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  INTRODUCTION TO SOUTH RIDING


  South Riding is an extraordinary book, and it was written by an extraordinary woman. It’s as bold and ambitious as Middlemarch by George Eliot, a portrait of a whole community at a time of change and stress, with an endearing and idealistic heroine at its centre.


  Why read it now, or dramatise it for television? Well, of course there’s always the timeless reason that it has a strong story, and is full of vivid characters that engage our sympathies. But it feels timely as well: it was written, and set in, the 1930s, a time of forced austerity that offered governments, and local government too, stark challenges and choices. How do we deal with a recession? Do we cut public spending, slash welfare, and in general batten down the hatches, repeating the mantra that “we’re all in this together”? Or do we embrace the alternative of bold programmes of public works, creating employment and stimulating the economy in that way? Rather thrillingly, in this book, the South Riding Council embarks on the latter course, following the examples of Roosevelt’s New Deal in the United States, and Chancellor Hitler’s programme in Germany. And if you thought that PPF, public-private financing, was born in the Blair-Cameron era, you might be surprised to see it in action here. Alderman Snaith wants to do well by his constituents, certainly, but he’ll make sure that there’s something in it for him as well.


  We tend to think of local government as worthy but boring. South Riding shows what vital importance it can have in people’s lives. Joe Astell is a case in point; he has moved away from revolutionary socialism because he has found he can affect more change for the good by quietly beavering away on council committees, making unlikely alliances with hard-faced businessmen to get better roads, schools and housing for the people he serves. And then we have the richly human figure of Councillor Huggins, haulier and lay preacher, who is passionate in his desire to better the lives of the slum-dwellers in the Shacks, but fatally compromised by his weakness for the pleasures of the flesh, and easily tempted into a bit of insider dealing.


  At the centre of this society sits Mrs Beddows, a very lively septuagenarian, whose character was inspired by Winifred Holtby’s mother, the first woman alderman to serve on the East Riding County Council. Her guidelines are common sense, her deep knowledge of the community, and a hard-headed optimism about human nature and the possibility of making life better. Her relationship with her husband has been disappointing and unfulfilling, and she pours her emotional energy into her council work. She also enjoys a very close and intimate relationship with Robert Carne, the farmer and horse-breeder who would be the romantic hero of the book, if Winifred Holtby believed in romantic heroes. Carne is a man who is out of joint with his times. He is deeply traditional and instinctively conservative. His family has for generations had the status of someone like Jane Austen’s Mr. Knightley, but the 1930s were not a good decade for the Knightleys of this world. And Carne has his personal tragedy, too: he married an aristocratic wife, whose wild extravagance and subsequent decline into insanity have drained his resources, both financial and emotional. He has a daughter, Midge, thirteen years old, physically delicate and emotionally volatile.


  Sarah Burton’s arrival on the scene disturbs the precarious balance of this complex society. She’s a local working-class girl made good, who has returned to Yorkshire to apply for the post of headmistress of the local girls’ grammar school. Years younger than the other candidates, she stands out in other ways too: she’s sexually attractive, a gifted and inspiring teacher, fiercely ambitious, opinionated, politically sophisticated, combative, a socialist, a feminist and a pacifist. The governors find her slightly alarming, but appoint her, because she’s clearly much more talented than the opposition. Astell warms to her progressive ideas, and Mrs. Beddows welcomes her as a local lass who wants to put something back into the community. Robert Carne immediately and instinctively loathes her and everything she stands for.


  The reader will of course immediately start to imagine a happy ending for the fiery young heroine and the ‘big heavy handsome unhappy-looking man’, but this isn’t Pride and Prejudice, and Winifred Holtby isn’t looking for happy endings, at least of the simpler sort. She had experienced a good deal of disappointment and frustration in her own life, as well as dazzling success.


  It’s a remarkable life. Winifred Holtby was born just before the turn of the century, the daughter of a prosperous farmer in the East Riding of Yorkshire. She went to school in Scarborough, where she experienced the German bombardment of the town from battleships in the North Sea. Seventeen people were killed and a great deal of damage was done. Winifred wrote vividly about it for the school magazine: ‘Over the town hung a mantle of heavy smoke, yellow, unreal, which made the place look like a dream city, far, far away. Only the road was real, and the tight pain that caught us across our breast – it was not fear but something inexplicable that hurt, and yet in some strange way was not wholly unpleasant. Someone was down; with a bang they fell full length on the road and lay winded; then someone picked her up and they ran together . . .’


  Her talent as a writer was recognised early and encouraged both by her teachers and her parents: her mother published a book of her poems when she was still at school. She won a scholarship to Somerville College in Oxford, and spent the interval between school and college terms as a probationer nurse in London. It was round about this time, in 1916, that ‘Bill’, a childhood friend, but several years older than Winifred, came home wounded from the war and declared his passionate love for her. She was too immature and unsure of herself to accept his love, and ‘Bill’ returned to the front feeling bitter and rejected. Later she realised that she was, after all, in love with him; but although he remained in her life, their relationship was never satisfactory or fulfilling. He was wounded for a second time, but it seems that he suffered more psychologically, becoming detached and disillusioned and unable to commit to anything.


  Winifred went up to Somerville, but by the end of her first year felt ‘unbearably marooned in this half-dead, war-time city of elderly dons, women students, and wounded men on crutches’. She applied to join the Women’s Auxiliary Army Corps (WAAC) in France, and spent a year there, in rather less danger than she had experienced in Scarborough, though she saw plenty of suffering. She returned to Somerville in 1919, and it was here that she met Vera Brittain (famous for her autobiography Testament of Youth), who was to share most aspects of her life until she died.


  Still not greatly impressed by Oxford, Vera and Winifred certainly stimulated each other. It was a kind of folie à deux, but in a good way, and after leaving college they determined to conquer the literary world together, writing novels, journalism, and taking prominent roles in the Women’s Movement nationally and internationally. Winifred travelled all over Europe, and went on a lecture tour to South Africa at the age of 27. By her thirties, she was suffering bouts of ill health, and she died tragically young at 37, soon after finishing South Riding. Vera Brittain wrote a fascinating and moving account of her life in Testament of Friendship.


  Adapting South Riding for television has been a fascinating challenge. When Stan Barstow adapted it in the 70s (with Dorothy Tutin in the lead), he had thirteen 50-minute episodes to play with – we had only three hours in which to tell a complex story. Inevitably, some characters and plotlines had to go, and readers coming to the book after watching the adaptation will find many new things to marvel at. But I hope we’ve been successful in capturing the essence of the novel, and in introducing Winifred Holtby to a new generation of readers.


  Andrew Davies


  Prefatory Letters to Alderman Mrs. Holtby


  MY DEAR MOTHER,


  Because you are a county alderman and because this book concerns a county council, I feel that I owe you a certain explanation and apology.


  I admit that it was through listening to your descriptions of your work that the drama of English local government first captured my imagination. What fascinated me was the discovery that apparently academic and impersonal resolutions passed in a county council were daily revolutionising the lives of those men and women whom they affected. The complex tangle of motives prompting public decisions, the unforeseen consequences of their enactment on private lives appeared to me as part of the unseen pattern of the English landscape.


  What I have tried to do in South Riding is to trace that pattern. I have laid my scene in the South East part of Yorkshire, because that is the district which I happen to know best; but the South Riding is not the East Riding; Snaith, Astell and Carne are not your colleagues; the incidents of the schools, housing estates and committees are not described from your experience. I have drawn my material from sources unknown to you. You had no idea that this was the novel I was writing. Alderman Mrs. Beddows is not Alderman Mrs. Holtby. Though I confess I have borrowed a few sayings for her from your racy tongue, and when I described Sarah’s vision of her in the final paragraph, it was you upon whom, in that moment, my thoughts were resting.


  It may seem to you that in my pattern I have laid greater emphasis upon human affliction than you might consider typical or necessary. But when I came to consider local government, I began to see how it was in essence the first-line defence thrown up by the community against our common enemies—poverty, sickness, ignorance, isolation, mental derangement and social maladjustment. The battle is not faultlessly conducted, nor are the motives of those who take part in it righteous or disinterested. But the war is, I believe, worth fighting, and this corporate action is at least based upon recognition of one fundamental truth about human nature — we are not only single individuals, each face to face with eternity and our separate spirits; we are members one of another.


  Therefore I dedicate this story, such as it is, to you, who have fought so valiant a fight for human happiness. I am conscious of the defects, the clumsiness and limitations of my novel. At least let me record one perfect thing; the proud delight which it has meant to me to be the daughter of Alice Holtby.


  “Take what you want,” said God. “Take it—and pay for it.”


  Old Spanish Proverb


  Quoted in “This Was My World” by Viscountess Rhondda


  Prologue in a Press Gallery


  “The quarterly session of the South Riding County Council was held yesterday in Flintonbridge County Hall. Alderman General the Honourable Sir Ronald Tarkington, K.C.M.G., D.S.O., took the chair. The meeting adjourned for one minute’s silence in respectful memory of the late Alderman Farrow; then the Cold Harbour Division proceeded to the election of his successor. . . .”


  Extract from the ‘Kingsport Chronicle’ June, 1932


  Prologue in a Press Gallery


  YOUNG LOVELL BROWN, taking his place for the first time in the Press Gallery of the South Riding County Hall at Flintonbridge, was prepared to be impressed by everything. A romantic and inexperienced young man, he yet knew that local government has considerable importance in its effect on human life. He peered down into the greenish gloom and saw a sombre octagonal room, lit from three lofty leaded windows, beyond which tall chestnut trees screened the dim wet June day. He saw below him bald heads, grey heads, brown heads, black heads, above oddly foreshortened bodies, moving like fish in an aquarium tank. He saw the semi-circle of desks facing the chairman’s panoplied throne; he saw the stuffed horsehair seats, the blotting paper, the quill pens, the bundles of printed documents on the clerk’s table, the polished fire dogs in the empty grates, the frosted glass tulips shading the unignited gas jets, the gleaming inkwells.


  His heart beat, and his eyes dilated. Here, he told himself, was the source of reputations, of sanatoria, bridges, feuds, scandals, of remedies for broken ambitions or foot and mouth disease, of bans on sex novels in public libraries, of educational scholarships, blighted hopes and drainage systems. Local government was an epitome of national government. Here was World Tragedy in embryo. Here gallant Labour, with nothing to lose but its chains, would fight entrenched and armoured Capital. Here the progressive, greedy and immoral towns would exploit the pure, honest, elemental and unprogressive country. Here Corruption could be studied and exposed, oppression denounced, and lethargy indicted.


  Lovell Brown knew himself to be on the eve of an initiation. To-day would open a new chapter in British journalism. “Do you remember when Brown started those articles of his on Local Government?” people would say fifty years hence. “By jove! That was an eye-opener. That was something new.”


  Syd Mail, Lovell’s predecessor on the Kingsport Chronicle, had come with him to put him wise during his first visit to the Council. Mail had been promoted to the Combine’s Sheffield paper. Mail was a man of the world. He sprawled sideways on the hard bench running through the little enclosed Reporter’s Gallery, known as the Horse Box, and muttered information to his colleague and pupil with the inaudible fluency of an experienced convict.


  “That’s Carne of Maythorpe—big chap in tweeds just come in. He’ll be next Alderman, they say, instead of Farrow, but don’t you believe it. That’s Snaith—grey suit, horn-rimmed spectacles, by the chairman’s desk. He’ll have had something to say about Carne.”


  Lovell saw Carne, a big heavy handsome unhappy-looking man. Under a thatch of thick black hair his white face was not unlike that on photographs of Mussolini, except for its finedrawn sensitive mouth with down-turned corners. He bore little resemblance to Lovell’s notion of a sporting farmer, which was what, by a county-wide reputation, Carne was known to be.


  Alderman Snaith, supposed to be the richest member of the Council, a dapper grey little mouse of a man, was more like the secret subtle capitalist of tradition.


  “There’s Alderman East just come in,” muttered Syd Mail. “Vice-chairman. Eighty-four. Deaf as a post.”


  Snaith detached himself from a gossiping group and made for the vice-chairman.


  “Are they friends—East and Snaith?” asked Lovell.


  “Friends? I wouldn’t go so far as to say that Snaith’s any man’s friend, except when it suits him. He’s clever. Sharp as a sack of monkeys and knows how to make himself indispensable to authority. A dark horse. Ah! There’s Mrs. Beddows.”


  “Oh, I know her!” cried Lovell with enthusiasm, then blushed to realise that he had been overheard.


  Alderman Mrs. Beddows halted, looked up at the gallery, recognised him and gave a smiling gesture of salutation. She was a plump sturdy little woman, whose rounded features looked as though they had been battered blunt by wear and weather in sixty years or more of hard experience. But so cheerful, so lively, so frank was the intelligence which beamed benevolently from her bright spaniel-coloured eyes, that sometimes she looked as young as the girl she still, in her secret dreams, felt herself to be. Her clothes were a compromise between her spiritual and chronological ages. She wore to-day a dignified and beautifully designed black gown of heavy dull material; but she had crowned this by a velvet toque plastered with purple pansies. She carried a large bag embroidered with raffia work and had pinned on to her rounded bosom the first crimson rose out of her husband’s garden. Actually, she was seventy-two years old, a farmer’s daughter, and had lived in the South Riding all her life.


  She was talking about clothes now, in a clear carrying Yorkshire voice, unaffectedly accented.


  “Now there’s the nice young man I saw at the Lord Mayor’s reception!” she cried, waving to the embarrassed Lovell. “I told him that if he wrote in his paper again: ‘Alderman Mrs. Beddows looked well in her usual navy,’ I’d have him sacked. It’s not navy anyway. It’s black crepe. Chloe brought it from Paris. Lovely material, isn’t it? But he said he didn’t do the dresses, so I had to chase all over the building hunting for Gloriana or whatever that young woman calls herself, to see she got it right. I always send Chloe the bits out of the papers with my dresses in them. Then she can’t say I never wear anything but my old red velvet, not that I really fancy all these blacks she buys me. I like a bit of colour myself, I must say. At my time of life, if you wear nothing but black, people might think you were too mean to change frocks between funerals.”


  “I see you’ve got off with Mrs. B. already,” said the fat man from the Yorkshire Record, wriggling his massive thighs over the narrow plank of the bench. “Good for you, Brown.”


  “Heard her latest?” asked Mail. “The travelling secretary of a birth control society called to ask for her support as Alderman. Mrs. B. replied ‘I’ve had five children already, and I was seventy-two last birthday. Aren’t you a bit late in the day for me? Try Councillor Saxon.’ ”


  Smothered guffaws shook the bench, for Councillor Saxon, after fifty-two years of childless married life, had suddenly lost heart and virtue to a blonde in a tobacconist’s kiosk on Kingsport Station and found himself at seventy-four the proud but embarrassed father of a son. The whole South Riding, apart from Mrs. Saxon, appeared aware of his achievement. Most of the South Riding, whatever its outward disapproval, was delighted. It enjoyed all unusual feats of procreation.


  Lovell did not yet know that more than half the anecdotes repeated about Mrs. Beddows were apocryphal. She was a portent; she was a mascot; she was the first woman alderman in the South Riding and therefore she must be a character. If she did not utter witticisms, they must be invented for her. Her naturally racy tongue was credited with malice and ribaldry quite foreign to a nature fundamentally decorous, comfortable and kind. She enjoyed her popularity, however, and appreciated its power, and though she was frequently shocked by the repartee accredited to her, did little to contradict it, and, half-consciously, played up to its inventors.


  Lovell had not made up his mind whether he should become a worshipper or iconoclast. This was a day of momentous decisions. He stared and blushed. He was determined to accept nothing, not even Mrs. Beddows’ popularity, without question.


  But his speculations were cut short by the entry of the Chairman. Alderman General the Honourable Sir Ronald Tarkington, K.C.M.G., D.S.O., of Lissell Grange was a fine figure of a man and a fine man for any figure. His chairmanship of the South Riding County Council was the most successful in its history. The fact that his speeches were almost wholly inaudible in no way detracted from their popularity, for never in his life had he uttered an unexpected sentiment, and what he said could be noted down before he spoke it almost as easily as afterwards. A soldier, a Yorkshireman, a sportsman and a gentleman, believing quite sincerely in the divine right of landowners to govern their own country, his diligence, honesty and knowledge of the intricacies of procedure made him a trusted and invaluable administrator. His unfeigned pleasure in killing the correct animals at their orthodox seasons made him an affectionately respected neighbour. Few doubted that he was the right person to guide the deliberations of those whose business it was to decide whether necessitous children should be provided with meals at school, whether the county librarian should be paid mileage allowance for his car, or whether ex-gratia payments should be made to Leet of Kyle Hillock in compensation for damage done by flooding.


  Lovell Brown had made up his mind about him all right. Landowners were wicked, selfish and retrogressive. Their political influence was a remnant of Feudalism. Russia knew how to deal with them.


  But the chairman’s entry imposed some order upon the Councillors. Their groups dispersed and filled the semi-circle of seats.


  Sir Ronald rose and mumbled. He drew the Councillors to their feet.


  “Prayers?” breathed Lovell.


  “Farrow,” muttered Mail sideways. “Dead.”


  They stood.


  Perhaps, thought Lovell, the ghost of the dead alderman hovered above the virgin fields of rose-pink blotting-paper, the quill pens, the horsehair, the sporting tweeds, the gents’ lightweight suitings, the bored, amused, restless or sorrowful thoughts of the mourners. Farrow had been a quiet little man, his public interest largely confined to the disposal of rural refuse, but he must, thought Lovell, have had some private life. Generously his imagination bestowed upon Farrow a gipsy mistress, three illegitimate children, a conscience racked by knowledge of secret pilfering from the parish funds, and a blighted ambition as an amateur actor. After all, people don’t just live and die as elementary school children, ratepayers and alderman, he reasoned. Even he, at twenty-two, had had Experiences. . . .


  The silence was over. The Councillors sat down. The ghost of Alderman Farrow passed, officially, out of the Hall for ever. The Cold Harbour Division proceeded to consider the nomination of his successor. The alderman is dead; long live the alderman.


  “It’s a foregone conclusion surely,” said the Yorkshire Record man, as seven or eight Councillors pushed their way out against their colleagues’ knees and made for a door.


  “That so? Who?” asked Mail, the cynic. Too clever by half, thought Lovell.


  “Carne, of course.”


  “Carne?” If there had been a spittoon, Mail would have spat.


  “Gryson told me.”


  “Oh, Gryson! Army and county stick together.”


  “Carne’s not county.”


  “Lord Sedgmire’s son-in-law?”


  “Runaway match. And she’s in an asylum.”


  “Private mental home, you mean. At Harrogate. He pays ten guineas a week, they say—not counting extras.”


  “It would have been cheaper to divorce her when she was carrying on with young Lord Knaresborough.”


  “They say there was nothing in that. The kid’s supposed to be his anyway, and queer.”


  “Mental?”


  “Tenpence halfpenny in the shilling. Midge’s never gone to school.”


  “They’re taking a darn long time.”


  “Division. You’ll see. Peacock will nominate Astell.”


  “Astell? The socialist chap? But he’s T.B. isn’t he?”


  “A corpse would be good enough to beat Carne if Snaith’s got his knife into him. They say he loves him like a weasel loves a rabbit. Besides, Carne’s failing, and they don’t like to county-court an alderman.”


  “Failing?”


  “Have you seen Maythorpe? Crumbling to pieces over their heads. He lent the garden and drawing-room for that Conservative feast last year. Always sucking up to the gentry, is Carne. Big drawing-room with painted ceiling, gilt and plaster flaking down on every one’s best hats. Huge candelabra, no candles. Stables full, though. He can’t resist a good horse.”


  “Well, he deals in ’em, doesn’t he?”


  “Deals? Aye. But you can’t make on horses what you lose on sheep these days. Look at wool—six shillings a stone, and prime fat Leicesters going for a pound a piece.”


  “What should wool be?” asked Lovell, suspicious of all tales of agricultural difficulty. He believed farmers to be unfairly pampered by a sentimental government.


  “Why, before the War you got eight to eighteen shillings. I’ve known it thirty-four once. Maythorpe’s a big place, but Carne can’t lose on farm, and pay all that for his wife and keep going.”


  There was a stir in the hall.


  “They’re coming back.”


  A door opened under the gallery, and the Councillors filed back to their places. One man looked at Mrs. Beddows and slowly shook his head. The big handsome Carne clumped down again in the seat beside her. Another man handed a paper to the chairman. He rose and read something, and this time even Lovell could catch the words:


  “. . . Councillor Astell 5, Councillor Carne 4.”


  “That’s torn it. . . .”


  “Dirty work somewhere. . . .


  “One up to Snaith.”


  Papers were being handed round. All the Councillors present were now voting. There was no excitement, no apparent concern. Snaith’s grey, precise, well-cut features wore no look of triumph when Astell was declared the new alderman for the Cold Harbour Division. No applause followed. If dirty work had been done, it left no trace on the ordered monotony of the proceedings.


  The chairman of the Education Committee moved that the resolutions on his minutes should be approved and confirmed. The newly appointed alderman rose and complained about the cutting down of maintenance allowances to scholarship and free place holders. He was a tall thin man with curling ruddy hair and a girlish pretty complexion. When he spoke, his voice was singularly harsh and unattractive. Lovell, prepared to find in the one socialist alderman a hero and a martyr, was disappointed. Shelley, he told himself, had a high shrill voice. But Councillor Astell did not look like Shelley. There was about him something ungainly yet impressive, a queer chap, Lovell thought.


  The Mental Hospital business appropriately followed that of the Education Committee. Again Alderman Astell was dissatisfied. Again Lovell Brown felt the chill of disillusionment creeping across his heart.


  Without emotion, without haste, without even, so far as Lovell could discern, any noticeable interest, the South Riding County Council ploughed through its agenda. The General mumbled; the clerk shuffled papers, the chairman of committees answered desultory questions.


  Lovell had come expectant of drama, indignation, combat, amusement, shock. He found boredom and monotony. Disillusion chastened him.


  Book One


  EDUCATION


  “3. KIPLINGTON HIGH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS


  APPOINTMENT OF HEAD MISTRESS


  The Sub-Committee have received a communication from the Governors of the Kiplington High School with reference to the appointment of a Head Mistress in place of Miss L. P. Holmes, who will retire at the end of the Summer Term, 1932. The Governors have appointed Miss Sarah Burton, M.A. (Leeds), B.Litt: (Oxon) as Head Mistress, the appointment to take effect as from the beginning of the Michaelmas Term . . . The Sub-Committee recommend that the appointment of Miss Burton be approved. . . .’


  Extract from the Minutes of the Higher Education Sub-Committee of the Education Committee established by the County Council for the South Riding of Yorkshire. June, 1932.
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  Lord Sedgmire’s Granddaughter Awaits an Alderman


  THE JUNE day spread itself round Maythorpe Hall, endless, amorphous, ominous. It had no shape—not even a dinner hour, for Elsie was baking and had given Midge ham cake and apples to eat whenever she felt like it, and those had disappeared hours and hours ago.


  If only it would stop raining, she could go out into the horse pasture and try that game of throwing a tennis ball over her shoulder and then turning back to find where it had fallen; or she could burrow deeper into the tunnel she was making in the thrashed oat stack, or she could climb the medlar tree in the low orchard—dull occupations, but better than sitting here with her nose against the pane of her bedroom window, watching the dun grey cup of the sky pressed down over the mottled green of the landscape.


  Acre beyond acre from her bedroom window, Midge could see the broad swelling sea of rain-rinsed green, the wet bluish green of wheat in blade, the dry tawny green of unploughed stubble, the ruffled billowing green of uncut meadow grasses, the dark clumps of trees, elm and ash and sycamore. There was not a hill, not a church, not a village. From Maythorpe southward to Lincolnshire lay only fields and dykes and scattered farms and the unseen barrier of the Leame Estuary, the plain rising and dimpling in gentle undulations as though a giant potter had pressed his thumb now more lightly, now more heavily, on the yet malleable clay of the spinning adobe.


  A dull landscape, thought Midge Carne. Nothing happens in it.


  If only she had brothers and sisters to play with.


  If only the books in the house were not so dull—sporting novels, stable compendiums, Debrett, the complete works of Sir Walter Scott, bound volumes of the Ladies’ Realm——


  If only she liked reading——


  If only Daddy had not told her that she was too old now to play with the little Beachalls and Appleton children——


  If only Miss Malt had not gone home to look after a sick father. Miss Malt had grumbled at the house and scolded Elsie. She didn’t like cold joints for lunch and called Midge backward. She was always praising her former pupils, who must have been hateful little prigs, thought Midge. But even so, lessons and ex-governesses were preferable to this loneliness and monotony of leisure.


  If only Midge had not been afraid of horses, ever since that time Black Beauty fell on to her, and she woke up at night screaming and shuddering, and Dr. Campbell said she was never to ride again. Midge was immeasurably relieved. People had told her that riding and hunting were superb, unrivalled pleasures. She believed them. But they were pleasures which she, herself, could do without.


  But Daddy had been disappointed. She was always disappointing him. He had wanted his daughter to be beautiful and proud and fearless like her mother, and Midge was ugly and thin and delicate and afraid and wore spectacles and a gold bar across her teeth. And she flew into horrible passions that made her lie on the floor and kick and scream. A fiend entered into her. She knew all about the man in the Bible who had an evil spirit. One moment she would feel nothing but good and gentle and polite and then these storms would seize her for no purpose, lashing her into fury. And afterwards she would feel ill and sick all over. It was no fun having an evil spirit.


  If only Daddy would come home and be pleased and talk to her, and tell her what it was like to be an alderman.


  The afternoon had lasted for ever and ever already.


  It seemed to Midge that more than half her life had been spent shut up in the house with rain on the window waiting for some one to come home and talk to her. Yet often enough when Daddy came, he would sit silent drinking whisky and soda, companioned only by the dark oil painting of ancestors in the dining-room and by Mother’s lovely terrifying portrait; or he would work, bent over his desk adding columns of figures that never came out right, because there was a slump, because the Labour Bill was double what it used to be and because men worked for half the time and prices stayed the same. Midge knew all about the agricultural crisis.


  The Carnes, she knew, were not Poor People. Poor people lived in cottages; the Carnes lived in a Hall, which was the biggest house for miles round, with a smoking-room and a breakfast-room and three sets of staircases and a top floor nobody ever used now, and a drive nearly half a mile long. Uncle William, Father’s youngest brother, was an architect and lived near Harrogate and had two motor-cars; and Grandfather, Lord Sedgmire, whom she had never seen, was a Baron on the Welsh Border and lived in a castle. These splendours were part of Midge’s heritage. No matter how torn her frocks, how broad her accent, how wild her conduct, screaming and laughing through barns and cowsheds with the village children, she remained conscious of this foundation of grandeur sustaining her. When a tramp saw her perched on the wall spitting cherry stones into the water-butt with the Beachall children, and asked, “What would the lady of the house say if she could see you, little girls?” Midge had replied, “I am the lady of the house.”


  She was too. Her father was a squire even if also a farmer. The house was a hall even if the silver cups on the dining-room sideboard grew tarnished, and of the former servants only Elsie was left to answer the door and roast the mutton and scrub the kitchen floor.


  Grandeur remained; but the need for money overshadowed it. Daddy was lord of his estate, but beyond Daddy was the Bank. This, that and the other could not be done because the Bank said so. Carnes could not buy motor-cars, rebuild stables, play polo, train racehorses, visit London or plant new coverts because of the Bank, the Bank, the Bank.


  Nor was money the only trouble. Mr. Castle was ill, and Mrs. Castle nursed him, and Dolly Castle, brought home from smart service in Kingsport, sulked and grumbled, and the lads groused, and Hinds’ House was not at all what it used to be, and Daddy was lost without Foreman Castle.


  And if Daddy was not worried about the Bank and Castle and money and Midge, there was always Mother—Mother, the brilliant and gay and regal, for whom the whole house lay waiting. But she was ill, and away in a nursing home, and did not return. If only Daddy would come home quickly and be happy because he was an alderman.


  If only grown-ups could be less unhappy.


  From a window at the top of the house, there was a northward view along the road from Kiplington. Perhaps, thought Midge, if she went there she would be able to see Father driving with Hicks in the dogcart, and wave to him, and run downstairs and wait for aim in the stable yard, and greet him.


  She wandered slowly along the first floor passage, delaying mistrustfully to give fate a chance.


  If she wanted anything very much, she would count to fifty and then another fifty before she let herself think that it might happen.


  She paused at the door of the Big Spare Bedroom and counted fifty. The furniture there was shrouded with holland dust cloths. One brass ball from the foot of the bed was missing. Midge had once unscrewed it too far, playing there last year, dropped it, and let it lie.


  She went on to the Bachelor’s Room and counted fifty. It smelled of dust and boot polish and tobacco. A man’s smell. Yet no man had slept there for years.


  She dawdled up the stairs to the second landing that ran from end to end of the long old house. Now she was far away from Elsie singing in the kitchen. Ivy overgrew the windows. Chestnut branches darkened them. Yet in Cook’s Room the pink wallpaper had faded to dingy cream, except on the squares where pictures once had hung. The black iron bedsteads were bare; a pair of discarded shoes, bulging to fit cook’s bunions, lay against the wall, exposing their battered soles, a home for spiders. In the open drawers of the dressing table, Midge had already found two big black hairpins, a twist of tape fluffy with dust, and an artificial daisy. But when she had picked up the daisy, last summer, an earwig had run out of it, and she had dropped it in disgust, to lie on the floor with the shoes, an old box lid and a coil of grey hair combings.


  The window was hard to open, but Midge knew its tricks, thrusting up the warped frame, showering down white petals of flaking paint. She knelt and looked on to the tops of lilac bushes, the stable roofs, and the red moss-grown bricks of the back yard. Beyond the roofs lay the Kiplington Road, twisting away among the wet green fields.


  If I shut my eyes and count to a hundred, thought Midge, I shall see him coming.


  She shut her eyes. She counted. But time stood still. Endless, amorphous, ominous, time enfolded the crumbling house.


  It can’t be That. They can’t want That of me, thought Midge with rising terror. She clutched the windowsill on to which rain was dripping.


  She shut her eyes and counted, praying silently that no further devoir should be exacted from her. If she prayed, if she counted, surely that was enough to propitiate Them and bring her father home, an alderman.


  It must be so. Surely now she could hear the clop of horse-hooves, the sound of wheels splashing through the puddles?


  She screwed her eyes tight. Ninety-seven, ninety-eight; he was coming nearer, her darling, her God, her father; ninety-nine. Oh, she would give them due measure; she would not cheat.


  “A hundred!”


  She shouted it aloud and opened her eyes and saw Mr. Dickson’s milk float turning into the stable-yard.


  Her prayers had failed her.


  Then, with a shock like a blow, she thought, “He’s had an accident. They’re bringing the body home in the milk float like Mr. Banner from the hunting field.” She was almost sick with terror.


  But Mr. Dickson had climbed stiffly from the back of the float, let Dolly go loose, and clumped to the back door where Elsie had greeted him.


  “Is Maister in?”


  Then he had not found the body.


  “He’s at Flintonbridge, getting hisself made alderman.”


  Like most of her generation and locality, Elsie was trilingual. She talked B.B.C. English to her employer, Cinema American to her companions, and Yorkshire dialect to old milkmen like Eli Dickson.


  “He’s not then. Astell’s alderman.”


  “Go on.”


  “I’ve just’ heard from Mrs. Tadman, who’s been to Kingsport by bus, and got it from a chap in Flintonbridge.”


  “Get away with you. Our Maggie saw Mr. Tubbs in Kingsport, Wednesday week, and he said it was sure as death. An’ he’s a councillor.”


  “I tell you, Astell’s alderman. Socialist chap. They put it about that Carne’s failing, and no one likes to county-court an alderman.”


  “Failing? Mr. Carne? You’re crazy.”


  “Then why don’t he do up my cow-house? That’s what I say. He promised to do it a twelve-month back and now muck from yard’s running right through to dairy. I’ll be having government chaps on me. . . .”


  They went into the house. The back door clapped to.


  It didn’t mean anything. Nasty old man, with his little fringe of beard and greasy hat. He smelled.


  Midge crumbled flakes of paint between thin, dirty fingers.


  What right had people to prevent her father, father, father from getting what he wanted? What did it mean—to county-court an alderman?


  Oh, she had failed him. She had not prayed enough, not thought enough. If she counted to a million, that would be inadequate to propitiate destiny.


  The stern inimicable force of fate brooded over the house.


  Daddy was not an alderman.


  Midge, Lord Sedgmire’s granddaughter, knew what she must do.


  With lips compressed and fire burning in her sallow cheeks, she went out of cook’s bedroom and set off downstairs, leaving the window open so that the rains blew in and seeped through the crack in the oil-cloth and moistened the rotting boards until a brown patch spread across the North Room ceiling.


  She went, like a victim to the sacrifice, into her Mother’s Room.


  It was a big southward facing bedroom on the first floor, overlooking the lawn and the rose garden, and the willows and the duck pond. Ever since Mrs. Carne had been carried out, dazed and unresisting, her rebellion quenched, the room had lain ready awaiting her return. The curtains were drawn; their green taffeta, faded and rotting at the folds, left only a whispering light, shifting in the great mirror the reflections of silver and glass and walnut wood. On the dressing-table, the creams cracked in their jars, and the nail polish crumbled to powder, the scents evaporated from cut-glass bottles among the rusting files and pins and scissors. In the wardrobes hung Mrs. Carne’s deserted dresses, her thirty pairs of shoes on their wooden trees, her three riding habits, her cloak of mink and velvet.


  When Midge had nothing better to do, she came up here, exploring. No one had ever told her not to, nor scolded her for it as they scolded her when she was found reading Elsie’s love letters from the blue biscuit box on the maids’ dressing-table. No one had ever found her at it. She opened drawers filled with embroidered cambric, smelling of lavender and camphor moth balls. She tried on gloves and scarves and evening dresses, stuffing the bodices with tissue paper or rolled silk stockings. She paraded up and down in front of the swinging mirror. She was her mother. She was Lord Sedgmire’s daughter. She fell in love with Father, Carne of Maythorpe, in the hunting field. He carried her off and her relations cursed her. They hung out of castle windows, shaking fists, cutting her off with a shilling. Their curses doomed her. She was ill, imprisoned. Midge could never see her. Curses could be lifted by spells. Midge was always trying them, inventing her own runes and incantations.


  From time to time the obligation came to her, challenging her to perform terrific devoirs. It might be to catch at a bough as the trap span under it, to lean far out from a window to touch a sprig of ivy, to climb across the central rafter in the high barn, dizzily straddling far above the stone-paved floor. But for three years now a central challenge confronted her— reserved for some crisis when all other resources failed.


  She had had a dream.


  In her dream she was playing with her mother’s things, dressed up in a black velvet coat and a great plumed hat, parading, when suddenly terror had come upon her.


  Her terrors, like her tempers, descended without warning out of calm and safety, sending her screaming, frenzied, towards the kitchen, the dining-room, wherever were lights and fires and grown-up people. But from this dream terror she had not fled. Instead, she had turned to God, kneeling down, dressed as she was in velvet and lace and feathers, beside the ottoman where the furs were kept at the foot of her mother’s bed, and she had prayed while dusk fell and the room grew darker until through her latticed fingers she saw the door from her father’s dressing-room open slowly, slowly, revealing—what?


  She never knew. The scream with which she awoke dispelled that knowledge.


  But she had been aware, ever since, with relentless certainty, that one day she would have to put herself to the test.


  This was the way out. This was what They demanded. Thus alone could she serve her father, restore her mother, and bring back to Maythorpe its legendary happiness, when the silver polo cups on the sideboard winked and glittered, and men drank deep after a long day’s hunting, toasting her mother the bride, the brave, the beautiful, lifting their glasses, tossing them, emptied, to splinter on the wainscot, when the lawns were clipped like velvet below the feet of sauntering silk-shod ladies, and the bedrooms were lit by firelight, and there was hot water in all the muffled cans, and scented soap upon the wash-stands.


  Oh, Midge knew, from Cook, and Hicks and Castle, what Maythorpe Hall had been in its glory.


  Trembling, her pulses thumping, her eyes brilliant with fear and resolution, she opened the wardrobe, starting at every creak of the door.


  There hung the velvet jacket, its swaggering skirts spread like a highwayman’s, its collar high, its cuffs and lacy jabot. She wrapped the skirt around her; she buttoned the jacket above her cotton overall; she arranged the yellowing lace, the braid, the pockets. From its tissue paper she took the immense black picture hat and set it sideways on her tumbled elf-locks. Her mouse-coloured hair hung each side of her pointed, resolute face.


  She must do this thing. She must face her destiny. To this hour had pointed the nods, the nudges, the sentences broken off, the stories curtailed at her appearance. All the fragmentary enlightenment about doom and flight and darkness, her “poor,” “ill-fated” or “unfortunate” mother, the Maythorpe tragedy, her father’s “trouble,” led to this awful, inevitable moment.


  Her stumbling figure passed the wardrobe mirror. She started from her own grotesque reflection. She fell on her knees beside the ottoman, facing the dressing-room door. Her hat lurched sideways, heavy, weighted with feathers. She pressed her hands against her staring eyeballs.


  “Our Father, which art in Heaven . . .”


  She began slowly and firmly.


  Through her fingers she watched the green unearthly twilight, the bed, the mirror. Her mounting panic urged her on, louder and louder, till at a gallop she took the “Power and the Glory, for Ever and Ever, Amen,” and plunged straight into, “Please God bless Father and Mother and make Mother well and bring her back again. . . .”


  Her eyes were still open, yet she saw no longer anything but the slanting mirror. Her voice rang out, shrill and frantic, drowning all other noises. She was no longer conscious of what she said, “and bring her back again, for Christ’s sake, for Christ’s sake, for Christ’s sake.”


  The door was opening. Like doom it swung towards her. In the mirror she saw what in her dreams she had not seen—the tall black figure, the blazing ball of a face.


  “For Christ’s sake! For Christ’s sake! For Christ’s sake!” she screamed, on her feet, beating away from her in maniacal horror her father who stood, seeing his wife, in 1918, frenzied, in her gallant highwayman’s costume, beating him off in the outburst of hysteria with which she accompanied her announcement that she was going to bear his child.
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  Kiplington Governors Appoint a New

  Head Mistress


  THE GOVERNORS of Kiplington Girls’ High School had already interviewed Miss Torrence, Miss Slaker, Miss Hammond and Miss Dry, from out of five short-listed applicants for the post of head mistress; and they liked none of them.


  It was true that the appointment was not much to offer. The school owed its independent existence to masculine pride rather than to educational necessity. Thirty years earlier the County Council decided that a daily train journey to Kingsport, suitable enough to Grammar School boys, was unsafe for girls. Girls were delicate. Life imperilled them. So four grim tall apartment houses were bought cheap on Kiplington North Cliff, facing the Pidsea Buttock road; walls were knocked down; dining-rooms became classrooms; a separate building housed the thirteen boarders, and there for a quarter of a century the High School mouldered gently into unregretted inefficiency under the lethargic rule of the retiring Miss Holmes. Miss Holmes had done well enough. Miss Holmes was amiable. It was a pity that age and health persuaded her to go now and share a semi-detached villa in Bournemouth with her widowed sister. Another Miss Holmes was what the chairman hoped for.


  The Reverend Milward Peckover, however, was financially compelled to send his own daughters to the High School. Three nice, good, clever girls they were; and he cherished ambitions for their future. They might even do what he had never done—win scholarships to Oxford and the Sorbonne, like Chloe Beddows, the one star pupil whom the High School had quite failed to discourage. He had good reason for desiring a more effective successor to Miss Holmes, and until he saw her, he had canvassed his fellow governors avidly in favour of the highly-qualified but personally unprepossessing Miss Dry. But, having seen her, he was out of love with her, and his second choice had been given to the still uninterviewed Miss Sarah Burton, whose testimonials both public and private were almost suspiciously favourable. He sat back restlessly listening to Mr. Tadman’s idiotic remarks about a little more accommodation for the Buttocks.


  There were Pidsea Buttock and Ledsea Buttock, and Mr. Peckover recognised the ancient and honourable nomenclature of the villages. He particularly detested the puerile vulgarity of persons who would make jokes about them, suspecting Mr. Tadman of a wish to shock the clergy when, being a Nonconformist, he rolled the words round his tongue and proclaimed with a sort of sensuous relish, “the Buttocks this,” “the Buttocks that,” “with regard, Mr. Chairman, to that bit of unpleasantness about the Buttocks.” And the worst of it was that, whenever Mr. Tadman started, some nervous affection contracted the muscles of Mr. Peckover’s nose and throat; his eyes pricked; before he could collect his defences, he began to giggle.


  He turned to the chairman, driven to action.


  “Mr. Chairman, I see we have another candidate, Sarah Burton. A good plain name. Let’s hope,” (snigger, snigger, snigger; but the explosion was now respectably justified)—”let us hope a good plain woman.”


  Dr. Dale, the Congregational Minister, pulled forward the typed papers containing Miss Burton’s particulars.


  “Yes, she is an Oxford woman,” he said, preparing to be impressive. He was a Cambridge man and a Doctor of Divinity —two qualifications which made him a thorn in the side of Mr. Peckover, who was a Manchester B.A. and Lichfield.


  “Only a post graduate course. B.Litt, after graduating at Leeds,” corrected Mr. Peckover. “Then she had—ah— Empire experience—South Africa. Well, well. That should broaden the mind a little. Broaden the mind.”


  Mr. Peckover had himself spent a year with the Railway Mission in Canada, and was a great believer in the psychological influence of the great open spaces—especially those within the British Empire.


  The chairman, a vague though ferocious little man, grunted that, whatever she was, Miss Burton must be seen.


  The clerk summoned her.


  Miss Sarah Burton, M.A., B.Litt., entered the unwelcoming ugly room.


  She was much too small. Though her close-fitting hat was blamelessly discreet, her hair was red—not mildly ginger but vivid, springing, wiry, glowing, almost crimson, red. Astonishing hair. Nothing could have been more sober and business-like than her dark brown clothes; but from her sensible walking shoes rose ankles which were superfluously pretty. Head mistresses, ran the unformed thought in the mind of more than one governor, should not possess ankles as slender as a gazelle’s and flexible arched insteps.


  On the other hand, her face was not pretty at all, the nose too large, the mouth too wide; the small, quick, intelligent eyes were light and green.


  “But she looks healthy,” thought Alderman Mrs. Beddows. “Good skin. Good teeth. And she wasn’t born yesterday.”


  Miss Burton had been born, according to her official papers, thirty-nine years ago.


  “Er—er—Miss Burton.” The chairman frowned and stuttered, wrinkling his face. “Won’t you sit down?”


  She sat, as she moved and spoke, with deliberation. She placed her formidable leather bag on the table before her. Then she looked round at the governors and she smiled.


  Her smile was not in the least like those of the other candidates, nervous, ingratiating, chilling or complacent. It was a smile friendly yet challenging. Well, gentlemen, here I am. What next?


  “Miss, Miss—er—Burton,” began the chairman. “You’ve been teaching in—er—London.”


  He pronounced “London” as though it were an obscure village of whose name he was uncertain.


  “At the South London United Secondary School for Girls,” replied Miss Burton. There was hardly a trace of North Country inflection in her pleasant, unexpectedly contralto voice. “I have been there for eight years, the last three of which I was second mistress.”


  The chairman had never heard of the South London United. Dr. Dale had. “That’s a very famous centre of education,” he said. “A large school, I believe.”


  “Too large. We have seven hundred and forty pupils now.”


  “I wonder why you should want to leave it and come to our little town?” smiled the Congregationalist minister.


  “Soapy Sam! Our little town indeed!” snorted Mr. Peckover to himself.


  “I wanted to come back to Yorkshire.”


  “Indeed. Indeed,” sniffed the chairman. “A Yorkshire woman, ha?”


  Mrs. Beddows leant forward. “May I ask Miss Burton a question, Mr. Chairman? Miss Burton, we had a much better appointment in the South Riding last winter at Flintonbridge. You didn’t apply for that, I think?”


  The candidate faced the alderman with a smile that was not wholly ingenuous. “I didn’t think I should get it,” she replied.


  “Indeed?”


  The chairman removed, polished, and replaced his pince-nez; the Rev. Mr. Dale, Mr. Drew and Mr. Tadman stared at her. Mr. Peckover beamed benignly upon this candidate for headmistress-ship who actually answered questions frankly. The only person, Sarah Burton noted, who appeared entirely indifferent to her, was a large dark sullen man sunk into his chair next Mrs. Beddows. She gathered all eyes but his and held them.


  “You see,” she said, with the engaging gesture of one who puts all her cards on the table, “I am very small, and not by birth a lady. My hair is red and I do not look like the sort of person whom most governors want to see reading reports at Speech Day. At the same time . . .”


  It was the alderman who saw how, by pleading her smallness, her femininity, she had evoked some masculine sentiment of protective chivalry in the breasts of the other governors. Mrs. Beddows was moved differently.


  “Yes, I see,” she said—kindly but with the air of one who stands no nonsense. “Your head mistress at South London gives you quite remarkable testimonials.”


  “She was far too generous,” admitted Miss Burton, as well aware as Mrs. Beddows that head mistresses sometimes give glowing references to subordinates whom they desire to see elsewhere. “She’s taught me almost everything I know; but she understands why I want to come north again, and she sympathises with my wish to have a school of my own.”


  “Of your own?”


  Miss Burton accepted the challenge. “Of which I was the head,” she replied.


  “I see.” Mr. Peckover had been waiting with his question. The governors knew that the only thing to be done with their chairman was to take all initiative out of his hands. “I see that you have had overseas experience.”


  “Yes. I taught for a little while in a Transvaal High School, and then in a native mission college in the Cape. I meant to go on to Australia, but family reasons brought me back to England.”


  “Has—er—any other—governor any questions?” asked the chairman.


  Mrs. Beddows had.


  “Now then, Miss Burton, you’ve had a very interesting life and met very interesting people. I wonder if you know just what you’ll be in for, in a little out-of-the-way town like this? Some people call Kiplington the last town in England, though of course we don’t think so. But it’s no use pretending it’s the hub of the universe. The children here are mostly daughters of small tradesmen and lodging-house keepers, with just a few professional people and clergy. The buildings are not up to much, and I don’t see, with the country in the way it is, that they’ll soon be put right. Now, the point is, can you throw yourself into the kind of work you’ll have to face here? Because if you can’t, it’s not much use your coming. Do you realise, I wonder, how very different it’ll be from what you’re used to?”


  Miss Burton shook her head, smiling.


  “Less different perhaps than you think. I come from these parts.” As she said, “these parts,” her voice thickened, as though the thought of Kiplington recalled a forgotten dialect.


  “Indeed, indeed,” barked the chairman, “and where was that, pray?”


  Again it was to Mrs. Beddows that Miss Burton turned.


  “Do you remember the blacksmith’s shop at Lipton-Hunter?” she asked.


  “Why—yes.”


  “Do you remember a red-haired blacksmith there, about forty years ago, who married the district nurse?”


  “Why—yes—of course, yes. Let me see. . . . Didn’t the husband . . .?” Then she remembered.


  Coming home more drunk than usual one Saturday night, the blacksmith had fallen face downwards into the shallow water-butt in his yard used for cooling irons. His wife, accustomed to his straying from more paths than those of strict sobriety, had not even sought him until the Monday morning. Soon after the inquest, the wife had left the district, taking her children with her.


  “They were my parents,” said Miss Burton quietly. “My mother went into the West Riding. She got work there through the kindness of the schoolmaster in Lipton-Hunter. He was splendid to us. It was through him really that I got scholarships later on to Barnsley High School, and then to Leeds and Oxford. I came back from South Africa when my mother’s health failed. She died five years ago.”


  “She was a very fine woman,” said Mrs. Beddows. “I remember.”


  The governors livened up after that. They asked Miss Burton questions about Yorkshire and teaching methods and social theories; but nothing really interested them half so much as the fact that she had lived at Lipton-Hunter.


  Mr. Dale nodded and smiled. She has worked her way up, he thought, even as I did. A good girl.


  Mr. Peckover thought of Miss Burton’s scholarships and his daughters’ future. What she had done, they might do.


  The chairman, fumbling with his tongue for a bit of gristle caught in a hollow tooth, thought, “Let them get on with it. A blacksmith’s daughter. Good enough for Kiplington.”


  Tadman thought, “Like Mrs. Beddows’ darn cheek to talk about small tradesmen’s daughters. What else is she herself but a pig-killing smallholder’s daughter? All the same, this Miss Burton looks a bit of all right. Got some go in her. She’s seen a thing or two outside the four walls of a school. Let’s have her. She may knock a bit of sense into Cissie.”


  Mr. Briggs, the solicitor, thought, “She looks like a business woman. If she’s a business woman, we shall get on all right. Miss Holmes never answered her letters. By Jove, Carne looks hard hit. Did he mind not being alderman as much as all that? Or can he be ill?” That unexpected possibility led him to make a quick memo on the paper generously provided for other purposes by the Higher Education Committee. “Carne. Will? See Fretton. Overdraft.”


  Mr. Drew felt suspicious. Everything about Miss Burton appeared quite proper, quite decent. Propriety and decency were the virtues which he primarily demanded in all women. Yet. Yet——


  He watched Tadman. Tadman was a grocer, a business man, and, in a small cheerful way, a speculator in real estate. Drew, as an estate agent, needed Tadman’s friendship. Kiplington was not such a prosperous place that an estate agent could ignore personal influence. He had decided to vote for Tadman’s candidate.


  Alderman Mrs. Beddows had made up her mind. Sarah Burton’s brilliant testimonials and neat business-like appearance represented, she considered, a tribute to her own perspicacity. Thirty years ago she had declared the widowed district nurse of Lipton-Hunter to be a fine woman, and here was her daughter who had developed against all odds into a candidate for headmistress-ship. Didn’t that just show she had good breeding in her somewhere?


  Emma Beddows’ face was blithe with satisfaction. This was her choice, her candidate. Not only would Miss Burton be appointed; she would be a success. Emma Beddows would see to it that she was one.


  Slumped heavily into his chair beside his friend and ally, Mrs. Beddows,’ Carne of Maythorpe relinquished yet another hope.


  He had accepted the governship of the High School, not because he was specially interested in problems of female education, but because Kiplington was in the South Riding, and the Carnes of Maythorpe were the South Riding, and aristocracy dictated a rule of life, and nobility must oblige.


  Since he was governor, since periodically he must leave coverts undrawn or men uninterviewed to sit at that inkstained green baize tablecloth and discuss such matters as gas-lighting, lavatories and the place of domestic science in a girls’ curriculum, he might at least find in return some small advantage.


  After Midge’s last outburst and that horrible episode in Muriel’s bedroom, Dr. Campbell had advised him: “Get her to school. Get her with other children. Why don’t you send her to the High School? It’s the only thing.”


  Carne was not one for definition. During his happy childhood among the places and people and things he loved and trusted, before his mother died and then his father and he met his lovely Muriel and inherited Maythorpe, he had known little need for words. In his unhappy and bewildered manhood, with wave after wave of misfortune breaking over him, he had found small comfort in articulation. Words lacked reality; words were nothing. But Dr. Campbell’s phrase, “It’s the only thing,” chimed like doom in his heart.


  Whatever had befallen Muriel, Midge must be spared. He had failed as a husband; as a father he must not fail. That fragile chalice of blue blood in his keeping must be treasured wisely. He must do his best for Midge, who was small and frail and plain and short-sighted and subject to terrifying outbursts of hysteria. He had engaged nurses for her and governesses; he had tried to preserve her from contact with rough boys and epidemics. Now Campbell urged that she should be sent to school—to “make her more like other children—to keep her normal.”


  The High School, Carne considered, was definitely low. Tradesmen’s daughters, even one or two labourers’, went there. It was not the school for Lord Sedgmire’s granddaughter.


  On the other hand, it was near. Hicks could drive Midge there daily. Wendy Beddows went there and could keep an eye on her. And boarding schools, of the superior type, cost money. He had inquired.


  Besides, a new fear haunted Carne now. On that recent evening when, returning from the council meeting at Flintonbridge, disgusted by dirty work about the aldermanship, he had found Midge, a grotesque and terrible image of her mother, screaming and shrinking from him in Muriel’s bedroom, he had been seized, even as he held in his arms her struggling figure, by physical pain so violent, by breathlessness so crippling, that for a few moments he had been completely helpless.


  Midge had recovered; but Carne, remembering how his father had died from heart failure, faced a new menace to his beleaguered peace. Supposing that he were to die himself suddenly, in debt as he was, hard pressed as he was, and left the care of poor Muriel and his little Midge to the tender mercies of his brother William? He thought of young William, his architect brother, building houses for West Riding business men near Harrogate; William was clever, had always been the brighter brother; but Carne did not trust him to deal generously with Muriel and could not see him coping successfully with Midge.


  If a nice motherly woman could be appointed to the High School, some one gentle and kind, or shrewd and capable like Mrs. Beddows—only a lady—then perhaps she might help him to solve his domestic problem. But none of the candidates had been kind and motherly. Miss Torrence was aggressive, Miss Slaker ineffective, Miss Hammond was cranky, Miss Dry had a hard mouth. As for this blacksmith’s daughter, there was absolutely nothing to be said for her. Clever she might be; but Carne wanted affection, he wanted experience and sympathy and a big motherly bosom on which a little girl could cry comfortably; Midge, he knew all too well, cried a great deal. Miss Burton was neither gentle nor a lady, and her bosom was flat and bony as a boy’s.


  Besides, Carne could remember now why he felt he had a grudge against something at Lipton-Hunter.


  He looked back into his youth and remembered a grey mare, a pretty creature with dark dappled flanks and a paler belly—a beautiful leaper. Hounds ran once from Minton Riggs to Lipton Bottom and lost their fox in Lipton Sticks. The mare cast a shoe and Carne led her round to the blacksmith’s shop at Lipton-Hunter before riding the twenty odd miles home to Maythorpe. He remembered a red head and grimy face bent over the mare’s foreleg, a smell of beer and a hand fuddled by drink that slipped and drove the hammer home hard on to delicate flesh. The mare reared, the blacksmith fell, Carne cursed and finished the shoeing himself; but the mare’s shin-bone was braised. She never carried him again quite so easily, and fell breaking her back in the Haynes Point to Point eighteen months later. Carne had never forgiven the drunken blacksmith.


  No, by God. If this was Burton’s daughter he’d see her further before he’d trust Midge to her.


  In the discussion following Miss Burton’s withdrawal from the room, Carne was the only governor who opposed her appointment.
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