, but
he was grateful, and felt that he must face it for her.

<1 don’t feel so much enchanted as I ought,’ said Lily.
‘Would it disappoint you much, uncle, if I wrote to say we
could not go?’

¢ Disappoint ¢, my dear !—but you must go, for you would
like it, Lily. Every girl of your age likes a ball’

‘My age, Uncle Robert! Do you know I am five-and-
twenty? I would rather sit alone all night and sew, though I
am not very fond of sewing. Unless you want to dance and
flirt and behave yourself as gentlemen of your age ought not to
do, I think we'll stay at home and play piquet. Iam going
to no ball, cried Lily, her patience breaking down for the
moment, ‘not now, nor ever. I—to a balll after all these
years!’
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¢ Lily,’ said Sir Robert, with a disturbed look, ‘I have ex-
pressed my regret that you should have had such a lonely life,
but it hurts me, my dear, to hear you express yourself with
such bitterness about those years—there were but two of them
after all.’

¢ That is true,’ she said, recovering herself quickly, but
when one has a great deal of time to think, one changes one’s
mind about a great many things—especially balls.’

‘That is true, too,’ he said, ‘so long as you are not bitter
about it, as I sometimes fear you are inclined to be, my dear.’

‘Not bitter at all,’ she cried, with a smile that quivered a
little on her lip. She got up and stood at the window, with
her back to him, looking out upon the moor. The clouds
were hanging low, almost touching the hills, the sky so heavy
that it seemed to be closing down, in one deep tone of grey,
upon the dumb, unresisting earth. “I hope,” said Lily, that
they will get home before the snow comes down.’ She stood
there for some time looking out upon that scene, which had
seen so much. ‘It was the year of that dreadful snowstorm,
the girl had said. And the ball to which they had asked her
was on the anniversary of her wedding day.
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T did not snow that year: the weather was mild and wet
I There was not the exhilaration, the mystery, the clear
breathing chill of the snow, the great gorgeous sunsets
over the purple hills, But the little world was closed in with
opaque walls of cloud ; the sky low; as if you could almost touch
it ; the hills absent from the landscape, replaced by banks of
watery mist, indefinite, meaning nothing; and all life shut up
within the enclosure, where there was shelter to be had and
warmth, if nothing else. It was thus that the anniversary of
Lily’s honeymoon passed by. Her mind was like the sky,
covered by heavy mists, falling low, as if there was no longer
earth and heaven, but only a land of darkness and of despair
between : behind these mists all her existence had disappeared.
Her child, perhaps, was there, her husband was there, the
woman she might have been was there—so was the old Lily,
the girl full of laughter and flying thoughts, full of quick reso-
lutions and plans and infinite hope. ‘The woman who stood
by the window was a woman whom Lily scarcely knew, who
did what she had to do mechanically, whether it was ordering
Sir Robert’s dinner or playing piquet with him, or gazing,
gazing out of that window before he came downstairs. She
gazed, but she looked for no one upon the distant road ; her
gaze meant nothing, any more than her life did. She had no
hope of anything, scarcely, she thought to herself, any desire
left. A ball! to go to a ball! which her uncle thought every
one of her age must wish to do. Ae had been going out to
dinner #2a¢ night—most likely he was going to balls also, about
the New Year time, when there were so many iri Edinburgh.
He could not well get out of it, he would probably say to him-
self. At the New Year time! the New Year!
That season passed over, and so did many more. Miss
357



358 ' SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE

Ramsay of Dalrugas became almost well known in the county.
She went nowhere, being very much devoted, everybody said,
to her old uncle, and perhaps a little bitter at being tied to him,
never able to do anything to please herself: for it was only
natural to suppose it would please her better to see her friends
—to see the world, to have her share of the amusements that
were going—than to sit over the fire with that old man. ‘I
must say that she is goodness itself to him,’ Lady Dalzell said,
‘now, a, least, whatever she may have been.’ These words
fired the imagination of her company, who were eager to know
what Miss Ramsay might have been in the past : but Lady Dal-
zell was very discreet, all the more that she knew nothing, and
was unprovided with any story to tell. ‘Whatever she may
have been—she is not the least what she used to be when she
was a girl in Edinburgh,’ she said. And everybody was dis-
posed to believe Lady Dalzell referred to the recollections of
her own youth, when she was herself a girl in Edinburgh, and
Miss Ramsay of Dalrugas perhaps a little younger and some-
thing of a contemporary. There was nobody who did not add
on ten years at least to Lily’s age.

The little population at Dalrugas itself almost felt the same.
To them, too, it seemed that ten years and more had suddenly
been added to their young mistress’s age. They themselves
had departed to an incredible distance from her or she from them.
To think how they had surrounded her with their almost protect-
ing and familiar love, so short a time before, watching every move-
ment, feeling every variation of feeling in her, knowing all her
secrets, giving her their most zealous guardianship : and that now
they should be pushed so far away—the servants of the house,
to receive their orders, but all silence between them, everything
that had been, ignored, not a word said! It was Katrin who
felt it most, having been aware all the time that she herself had
much more to do in the matter, and was a more responsible
person than Beenie—who often would have been very little
fitted to meet such emergencies as had occurred—but who was
now the best off, receiving from time to time a scrap of confidence
perhaps, at least the chance of close attendance, while Katrin
had to be thinking of her dinner, and of all that was wanted
in the enlarged and much more troublesome household. Lily
never looked at Katrin even, as if there had been anything
more intimate between them than the ordinary relations of
mistress and servant. Had she forgotten how Katrin had
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stood by her, all she had seen, all she had known? Some-
times Katrin asked herself, with indignation and a sense of
injured affection, what Lily, with more reason, asked herself
too—had these scenes ever existed but in imagination, had
it been all a dream? Sometimes as she came downstairs
with her orders for the day, and with a full heart, swelling
with disappointment after some little implied appeal to the
past, of which Lily had taken no notice, Katrin had hard
work to keep from crying, which would, she felt, be an eternal
disgrace to her ‘afore thae strange women’—the maids who
now took the work of the house from her shoulders, and
enforced the bondage of the conventional upon her life.
Katrin felt this as deeply as if she had been the most high-
minded of visionaries. Now-a-days she had always to ¢ behave
herself,’ always to be upon her P’s and Q’s. She could not
even fly out upon Dougal, which sometimes might have been
a consolation, lest these strange women should exchange looks,
and say to each other how little dignified for Sir Robert’s house-
keeper this person was. Dougal, indeed, in the emergency,
was the only one who gave her a rough support. He would
say, with a jerk of his thumb over his shoulder in the direction
of the stairs: ‘She’s no just hersel’ the noo. Ye should ken
that better than me: but ye make nae allowance. I would
like to get her out some day for a ride upon the powny, and
maybe she would open her heart.’

“To you!’ Katrin said, with a sort of shriek, pushing him
from her, the strange women for once being out of the way.

‘She might do waur,’ said Dougal, pushing his bonnet to
his other ear. ‘But my faith!if I ever lay my hand on that
birky frae Edinburgh—him or me shall ken the reason,’ he
cried, bending his shaggy brows, and swinging his clenched
fist through the air.

‘Youre a bonnie person to interfere in my mistress’s
affairs,’ Katrin cried, ‘your pownies and you! If she’s mair
distant and mair grand it’s just what’s becoming, and the house
full of gentlemen and ladies: no to speak o’ thae strange
women, that are at a person’s tails, spying every movement,
day and night. For guidness’ sake gang away and let me be
quit of ye, man! If you come in on the tap o’ a’ to take up
ony moments’ peace I have, I will just gang clean out of the
sma’ sense that’s left me—and pison ye all in your broth!’
cried Katrin, with flashing eyes.
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Dougal withdrew to the place in which he was most at home
in the altered house, Rory’s stable, where he and his favourite
tubbed their shaggy heads together in mutual consolation.
Rory, too, had fallen from his high estate. Never now did he
carry the young lady of the house (which, truth to tell, was not
an honour he had ever appreciated much), never convey a guest
to the coach or the market. Rory went to the hill for peat; he
was ridden into the town, helter-skelter, by a reckless young
groom, for the letters: instead of the gentleman of the stable,
with the black pony under him to do all the rough work, it was
he who had become, as it were, the black pony, the pony-of-all-
work of the establishment. Yet what things he had known!
What scenes he had seen! There was a consciousness of it all,
and a choking no doubt of honest merit undervalued, in his
throat, too, as he rubbed his nose against Dougal’s shoulder.
He had been even ‘further ben’ than Dougal in the secrets of
the life that was past.

And Lily did not console Katrin, said nothing to Robina,
did not even attempt to save the pony from his hard fate. She
was as hard as Fate herself, wrapped up as in robes of ice or
stone, smiling as if from a pinnacle of chill unconsciousness
upon all those spectators of her past existence—the conspirators
who had helped out every contrivance—the accomplices. And
yet it was not the rage, which sometimes silently devoured her,
which separated her from her humble friends. She was angry
with them as with all the world, and herself most of all. But
sometimes her heart yearned, too, for a kind word, for a look
from eyes which knew all that had been and wasno more. But
I think she dared not let it be seen, lest the flood-doors, once
opened, should give forth the whole tide and could never close
again, .

When all this came to an end, I do not think Lily v-as aware
how long it had been: if it had been two years or three years,
I believe she never quite knew: the dates, indeed, established
the course of time, but when did she think of dates, as the
monotonous seasons followed each other, day by night, and
summer by winter, and meal by meal. Routine was very strong
in Sir Robert’s house, where every hour was measured, and every
repast as punctual as clockwork, and there was nothing which
happened to-day which did not happen to-morrow, and would
so continue, unwavering, unending, till time was over. Such a
routine makes one forget that time will ever be over: it looks
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as if it might go on for ever, as if no breach were possible, still
less any conclusion : and yet, in the course of time, the conclu-
sion must always come at last.

One of these winters was a bad one for the old folk—some-
thing ungenial was in the air. It was not actually that the
temperature was much lower than usual, but the cold lasted
long, without breaks or any intervals of rest : always cold, always
grey, with no gleams in the sky. The babies felt it first, and
then the old people: everybody had bronchitis—for influenza
was not in those days. There was coughing in every cottage,
and by degrees the old fathers and mothers began to disappear.
There were not enough of them to startle people in the news-
papers as with any record of an epidemic: but only the old
people, who were ripe for falling, and wanted only a puff of
wind to blow them away like the last leaves on a tree, felt that
puff, and dropped noiselessly, their time being come. It began
to appear of more decided importance when Mr Blythe was
known to be very ill, not in his usual quiet chronic manner, but
with bronchitis too like all the rest. There kad not been very
much intercourse between Dalrugas and the Manse since Sir
Robert’s arrival,  He had been eager to see the old minister,
who was almost the only relic of the friends of his youth, and
they had found a great deal to say to each other on the first
and even on the second visit. But Sir Robert liked his visitors
to come to him, and Mr Blythe was incapable of moving from
his chair, so that their intercourse gradually lessened even in
the first year, and in the second came almost to nothing at all.
There was an embarrassment, too, between the two old gentle-
men. Mr Blythe felt it, and would stop short even in the midst
of one of his best stories, struck by some sudden suggestion,
and grow portentously grave, just where the laugh came in.
Sometimes he would look round at Lily, half angry, half inquir-
ing. He could not be at ease with his old friend when so
great a secret lay between them, and though Sir Robert knew
nothing about any secret nor even suspected the existence of
such a thing, he yet felt also that there was something on
Blythe’s mind. ¢ What is it he wants to speak to me about?’.
he would say to Lily. ‘I am certain there is something. Is
it about his girl? He should be able to leave his girl pretty
well off, or at least to provide for her according to her station.
Does he want me to take the charge of his girl?’ ‘Helen
will want nobody to take care of her,’ said Lily. ‘Then what
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is it he has on his mind?’ Sir Robert asked, but got no reply.
Thus it was that their intercourse had been checked. And
there was a cloud between Lily and Helen, who was deeply
troubled in her mind by the complete disappearance of
Lumsden from the scene. There were many things about
him, and her friend’s connection with him, that had disturbed
Helen in the past. She had not known how to account for
many circumstances in the story: his constant reappearance,
the mystery of an intercourse which never ‘came to anything
further, yet never slackened, had troubled her sorely. She
had not asked, nor wished to hear, any explanation which
might be, in however small a degree, derogatory to Lily. She
would rather bear the pain of doubt than the worse pain of
knowing that her doubts were justified. And there were a
host of minor circumstances which had added to her confusion
and trouble, just before Sir Robert’s arrival, when Lily had,
as she thought, withdrawn from her society, and even made
pretexts not to see her, to Helen’s astonishment and dismay.
And then there came Lily’s illness, and Ronald’s anxious
visit, and then—nothing more. A curtain falling, as it were,
on the whole confused drama; an end, which was no end.
Ronald’s name had never been mentioned since ; he had never
been seen in the country; he had gone out of Lily’s life, so
far as appeared, totally without reason given or word said.
And Helen had not continued to question Lily, whom she,
like everybody else, found to be so much changed by her ill-
ness. There was something in the face which had been so
sweet and almost child-like a little time before, which now
stopped expansion. Helen looked into it wistfully—and was
silent. And thus the veil which had fallen between the two
old men came down still more darkly between the other two,
and the intercourse had grown less and less, until, in the cold
wintry weather of this miserable season, it had almost died
away.

But it was a great shock to hear one grey, dull morning
when everything seemed more miserable than ever, the sky
more heavy, the frost more bitter, that the minister had died
in the night. This news came to them with the letters and
the early rolls for which every morning now a groom rode into
Kinloch-Rugas upon the humiliated Rory. The minister dead !
Sir Robert was more impressed by it than could have been
imagined possible. ¢Old Blythe!’ he said to himself, with a
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shock which paled his own ruddy countenance. Why should
he have died? The routine of his life was as fixed and certain
as that of Sir Robert himself. There seemed no necessity
that it should ever be broken. He was part of the landscape
like one of the hills, like the grey steeple of his church, a
landmark, a thing not to be removed. Yet he was removed
and Mr Douglas, the assistant and successor, was now minister
of Kinloch-Rugas. In a little while the place which had known
him so long would know him no more. Sir Robert ate very
little breakfast that morning ; he had himself a bad cold which
he could not shake off; he got up and walked about the
room, almost with excitement. ‘QOld Blythe!’ he repeated,
and began to recall audibly to himself, or at least only half to
Lily, the time when Old Blythe was young, as young as other
folk, and a very cheery fellow and a good companion and no
nonsense about him. And now he was dead! It was probably
the fault of that dashed drunken doctor, who fortunately was
not Sir Robert’s doctor, who had let him die. Lily on her
part was scarcely less moved. Dead! The man who had
held so prominent a place in that dream, who had never
forgotten it, in whose eyes she had read her own history, at
least, so far as he knew it, the last time she met his look—with
so living a question in them too, almost demanding was that
secret never to be told P—ready to insist, to say—*Then I
must tell it if you will not” She had read all that in his look
the last time she had seen him, and in her soul had trembled.
And now he was dead and could never say a word. She had
a vague sense too that she had one less now among the few
people who would stand by her. But she wanted no one to
stand by her—she was in no trouble. The mystery of her
existence would never now be revealed. :

¢I think I ought to go and see Helen, uncle,’ she said.

¢ Certainly, certainly,’ he cried, more eager than she was.
¢ Order the brougham at once, and be sure you take plenty of
wraps. Is there anything we could send? Think, my dear—
is there anything I could do? I would like—to show every
respect.’

He made a movement as if he would go to the escritoire
in which he kept his money ; for cheques were not—or at least
were not for individual purposes, in these days.

‘Uncle,’ she said, ‘they are not poor people—you cannot
send money, they are like ourselves.’
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Let me tell you,’ he said, with a little irritation, *that there
are many families, even like ourselves as you say—which the
Blythes are not—who would be very thankful for a timely
present at such a moment. But, however— Is there nothing
you can take, no cordial, or a little of the port—or—or
anything ?*

‘Helen wants nothing, uncle—but perhaps a kind word.’

‘Helen ! ah, that’s true : the auld man's gone that would
have known the good of it. Well, tell her at least that if I can
be of any use to her—I always thought,’ he cried, with a little
evident but quickly suppressed emotion ¢ that he had something
he wanted to say to me—something that was on his mind.’

How little he thought what it was that the old minister had
on his mind ! and how well Lily knew.

Helen was very calm, almost calmer than Lily was, when
they met in the old parlour where the great chair was already set
against the wall. ¢ You are not to cry, Lily: he was very clear
in his mind though sore wearied in his body: he was glad at
the last to get away. He said, “ I've had my time here, and no
a bad time either, the Lord be praised for all His mercies—and I’ll
maybe find a wee place to creep into, that She will have keepit
for me : not a minister,” he said, oh, Lily ! “ but maybe a door-
keeper in the house of the Lord.” Is that not all we could wish
for, that his mind should have been like that?’ said Helen, with
eyes too clear for tears. She was arranging everything in her
quiet way, requiring no help, quite worn out with watching, but
incapable of rest until all that was needful had been done. The
darkened room where so much had happened, isolated now from
the common day by the shutting out of the light, seemed like a
sort of funereal, monumental chamber in all its homely shabbi-
ness—a grey and colourless vault, not for him who had gone out
of it, but for the ghosts and phantoms of all that had taken place
there, Lily’s heart was more oppressed by the great detach-
ment of that room, in which her own life had been decided,
than either by the serene death above or the serene sorrow by
her side,

When she got back, Sir Robert, very fretful, was sitting
over the fire. He was hoarse and coughing, and more impatient
than she had seen him. ¢If it goes on like this I'll not stay
here,’ he said, ‘not another week, let them say what they like.
Four weeks of frost, a measured month, and as much more in
that bitter sky. No. I will not stay ; and, however, attached



SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE 365

you are to the place, you'll come with me, Lily. Yes, you'll
come with me. We'll take up my old travelling carriage, and
we'll get away to the South—if I were but free of this con-
founded cold.’

‘We must take care of you, uncle. You must let us take
care of you, and your cold will soon go.’

‘You think so?’ he said eagerly. ‘I thought you would
think so. I never was a man for catching cold. I never had
a bronchitis in my life, that’s not my danger. If that doctor
ﬁan would but come—for I thought it as well to send for

im?’

He looked up at her with an inquiring look. He was
anxious to be approved in what he had done. ‘It was the
only thing to do,’ she said, and he was as glad she thought so
as if she had been the mistress of his actions.

But by the evening, Sir Robert was very ill. He fought
very hard for his life. He was several years over seventy, and
there did not seem much in life to retain him. But neverthe-
less he fought hard for it, and was very unwilling to let it go.
He made several rallies from sheer strength of will, it appeared.
But in the end the old soldier had to yield as we must all do.
The long frost lasted, the bitter winds blew—no softening came
to the weather or to Fate. Sir Robert died not long after the
old minister had been laid in the grave. It was a dreadful
year for the old folk, everybody said ; they fell like the leaves
in October before every wind.



CHAPTER XLIV

DO not think that Lily in the least realised what had
happened to her when her uncle died.  She grieved for him
with a very natural—not excessive—sorrow, as a daughter

grieves for an old father, whose life she is aware cannot be long
prolonged. He was more to her than it was to be expected he
could have been. These two years of constant intercourse,
and a good deal of kindness, which could scarcely be called un-
selfish, yet was more genuine on that very account, had brought
them into real relationship with each other: and Lily, who
never had known what family ties were, had come to regard the
careless Uncle Robert of her youth, to whom she had been a
troublesome appendage, as he was to her the representative of a
quite unaffectionate authority—as a father, who indeed made
many demands, but made them with a confidence and trust in
her good feeling, which were quite natural and quite irresistible,
calling forth in her the qualities to which that appeal was made. .
Sir Robert had all unawares served Lily, though it was his
coming which was the cause of the great catastrophe in her life.
She did not blame him for that ; it was inevitable ; in one way
or other it must have come: but she was grateful to him for
having laid hands upon her, so to speak, in the failure of all
things, and given her duties and a necessity for living. And now
she mourned for him, as a daughter for a father—let us say a
married daughter with interests of her own—for a father who
had been all that was natural to her, but no more.

She was a little dazed and confused, however, with the
rapidity of the catastrophe, the week’s close nursing, the fatigue,
the profound feeling which death—especially with those to
whom his presence is new —inevitably calls forth: and very
much subdued and sorrowful in her mind, feeling the vacancy,
the silence, the departure of the well-known figure, which had
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given a second fictitious life to this now doubly deserted place
But it did not occur to Lily at first to think how her own position
was affected, or what change had taken place in her life. She
was not an incapable woman, whom the management of her own
affairs would have frightened or over-burdened, but she never
had possessed any affairs, never had the command of any
money, never arranged, except as she was told, where or how she
had to live. Until her uncle had given her, when she went to
Edinburgh, the sum, which to her inexperience was fabulous,
and which she had spent chiefly in her vain search after her
child, she had never had any money at all. She did not even
think of it in this new change of affairs, nor of what her future
fate in that respect was to be.

This indifference was not shared by the household, or at
least by those two important members of it, Katrin and Robina,
who had been most attentive and careful of Sir Robert in his
illness, but who, after he was dead, having little tie of any kind
to the old gentleman, who had been a good enough master and
no more—dropped him as much as it was possible to drop the
idea of one who lay solemnly dead in the house, the centre of
all its occupations still, though he could influence them no
more. ‘What will happen now?’ they said to each other,
putting their heads together when the *strange women,” sub-
dued by a ‘death in the house,’ were occupied with their
special businesses, and Sir Robert’s man, his occupation gone,
had retired to his chamber, feeling himself in want of rest and
refreshment after the labours of nursing, which he had not
undergone. ‘What will happen noo?’ said Katrin. ‘And
ghag will we do with her?’ Beenie said, shaking her large

ead.

‘T’ tell you,” said Katrin, ‘the first thing that will happen,
Before we ken where we are we'll hae 4im here.’

¢No, no,’ said Beenie, ‘no, no. I am not expecting that.’

*You may expect what ye like ; but that is what will happen.
He will come in just as he used to do with a fib about the
cauld of the Hielands, and a word about the steps that are so
worn ,and no safe. Woman, he has the ball at his fit now.
Do you no ken, when a man’s wife comes into her siller, it’s to
him it goes. She will have everything: and well he kens that,
and it’s just the reason of all that has come and gone.’

‘He'll never daur,’ said Beenie, ‘after leaving her so long
to herself, and after a’ that’s come and gone, as you say.’
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¢ It’s none'of his fault leaving her to hersel. He has written
to her and written to her, for I've seen the letters mysel’; and
if she has taken no notice, it is her wyte and not his. She will
have a grand fortune, a’ auld Sir Robert’s money, and this
place that is the home o' them all.’

‘I never thought so much of this place. She'll not bide
here. Her and me will be away as soon as ever it's decent, I
will assure you o’ that, to seek the bairn over a’ the world.’

¢ You'll never find him,’ said Katrin.

¢ Ay, will we! Naebody to say her nay, and siller in her
pouch, and the world before her. We'll find him if he were at
its other end.’ )

‘Ye'll never find him—without the father of him,’” cried
Katrin, becoming excited in her opposition.

¢ That swore he was dead!’ cried Beenie, flushing too with
fright and indignation,  that stood up to my face—me that kent
better, and threepit that the bairn was dead. And her that was
his mother sitting by, her bonnie face covered in her hands.’

‘Woman !’ cried Katrin, ‘would you keep up dispeace in
a house for anything a man may have said or threepit? I'm
for peace whatever it costs. What is a house that’s divided
against itsel' ? Scripture will tell ye that. Even if a man is an
ill man, if he belongs to ye, it’s better to have him than to want
him. It’s mair decent. Once you've plighted him your word,
ye must just pit up with him for good report or evil report. If
the father's in one place and the mother’s in another, how are
ye to bring up a bairn? And a’ just for a lie the man has told
when he was in desperation, and for taking away the bairn
when we couldna have keepit him, when it was as clear as
daylight something had to be done. Losh! Dougal might
tear the hair out o’ my head, or the claes frae my back, he
would be my man still.’

¢Seeing he is little like to do either the one thing or the
other, it's easy speaking,’ Beenie said. :

Lily did not come so far as this in her thoughts till a day
or two had passed, and then there came upon her, as Beenie had
divined, the sudden impulse which, nevertheless, had been
lying dormant in her mind all this time, to get up and go,
at once, in pursuit of her baby. All the people she had
employed, all the schemes she had tried, had come to no-
thing. At first her ignorant efforts had been baulked by that
very ignorance itself, by not knowing what to do or whom
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to trust, and then by distance, and time, and agents who were
not very much in earnest. To look for a great criminal, that
was a thing which might awaken all the natural detective quali-
ties even before detectives were. But to look for a baby, with
no glory, no notoriety, whatever might be one’s success! Lily
saw all this now with the wisdom that even a very little practi-
cal experience gives. But his mother—that would be a very
different matter. His mother would find him wheresoever he
was hidden. And, after the first day of consternation, of con-
fusion and fatigue, this resolution flashed upon her, as it had
done at times through all the miserable months that were past.
She had been obliged to crush it then, but now there was no
occasion to crush it any longer. She was free—no one had
any right to stop her ; she was necessary to nobody—bound to
nobody. So she thought, rejecting vehemently.in her mind the
idea of her husband, who had robbed her, who had lied to her, but
who should not restrain her now, let the law say what it would.
Lily did not even know how much the property of her husband
she was. Even in the old bad times it was only when evil days
came that the women learnt this. The majority of them, let us
hope, went to their graves without ever knowing it, except in a
jibe, which was to the address of all women. She did not
think of it. Ronald had robbed her, had lied to her, and
was separated from her for ever; but that he would even now
attempt to control her did not enter into Lily’s mind. He was
a gentleman, though these were not the acts of a gentleman.
She did not fear him nor suspect him of any common offence
against her. He had been guilty of these crimes—that was the
only word to use for them—but to herself, Lily, he could do
nothing. She had so much confidence in him still. Nor
indeed (she thought at first) would he have anything to do
with it. He would know nothing—she would go after her
child at once, as was natural—his mother’s right. And he surely
would not be the man to interfere,

Then as she began to wait, to feel herself waiting, every nerve
tingling and excitement rising in her veins every hour, in the
enforced silence of the shadowed house, until the funeral should
set her free—Lily came to life altogether, she could not tell how
n a moment, waking as if from the past, the ice, the paralysis,
that had bound her. She had lived 'with her uncle these two years,
and she had not lived at all. She had not known even what was
the passage of time.‘ Her existence had been mechanical, and all

2 A
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her days alike, the winter in one fashion, the summer in
another.

The child—the thought of the child had been a thread
which kept her to life ; otherwise there had been nothing. But
now, when that thought of the child became active and an in-
spiration, her whole soul suddenly came to life again. It was
as when the world has been hid by the darkness of night and
we seem to stand detached, the only point of consciousness
with nothing round us, till between two openings of the eyelids
there comes into being again a universe that had been hidden,
the sky, the soil, the household walls, all in a moment visible
in that dawn which is scarcely light, which is vision, which re-
creates and restores all that we knew of. To Lily there came
a change like that. She closed her eyes in the wintry black-
ness of the night, and when she opened them everything had
come back to her. It was not that she had forgotten. It was
all there all the time ; but her heart had been benumbed, and
darkness had covered the face of the earth. It was not the
light or warmth of the sunrise that came upon her ; it was that
revelation of the earliest dawn that makes the hidden things
visible, and fills in once more the mountains and the moors,
the earth and the sky.

It was with a shock that she saw it all again. She had
been wrapped in a false show, everything vanity and delusion
about her—Miss Ramsay—a name that was hers no longer;
but in reality she was Ronald Lumsden’s wife, the mother of a
child, a woman with other duties, other rights. And he was
there, facing her, filling up the world. In her benumbed state
he had been almost invisible—so much of life as she had clung
to the idea of the baby. When he appeared to her it was as a
ghost from which she shrank, from which every instinct turned
her away. But now he stood there, as he had stood all the
time, looking her in the face. Had he been doing so all these
years? or had she been invisible to him as he to her? She
was seized with a great trembling as she asked herself that
question. Had he been watching her through the dark, as
through the light, keeping his eye upon her, waiting? She
shuddered, but all her faculties became vivid, living, at this
touch. And then there were other questions to ask. What
would he do? Failing that, more intimate still—~What would
she do, Lily, herself? What, now that she was free, alone,
with no bond upon her, what should she do? This question
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shook her very being. She could go on no longer with her life
of lies—what should she do?

Sir Robert’s man of business came from Edinburgh as soon
as the news reached him. He told her that she was, as she had
a right to be, her uncle’s sole heir, there being no other relation
near enough to be taken into consideration at all. Should she
tell him at once what her real position was? It was a painful
thing for Lily to do, and until she was able to set out upon that
search for her child, which was still her first object, she had a
superstitious feeling that something might happen, something
that would detain or delay her, if she told her secret at once.
She had arranged to go away on the morning after the funeral.
That day, before Mr Wallace left Dalrugas, she resolved that
she would tell him, and, through him, all who were there.
Her heart beat very loud at the thought. To keep it so long,
and then in a moment give it up to the discussion of all the
world! To reveal—was it her shame ?—oh, shame, indeed, to
have deceived every one, her uncle, every creature who knew
her. But yet, not shame, not shame, in any other way. Much
surprised was Mr John Wallace, W.S., Sir Robert’s man of
business, to find how indifferent Miss Ramsay was as to the
value and extent of the property her uncle had left her. She
said ‘Yes,’ to all his statements, sometimes interrogatively,
sometimes in simple assent; but he saw that she did not take
them in, that the figures had no meaning for her. Her mind
was otherwise absorbed. She was thinking of something.
When he asked her, not without a recollection of things he had
heard, as he said to himself, ‘long ago,’ when Sir Robert’s niece
had been sent off to the wilds out of some young birkie’s way,
whether there was anyone whom she would like specially sum-
moned for the funeral, Lily looked up at him with a quick, al-
most terrified glance, and said, ‘No, no.” She had, he felt,
certainly something on her mind. I don’t know whether, in
those days, the existence of a private and hidden story was
more common than now ; there were always facilities for such
things in Scotland in the nature of the marriage laws, and many
anxious incidents happened in families. A man acknowledging
a secret wife, of whose existence nobody had known, was
common enough. But a young lady was different. At all
events there could be no doubt that this young lady had some-
thing on her mind. .

The arrangements were all made in a style befitting Sir
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Robert’s dignity. The persons employed camé from Edin-
burgh with a solemn hearse and black horses, and all the
gloomiest paraphernalia of death. A great company gathered
from the country all about. They had begun to arrive, and a
number of carriages were already waiting round to show the re-
spect of his neighbours for the old gentleman, of whom they had
actually known so little. The few farmers who were his tenants
on the estate, which included so little land of a profitable kind
among the moors (not yet profitable) and the mountains—waited
outside in their rough gigs, but several of the gentlemen had
gathered in the drawing-room, where cake and wine were laid
out upon a table, and Mr Douglas, now the minister of Kinloch-
Rugas, stood separate, a little from the rest, prepared to ‘give
the prayer” The Church of Scotland knew no burial service
in those days, other than the prayer which preceded the carry-
ing forth of the coffin. Two ladies had driven over, with their
husbands, to stay with Lily when the procession left the house.
They did not know very much of her, but they were sorry for
her in herloneliness. The appearance of a woman at a funeral
was an unknown thing in those days, in Scotland and never
thought of. This little cluster of black dresses was in a corner
of the room, in the faint light of the shadowed windows, Lily’s
pale face tremulous with an agitation, which was not grief,
forming the point of highest light in the sombre room, among
the high-coloured rural countenances. She meant to tell them
—on their return. :

It was at this moment, in the preliminary pause, when Mr
Douglas, standing out in the centre of the room, was about to
lift his hand as the signal for the prayer about to begin, that
a rapid step became audible, coming up the stairs, stumbling
a little on the uppermost steps as most people did. It was no-
thing wonderful that someone should be a little late, yet there
was something in the step which made even the most careless
member of the company look round. Lily, absorbed in her
thoughts, was startled by the sound, she could not tell why.
She moved her head a little, and it so happened that the gentle-
men standing about, by an instinctive movement stepped aside
from between her and the door, so as to leave room for the
entrance of the new-comer. He was heard to quicken his pace,
as if fearing to be too late, and the minister stood with his hand
raised—waiting till the interruption should be over and the
tardy guest had appeared.
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~ Then the)door opened quickly, and Ronald Lumsden came
in. He was in full panoply of mourning, according to the
Scotch habit, his hat, which was in his hand, covered with
crape, his sleeves with white ¢ weepers,’ his appearance that of
a chief mourner. “I am not too late ?’ he said, as he came in.
Who was he? Some of those present did not know. Was he
some unacknowledged son, turning up at the last moment, to
turn away the inheritance? Mr Wallace stepped out a little to
meet him, in consternation. Suddenly it flashed through his
memory that this was the young fellow out of whose way Lily
Ramsay had been sent by her uncle. He knew Lumsden well
enough. He made a sign to him to be silent, pointing to the
minister, who stood, interrupted, ready to begin.

‘I see,’ said Ronald, in the proper whisper, with a nod of
his head: and then he stepped straight up through the little
lane made for him, to where Lily sat, like an image of stone,
her lips parted with a quick, fluttering breath. He took her
hand and held it in his, standing by her side. ‘Pardon me
that I come so late,” he said, ‘I was out of town; but I am
still in time. Mr Wallace, I will take my place after the coffin
as the representative of my wife.’ This was said rapidly but
calmly, in the complete self-possession of a man who knows he
is master of the situation. There was scarcely a pause, the
astonished company had scarcely time to look into each other’s
face, when the proceedings went on. The minister's voice
arose, with that peculiar cadence which is in the sound of prayer.
The men stood still, arrested in their excitement, shuffling with
their feet, covering their faces with one hand, so long as they
could keep up that difficult position. But this was all unlike a
funeral prayer. The atmosphere had suddenly become full of
excitement, the pulsations quickened in every wrist.

Lily remained in her chair; she did not rise. It was one
of the points of decorum thata woman should not be able to
stand on such an occasion. The two ladies, all one quiver of
curiosity, stood behind her, and Ronald by her side, holding her
hand. He did not give it up, though she had tried to with-
draw it, but stood close by her, holding his hat, with its long
streamers of crape, in his other hand, his head drooped a little,
and his eyes cast down in reverential sympathy. To describe
what was in her mind would be impossible. Her heart had
given one wild leap, as if it would have choked her, and then a
sort of calm of death had succeeded. He held her hand, press-
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ing it softly from time to time. He gave no sign but this of
any other feeling but the proper respectful attention ; while she
sat paralysed. And then came the stir—the movement. He
let her hand drop, and, bending over her, touched her fore-
head with his lips ; and then he made a sign to the astonished
men about, even to Mr Wallace, who had been, up to this
moment, the chief authority, to precede him. There was a
sort of a gasp in the astonished assembly, but everyone obeyed
Ronald’s courteous gesture. There was nothing presumptuous,
nothing of the upstart in it ; it was the calm and dignified con-
fidence of the master of the house. He was the last to leave
the room, which he did with another pressure of Lily’s hand,
and a glance to the ladies behind, which said as distinctly as
words: ‘Take care of my wife” And he was the first in the
procession, placing himself at once behind the coffin. The
burying-ground was not far away: it was one of those lonely
places among the hills, so common in the north, with a little
chapel in ruins, a relic of an older form of faith, within its grey
walls, which are so pathetic and so solemn. The long line of
men walking two and two made a great show in their black pro-
cession, their feet ringing upon the hard frost-bound road. But
Ronald walked alone, in front, as if he had been Sir Robert’s
son. And his heart was full of a steady and sober elation.
It had been a hard fight: but he had conquered. Though he
was not a scn, but an enemy, he was, as he had always intended
to be, Sir Robert’s heir.



CHAPTER XLV

¢ UT this is all very strange and requires explanation. 1
do not doubt in the least what you say, but it requires
explanation,” Mr Wallace said.

Only a few of the gentlemen returned with him to the
house. Two of them were the husbands of the two ladies who
had been with Lily, and who now, with each a volume in her
face, joined the surprised and curious men. Lily, toe, had
come back to the room. It was now that she had intended to
make her statement, and it had become unnecessary. She was
saved something, and yet there was worse before her than if this
had not been saved.

“There is no explanation we are not ready to give,” said
Roland, calmly. ‘We were married four years ago, in the Manse
of Kinloch-Rugas, by Mr Douglas’s predecessor, dead, I am
sorry to hear, the other day. My wife has the lines, which she
will give you. Two witnesses of the marriage are in the house.
Everything is in perfect order and ready for any examination,
The reason of the secrecy we were obliged to keep up was the
objections of Sir Robert, whom we have just laid with every re-
spect in his grave.’

‘With every respect, Mr Walldce said with emphasis, and
there was a murmur of agreement from the company round.

‘These are my words—with every respect. One may re-
spect a man and yet fail to sacrifice one’s own happiness en-
tirely to him. My wife and I were in accord as to saving Sir
Robert anything that might vex him in his old age.’

Here Lily raised her head as if about to speak—but said
nothing by a second thought, or perhaps by inability to utter
anything in the midst of the flow of his address.

¢It is unnecessary to say what it has cost us to keep up this:
hut we have done it at every risk. Qur duty now is changed,
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and it is as necessary to make our position clearly understood
as it was before to keep it private to ourselves. I would not
allow Mrs Lumsden to take this avowal upon herself, as I am
sure she would have done had I not been here, or to encounter
the fatigue of the day alone. I have preferred to look like an
intruder, as I fear some of the gentlemen here must have
thought me.’

¢No intruder,’ said one. ‘No, no, to be sure, no intruder,’
:sa.id a.t;other. ‘Not,’ said a third, ‘if this extraordinary story
Is true,

¢ That’s the whole question,” said Mr Wallace. ‘My client
knew nothing of it. He left his money to his niece as to a
single woman. The lady has always been known as Miss
Ramsay. How are we to know it is true?’

‘You know me, however, said Ronald, with a smile,
‘Ronald Lumsden, advocate, son of John, of that name, of
Portalloch. I think I have taken fees from you before now,
Mr Wallace. It is not very likely I should tell you such a lie
as that, in the lady’s face.’

‘Miss Ramsay,” said Mr Wallace, ‘Lord! if I knew what
to call the lady ! Madam, is this true ?’

¢It is true that I have deceived my uncle and everyone
who knew me. It has been heavy, heavy on my conscience,
and a shame in my heart. I can look no one in the face,
cried Lily. ‘I meant to confess it to you to-day, as he says.
Yes, it is true.’

Though the house was still the house of death, according to
all etiquette, and the blinds not yet drawn up from the windows,
Mr Wallace, W.S., uttered, in spite of himself, a low whistle of
astonishment. And then he coughed, and drew himself up
that nobody should suspect him of such an impropriety. ¢ This
is a strange case—a very strange case. These gentlemen must
understand that I had no inkling of it when I invited them
here to-day.’

‘What would it have mattered what inkling you had,
Wallace?’ said one of the most important of the strangers.
‘We cannot change what is done, Perhaps, indeed, there’s no
occasion. It is a dreary moment for congratulations, Mts—
Mrs Lumsden : or I would wish you joy, with a good heart.’

‘You will let me thank you on my wife’s account,” said
Ronald. ‘As you say, it's a dreary moment—and we have
had a dreary time of it: but that, I hope, is all gver now.’
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¢Over by the death of the poor gentleman that suspected
nothing : that has treated his niece like his own child,’ said
Mr Wallace. ‘It is not a pretty thing, nor is it a pleasant con-
sideration. I hope you will not think I am meaning anything
unkind to you, Miss Lily—I beg your pardon, the other name
sticks in my throat. It was not with any thought of this that
my old friend left all his money to his niece—and we are met
here to mourn his death, not to give thanks with these young
people that it’s over. He was a good friend to me, gentlemen,
you'll excuse me : it sticks in my throat-—it sticks in my throat.’

‘The feeling is very natural, and I'm sure we're all with you,
Wallace : but, as I was saying, what’s done cannot be undone,’
said the first gentleman again.

‘And no doubt it is a painful thing for the young people,’
said another, charitably, ‘to have to tell it at this moment, and
to have it received in such a spirit. No doubt they would
rather have put it off to another season. It’s honest of them,
I will say for one, not to put it off.”

‘And there’s the will, I suppose, to read,’ said another, ‘and
the days are short. My presence is certainly not indispensable,
and I think I must be getting home.’

‘You will not take it unkind, Mrs Lumsden, if we all say the
same. It’s enough to give the horses their death, standing
about in the cold.’

‘There’s no difficulty about the will,” said Mr Wallace. ‘It
is just leaving all to her, and no question about it. Scarcely
anything more but a legacy or two to the servants. He was a
thoughtful man for all that were kind to him. You can see the
will when you please at my office, and the business can be put
into your hands, Lumsden, when you please. I suppose you're
not intending to remain here?’

‘That is as my wife pleases, said Ronald: ‘in that respect
I can have no will but hers.’

And then they all stood for a moment, in the natural
awkwardness of such a breaking up: no will read ; nothing to
make a natural point of conclusion. The ladies came to the
rescue, as was their part. One of them, touched by pity, took
Lily into her arms, and spoke tenderly in her ear.

‘My dear, you must not blame yourself beyond measure,
she said. ‘You were very good to the old man. I have
thought for a long time you had something on your mind: but
if you had been his daughter ten times over, and had a con-
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science void of offence, you could not have been a better bairn
to the old man.’

‘Thank you for saying so,’ said Lily, ‘I will remember you
said it, as long as I live.’

‘Hoot,’ said the kind woman, ‘you will soon be thinking of
other things. I will come back soon to see you, and you must
just try to forgive yourself, my dear.’ She paused a moment,
and Lily divined that she would have said, ‘and Aim .’ but
these words did not come.

‘We will all come back—and bring our good wishes—
another day,’ said this lady’s husband, and then they all shook
hands with her, with at least a show of cordiality—the half-
dozen men feeling to Lily like a crowd—the other lady saying
nothing to her but a half-whispered good-bye. Ronald elabo-
rately shook hands with them all, with a little demonstration
again as of the master of the house. He went to the door with
them, seeing them off, inquiring about their carriages. He was
perfectly good-mannered, courteous, friendly, but showing a
familiarity with the place, warning the strangers of the dark
corners, and especially of that worn step at the top of the stairs,
which was positively dangerous, Ronald said, and must be seen
to at once, and with an assumption of the position of the man
of the house, which did not please the country neighbours.
He was too well acquainted with everything, too pat with all
their names, overdoing his part.

¢Oh, Miss Lily, Miss Lily,’ cried old Wallace, who had not
called her by that name since she was a child, ‘how could you
deceive him ?P—a man that trusted in you with all his heart 1’

‘Nobody can blame me,’ said Lily, drearily, ‘as I blame
myself.’

‘You would never have had his money had he known.
The will’s all right, and nobody can contest it, but that siller
would burn my fingers if it were me. I would have no enjoy-
ment in it. I would think it a fortune dearly bought.’

‘The money—was I thinking about the money?’ Lily
cried, with a touch of scorn which brought back its natural
tone to her voice.

‘No, I dare swear you were not,’ said the old gentleman :
‘but if not you, there were others. It's never a good thing to
play with money—either it sticks to your fingers and defiles
you, or it’s like a canker on your good name. He’s away to
his account, that maybe had something to answer for. He
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should have given you your choice—yourlad or my siller. He
should have put it into words. He should have given you
your choice.’

‘He did,’ said Lily, almost under her breath.

‘He did! I'm glad to hear it—it was honest of him—and
you—thought it better to have them both. I understand now.
It was maybe wise—but not what I would have expected of
you.!
Lily had not a word to say—she had hidden her face in her
hands.

‘Mr Wallace,’ said Ronald, coming back, ‘I cannot have
my wife questioned in my absence about things for which, at
the utmost, she is only partially toblame. I am here to answer
for her, and myself too.’

‘You will have enough to do with yourself. Did you
think, sir, you were to come and let off a surprise on us all,
and claim Sir Robert’s money, and receive his inheritance, and
never a word said ?’

¢If it eases your mind, say as many words as you like,’ cried
Ronald, cheerfully, ‘they will not hurt either Lily or me—
precious balms that do not break the head.’

T would just like, my young sir, to punish ye well for your
mockery of the Holy Scriptures, if not of me.’

¢The punishment is not in your hand,’ said Lily, uncovering
her pale face. ‘We are not clear of it, nor ever will be—it will
last as long as our lives.’

‘I can well believe that,’ said old Wallace. He put up the
papers with which the table was strewn, into his bag. ‘You
can come to me in my office when you like, Mr Lumsden, and I
will show you everything. It's unnecessary that you and me
should go over it here,’ he said, snapping the bag upon them,
almost with vehemence. ‘She’s badly hurt enough; there is
no occasion for turning the knife in the wound. I will leave
you to make it up within yourselves,” he said.

Once more Ronald accompanied the departing guest down-
stairs. He called Mr Wallace’s clerk ; he helped Mr Wallace
to mount into the geeg which awaited him. No master of a
house could have been more attentive, more careful, of his
guest. He wrought the old gentleman up to such a pitch of
exasperation that he almost swore—a thing which occurred to
him only in the greatest emergencies; and that it was all he
could do to prevent himself from using his whip upon the broad



380 SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE

shoulders of the interloper, who was thus speeding the parting
guests. But the exigencies of the coach which he had to get
at Kinloch-Rugas, at a certain hour, prevented much further
delay. And Ronald stood and watched the departure of the
angry man of business in the Kinloch-Rugas geeg with a sensa-
tion of relief. Was it relief? He was glad to get rid of him,
no doubt, and of all the consternation and disapproval with
which his appearance had been greeted. No one now had any
right to say a word—the first and greatest ordeal was over.
But yet there remained something behind, which made Ronald’s
nerves tingle ; all that was outside had passed away. He had
now to confront alone an antagonist still more alarming ; his
Lily, whom he loved, in spite of everything, whose image had
filled this grey old place with sweetness, who had always, up to
their last meeting, been sweet to him, sweeter than words could
say—his first and only sweetheart, his love, his wife. Now all
the strangers were gone, the matter was between him and her
alone. And Ronald, though he was so sensible and so strong,
was, for the first time, afraid.

He came upstairs slowly, collecting himself for what was
before him ; not without a pause at the top to examine again
that defective step, which he had so often remarked upon,
which now must be seen to at once. He had accomplished all
he had hoped. Sir Robert had not even kept him long wait-
ing. Two years was not a very long time to wait ; two years in
comparison with the lifetimie that lay before Lily and himself
was nothing. They were young, and with this foundation of
Sir Robert’s fortune, everything was at their feet. All that his
profession could give, all its prizes and honours—all that was
best in life—the ease of never having to think or scheme about
money, the unspeakable freedom and exemption from petty
cares which that ensures. To do him justice, he did not think
of the money itself. He thought that now, whether he was
successful or unsuccessful, Lily was safe—that she would have
no struggle to undergo, no discomfort—while, at the same time,
he was very sure now that he would be successful ; that every-
thing was possible to him. A modest fortune to begin with,
enough to keep the wife and family comfortable, whatever
happens, and to free him from every thought but how to make
the best of himself and his powers—was not that the utmost
that a man could desire, the best foundation? He went back
to his Lily, saying all this to himself, but he could not get his
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heart up to the height of that elation which had possessed him
when he had put on his weepers and his crape for Sir Robert.
He had not quite recognised the drawbacks then. Half of
them—oh, more than half of them—had been got over. There
only remained Lily; Lily his wife, who loved him, for whom he
had in store the most delightful of surprises, to whom he could
show now, fully and freely, without fear of any man, how much
he loved her, whose future life he should care for in every detail,
letting her feel the want of nothing ; oh, far better than that—
the possession of everything that heart of woman could desire.

She was sitting as he had left her, in a large chair drawn
out almost into the centre of the room—a sort of chair of state,
where she, as the object of all sympathy, had been surrounded
by her compassionate friends. It chilled him a little to see
her there. She wanted that encirclement, the ladies behind
her, supporting her, the surrounding of sympathetic faces. Now
that position meant only isolation, separation: it gave the
aspect of one alone in the world. He went up to her, making
a little use of this as a man skilled in taking advantage of every
incident, and took her hand. ‘Lily, my darling, let me put
you in another place. Here is the chair you used to sit in.
Come, it will be more like yourself.’

‘T am very well where I am,’ she said.

There was the chair beside the fire, where she had once
been used to sit. How suggestive these dumb things, these
mere articles of furniture, are when they have once taken the
impress of our mortal moods and ways! It had been pushed
by chance, by the movement of many people in the room, into
the very position which Lily had occupied so often, with her
lover, her husband, hanging over her or close beside her, in all
the closeness of their first union, when the snow had built its
dazzling drifts on every road, and shut them out from all the
world. To both their minds there came for 2 moment the
thought of that, the sensation of the chill fresh air, the white
silence, the brilliance of the sun upon the sparkling crystals.
But it was a hard and bitter frost that enveloped them now.
Black skies and earth alike, every sound ringing harshly
through. Lily sat unmoving. She looked at him with what
seemed a stern calm. She seemed to herself to have suffered
all that could be suffered in so short a space of time, the shame
of her story all laid bare—her story which had so different an
aspect now, no longer the story of a true, if foolish and im-
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prudent love, but of calculation, of fraud, of a long, bold, ably-
planned deception for the sake of money. Her neighbours did
not indeed think so of her, or speak so of her, as they jogged
along the frost-bound roads, talking of nothing but this strange
incident : but she thought they were doing so, and her heart
was seared and burned up with shame,

He drew a chair near to her and laid his hand upon hers.
¢Lily,” he said.

She did not move: the touch of his hand made her start,
but did not affect her otherwise. “There is no need for that,’
she said, somehow with an air as if she scormed even to with-
draw her hand, which was so cold and irresponsive. She
added, with a long-drawn sigh: ‘You can tell me what you
want—now that you have got what you want. It is all that
need be said between you and me.’

¢Lily,” he said, lifting her hand, which was like a pftce of
ice, and holding it between his, ¢ what I want is you—what is
anything I can get or wish for, without you?’ ,

She withdrew her hand with a little force. ¢All that,’ she
said, ‘is over and past. Why should so sensible a man as you
are try to keep up what is ended, or to go on speaking a
language which is—which has lost its meaning? You and I
are not what we were ; I, at least, am not what I was.’

‘You are my wife, Lily.’

¢Yes, the more’s the pity—the more’s the pity !’ she cried.

¢That is not what I should ever have expected from you.
You are angry, Lily, and I confess there are things which I have
done—in haste, or on the spur of the moment, or considering
our joint interests perhaps more, my dear, than your feelings—’

‘1t would be well,’ cried Lily, with some of her old anima-
tion, ‘to decide which it was—a hasty impulse, as you say, on
the spur of the moment, or our joint interests, which I deny
for one. I never for a day was for anything but honesty
and openness, and no interest of mine was in it; but at least
make up your mind. It was either in your haste, or it was
your calculation—it could not be both.’

‘I did not think you would ever bring logic against me,’he said.

¢ Because I was an ignorant girl—and so I was, believing
everything you said, so many things that turned out one after
another to be untrue ; that you were to take me home at once,
as soon as the snow was over ; that you were to get a house at
Whitsunday, at Martinmas, and then at another Whitsunday,
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and then—' Lily had allowed herself to run on, having once
begun to speak, as women are apt to do. She stopped herself
now, with an effort. ¢Of these things words can be said, but
of what remains there are no words to speak. I will not try.
I will not try! You have trampled on my heart and my soul
and my life to your own end—my uncle’s money, my poor
uncle that believed me, every word I said! And now I ask, what
do you want more? Let me know it, and if I can I will do it

‘Do you know,’ he cried,"suddenly grasping her-hand again,
with an almost fierce clutch, ‘that you can do nothing but
what I permit? You are my wife, you have nothing, your
uncle’s money or any other but what I give you. You're not
your own to do what you like with yourself, as you seem to
think—but mine to do what I like and nothing else. If we're to
play at that, Lily, you must know that the strong hand is with me.’

¢S¢”it appears,’ she said, with a fierce smile, looking at her
fingers, crushed together, with the blood all pressed out of them,
as he dropped her hand. His threat, his defiance, did not
enter into her mind in all its force. Even in those days such
a bondage of one reasonable creature to another was at first
impossible to conceive. And Ronald was quick to change his
tone. OFf all things in the world the last he wanted was to enter
into the enjoyment of Sir Robert’s fortune without his wife.

‘Lily,” he said, ¢ Heaven knows it is far from my wish to be
tyrannical to you. There is no happiness for me in this world
without you. If you can do without me I cannot do without you.
Am I saying I am without fault? No,no. I've done wrong—I've
done many things wrong. But not beyond forgiveness, Lily,
surely not that? What I did T thought was for the best. IfI
had thought you would not understand me, would not make
allowance for me—but I believed you would trust me as I
trusted you. . Anyway, Lily, forgive me. We're bound till death
us part.  Forgive me ; a man can say no more than that.’

He was sincere enough at least now. And Lily’s heart was
torn with that mingling of attraction and strong repulsion which
is the worst of all such unnatural separations. She said at
last: ‘I am going away to-morrow, Beenie and me. I had
settled it before. You will not stop that. If you will give
your help I will be thankful. Nothing in this world, you or
any other, can come between me and #4at. If it is a living
bairn or if it is a green grave—’ Lily stopped, her voice choked,
unable to say a word more.



CHAPTER XLVI

ILY was no more visible that day. She retired to her
room, having indeed much need of repose, and to be

alone and think over all that had passed. He said a

great deal more to her than is here recorded : but Lily’s powers
of comprehension were exhausted, or she did not listen, or her
mind was so much absorbed in her own projects, that she was
not aware what he said. His presence produced an agitation
in her mind that was indescribable. At first the sense that he
was there, the mcre sight of him, after all that had come and
gone, was intolerable to her. But after a while this changed ;
his voice became again familiar to her ears, his presence re-
called a hundred, and a hundred recollections. This was the
man whom she had chosen from all the world, whose coming
had made this lonely house bright, who had changed her lonely
life and everything in it, who was hers, her love, her husband,
the one man in the world to Lily. There was no such man
living, she said to herself sternly, as the Ronald of her dreams
~—but yet this was the being who bore his name, who bore his
semblance, who spoke to her in a voice which had tones such
as no other voice had, and made her heart beat in spite of
herself. This was Ronald — not her Ronald, but Ronald
himself—the man who had deceived her and made her a
deceiver, who had robbed her .of her child in her weakness,
when she could not go after him, and swore to her a lie that
the child was dead. All that was true: but it is not much of
a love which dies with the discovery that the object of it is un-
worthy. She had thought it had done so—all things had
seemed easy to her so far as he was concerned. But now Lily
discovered that life was not so easy as that. The sound of his
voice, that so familiar voice which had said so much to her, had
gone through all these illusions like a knife. Was he to
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blame that she had made a hero of him, that she had endowed
him with qualities he did not possess? This was Ronald, the
real man, and there was between him and her the bond of all
bonds, that which can never be broken. And she saw con-
fusedly that there had been no false pretences on his part, that
he had been the same throughout, if it had not been that her
eyes were blinded and she saw her own imagination only. The
same man : she did not do him the injustice to think that he
had been a cheat throughout, that he had not loved her. It
was not so simple as that either: but he had determined with
that force which some men have, that, whatever she might
suffer otherwise, she should not lose her fortune. Already her
heart, excusing him, put it that way: and he had, through all
obstacles, carried out this determination. Was it her part to
blame him ? and even if that were her part, was it the part of
a woman never to forgive ?

1 do not say that these were voluntarily Lily’s thoughts :
but she had become, as she had never been before, the field
of battle where a combat raged in which she herself seemed to
have comparatively little part. When the one side had made
its fiery assault, then the other came in. There rose up in her
with all these meltings and softenings, a revulsion of her whole
being against Ronald, the man who had made her lie. Into
what strange thing had he turned her life for all these years?
A false thing, full of concealments, secrets, terrors of discovery.
He had led her on from lie to lie, and then when the climax
of all came, there had been no mercy, no relenting, no remorse
in his breast. He had torn her child from her without care for
him or for her, risking the lives of both, and leaving in the
bosom of the outraged mother a wound which could never be
healed. She felt it now as fresh as when she awakened from
her illness and came to life again by means of the pain-—even
now, when that wrong was to be put right and her child
given back to her. If he were in her arms now, it would still
be there. Such a blow as that was never to be got over : and it
had been inflicted—for what? For no high motive of martyrdom
—for the money, the horrible money, which now, at the cost of
so many lies and outrages of nature, had fallen into his hands.

Oh, no, no! things are not so easy in this world between
human creatures made of such strange elements as those of
which it has pleased the Master of all things to compound us
It is not all straightforward : love—or else not love, perhaps

2B
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hate. Love was on every side, the heart crying out towards
another that was its mate, and at the same time an insupport-
able repugnance, revulsion, turning away. He was all that she
had in the world : all protection, companionship, support that was
possible to her was in him, and yet her heart sickened at him,
turning away, feeling the great gulf fixed which was between
them. This great conflict within deadened Lily to all that was
going on outside. She was too much occupied with the
struggle even to see, much less feel, the state of affairs round
her What she did herself she did mechanically, carrying on
what she had intended beforehand, with the waning strength of
that impulse which had originated in her before this battle
began. She remembered still what she had resolved to do
then, and resolved over again to do it, dully, without much
consciousness of its meaning. She had made up her mind to
go off at once upon her search. Had anything occurred to
prevent her doing this? She could not tell, but went on with
her thoughts and preparations mechanically. She counted
her money, which was all hers now, about which she could
have no scruples. There was some of the housekeeping
money, which still she herself felt was her uncle’s, entrusted
to her : but which certainly, when she came to think of it, was
her own now; and some which Sir Robert had given her,
about which there could be no question. It seemed a large
sum of money to her inexperience—if only she knew where to
go, and what to do!

Robina was packing, or appearing to pack—a piece of work
which ought to have been done before now. Lily reproved
her for being so late, but not with any energy. The things
outside of her were but half realised, she was so busy within.
Beenie was in a curious state, not good for much. She wept
into the box over which she stooped, dropping tears on her
mistress’s linen when she did not succeed in intercepting them
with her apron. But though she wept all the time, she some-
times broke into a laugh under her breath, and then sobbed.
It was evident that she had no heart for her packing. She put’
in the most incongruous things and then took them out again ;
and would rise up stealthily from her knees when Lily’s back
was turned, and run to the window, coming back again with a
hasty ¢ Naething, naething, mem,” when her mistress remarked
this, and asked what she wanted. Downstairs—but Lily did
not see it, nor would have remarked it had she seen, Katrin
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stood at the open door. She had her hand curved over her
eyes, though there was no sunshine to prevent her from seeing
clearly anything that might appear on the long dark frost-bound
road. Half the morning, to the neglect of everything within,
Katrin stood looking out. It was a curious thing for the
responsible housekeeper of the house—the cook, with her lunch
and her dinner on her mind—to do ; and so the other servants
said to themselves, watching her with great curiosity. Were
there any more ‘ferlies’ coming, or what was it that Katrin
was expecting from the town?

Of these things Lily took no notice. She went into the
drawing-room ready for her journey, conscious that she must
see her husband before she left the house, but with a great
failing of heart and strength, wishing only to get away, to be
alone, to go on with the terrible struggle in her thoughts.
There was no one there when she went in, and it was a relief
to her. She sat down to recover her strength, to recover her
breath. She had told him that she was going, and so far as
she could remember he had made no opposition. She had
appealed to him to help her, but so far as she knew he had not
attempted to do so. It was not yet quite time to go, and
Beenie was behindhand, as she always was. Lily was glad, if
the word could be used at all in respect to her feelings at this
moment, of the little quiet, the time to breathe.

There was, however, some strange commotion going on in
the house-—a sound outside of cries and laughter, a loud note
of Beenie’s voice in the adjacent room, and then the rush of her
heavy footsteps downstairs. There arose in Lily’s mind a vague
wonder at the evanescence of all impressions in the women’s
minds. They had all wept plentifully the day before at the
funeral, and spoken with sickly stifled voices as if they had
been not only sorrowful, but bowed down with trouble. And
now there was Beenie, loud with a shriek of what sounded like
joy, and Katrin’s voice rising over a liitle babel of confused
sound, in exclamations and outcries of delight. What could
have changed their tone so suddenly ? But Lily asked herself
the question very vaguely, having no attention to give to them.
The only external thing that could have thoroughly roused her
would have been her husband’s step, and the thrill of being face
to face with him again.

But it was not long before the sound of approaching foot-
steps made her heart leap into the wildest agitation. The
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noise had gone on downstairs, the cries of delight, the sound of
sobbing, and for one moment something—a small brief note
which made Lily start even in her self-absorption. But she had
not heeded, more than that one quick heart-beat of surprise.
‘Was that, at last, Ronald’s step coming quickly up the winding
stair? She clasped her hands firmly together, and wound her-
self up as best she could for this meeting, the interview which
would perhaps be their last. Her eyes were fixed upon the
door. She was conscious of sitting there rigidly, like a figure
of stone, though her being was full of every kind of agitation.
And then there was a pause. He had not come in. Why did
he not come in?

Finally the door was slowly opened : but at first no one ap-
peared. Then there was a whisper and another sound, a sound
that went through and through the listening, waiting, agitated
woman who seemed to have no power to move : and then—

There came in something white into the room, a little
speck upon the darkness of the walls and carpet—low down,
white, with something like a rose above the whiteness. This
was what Lily saw; her eyes were dim, and everything was
confused about her. Then the speck moved forward slowly
with tottering uncertain movements, the whiteness and the
rose wavering. There came a great cry in Lily’s heart, but
she uttered not a word—a terror, lest any movement of hers
should dispel the vision, took possession of her. She rose
up noiselessly, and then, not knowing what she did, dropped
upon her knees. The little creature paused, and Lily, in her
semi-conscious state, became aware of the blackness of her own
figure in her mourning, and the great bonnet and veil that
covered her head. Noiselessly she undid the strings and
threw it behind her, scarcely breathing in her suspense. The
child moved again towards her, relieved too by the removal of
that blackness, and Lily put out her arms. How can I tell
what followed? She could not, nor ever knew. The child did
not shriek or cry as by all rules he should have done. He
rolled and wavered, the rose growing distinct into a little face,
with a final rush into his mother’s arms. And for a moment,
an hour, how long was it? Lily felt and knew nothing but
that again she had her baby in her arms—her baby that had
been snatched from her unconscious, that came back to her
with infantile perceptions, smiles, love in its face. She had her
baby in her arms, not shrinking from her as she had figured
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him to berself a hundred times, but putting up his little hands
to her face, pleased with her, not discomposed with her kisses,
putting his soft cheek against hers ; the one was as soft as the
other, and as the warm blood rose in Lily’s veins and the light
came to her eyes and the joy to her heart, as softly, warmly
tinted too, one rose against another. She forgot herself and
all about her—time and space, and all her resolutions and her
struggle and strain with herself, and her mourning and her
wrongs. Other people came into the room and stood round,
women crying, laughing, unable to do anything but exclaim
and sob in their delight. But Lily took no notice. She had
her child against her heart, and her heart was healed. She
could not think where all the pain had gone. Her breath
came free and soft, her life sat lightly on her, her cares were
over. She wanted to know nothing, see nothing, hear nothing
more,

But this could not be. In another minute Ronald came
into the room quickly, no doubt full of anxiety, but full also of
the energy of a man who has the command of the situation, and
means to settle it in every way, not unkindly, but yet authorita-
tively. With a word he dispersed the women, stopping their
outcries, which had been a sort of accompaniment to the song
of content that was in Lily’s heart, and then he came quickly
forward and put his arm round the group of the mother and
child. He pressed them to him and kissed them, first his wife
and then the baby, who sat on her knee. ¢Now all is well,’ he
said, ‘my Lily, all is well? Everything is forgiven and for-
gotten, and you and me are to begin again.’

Then Lily came suddenly back out of her rapture. She
came back to the life to which he called her, in which he had
played so strange a part. How her heart had melted towards
him when he was not there! To be Ronald had seemed to her
by moments to be everything—but now that he was here, kneel-
ing before her, his child on her knee, his arms round her, his
kiss on her cheek, there rose up between them a wall as of iron,
something which it seemed impossible should ever give way—
a repulsion stronger than her own will, stronger than herself.
She made an involuntary movement to free herself. And her
face changed, the rose hues went out of it, the light from her
eyes. All well—how could all be well? Two years during
which this child had been growing into consciousness in
another house, with other care, under neither father nor mother:
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and she left widowed and bereft, to play a lying part and be
another creature—not what she was. And all for money—
money—nothing better: and now the money was won by all
those lies and deceptions, now all was to be well?

‘Let me be,’ she said, hoarsely, ‘let me be. A little rest,
I want arest. I am not equal to any more.’

He got up to his feet, repulsed and angry. ‘You do not
think what I am equal to,’ he said, ‘or hesitate to inflict on
me what punishment, what cruelty you please. And yet every-
thing that has been done was done in your own interests, and
who but you will get the good of it all ?’

‘My interestse’ Lily cried.

And then there came an unexpected interruption. The
baby, for all so young as he was, became aware of the change
of aspect of things around him. His little rose-lip began to
quiver, and then he set up a lamentable cry, which, to the
inexperienced heart of Lily, was far mote dreadful than ever
was the cry of a child. As she tried to soothe him, there ap-
peared in the doorway Margaret Bland, the woman who had
taken him away. And Lily gave a cry like that of her child,
and clung to the baby who, for his small part, struggled to get
to his nurse, the only familiar figure to him in all this strange
place. ‘Not you,’ cried Lily, ‘not that woman who stole him
from me. Beenie! Not you, not you!’

‘And yet, mem,” said Margaret, ‘it is me that has been
father and mother and all to him when none of you came near.
And the darling is fond o’ me and me of him like my own
flesh and blood.’

‘ Beenie, Beenie !’ cried Lily, wild with terror, as the child
slid and struggled out of her arms. “Katrin, Katrin! oh, don’t
leave her, not for a moment—don’t let her take him away.’

Once more the cloud of women appeared at the door, all
the maids of the house delighted over the child, and Beenie in
the fYont, seizing Margaret by the skirts as she gathered him up
in her arms. ‘Na, na, she’ll no take him an inch out o’ my
sight,” Beenie cried.

Lily stood up trembling, breathless, confronting her husband
as this little tumult swept away. A passion of terror had suc-
ceeded her rapture of love and content: and yet there was a
compunction in it and almost a touch of shame. That chorus
of excited women did not add to the dignity of her position.
He bad not said anything, but was walking up and down the
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room in impatience and annoyance. ¢Who do you think would
take him from you zow ?’ he cried in his exasperation, adding
fuel to the fire.

Oh, not now ! There were no interests to be involved now—
the money was safe, for which all these hideous plans had been
laid. If this was meant to soothe, it was an ill-chosen word.
And for a moment these two people stood on the edge of one
of those angry recriminations which aggravate every quarrel
and take all dignity and all reason from the breach. Ronald
perceived his mistake even before Lily could take any advantage
of it, had she been disposed so to do.

¢ Lily,” he said, ‘your life and mine have to be decided now.
There is neither credit nor comfort in the position of deadly
opposition which you have taken up. I may have sinned against
you. I told you what was not true about the child, I acknow-
ledge that. I should not have pretended he was dead. I saw
my mistake as soon as I had committed it: but it was as in-
effectual as it was wrong. You did not believe me for a minute,
therefore I did no harm. The rest was all inevitable, it could

.not be helped. Enough has been said on that subject. But
all necessity for these expedients is over now. Everything is plain-
sailing before us: we have the best prospects for our life. I can
promise that no woman will have a better husband than you will
find me. You have a beautiful, healthy child who takes to you
as if you had never been parted from him for a day. We have
a good house to step into—’

‘What house ?’ she cried, surprised.

¢Oh, not the garret you were so keen about,’ he answered,
a smile creeping to the corners of his mouth, ‘a house worthy
of you, fit for you—the house in Moray Place.’

‘Uncle Robert’s house !’ she cried, almost with a shriek.

‘Yes,” he said, ‘to which you are the rightful heir, as you
are to his money. They are both very safe, I assure you, in
my hands.’

‘You are,” she said, breathlessly, ‘the proprietor—now ?’

¢ Through you, my bonnie Lily: but there is no mistake or
deception about that, he said, with a short laugh, ‘they are
very safe in my hands.’

No man could be less conscious than Ronald, though he
was a man full ef ability and understanding, of the effect of
these words of his triumph upon his wife’s mind. He thought he
was setting before her in the strongest way the advantages there
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were for her, and both, in agreement and peaceful accord, and
how prejudicial to her own position and comfort anything else
would be. He was perhaps a little carried away by his success.
Even the experiment of this morning, how thoroughly successful
it had been. The child might have been frightened and turned
away from the unknown mother—instead of this, by a provi-
dential dispensation, he had gone to her without hesitation and
behaved himself angelically. How any woman in her senses
could resist all the inducements that lay before her, all the ex-
cellent reasons there were to accept the present and ignore the
past—in which nothing had been done that was not for her in-
terest—he could not tell. He began to be impatient with such
folly, and to think it might be well to let her have a glimpse of
what, if she rejected this better part, lay on the other side.

Lily had seated herself once more in her chair: it was the
great chair she had occupied when the funeral party assembled,
and gave her something of the aspect of a judge. She had lost
altogether the colour and brightness that had come into her
face. She was very pale, and the blackness of her mourning
made this more visible. And she sat silent : oh, not convinced
as he hoped—far from that—but struck dumb, not knowing
what to say.

At this momerit, however, there was another interruption,
and the little figure of Helen Blythe, covered too with crape and
mourning, but with a natural glow and subdued brightness as
always upon her morning face, appeared at the door.



CHAPTER XLVII

ELEN was in all her crape, and yet her upper garment
H was not ‘ deep’ like that of a woman in her first woe.
It was a cloak which suggested travelling rather than
any formality. And it appeared that the bright countenance
with which she came in was one of sympathy for Lily, rather
than of any cheerfulness of her own. She came forward hold-
ing out both her hands, having first deposited her umbrella
against the wall. ‘I am glad, glad,” she said, ‘of all this that I
hear of you, Lily : that you have got your husband to take care
of you, and, it appears, a delightful bairn. I knew there was
something more than ordinary between you two,’ she said, stop-
ping to shake hands with Ronald in his turn. ‘And vexed,
vexed was I to see that Mr Lumsden disappeared when old Sir
Robert came. It must have been a dreadful trial to you, my
poor Lily. But I never knew it had gone so far: married in
my own patlour, by my dear father, and not a2 word to me!
Lily, it was not kind.’

Lily had no reply to make to this. It carried her away nto
a region so far distant, so dim, like a fairy tale.

‘But my dear father,” said Helen, ‘had little confidence in
my discretion, and he might think it better I should know no-
thing, in case I should betray myself—and you. Oh, how
hard it must have been many a time to keep your secret—and
when your child came, poor Lily, poor Lily! But I do not
yet understand about the bonnie bairn. They tell me he is a
darlin’ ; but did he come to you in a present, as we used to
think the babies did when we were children, or by what witch-
craft did you manage all that, Lily, my dear?’

‘And where did you hear this story that you have on your
fingers’ ends?’ said Ronald, interrupting these troublesome
questions.

393
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‘Well,” said Helen, half offended, ‘if I have it on my
fingers’ ends, it is that I take so much interest in Lily and all
that concerns her—and you too,’ she added, fearing that what
she had said might sound severe. ‘You forget that there were
two years when we saw you often, and then two years that we
saw you not at all ; and often and often my father would ask
about you. “Where is that young Mr Lumsden?” “Have
you no word of that young Mr Lumsden ?” He was very much
taken up about you, and why you did not come back, nor any
word of you. To be sure, he had his reasons for that, knowing
more than the like of me.’

‘Those very reasons sheuld have shown him how I could
not come back,” said Ronald, sharply: ‘but you have not told
me where it was you got this story, which few know.’

¢Well—not to do her any harm if you think she should
have been more discreet—it was Katrin that told me. She is
a kind, good, honest woman. She was just out of herself with
joy at the coming of the dear baim. You will let me see him,
Lily?’

‘You look as if you were going on a journey. Oh, Helen,
where are you going ?’ cried Lily, glad to interrupt the questions,
and to give herself also a moment’s time to breathe.

‘Yes, I am going on a journey,” Helen said, steadfastly
looking her friend in the face. Her eyes were clear; her
colour, as usual, softly bright, not paled by the crape, or by
her genuine, but not excessive, grief. She had mourned for
her father as truly as she had nursed him, but not without an
acknowledgment that he had lived out his life and departed in
the course of nature. By this time, though but ten days of
common life had succeeded the excitement and commotion of
Mr Biythe’s funeral, at which the whole country-side had
attended, Helen had returned te the ordinary of existence, and
to the necessity of arranging her own life, upon which there
was now no bond. The plea of the assistant and successor
(now minister) of Kinloch-Rugas that there should be no
breach in it at all, that she should accept his love and remain
in the house where she was born, as his wife, had not moved
her mind for a moment. She had shaken her head quietly,
but very decisively, sorry to hurt him or any creature, yet fully
knowing her own mind ; and in so far as she could do so in the
village, Helen had made her preparations. She had a little land
and a little money, the one in the hands of a trustworthy
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tenant, the other very carefully, very safely, invested by her
father with the infinite precautions of a man to whom his little
fortune was a very great matter affecting the very course of the
spheres. Helen had boldly, with indeed an unspeakable hardi-
hood, notwithstanding the horror and remonstrances of the
man of business, taken immediate steps to withdraw her money
and get it into her possession. All this was done very quietly,
very quickly, and, by good luck, favourably enough. And then
she made arrangements for her venture ; the great voyage into
the unknown.

‘Yes,” she said, ‘I am going on a journey. You will per-
haps guess where—or if not where, for I am not just clear on
that point myself, you will at least know with what end. I
have nothing to keep me back now— a little moisture came
into Helen’s eyes, but that did not affect her steady, small
voice, ‘and only him in the world that needs me. I am going
to Alick, Lily. You will tell me it’s rash, as everybody does—
and maybe it is rash. If he has wearied at the last and given
up all thoughts of me, I will never blame him; but that I
cannot think, and it is borne in on my mind that he has more
need of me than ever. So I am just taking my foot in my-
hand and going to him,’ she said, looking at Lily with a smile.

‘Helen! oh, you will not do that! Go to him, to you
know not where, to circumstances you are quite, quite ignorant
of? Oh, Helen, you will not do that!’

‘Indeed and that will I, said Helen, with the same calm
and steady smile. ‘I am feared for nothing, but maybe that
he might hear the news and start to come to me before I could
get to him.’

‘That is enough,’ cried Lily. ‘Oh, wait till he comes;
send for him! Rather anything than go all that weary way
across the sea alone.’

‘I am feared for nothing,’ Helen said, still smiling, ‘and
who would meddle with me? I am not so very bonnie, and
I am not so very young. I am just as safe, or safer, than half
the women in the world that have to do things the other half
do-not understand.’

¢ Like myself, you think,’ Lily said ; and it was on her lips
to add, ‘if you succeed no better than me!’ But the bondage
of life was upon her, and of the pride, and the decorum of
life. Ronald had taken no part in this conversation, but he
was there all the time standing against the window, looking out.
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He was very impatient that his conversation with his wife, so
important in every way, should be interrupted. His own affairs
were so full in his mind, as was natural, that any enforced pause
in the discussion of them appeared to him as if the course of
the world had been stopped. And this country girl’s insignificant
little story, perfectly wild and foolish as it was, that it should
take precedence of his own, at so great a crisis! He turned
round at last and said, in a voice thrilling with impatience, ‘1
hope, as Lily does, that you will do nothing rash, Miss Blythe.
We have a great deal to do ourselves with our own arrange-
ments—'

¢And I am keeping Lily from you! You will excuse me,’
cried Helen, wounded, ‘but I am going to do something very
rash, as you say, and I may never come back; and 1 cannot
leave a friend like Lily, and one my father was fond of, and
thought upon on his death-bed, and one that knows where I am
going and why, without a word. There is perhaps nobody but
Lily in the world that knows what I mean and what I am doing,
and my reasons for it, Helen said. She took her friend’s hand
once more into her own. ‘But I will not keep you from him,
Lily, when no doubt you have so much to say.’

‘You shall not go,’ said Lily, with something of her old
petulance, ‘till you have seen what I have to show you, and
till you have told me everything there is to tell. Oh, my baby,
my little bairn, my little flower! I could be angry that you
have put him out of my head for a moment. Come, come, and
see him now.’

Ronald paced up and down the room when he was left
alone; his impatience was not perhaps without some excuse.
He was very anxious to come to some ground of agreement
with Lily, some basis upon which their life could be built. He
had hoped much from the great coup of the morning, from the
bringing back of the child, which he had intended to do him-
self, taking advantage of the first thrill of emotion, and identify-
ing himself its father, with the infant restored to her arms; but
the women with their folly had spoiled that moment for him,
and lost him the best of the opportunity ; and now here was
another woman thrusting her foolish story into the midst of that
crisis in his life. Ronald was out of heart and out of temper.
He began to see, as he had never done before, the difficulties
that seemed to close up his path. He had feared, and yet not
feared, the tempest of reproaches which no doubt Lily would
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pour upon him. He did not know her any better than this,
but expected what the conventional woman would do in a book
or a malicious story—from his wife : and he had expected that
there would be a great quarrel, a heaping up of every grievance,
aud then tears, and then reconciliation, as in every story of the
kind that had ever been told. But even if she could resist the
sight of him and of his pleading, Ronald felt a certainty that
Lily could not resist the return of her child ; for this she would
forgive everything. This link that held them together was one
that never could be broken. He had calculated everything
with the greatest care, but he had not thought it necessary to
go beyond that. When she had her child in her arms, Lily,
he felt sure, would return to his, and no cloud should ever
" come between them more.
But now this delusion was over. She had not showered
reproaches upon him. She had not done anything he ex-
pected her to do. The dreadful, the astounding revelation
that had been made to him, was that this was not Lily any
longer. It was another woman, older, graver, shaped by life
and experience, without faith, with a mind too clear, with eyes
too penetrating. Would she ever turn to him otherwise than
with that look, which seemed to espy a new pretence, a new
deception in everything he said? Ronald still loved his wife ;
he would have given a great deal, almost, perhaps, the half of
Sir Robert’s fortune to have his Lily back again as she had
been; but he began now, for the first time, to feel that it
would be necessary to give up that vision, to arrange his life on
another footing. If she would but consent at least to fulfil the
decorums of life, to remain under his roof, to be the mistress
of his house, not to flaunt in the face of the world the division
between these two who had made a love-marriage, who had
not been able to keep apart when everytning was against their
union, and now were rent asunder when everything was in its
favour! What ridicule would be poured upon him! What
talk and discussion there would be! His mind flashed forward
to a vision pf himself alone in Sir Robert’s great house in
Moray Place, and Lily probably here at Dalrugas with her
child. Sir Robert’s house was his, and Sir Robert’s fortune
was his. Except what he chose to give her, out of this much-
desired fortune—for which indeed it was he who had planned
and suffered, not she—she had no right to anything. There
was so much natural justice in Ronald Lumsden’s mind tbat
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he did not like this, though, as it was the law, and he a lawyer,
it cost him less than it might have done another man ; but he
meant to make the strongest and most effective use of it all the
same. He meant to show her that she was entirely dependent
upon him—she and her child; that she had nothing, and no
rights except what he chose to allow her, and that it was her
interest and that of her child (whom besides he could take
from her, were he so minded) to keep on affectionate terms
with him.

This, though it gave him a certain angry satisfaction, was a
very different thing, it must be allowed, from what he had
dreamed. He had thought of recovering Lily as she was, in
the freshness of her love and faith before even the first stroke
of that disappointment about the house, the garret in Edin-
burgh, upon which her hopes had been fixed. Full of bright-
ness and variety, a companion of whom one never would or
could tire, whose faith in him would make up for any failure of
appreciation on the part of the rest of the world, nay make an
end of that—for would not such a faith have inspired him to
believe in himself, to be all she believed him to be? Did he
live a hundred years, and she by his side, Ronald now knew
that he would never have that faith again. And the absence of
it would be more than a mere negative—it would inspire him
the wrong way, and make him in himself less and less worthy
—a man of calculations and schemes —all that she most
objected to, but of which he felt the principle in himself. It
is not to be supposed that he himself called, or permitted him-
self to imagine these calculations base. He thought them
reasonable, sagacious, wise, the only way of getting on in the
world. They had succeeded perfectly in the present instance.
He was conscious, with a sort ef pride, that he had thus fairly
gained Sir Robert’s fortune, which he had set before him as an
object so long ago. He had won it, as it were, with his bow
and his spear, and it was such a gain to a young man as was un-
speakable, helping him in every way, not only in present com-
fort but in importance, in his profession, in the opinion of the
solicitors, who had always more confidence in a man who had
money of his own. Ah, yes he had won in this struggle—
but then something cold clutched at his heart. He was a
young man still, and he loved his wife——he wanted her and
happiness along with all those other possessions; but when he
won Sir Robert’s money, he had lost Lily. Was this so?
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Must he consent that this should be so? Were they separated
for ever by the thing that ought to unite them? He said to
himself: ¢‘No, no,” but in his heart he felt that cold shadow
closing over him. They might be together as of old—more
than of old—each other’s constant companions. But Lily
would never be to him what she had been : they would be two,
living side by side, unconsciously or consciously criticising each
other, spying upon each other. They would no more be one.
To meet this, when one has expected the flush and assur-
ance of success, has of all things in the world the most
embittering and exasperating effect upon the mind. Ronald
had looked for trouble with Lily—the ordinary kind of trouble,
a quarrel perhaps & ow#rance, involving many painful scenes :
but he had never thought of the real effect of his conduct upon
her mind, the tremendous revulsion of her feelings, the com-
plete change of his aspect in her eyes, and of that which she
presented to him. A movement of disgust with everything,
with himself, with her, with his success, and all that it could
produce, succeeded the other changes of feeling. It is not
unnatural at such a moment to wish to do harm to somebody,
to throw off something of that sense of the intolerable that is
in one’s own mind, upon another. And Ronald bethought
himself of what Helen Blythe had said, her complete acquaint-
ance with the story which had been so carefully concealed from
her-—and her confession that she had it from Katrin. A wave
of wrath went over him. Katrin had been in the secret from
the beginning, not by any desire of his, but because the cir-
cumstances rendered it inevitable that she should be so, and
nothing could have been done without her complicity. He
said to himself that he had never liked her, nor her surly brute
of a husband, who had looked at him with so much suspicion
on many of his visits here. They thought themselves privileged
persons, no doubt: faithful servants, who had been of use, to
whom on that account everything was to be forgiven ; who
would be in his own absence, as they had been in Sir Robert’s,
a sort of master and mistress to Dalrugas, recounting to every-
body, and to the child when he grew up, the history of his
parents’ marriage, entertaining all the country neighbours with
it—an intolerable suggestion. With them at least, short work
could be made. He rang the bell hastily and desired that
Katrin should be sent to him at once, she and her husband:
and awaited their appearance impatiently, forming sharp phrases
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in his mind to say to them, with the full purpose of pouring on
their heads the full volume of his wrath.

Katrin received that summons without surprise. She had
thought it likely that something would be said to her of grati-
tude for her faithful service, and for her care of Lily—perhaps
a little present given, which Katrin did not want, but yet
would have prized and guarded among her chief treasures.
She called in Dougal from the stable, and hastily brushed the
straws and dust from his rough coat. ¢But they ken you're
aye among the beasts,” she said. She herself put on a spotless
white apron, and tied the strings of her cap, which in the heat
of the kitchen were often flying loose. Dougal followed her,
with no such look of pleasure on his face. To him Ronald was
still ¢ that birkie from Edinburgh,” whose visits and absences,
and all the mystery of his appearance and disappearance, had
so often upset the house and wrought Miss Lily woe. The
wish that he could just have got his two hands on him had not
died out of his mind, and it was bitter to Dougal to feel that
this man was to be henceforward his master, even though he
believed he was about to receive nothing but compliments and
gratification from his hand. Ronald was still walking up and
down the room when the pair—Katrin with her most smiling
and genial looks—appeared at the door.

*Oh, you are there,’ he said, hastily, with a tone of careless
disdain. ‘I wished to speak to you at once to let you know
what I have settled, that you may have time to make your own
arrangements. There are likely to be many changes in the
house—and the way of living altered altogether. I think it
best to tell you that, after Whitsunday, Mrs Lumsden will have
no further occasion for your services.’

He had not found it so easy as he thought, in face of
Katrin’s changing countenance, which clouded a little with sur-
prise and disappointment at his first words: then rose into
flushed amazement, and then to consternation. *Sir !” she cried
when he paused, aghast, and without another word to say.

‘I kent it would be that way,” Dougal muttered, behind
her, in the opening of the door.

‘Well!’ suid Ronald, sharply, ‘have you anything to say
against it? I am aware you have for a long time considered
this house your own, but that was simply because of the negli-
gence of the master. That time is over, and it is in new
hands. You will understand, though it is not the usual time
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for speaking, that I give you lawful notice to leave before the
Whitsunday term in this current year.

¢Sir,’ said Katrin again, ‘I'm thinking I canna rightly trust
to my ears: are you meaning to send me—me and Dougal,
Sir Robert’s auld servants, and Miss Lily’s faithful servants—
away ? and take our places from us that we’ve held this twenty
year? I think I maun be bewitched, for I canna believe my
ears.
‘Let us have no more words on the subject,’ said Ronald,
‘arguing will make it no better. You are Sir Robert’s old
servants, no doubt, but Sir Robert is dead and buried: and
how far’ you were faithful servants to him—after all that I
know of my own experience : the less said of that the better, it
seems to me.’

‘Dougal,’ said Katrin, with a gasp, ‘haud me, that I dinna
burst. He is meaning the way we’ve behaved to him.’

‘And he has good reason,’ said Dougal, his shaggy brows
meeting each other over two fiery sparks of red eyes. ¢’0d, if
I had had my will, many’s the time I would have kickit him
out o’ the house.’

Dougal’s words were but as a muttering—the growl of a
tempest—but the two people blocking the door, meeting him
with sudden astonishment and a quick-rising fury of indigna-
tion, which matched his own, wrought Ronald’s passion to a
climax: he seized up his hat, which was on the table, and
pushed past them, sending the solid figures to right and left.
“That’s enough. I have nothing more to say to you,” he said.

It was Katrin that caught him by the arm. *Maister
Lumsden,’ she said, ‘ye’ll just satisfy me first. Is it be-
cause of what we did for you—takin’ ye in, makin’ ye maister
and mair, keepin’ your secret, helpin’ a’ your plans—that
you're now turnin’ us out of our daily bread, out o’ our hame,
out o’ your doors?’

¢ Cheating your master in every particular,’ said Ronald, as
you will me, no doubt, whenever you have a chance. Yes:
that is one of my reasons. What did you say?’

He raised the cane in his hand. The movement was in-
voluntary, as if to strike at the excited and threatening coun-
tenance of Dougal behind. They were huddled in a little crowd
on the top of the winding stair. Ronald had turned round, on
his way out, at Katrin’s appeal, and stood with his back to the
stair, close upon the upper step. ‘What did you say?’ he

2c



402 SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE

cried again, sharply. Dougal’s utterances were never clear.
He said something again, in which ‘Go-d!’ was the only arti-
culate word, and made a large step forward, thrusting his wife
violently out of the way.

1t all happened in a moment, before they could draw breath.
Ronald, it is to be supposed, made a hasty, involuntary step
backward, before this threatening, furious figure—with his arm
still lifted, and the cane in it, ready to strike ; but lost his foot-
ing, and thus plunged headforemost down the deep well of the
spiral stair,



CHAPTER XLVIII

ILY was very reluctant to let Helen go. She kept her on
pretence of the child, who had to be exhibited and
adored. A great event annihilates time. It seemed

already to Lily that the infant had never been out of her arms,
that he had always found his natural refuge pressed close to
her, with his little head against her breast. She had at first,
with natural but unreasonable feeling, ordered Margaret out of
her sight, she who had been the instrument of so much suffer-
ing to her; but the woman had defended herself with justice.
It is me that has done everything for him all this time,’ she
said. ‘It is me that has trained him up to look for his
mammaw. Eh, it would have been easy to train the darlin’ to
look to nobody but me in the world ; but I have just made it
his daily thought that he was to come to his mammaw—and
summer and winter and night and day I have thought of no-
thing but that bairn’ Lily had yielded to this appeal, and
Beenie had already made Margaret welcome. They sat in the
little outer room, already established in all the old habits of
their life, sitting opposite to each other, with their needlework
and all its little paraphernalia of workboxes and reels of thread,
brought out as if there had never been any interruption of their
life, and the faint, half-whispered sound of their conversation
making a subdued accompaniment, while Lily with her child
on her knee, pausing every moment to talk to him, to admire
him, to respond to the countless little baby appeals to her atten-
tion, appeared to Helen an image of that perfect happiness
which is .more completely associated, to women, with the
possession of a child than with any other circumstance in the
world. Helen did not know, except in the vaguest manner, of
anything that lay below. She divined that there might be
grievances between the two who had been so long parted. But
403
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Helen herself would have forgiven Ronald on the first demand.
His sins would have been to her simply sins, to be forgiven,
not a character with which her own was in the most painful
opposition. She would have entered into no such question.
Lily detained her as long as possible, inquiring into all her pur-
poses, which it was far too late to attempt to shake. Helen, in
her rustic simplicity and complete ignorance of the world, was
going to America, to its most distant and rudest part, the un-
settled and dubious regions of the West, the Backwoods, as
they were then called, which might have been in another
planet for anything this innocent Pilgrim knew of them—and
indeed at that time, unless to those who had made it a special
study, those outskirts of civilisation were known scarcely to any.
¢ There will aye be conveyances of some kind. I canride upon
a horse if it comes to that,’ Helen said, with her tranquil smile.
¢And no doubt he will come to meet me, which will make it
all easy.’

¢ And that is the whole of your confidence?’ cried Lily.

¢No, no; my confidence is in God that knows everything ;
and Lily, you should bless His name that has brought you out
of all your trouble, and given you that darlin’, God bless him,
and a good man to stand by you, and your settled home. Oh,
if I can but get Alick to come back, to settle, to work my bittie
of land, and live an honest, quiet life like our forbears’—the
tears stood for a moment in Helen’s eyes,—*but I will think of
ﬂou, a happy woman, my bonnie Lily; and it will keep my

eart.”

What a strangely different apprehension of her own position
was in Lily’s heart as she sat alone when Helen had gone. The
baby had gone to sleep and had been laid on the bed, and she
began to pace slowly about in her room, as Ronald was doing
so near to her, with a heavy heart, notwithstanding her joy,
wondering and questioning with herself what the life was to be
that lay before her. A settled home, a good man to stand by
her, a lovely child. What more could woman want in this
world? The crisis could not continue as it was now—some
ground of possibility must be come to, some foundation on
which to build their future life. To think of accompanying her
husband to -Edinburgh, taking possession of her uncle’s
house, establishing herself in it, he the master of everything,
made her heart sick. If they had stolen his money from old
Sir Robert it would have been less dreadful, than thus to take
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everything from him, in defiance of all his wishes, as soon as
he was dead—when he could assert his own will no more. If
she could remain where she was, Lily felt that she could bear
it better. But this was only one part of the question before
her, which had to be settled. She who had become Ronald’s
wife in the fervour and enthusiasm of a foolish young love, who
had lived on his coming, on the hope of his return, on the
dream of that complete and perfect union before God and man
in which nobody could shame them or throw a shadow on their
honour—to find herself now, after being betrayed and deceived
and outraged, her heart torn out of her breast, her child out of
her arms, the truth out of her life, in the position of the happy
woman, her home assured, her husband by her side, her child
in her arms—and to be called upon to thank God for it, to take
up her existence as if no cloud had covered it, and face the world
with a smiling face, forgetting all that interval of misery and
deprivation and falsehood! Her steps became quicker and
quicker as the tide of her thoughts rose. Amid all the sur-
roundings, which were those of perfect peace, the child asleep
on the bed, the soft undertones of the attendant women—yet
all that passion and agony within !

But Lily knew this could not be. Dreadful reason and
necessity faced her like two dumb images of fate. Some way
of living had to be found, some foundation on which to build
the new, changed, disenchanted life. She had no desire to
shame Ronald in the sight of his friends, to make her indigna-
tion, hef disappointment the property of the world. There
would be critics enough to judge him and his schemes to
secure Sir Robert’s money. It was hers, in the loyalty of a
wife, to take her share of the burden, to let it be believed at
least that all had been done with her consent ; and obnoxious
as this was to Lily, she forced her mind to it as a thing that
had to be. That was, however, an outside matter—the worst
of the question was within ; how were they to live together side
by side, to share all the trivialities of life, to watch over together
the growth of their child, to decide together all the questions
of existence, like two who were one, who were all in all to each
other—these two who were so far and so fatally apart? But
Lily did not disguise from herself that this must be done. She
calmed herself down with a strong exertion of her will, and
prepared herself to meet her husband, to discuss with him, as
far as was possible, the future conditions of their life,
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She had turned to leave her room, in order to join Ronald
and proceed to this discussion, when the silence of the house
was suddenly disturbed by a shriek of horror and dismay ; no
little cry, but one that pierced the silence like a knife, sharp,
sudden, terrible, followed by a voice, in disjointed sentences,
declaiming, praying, crying out like a prophet or a madman.
The two women came rushing to Lily from the outer room,
struck with terror. What was it, who was it that was speaking ?
The voice was not known to any of them ; the sound of the
broken words, loud, as if close to their ears, gradually becom-
ing intelligible, yet without any meaning they could understand,
drove them wild with terror. ‘What is it?’ they all cried.
Was it some madman who had broken into the house? Lily
cast a glance, the mother’s first idea to see that all was safe
with the child, and then hastened through the empty drawing-
room, where she expected to find Ronald. The door was open,
and through the doorway there appeared a tragic, awful figure,
a woman with her hands sometimes lifted to her head, some-
times wildly flung into the air, her voice growing hoarser, giving
forth in terrible succession those broken sentences, in wild
prayer, exhortation, invective, it was impossible to say which.
Some locks of her hair, disturbed by the motion of her hands,
hung loose on her forehead, her eyes were wildly enlarged and
staring, her lips loose and swollen with the torrent of passionate
sound. For a moment Lily stood fixed, terrified, thinking it a
stranger—someone she had never seen before ; and the first
words were like those of a prayer.

‘Lord hae mercy! Lord hae mercy! Swear ye didna lay
a finger on him, no a finger! Swear ye didna touch him, man !
Oh, the bonnie lad, oh, the bonnie lad I’ Then a shriek again,
as from something she saw. ‘Tak him up gently, tak him softly!
his head, his head! tak care of his head. Oh, the bonnie lad,
the bonnie lad! Lord hae mercy, mercy! Say ye didna lay a
finger on him. Swear ye didna touch him! Oh, his head, his
head, it’s his head! Oh, men, lift him like a bairn! Lord hae
mercy, hae mercy! Say ye didna lay a finger on him. Oh, the
bonnie lad, the bonnie lad!’ The wild figure clasped its
hands, watching intently something going on below, which now
became audible to the terrified watchers also, sounds of -men’s
footsteps, of hurried shuffling and struggling, audible through
the broken shrieks and outcries of the woman at the top of the
stairs.
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‘Who isit?’ cried Lily, breathless with terror, falling back
upon her attendants behind her.

¢ Katrin, Katrin, Katrin!’ cried Beenie, carried away by
the wild contagion of the moment, ‘she’s gone mad, she’s gone
out of her senses. Mem, come back to your ain room, come
back, this is nae place for you !’

Katrin! was it Katrin, this wild figure? Lily darted out
and caught her by the arm.

‘Katrin! what has happened? Is it you that have been
crying so? Katrin, whatever it is, compose yourself. Come
and tell me what has happened. Is it Dougal? What is it?
We will do everything, everything that is possible.’

Katrin turned her changed countenance upon her mistress,
her swollen lips hanging apart ceased their utterance with a
gasp. She looked wildly down the stairs, then, putting her
hands upon Lily’s shoulders, pushed her back into the room,
signing to Robina behind. *Keep her away, keep her—’ she
seemed to them to say, making wild motions with her hands to
the rooms beyond. Her words were too indistinct to be under-
stood, but her gestures were clear enough.

‘Oh, mem,’” cried Beenie, ‘it will be something that’s no
for your eyes. For mercy’s sake bide here and let me gang
and see.’

‘Whatever has happened, it is for me to see to it,’ said
Lily. And then, disengaging herself from them, she said, for
the first time very gravely and calmly, ‘My husband must
have gone out. Go and look for him. Whatever has hap-
pened, it is he who ought to be here.’

She got downstairs in time to see the stumbling, staggering
figures of the men carrying him into the library. But it was
not till some time afterwards that Lily had any suspicion what
it was. She thought it was Dougal, who had met with some
dreadful accident. She had the calmness in this belief to send
off at once for a doctor in two different directions ; and, having
been begged by her uncle’s valet not to go into the room till
_the doctor came, obeyed him without alarm, and went out to
the door to look for Ronald. It was strange he should have
gone out at this moment, but how could he know that anything
would be wanted to make his presence indispensable? Most
likely he was angry with her for keeping him waiting, for talk-
ing to Helen Blythe when there were things so much more
important in hand. She went out to the door to look for him,
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not without a sense that to have him to refer to in such an
emergency was something good. Nor without the thought that
it would please him to see her looking out for him over the
moor.

Ronald never spoke again. If his death was not in-
stantaneous in point of fact, it was so virtually, for he never
recovered consciousness. He had fallen with great force down
the stairs from the worn upper step, which had failed his foot
as he made that recoil backward from Dougal’s threatening
advance—the step of which he had so often spoken in half
derision, half seriousness, as a danger for any old man. Neither
he nor anyone else could have supposed it was a danger for
Ronald, so young, so full of energy and strength. And many
were the reflections, it need not be said, upon the vicissitudes
of life and the fate of the young man, just after long waiting,
come into possession of all that was best in life, fortune and
happiness, and all the rest. The story was told all over the
country, from one house to another, and in Edinburgh, where
he was so well known. To have waited so long for the happi-
ness of his life and then not to enjoy it for a week, to be seized
by those grim fangs of fate in the moment of his victory, in the
first hour of his joy! The papers were not as bold in those
days as now. The fashion of personalities had not come in
unless when something very scandalous, concealed under initials,
was to be had. But there was nothing scandalous in Ronald
Lumsden’s story.

In the inquiry that followed, there was at first an attempt to
suggest that Dougal, who was shown to have been always in
opposition to him, and sometimes to have uttered half threats
of what he would do if he could get his hands on that birkie
from Edinburgh, was instrumental in causing his death. And
poor Katrin, changed into an old woman, with grey hair that
would not be kept in order under her white cap, and lips that
hung apart and could scarcely utter a word clearly, was ex-
amined before the Procurator, especially as to what she meant
by the words which she had been heard by all in the house to
repeat as she stood screaming at the head of the stairs: ‘Swear
you never lifted a finger upon him.” Were these directions she
was giving to her husband in case of any future investigation ?
or was she adjuring him to satisfy her, to let her know the
truth? But Katrin was in no condition to explain to anyone,
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much less to the Procurator in his Court, what she had meant.
But there was no proof against Dougal, and every evidence of
truth in his story; and any doubt that might subsist in the
minds of persons apt to doubt everything, and to believe the
worst in every case, died away into silence after a while. It is
possible that the possibility harmed him, though, as he retained
his place and trust in Dalrugas, even that was of no great con-
sequence ; but Katrin never was, as the country folk said, ‘her
own woman’ again. She never could get out of her eyes the
horror of that sudden fall backwards, the sound against the
stone wall, on the stone steps. In the middle of the night,
years after, she would wake the house, calling upon her husband,
with pathetic cries, to swear he never laid a finger on him.
This made their lives miserable, though they did not deserve
it; for Katrin knew at the bottom of her heart, as Dougal
knew, but having said it once, would not repeat—that he laid
no finger on Ronald, nor ever, save in the emptiest of words,
meant him any harm.

Lily was lost for a time in a horror and grief of which com-
punction was the sharpest part. Her heartrecoil from her
husband, her sense of the impossibility of life by his side, her
revulsion against him, overwhelmed her now more bitterly,
more terribly than the poignant recollections of happiness past,
which overwhelm many mourners. The only thing that gave
her a little comfort in those heavy depths, was the remembrance
of the moment when, all unknowing that he could never again
come to her, she had gone out to look for Ronald over the
moor. There might have been comfort to her after a while in
that moor, which had been the confidant of so many of her
thoughts of him; but to go up and down, in all the common
uses of life, the stairs upon which he died, was impossible.
She felt a compunction the more to leave the scene of all the
happier days—the broken life which yet was often so sweet,
which had been the beginning of all. It seemed almost an
offence against him to leave a place so connected with his
image; but still it was impossible to remain. There was a
little mark upon the wall which made them all shudder. And
Lily was terrified when her baby was carried up or deown those
stairs ; the surest foot might stumble where he had stumbled,
and it is not true that the catastrophes of life do not repeat
themselves. Life is all a series of repetitions; and why not
that as well as a more common thing ?
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It was this above all things else that made her leave the
house of her fathers, the place where her tragedy had been
played out, from its heedless beginning to its dreadful, un-
thought-of end. It was not so common then as now for the
wrecked persons of existence to betake themselves over the
world to the places where the sun shines brightest and the skies
are most blue: but still, when the wars were all well over, it
was done by many, and the young widow, with her beautiful
child, and her two women attendants, was met with by many
people who knew, or were told by those who knew, her strange
story, and pitied her with all their hearts. They pitied her for
other sufferings than those which were really hers. Those that
were attributed to her were common enough and belong to the
course of nature: the others were different, but perhaps not
less true. But it cannot be denied either that, as there was a
certain relief even in the first shock of Lily’s grief, a sense of
deliverance from difficulties beyond her power to solve, so there
was a rising of her heart from its oppression, a rebound of
nature and life not too long delayed. Her child made every-
thing easy to her, and made, all the more for coming back to
her so suddenly, a new beginning of life. And that life was
not unhappy, and had many interests in it notwithstanding the
fiery ordeal with which it began.

Helen Blythe came back to Kinloch-Rugas within the year,
bringing her husband with her. He was not perhaps reformed
and made a new man of, as he vowed he would be in her
hands. Perhaps, except in moments of exaltation, she had
not expected that. But she did what she had soberly declared
to be the mission of many women—she ¢ pulled him through.’
They settled upon her little property and farmed it more or less
well, more or less ill, according as Alick could be kept steady,’
and Helen’s patience. Two children came, both more or less’
pathetically careful, from their birth, of their father: and the
household, though it bore a chequered existence, was happy on
the whole. When Helen saw the Manse under the chill celibate
rule of the new minister, she was very sorry for him, but enter-
tained no regrets: and when, later in life, he married, the
preciseness of the new establishment moved her to many a
quiet laugh, and the private conviction—never broken—that,
in her own troubled existence, always at full strain with her

wild’ Alick but partially reformed, and the many roughnesses
of the farmer’s life, her ambitions for her boy, and her comfort
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in her girl—she was better ofl than in her old sphere. She did
not make her husband perfect, but she pulled him through.
Perhaps had she taken the reins of that wild spirit into her
hands at first, she might have made him all that could have
been wished : but as it was she gave him a possible life, a stand-
ing ground when he had been sinking in the waves—a habita-
tion and a name.

Lily came back to the North to establish herself in a house
more modern and comfortable, and less heavy with associations
than Dalrugas, some years after these events, and there was
much friendship between her and the old minister’s daughter,
who had been so closely woven with the most critical moments
of her life. They were different in every possible respect, but
above all in their view of existence. Helen had her serene
faith in her own influence and power to shape the other lives
which she felt to be in her charge, to support her always. But
to Lily there seemed no power in herself to affect others at all.
She—so much more vivacious, stronger, to all appearance, of
higher intelligence—had been helpless in her own existence,
able for no potent action, swept by the movements of others
into one fated path, loved, yet incapable of influencing any who
loved her. She was now a great deal better off, her life a great
deal brighter, with all manner of good things within her reach,
than Helen, on her little bit of land, pushing her rough hus-
band, with as few detours as possible, along the path of life,
and smiling over her hard task. Lily was a wealthy woman,
with a delightful boy, and all those openings of new hope and
interest before her in him which give a woman perhaps a more
vivid happiness than anything strictly her own. But the one
mother trembled a little, while the other looked forward serenely
to an unbroken tranquil course of college prizes and bursaries,
and at the end a good Manse, and perhaps a popular position
for her son. What should Lily have for hers? She had much
greater things to hope for. Would it be hers to stand vaguely
in the way of Fate, to put out ineffectual hands, to feel the
other currents of life as before sweep, her away ? Or should she
ever stand smiling, like simple Helen, holding the helm, direct-
ing the course, conscious of power to defeat all harm and guide
towards all good? But that only the course of the years could

show. §
. THE END .
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