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  Introduction

 Nan Shepherd once said that she didnt really like writing prose fiction and that she only wrote when I feel that theres something that simply must be written. What had to be written amounted to three remarkable novels which appeared in the years between 1928 and 1933. These books, The Quarry Wood, The Weatherhouse, and A Pass in the Grampians, were published on both sides of the Atlantic to immediate critical acclaim. The Times Literary Supplement found a richness of expression astonishing in a first novel, while the New York Times Book Review commented on the vivid imagery in her last book,  sometimes as compact and condensed as poetry. Miss Shepherd continued to write articles and poems for the rest of her long life, but these novels, produced in the five years before her fortieth birthday, mark a creative mastery which seems to have been attained, fulfilled, and then just as suddenly concluded. They have been most unfairly forgotten.
 In her later years, Nan Shepherd edited the Aberdeen University Review, and I first came across her work with an essay she had written for it in 1938, on MacDiarmids later poetry. This piece showed a fine insight into the poets linguistic experiments at a time when many readers were merely puzzled or exasperated by them. It was too many years before I discovered that Nan Shepherd had also produced fiction of the first quality, or that her novels deserve a key place in that line which runs from The House with the Green Shutters to A Scots Quair and beyond.
 Indeed, reading The Quarry Wood is to read what might have happened to Chris Guthrie, had she decided to go to university after all, for Martha Ironside makes the same difficult journey towards intellectual and emotional maturity at a time when such space was seldom freely given to women. An even greater gain, perhaps, is the unforced way in which Matty manages to bridge what Chris Guthrie felt to be the division between her English and her Scottish selves. Nan Shepherds achievement is to make us feel this integrity, and to attain it herself in her narrative style. Her protagonists home life is difficult, squalid and narrow, indeed her parents and neighbours would seem to be at home in any village between Barbie and Kinraddie. Yet Shepherds wry and humane vision utterly eschews sentimental naturalism, and she never once slips into Kailyard or polemical anti-Kailyard postures. This alone is a considerable feat, and, for a first novel published only two years after A Drunk Man and four years before Sunset Song, it is a creative triumph.
 Nan Shepherds modest middle class upbringing was quite different from Marthas home circumstances; nevertheless, like so many first books, The Quarry Wood is a development novel clearly derived from the authors own life experience. The village of West Cults, Kings College Library, the students torchlight procession, the lectures of J. Arthur Thompson on Natural History and those of Herbert Grierson on Literature (Professor Gregory), all these are recognizably part of the Aberdeen scene that Shepherd knew. Indeed, the Quarry Wood itself (now no longer there) rose towards the Black Top hill behind the houses where she lived almost all her life. In later years she was to recall its beauty on misty dawns when she used to walk through the trees to fetch milk from a nearby farm, before travelling to town and university classes each day. Yet The Quarry Wood is not a naive nor a student life production,  for it displays a striking maturity of style and insight.
 Shepherd has an acute and unsentimental grasp of character and motivationwitness her account of Stoddart Semple, for example, in chapter four, or her very sharp eye for the intolerable social and sexual complacencies of young menyet she never loses compassion. When such insight is matched to the reserve and dry humour of her prose, Nan Shepherds writing has all the grace of Chekhov, not least in its delight at how revealing the casual juxtapositions of everyday speech and action can be made to be. The most ordinary domestic events come alive under this subtle touch, made even more dynamic by a splendid ear for the vigour of common North East speech. In this respect the novelist honours the community she depictsnotwithstanding the often hilarious direness which she finds thereas for example in the plight of the Leggatt sisters, led by the dreadful Jeannie who learned from an early age to use religion and respectability like a two-handed engine for subduing her timorous mother and the rest of her dust-free household.
 The limitations of Marthas point of view are dealt with equally fairly. Matty is an intellectual being who has yet to find that one does not learn from books alone, and indeed for a time in the novel she remains unaware of her own emotions and her own passionate and jealous nature. She resists and resents the coarseness of home life around herand its coarse enoughyet Shepherds skill lets us see that theres more there than her protagonist has yet realized despite the scandals that are told against her. Then, too, Martha has to learn that the claims of the ideal can turn into a burden or a kind of exploitation, if they are divorced from physical expression and common life. Her own infatuation with Luke and the unfairness of his spiritualization of her, teaches Matty this.
 Such wisdom is not to be found in lectures, and its spokesperson is Great Aunt Josephine, whose formidable and friendly influence opens and closes the tale. Josephine possesses the same sure capable grasp of life that Matty finds in one of her most gifted professors, and that she herself will eventually inherit. Thus it is Josephine who will restore to Matty what is best in her roots, without denying the possibilities of a wider intellectual life beyond them. Paradoxically, perhaps, she does this by the manner of her death, which is where the novel ends.
 In re-reading The Quarry Wood it becomes clear that an apparently episodic unfolding has been rather carefully controlled from the start, for its delightful opening paragraph has given us what amounts to a summary of the books central theme and evolution. When Josephine Leggatt dies, aged seventy-nine and reluctant, it is after an agonizing and extended struggle against cancer, a grim vigil which Matty (and the reader with her) has assumed responsibility for and has had to undergo. It is a harrowing sequence, and yet Josephines end comes as a triumph of affirmation, linked as it is to the turning of the seasons, and to the evocation of the dour and delicate moods of the weather at which Nan Shepherd particularly excels. There is no melodramatic heightening here, such as the Gothic crescendo which makes a clean sweep o the Gourlays at the end of George Douglas Browns novel; nor does the narrative conclude with the sweet fatalism of Chriss ebbing away at the end of Grey Granite. Nan Shepherds vision is not without its own wry ironies, but she speaks positively and wholly on behalf of life. Like Josephine Legatt, she has an eye that sees everything, a serene unclouded eye, but an eye, moreover, that never saw too much.
 In the last chapter, Mattys father helps her to wring a hens neck for the family meal:
  Geordie stood with an admirers eye upon the fat breast of the fowl, holding her out from him until her spasms of involuntary twitching were over. Martha watched, breathing the clean sweet air of a July morning. When she raised her head she saw the wet fields and the soft gleam of the river. How fresh it is, she said.
 Ay, ay, answered her father, still holding the hen. Its a grand thing to get leave to live.
 		   

 Roderick Watson










    
  ONE
 Aunt Josephine Leggatt

 Martha Ironside was nine years old when she kicked her grand-aunt Josephine. At nineteen she loved the old lady, idly perhaps, in her natural humour, as she loved the sky and space. At twenty-four, when Miss Josephine Leggatt died, aged seventy-nine and reluctant, Martha knew that it was she who had taught her wisdom; thereby proving  she reflected  that man does not learn from books alone; because Martha had kicked Aunt Josephine (at the age of nine) for taking her from her books.
 Mrs. Ironside would have grumbled on for long enough and Aunt Josephine knew it.
 Yell just tak the craitur awa fae the school Emmeline, the old lady said. Yell never haud book-larnin in a wizened cask. Stap it in, itll aye rin oot the faister. The bairns fair wizened.
 Oh, I ken shes nae bonny, Aunt Josephine
 O ay, ye were aye the beauty yersel, Emmeline, Ise nae deny it. But yeve nane to blame but yersel that the bairns as she is. Theres Emmeline, noo, I says to Leebie, throwin hersel awa on yon Geordie Ironside, and the bairns as ugly a little sinner as youd clap een on in a month o Sabbaths. Dinna mention the wean, says Leebie, nor Emmeline neither. If she hadna the wit to pit a plooman by the door, nor the grace to mind on fat was due to her fowk and their position, she can just bide the consequences. Dinna speak o Emmeline to me, says Leebie. Shes never lookit richt upon her man if shes gotten a surprise that the bairns nae a beauty.
 Geordies nae that ill-looking, Aunt Josephine.
 Na, mebbe no. But look at his sister Sally  as grims an auld horse wi a pain in its belly. Mattys an Ironside, ma dear, and yeve gotten fat ye hae gotten by mairryin aneath ye.
 Aunt Josephine said it calmly, without passion or malice, as one delivers an impersonal truth. She alone of the Leggatt family had recognised Emmeline since her marriage; but she would never have dreamed of denying that the marriage was a folly. She had even, in the early years, attempted on her sisters the thankless task of persuasion in Emmelines behalf. After all, she was the only bairn of their own brother  bloods thicker nor water, Aunt Josephine had the audacity to remind Aunt Jean, even after that lady had delivered her ultimatum with regard to Emmeline.
 But its nae sae easy to get aff yer hands, said Jean.
 That made the matter conclusive. To have Emmeline on their hands would have been an impossible disaster for the respectable Leggatts.
 Emmeline tossed her head at their opinion. With base effrontery she married the man she loved, and after twelve pinched and muddled years, with her trim beauty slack, two dead bairns and a living one mostly nerves and temper, she stood in her disordered kitchen and fretted that she could not offer her aunt a decent cup of tea.
 Beautiful, my dear, just beautiful, said Aunt Josephine, sipping the tea; and she returned to the question of Marthas schooling. Emmeline, to be sure, had a dozen reasons against taking the child away. Reasoning to Miss Leggatt was so much moonshine. Fretful little girls are solid realities (if not so solid as their grand-aunts might wish): reasons, merely breath. It was not to be expected that a vapour would impede Aunt Josephine. She announced calmly and conclusively that she was taking the child back with her to Crannochie.
 Well just cry on the craitur, she said, and lat her know.
 The craitur all this while, serenely unaware of the conspiracy against her peace, was dwelling on a planet of her own. A fields breadth from the cottage, where two dykes intersected, there was piled a great cairn of stones. They had lain there so long that no one troubled to remember their purpose or their origin. Gathered from the surrounding soil, they had resumed a sort of unity with it. The cairn had settled back into the landscape, like a dark outcrop of rock. There Martha played. The stones summed up existence.
 Aunt Josephine walked at her easy pace across the field. Mrs. Ironside followed for a couple of steps; then stood where she was and bawled across Aunt Josephines head.
 Aunt Josephine paid no attention: nor did Martha. The one plodded steadily on through the grass, the other made a planet with her dozen stones; both thirled to a purpose: while Mrs. Ironside behind them shrilled and gesticulated to no purpose whatsoever.
 As her mother acknowledged, the child was no beauty: though impartial opinion, at sight of her, might well have decided that the mother was; intensifying the description by aid of the sturdiest little helot of the local speech  a gey beauty: inasmuch as the bairns frock was glazed with dirt and drawn up in a pucker where it had been torn; and of her two clumsy boots, one gaped and the other was fastened with half a bootlace and a knotted bit of string, and both were grey. Her hair was a good sensible drab, not too conspicuous when badly groomed; and she had a wicked habit of sucking one or another of its stribbly ends.
 Shes just a skin, said Miss Leggatt, pausing at the foot of the cairn, while Mrs. Ironsides voice came spattering past her in little bursts:
 Tak yer hair ooten yer mou, Matty  and say how-do-you-do  to yer aunt. Mumblin yer hair  like that  I never saw the like.
 Shes hungry, thats fat she is, the littlin, said Aunt Josephine. Yere fair hungerin her, Emmeline. And she put out her hands and drew Martha towards her by the shoulders. Now, my dear, she said. It was a finished action and a finished phrase. Miss Leggatts simplest word had a way of suggesting completion, as though it conveyed her own abounding certainty in the rightness of everything.
 Emmeline told her daughter what was in store for her.
 Wunna that be fine? said Aunt Josephine.
 Martha firmly held by the shoulders in Aunt Josephines grasp, answered by the action and not by word. Words came slowly to her need; and her present need was the most unmanageable she had ever experienced; for school to Martha was escape into a magic world where people knew things. Already she dreamed passionately of knowing all there was to know in the universe: not that she expressed it so, even to herself. She had no idea of the spaciousness of her own desires; but she knew very fervently that she was in love with school. Her reaction to the news she had just heard, therefore, was in the nature of protest  swift and thorough. She simply kicked out with all her strength of limb.
 I wunna be taen awa fae the school, she screamed. I wunna. I wunna.
 Did ever ye see the likes o that? panted her mother. Be quaet, will ye, Matty? Im black affronted at ye. Kickin yer aunt like that. Gin I cud get ye still a meenute, my lady, Id gar yer lugs hotter for ye.
 Martha kicked and screamed the more.
 Aunt Josephine let them bicker. Troubling not even to bend and brush the dust of Marthas footmarks from her skirt, she walked back calmly to the cottage.
 Aunt Josephine Leggatt was a fine figure of a woman. She carried her four-and-sixty years with a straight back and a steady foot. She would tramp you her ten miles still, at her own pace and on her own occasions. Miss Leggatt made haste for no man, no, nor woman neither: though she had been known to lift her skirts and run to pick a sprawling child from the road or shoo the chickens off her seedlings.
 Well need to put a fencie up, she said.
 It was just a saying of Aunt Josephines, that  a remark current for any season. She said it as one says, Its a bonny day, or, I dinna ken fats taen the weather the year.
 Josephinell mebbe hae her fencie ready for her funeral, said Sandy Corbett, Aunt Jeans gristly husband.
 The fence was not neglected from carelessness, or procrastination, or a distaste for work. Still less, of course, from indifference. Miss Leggatt had a tender concern for her seedlings, and would interrupt even a game of cards at the advent of a scraping hen. But deep within herself she felt obscurely the contrast between the lifeless propriety of a fence and the lively interest of shooing a hen; and Aunt Josephine at every turn chose instinctively the way of life. The flame of life burned visibly in her with an even glow. A miracle to turn aside and see  the bush burning and not consumed. One could read it in her eye, a serene unclouded eye, that never blazed and was never dimmed. An eye, moreover, that never saw too much.
 But pleasant as one found her eye, it was the nose that was the feature of Aunt Josephine Leggatts countenance. It was as straight as her back. A fine sharp sculptured nose that together with her lofty brow gave her profile a magnificence she had height enough to carry. A good chin too: though Jean, as Josephine herself was the first to acknowledge, had the chin of the family. Jeans chin spoke.
 To look in Aunt Josephines face, one felt that life was a simple matter, irrationally happy. Temper could not dwell with her. On this June day, hot and airless, with the spattered dents of early morning thunder-drops still uneffaced in the dust, not even Emmeline could withstand her serenity.
 Shes taen a grip o ill-natur, Emmeline grumbled, shaking the child. Shes aye girnin, an whan shes nae shes up in a flist that wad fleg ye. An ill-conditioned monkey.
 Leave the bairns temper alane, said Miss Leggatt. The insidell clear o itsel, but the ootside wunna. A sup water and some soap wad set ye bettern a grumble.
 Martha was accordingly washed, and another frock put on her. She possessed no second pair of boots, and therefore the existing pair remained as they were. A bundle that went under Aunt Josephines arm, and a hat pulled over Marthas tangled wisps of hair, completed these preparations for the childs first sojourn from home: a sojourn upon which she started in wrath.









    
 		 			TWO
 			Crannochie

Aunt Josephine made no overtures. She trudged leisurely on through the soft dust, her skirt trailing a little and worrying the powder of dust into fantastic patterns. If she spoke it was to herself as much as to Martha  a trickle of commentary on the drought and the heat, sublime useless ends of talk that required no answer. Martha heard them all. They settled slowly over her, and she neither acknowledged them nor shook them off. She ploughed her way stubbornly along a cart-rut, where the dust was thickest and softest and rose in fascinating puffs and clouds at the shuffle of her heavy boots. She bent her head forward and watched it smoke and seethe; and ignored everything else in the world but that and her own indignation.
But in the wood there were powers in wait for her: the troubled hush of a thousand fir-trees; a light so changed, so subdued from its own lively ardour to the dark solemnity of that which it had entered, that the childs spirit, brooding and responsive, went out from her and was liberated. In that hour was born her perception of the worlds beauty. The quiet generosity of the visible and tangible world sank into her mind, and with every step through the wood she felt it more closely concentrated and expressed in the gracious figure of old Miss Leggatt. She therefore drew closer to her aunt, looking sidelong now and then into her face.
Beyond the wood they were again on dusty road, and curious little tufts of wind came fichering with the dust; and suddenly a steady blast was up and about, roaring out of the south-east, and the long blue west closed in on them, nearer and denser and darker, inky, then ashen, discoloured with yellow like a bruise.
Its comin on rainin, said Martha; and as the first deliberate drops thumped down, she came close up to Aunt Josephine and clutched her skirt.
Were nearly hame, ma dear, were nearly hame, said Aunt Josephine; and she took the childs hand firmly in hers and held back her eager pace. Thunder growled far up by the Hill o Fare, then rumbled fiercely down-country like a loosened rock; and in a moment a frantic rain belaboured the earth. Martha tugged and ran, but Aunt Josephine had her fast and held her to the same sober step.
Its a sair brae this, she said. Well be weet whatever, an we needna lose breath an bravery baith. Were in nae hurry  tak yer time, tak yer time.
They took their time. The rain was pouring from Marthas shapeless hat, her sodden frock clung to her limbs, her boots were in pulp. But Aunt Josephine had her stripped and rolled in a shawl, the fire blazing and the Kettle on, before she troubled to remove her own dripping garments or noticed the puddles that spread and gathered on the kitchen floor.
Martha was already munching cake and Aunt Josephine was on her knees drying up the waters, when the sound of a voice made the child glance up to see a face thrust in and peering. A singular distorted monkey face, incredibly lined.
Its Mary Annie, said Miss Josephine. Come awa ben.
A shrivelled little old woman came in.
She came apologetic. She had brought Miss Josephine a birthday cake and discovered too late that she had mistaken the day; and on the very birthday she had made her own uses of the cake. She had set it on the table when she had visitors to tea, for ornament merely. Now, in face of the wrong date, her conscience troubled her; and what if Jeannie should know? Jeannie was her daughter and terrible in rectitude; and Jeannie had been from home when Mrs. Mortimer had held her tea-party.
Ye wunna tell Jeannie, Miss Josephine. Ye ken Jeannie, shes that gweed  ower gweed for the likes o me.
Hoots, said Aunt Josephine, fat wad I dae tellin Jeannie? Jeannie kens ower muckle as it is. Theres nae harm dane to the cake, Im sure, by bein lookit at.
Her heartiness restored Mary Annies sense of pleasure; but she went away with no lightening of the anxiety that sat on her countenance.
Aunt Josephine had a curious belief that it was good for people to be happy in their own way: and a curious disbelief in the goodness of Jeannie.
Shes a  ay is she  she said, and said no more.
An noo, she added, looking at Martha, well just cut the new cake, for that yere eatins ower hard to be gweed. Its as hards Henerson, an he was that hard he reeshled whan he ran.
She plunged a knife through the gleaming top of the cake, and served Martha with a goodly slice and some of the broken sugar.
Yes, ma dear, he reeshled whan he ran. Did ye ken that? An the birdiesll be nane the waur o a nimsch of cake.
She moved about the room all the while she spoke, crumbling the old cake out at the window, sweeping the crumbs of the new together with her hand and tasting them, and breaking an end of the sugar to put in her mouth  with such a quiet serenity, so settled and debonair a mien, that the last puffs of Marthas perturbation melted away on the air.
But even in the excitement of eating iced cake, following as it did on her struggle and the long hot walk through the dust, was not prickly enough to keep her waking. Half the cake still clutched in her messy fingers, she fell asleep against Aunt Josephines table; and Aunt Josephine, muttering, Shes clean forfochen, the littlin  clean forfochen, thats fat she is, put her to bed, sticky fingers and all, without more ado.
Martha awoke next morning with a sense of security. Like Mary Annie, she proceeded to be happy in her own way. That consisted at first in following Aunt Josephine everywhere about, dumbly, with grave and enquiring eyes. By and by she followed her to the open space before the door, and plucked her sleeve.
Will I dance to you now?
Surely, ma dear, surely.
She had never been taught to dance. Frock, boots, big-boned hands and limbs were clumsy, and her dancing was little more than a solemn series of ungainly hops. An intelligent observer might have been hard put to it to discover the rhythm to which she moved. A loving observer would have understood that even the worlds in their treading of the sky may sometimes move ungracefully. A young undisciplined star or so, with too much spirit for all its mastery of form  Aunt Josephine was a loving observer. She had never heard of cosmic measures, but she knew quite well that the force that urged the child to dance was the same that moved the sun in heaven and all the stars.
So she let her work alone and stood watching, as grave as Martha herself, and as happy.
Lovely, ma dear, just lovely, she said: and forgot about the tatties to pare and the dishtowels to wash before another thunder-plump came down. For be it understood that nothing so adaptable as work was allowed to put Aunt Josephine about. She was never harassed with it. She performed the meanest household task with a quiet gusto that made it seem the most desirable occupation in the world. But as soon as anything more interesting offered, she dropped the work where it was, and returned to it, if there was reason in returning to it when she was again at leisure, with the same quiet gusto. If there was no longer any reason in completing the work, why, it was so much labour saved.
Josephine sweeps the day an dusts the morn, Leebie once said with her chilliest snort.
But Leebies attitude to labour had been subtly deranged by her many years sojourn in Jeans immaculate household. Early left a widow, and childless, Leebie had lived for nearly thirty years with Mr. and Mrs. Corbett. To the discipline of Jeans establishment she owed her superb belief in labour as an end in itself. To rise on Tuesdays for any other reason than to turn out the bedrooms, or on Fridays for a purpose beyond baking, would have seemed to both sisters an idle attempt to tamper with an immutable law of life. Indeed it is to be doubted, had Mrs. Corbett not been too much engrossed with the immediate concerns of this world to have any attention for a world beyond, whether she could possibly have envisaged a Tuesday spent in singing hymns. Bedroom day in heaven  the days in their courses, splendid and unshakable as the stars. 
Aunt Josephine, on the other hand, had time to spare for the clumsy young stars, not at all splendid and still rather shaky as to their courses. She stood in great contentment and watched the one that was dancing on her path. Peter Mennie the postie, coming up the path, was drawn also into the vortex of the clumsy star.
See to the littlin, said Aunt Josephine.
Shell need a ride for that, answered Peter.
He was an ugly man  six foot of honest ugliness. He could never be ugly to Martha. She stopped dancing at sight of him, too shy even to run and hide. He hoisted her on to his shoulder and she went riding off in terror that soon became a fearful joy.
Next day she watched for Peter and went with him again; and the next day too. At Drochety  the farm west from Aunt Josephines where they delivered the newspaper  Clemmie had always heard them coming and was there at the door, waiting. A raw country lass, high-cheeked, with crude red features and sucked and swollen hands, she managed Drochety and his household to the manner born. Mrs. Glennie, Drochetys feeble wife, lay upstairs in her bed and worritted  Aunt Josephine told Martha all about it as though she were a grown-up and Martha listened with grave attention. But she need not have worritted, for Clemmie, though she came only at last November term, had the whole establishment, master and mistress, kitchen and byre and chaumer, securely under her chappit thumb.
Clemmie had a soft side to Peter, and for his sake was kind to Matty: though she would not of her own accord have made much of a lassie. Its aye the men-fowk I tak a fancy to, she said with perfect frankness. Martha could hear her skellochin with the cattleman in the evenings, an him, said Aunt Josephine, a merriet man.
The rest of the day Martha trotted after Aunt Josephine or played among the broom brushes above the house. And each day was as sweet smelling and wholesome to the taste as its neighbour.
On the tenth of these days Miss Leggatt straightened herself from the rhubarb bed, where she had been pulling the red stalks for Marthas dinner, and saw young Willie Patterson come cycling down the road. And when young Willie Patterson visited Miss Leggatt, three things always happened: they played a game of cards; they talked of old Willie and the crony of his young days, Rory Foubister; and Miss Josephine forgot the passage of time.
She forgot Martha also. The child stood gravely by, watching; and heard for the first time the name of Rory Foubister. Willie and Miss Josephine took him through hand  a likely lad he had been, the warld fair made for him, said Miss Leggatt. But he wasna a gweed guide o himsel. Never will I forget the day he cam to say fareweel. Ive been a sorrowfu loon to my parents, Josephine, an mebbe Ill never come back.
Well, well, now, said Willie, its just as well you spoke of Rory (as though Miss Josephine ever neglected so to do), for didna I just look in on his cousin, old Miss Foubister at Birleybeg. Tell Miss Josephine, said she, that Mrs. Williamson and Bella will be here in an hours time, and well be looking for her to make the fourth, and stay as langs she can, she says.
Weel, weel, noo, said Miss Josephine.
The good humour shone in her. She was burnished with it. When Mrs. Williamson and Bella came to Birelybeg, the summoning of Aunt Josephine followed as a matter of course. So did whist: and it was no idle game.
Aunt Josephine was in a delightful bustle. There was her best black silk boady to fetch and air, her boots to polish, her clean handkerchief to lay in readiness beside the bonnet with the velvet pansies. One thing Aunt Josephine forgot was the dinner. The beheaded stalks of rhubarb lay in a heap in the garden where she had left them when Willie Patterson appeared. Their skin had tightened and toughened in the sun and shreds of it were curling up like tendrils. The mince was still upon the shelf.
We canna wait noo or its cookit, said Aunt Josephine when she remembered. She was standing in her petticoat and slip-body in the middle of the kitchen floor. Well just hae a cup of tea an an egg, an youll carry hame the mince to yer mither in yer bundle.
On the strength of the cup of tea and the egg Aunt Josephine locked her house door and pocketed the ponderous key. On the strength of the cup of tea and the egg Martha watched her go and turned to face her first revisitation of her home.









    
 		 			THREE
 			Family Affairs

When Aunt Josephine had walked off westward in her best silk boady, Martha turned back alone to Wester Cairns. Life was a queer disappointment. Its Aunt Josephines had incomprehensible transactions with the world. Its very woods were dumb. She crawled in among the bracken to rest. Its great tops swayed above her, smelling good. The earth smelt good too; and she fell asleep.
When she awoke the shadows had altered. Thin blades of sunshine had stolen into the wood, shadow had stolen over great patches of the sunny land. She had slept till evening. But Martha was as yet unskilled to read the light and did not know that she had slept so long. She rose and left the wood.
The iron gate to the field was open and two small boys lay on their stomachs beside the puddle. Beyond, a black-eyed girl was strutting, an old cloak tied round her middle.
Ye micht lat me by, Andy, said Martha.
Neither of the boys budged.
The lady in the cloak here intervened. Martha had never seen her before; and suddenly she noted that it was her own mothers cloak that dangled from the strangers waist.
You cant get this way, said Blackeyes. Its to my house.
Its nae to your hoose, cried Martha. Its to my hoose and its my mithers cloak yeve got on.
Its her hoose richt eneugh, said Andy. She bides there.
She disna bide there, said Martha. Its nae her hoose and its nae her cloak. Yeve stealed that cloak. Its my mithers cloak.
And with that Martha sprang at the puddle, leaped short, and fell in the mire on the farther side.
Sic a mucky mess yere in, Matty, said Andy with deep satisfaction. Youll get yer hi-ma-nanny when ye win hame. Yer mithers in an awfu ill teen the day. Isna she, Peter?
Ay, said Peter, without looking up from his mud-grubbing. Shes terrible short i the cut.
Yell fair get it, Matty. I wadna hae a mither like yon. Shes a tongue, yon woman, an nae name feart to use it, went on Andy, repeating lusciously the judgements current in his home on Mrs. Ironside. Hisna she, Peter?
Ay, said Peter, intoning his portion of the antiphon from the mud. Shes a tongue that wad clip cloots.
An a gey heavy han as weel, chanted Andy. She fair gied it to Peter the day as she gaed by. She fair laid till him. Didna she, Peter?
I dinna care a doit, said Peter, altering the antiphon abruptly under stress of recollection.
Martha attended to neither. She was now on the black-browed strangers side of the puddle and promptly laid violent hands on the cloak. Blackeyes wrenched herself free, pirouetted out of reach, and over one shoulder, with the most mischievous little sparkle in the world, thrust out her tongue at Martha.
Martha flew upon her, her limbs dancing of themselves with indignation. The black-burnished lady raised a pair of active sun-browned arms in readiness for the onslaught, and as soon as Martha was near enough, flung them tempestuously round her neck and smacked down a slobbery kiss upon her mouth. Martha had no time to adjust herself to the astonishment of a kiss. Her lifted hand came against the strangers cheek with a sounding slap, and turning she ran until she reached the cottage.
On the flag by the door she paused and stared for a minute or two at the untidy thatch, the jagged break at the bottom of the door, the litter of cans and leaky pots and potato parings beside the pump. When she went in, her father was alone by the fire, in shirt sleeves, his sweaty socks thrust up against the mantel.
Yere there, are ye? he said to his daughter.
Martha said, Imphm, and climbed into the chair opposite her father.
Not a word from either for a while.
Then: Faither.
Weel?
Fas the lassie wi the black pow?
Its a lassie come to bide, said Geordie slowly, Yer mither brocht her.
Silence again, through which Marthas thoughts were busy with the queerness of family relationships. Other peoples families were more or less stationary. Marthas fluctuated. It was past her comprehension.
Faurs mither? she asked.
Shes awa oot.
Geordie did not think it necessary to add that she was out in search of more family. His wifes preoccupation with other peoples babies was a matter for much slow rumination on the part of Geordie. He knew well enough that she did not make it pay. But Emmeline would undertake any expedition to mother a child for gain. She liked the fuss and the pack in her two-roomed stone-floored cottage. The stress of numbers excused her huddery ways. Some of the babies died, some were reclaimed, some taken to other homes. Martha accepted them as dumbly as her father, brooding a little  but only a little  on the peculiarities of a changing population.
Geordie himself interrupted her thoughts this evening. It had occurred to him to wonder why she had come home.
Martha explained. Roused from her brooding, she realized that she was hungry.
Ist nae near tea-time, faither? she asked.
Geordie took his pipe from his mouth and surveyed his daughter with trouble in his eyes.
The teas by lang syne, he said. Did ye nae get ony fae yer aunt?
Nuh  Ay  I some think I had ma tea, but it was at dinner-time. I hadna ony dinner. She was ower busy wi the cairds to mak ony, an syne whan she heard she bude to ging to Birleybeg there wasna time.
This preposterous situation slowly made itself clear to Geordies intelligence. Aunt Josephine had neglected for a new-fangled triviality like cards the great primordial business of a meal. It was a ludicrous disproportion. Geordie flung back his head against the chair and roared with laughter.
There was something elemental about Geordies laughter. It flooded up out of the depths of him  not gurgling, or spouting, or splashing up, but rising full-tide with a steady roaring boom. It had subterranean reserves of force, that no common joke was able to exhaust. Long after other people had fatigued their petty powers of laughter at some easy joke, the vast concourses of Geordies merriment were gathering within him and crashing out in mightily renewed eruptions of unwearied vigour. He found a joke wholesome until seventy times seven.
So he laughed, not once, but half a dozen times, over Miss Leggatts departure from the common sanities. But after his seventh wind or so, he put his pipe back in his mouth and drew at it awhile in silence. Then he hitched himself out of his chair, with the resolution of a man who has viewed the situation impartially and made up his mind.
Yer mither disna like me touchin her thingies, he said, but well need to get a bit piece till ye.
Martha did not budge. She lay back in her chair with her legs dangling, and awaited the pleasure of her Ganymede.
Heres a sup milk an a saft biscuit, said Ganymede, returning (silent-footed as became a banquet). Thatll suit ye bettern the cakes.
Martha nodded and bit deep into the floury cushion of the biscuit. She loved soft biscuits.
She lay still in the chair and nibbled luxuriously, her thoughts drifting.
Ganymede resumed his leisure. He sprawled, his stockinged feet upon the arm of Marthas chair. They gave her a happy, companionable feeling. She moved the least thing in her corner so as to nudge them gently. Ganymede gave her in response the tenderest, most tranquil, subjovial little kick. Father and daughter shared a silence of the gods, in which all is said that need be said.
The clatter of a distracted earth broke by and by upon Olympus. Noisy voices, with anger in the flying rumours they sent ahead.
Heres yer mither comin in aboot, said Geordie, disposing of his legs, an I some doot shes in ane o her ill teens.
Geordies diagnosis of his wifes spiritual condition was correct. Mrs. Ironside appeared, herding in Blackeyes. Her very skirts were irate. The three-year old bairn who hung in the wind of them was in some danger of blowing off. A baby kept her arms steadier than they might otherwise have been. Mrs. Ironside had multiplied her family by two.
Her wrath against Blackeyes was checked by the sight of Martha, motionless in the depths of her chair.
The situation was explained.
Ye maun jist ging back to the school, than, said Mrs. Ironside, eyeing her daughter.
Passionate tears broke over Marthas cheeks.
To make herself conspicuous by marching back to school when Aunt Josephine herself had made arrangement for her absence, publicly to give report of the drab conclusion to her travels, was more than Marthas equanimity could face. She went hot with shame at the very thought.
She battered the arm of the chair with her fists.
I canna ging back, she sobbed. I canna ging back.
Youre a queer ane, said her mother. Ye hinna a please. Temper whan we tak ye fae the school an temper whan we pit ye back.
She can bide aboot the doors, surely, said Geordie.
I canna hae her trallopin at my tails a day lang. An look at the mess she wad be in. Shes a gey lookin objeck as it is, said Emmeline, whose appreciation of cleanliness varied inversely with the godliness of her calm. The more serene she was, the more she tolerated dirt.
I gaed dunt intil the puddle, said Martha miserably.
Fit way cud she help it, whan she hadna had ony dinner? said her father: a notable man for logic of a strictly informal variety.
Blackeyes was crying, It was me that made her do it, and Martha, suddenly remembering her parcel, jumped up and said,
But I got the mince.
A pound of mince may not go far to counterbalance an increase in family, but it helps. It abated Emmelines aggressiveness. Mollified with mince, she put her family to rights. Martha was beddit side by side with Blackeyes, who fell asleep with one swarthy arm curved round her middle.
The newcomers were Dussie, Madge, and Jim. In August the elder children went to school again. Soon it was dark by supper-time, then by the closing of afternoon school. Winds were up. Mornings of naked frost changed to afternoons of black and sullen rain. There were nights when the darkness blared and eddied round the thatch and sang in the chimney; white nights, all sky, with the moon riding overhead and round her half the heaven swirling in an enormous broch; moonless nights when Orion strode up-valley and the furred and fallen leaves glistered on the silken roads.
The children saw nothing of these night festivities. They were jammed together in the huddled kitchen, under the smoky and flaring lamp. But one evening Geordie, from the open house-door, whence a guff of caller air flapped through the stifling kitchen, called the girls out to the night.
At Geordies call, Dussie was up on the instant. Martha came reluctantly, stooping back over the table to add another stroke to her map.
Outside, after the flare of the lamp and the burnish of firelight, they stepped into a bewildering January dark. Bewildering, because not really dark. Their eyes accustomed to it, they found it was a dark that glowed. No moon; infrequent stars; but when Geordie led them round the end of the house they saw the north on fire. Tongues of flame ran up the sky, flickered, fell back in the unstable pools of flame that gathered on the horizon, rose to crests again and broke into flying jets. The vast north was sheeted in light; low down and black, twisted firs, gnarled, shrunken, edged the enormous heaven. The Merry Dancers were out.
A shudder ran over Martha. Something inside her grew and grew till she felt as enormous as the sky. She gulped the night air; and at the same time made a convulsive little movement against her father. She was not afraid; but she felt so out of size and knowledge of herself that she wanted to touch something ordinary.
Some feart kind, are ye? said the ploughman, taking her hand tight in his own. Dussie clung to his other hand, rapping his knuckles, waggling his fingers, stroking his leg, sneaking a supple hand in his trouser pocket, all the while that she made lively comment on the sky. Geordie and Dussie had half a dozen private finger games before Martha had had enough of gazing upon the light.
It was Dussie who put the eager questions Geordie could not answer.
Weel, I dinna richtly ken fat they micht be. They ca them the Northern Lichts. Fireflaughts. Then an ancient memory stirring (a rare occurrence with Geordie), I min fan I was a laddie there was a bit screed I used to ken. It was some like the geography, Matty, gin I could get a haud ot. Arory  arory  bory  syne there was a lassies name on tillt. Fat div ye ca yon reid-heided craiturie o Sandy Burnetts?
Alice, said Matty.
Ay, ay, thats the very dunt. Arory-bory-Alice. Weel. Noo, Matty, fat is there a roun Scotland, lassie?
The sea, said Matty, a the way roun, except faur theres England.
Geordie stood so long considering it that Martha grew impatient. She was jumping up and down against his hand in her excitement.
An fat aboot the Arory-bory-Alices, faither?
Weel, I canna get a richt haud ot, said Geordie deliberately, but it gaed some gait like this: On the sooth o Scotland theres England, on the north the Arory-bory  Burnetts lassie, the reid-heided ane  Alice; on the east  fats east ot?
The sea, said Martha, turning eastward, where a span of sea, too dull a glint under the Dancers light to catch an ignorant eye, notched their eastern view.
Weel, aye, but it wisna the sea. It was something there was a hantle mair o than that. Geordies thoughts, like Marthas, glanced upon their private notch of sea. I some think it was the sun  the risin sun. Ay, fairly. Thats fat it was. Noo, the wast. Fats wast o Scotland, Matty?
The sea, said Martha again.
Its nae that, though, i the bit rhyme. It was a bigger word nor that.
Ye cud cat the ocean  thats a bigger word, suggested Dussie.
Its the Atlantic Ocean, Martha said.
Geordie could get no further with the boundaries of Scotland: but his assertion of the northward edge was too obvious at the moment to be doubted. They stood on Scotland and there was nothing north of them but light. It was Dussie who wondered what bounded Scotland when the Aurora was not there. Neither Martha nor Geordie had an answer.
Some weeks later Geordie had a shaking and shuffle of excitement in the middle of the kirk. He nudged Martha with signs and whispers she could not understand. She held her eyes straight forward and a prim little mouth, pretending not to see or hear. It was dreadful of her father to behave like that in church. Once out on the road again,
Yons the wordie, Matty  fats the meenister was readin aboot. Eternity. Thats fat wast o Scotland. I mind it noo.
Martha said it over and over to herself: Scotland is bounded on the south by England, on the east by the rising sun, on the north by the Arory-bory-Alice, and on the west by Eternity.
Eternity did not seem to be in any of her maps: but neither was the Aurora. She accepted that negligence of the map-makers as she accepted so much else in life. She had enough to occupy her meanwhile in discovering what life held, without concerning herself as to what it lacked.
She repeated the boundaries of Scotland with the same satisfaction as she repeated the rivers in Spain. Up to her University days she carried the conviction that there was something about Scotland in the Bible.
The Merry Dancers danced in storm.
Huge galleons of cloud bore down upon the earth, their white sails billowing on the north horizon. Swiftly their glitter and their pride foundered in a swirl of falling snow. The air was darkened. The sun crept doubtfully back to silence. Shifty winds blew the road bare and piled great wreaths at corners and against the dykes. An unvarying wind chiselled knife-edged cornices along the wreaths. Thaw blunted them, and filled the roads with slush. Rain pitted the slush and bogged the pathways.
The children went to school through mire. There was no scolding now for mucky garments; boots were clorted and coats sodden and splashed. Their ungloved hands were blue and swollen with chilblains.
There was east in the spring. Summer winds tumbled the sky. Dykesides smelt of myrrh and wild rose petals were transparent in the July rain.
Dussie and Martha were each a year older. So was Madge. She was not communicative. Her conversation was yea and nay  except to Geordie, and her own small brother Jim, to both of whom she would occasionally impart much astonishing information. Geordie received it with composure, Jim with fists or chuckles according to the edge of his appetite.
In August Mrs. Ironside brought home another baby boy.
One result of this was that Madge, who because she took frequent colds had hitherto slept in the unfreshened kitchen, was sent to share the west room with the other girls. Dussie and Martha found her inconvenient. She interrupted their disclosures to each other regarding the general queerness of life. Not that she seemed to be paying any attention; but one day Martha overheard her solemn and detailed recital to baby Jim of one of their dearest secrets. Martha had shaken her till her yells resounded from the Quarry Wood; and Emmeline had shaken Martha till she was sick and had to have castor oil.
It was some consolation for the castor oil that Dussie heartily approved her action. Dussie also commandeered two sweeties from Andy Macpherson and raced home with them triumphantly to Martha as an aid to the castor oil in its kindly office.
Dussie and Martha had things to tell each other that were not for the ear of infants.
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 			In Which a Latin Version Is Spoilt

On a February evening, when sleet lashed the window in tides of deepening violence, and spat upon the flames, and sluiced under the ill-fitting outer door, was debated with pomp and circumstance the question of whether or not Martha should go to the University. For days the wind had streamed up-valley; a dull, grey wind, rude and stubborn, that subdued the whole landscape to its own east temper. The howl of it was in the ear at night, long after dark had hid its bleakness from the eye. Gulls screamed and circled overhead  a wild skirl against the drone of the firwood. Spring was late. Hardly a peewit, not a lark, to hear. A drab disconsolate world.
Martha had pushed against the sodden wind four miles and a half that morning, her heavy bundle of books tied on behind her cycle. She was eighteen now and in the highest class at school; but the bursaries on which she had carried herself so far ran to no unnecessary railway fares  not in the Ironside family, where a penny saved had a trick of turning to a penny squandered  and in most weathers she cycled back and fore to town night and morning.
That morning Emmeline had said:
Yell nae get in dry. Itll be a doonpour. Yon wins nae for naething. Hae. Theres yer coppers.
She gave her daughter the pence for her return fare to town. Martha had never had money of her own. She handed over all her bursary money to her mother and had to ask back what she needed. She very seldom asked back. It was too unpleasant being made to feel an undue drag upon the house. Not an exercise-book was purchased but it was audibly grudged. Martha felt a felon when her teachers ordered her to buy a pencil. Her journey home at night was sometimes spent devising ways and words to approach the theme of another new text-book; she would sit all through suppertime with a sickening twinge pulling and twisting inside her body; her back would not hold up; when she washed the supper dishes her knees were sagging. Emmeline had no understanding of her own tyranny. She objected for the sake of objecting.
Martha put the train fare in her pocket and looked at the sombre sky. It had been just as heavy for days and she had escaped a wetting. She pulled her cycle from the shed and raced along the beaten path that crossed the field. The field was lately ploughed. At every dozen steps she stumbled off the narrow path (moist enough itself in the sodden weather) into the heavy upturned earth. Clods hung upon her boots. She raced on, to gain the road before her mother saw her go. The pennies in her pocket jigged to a dance tune. They meant a candle (if the candles could be bought before her mother knew the pence were saved), and a candle meant peace to work at night in her own chill room.
She dared not buy the candles in town lest at the last minute the storm broke and she had to return after all by train. At half-past four the wind still screamed up-country; no change since morning, and Martha set off to cycle home. She intended to dismount and buy her candles in the last shop on the outskirts of the city; but the wind, and her own fear of being caught in rain and her mothers anger, drove her at such a frantic speed that she was already past the shop before her mind snatched at the necessity for dismounting. It would have been foolish to turn back and fight the wind  the candles could be bought at Cairns. The shop was far behind her by the time her mind had worked itself to that resolve, so irresistible a vigour was in the wind that pushed her on. She let herself go to its power, pedalling furiously on her old machine that had no free-wheel and one inefficient brake.
A long stretch of unsheltered road lay ahead, running beneath a low sky that sank farther and farther as she advanced. Suddenly the grey wind turned dirty-white, drove upon her in a blast of sleet. It chilled her neck, soaked her hair, dribbled along her spine, smothered her ears; the backs of her legs and arms were battered numb; her boots filled slowly with the down-drip from her skirt and stockings; once or twice she looked at the handle-bars to make sure that her hands were there. She had dismounted when the sleet began, to unfasten her books from behind the bicycle; her person might be soaked, but not her precious books. She rammed them in the bosom of her coat, that gaped and would not fasten over the unwieldly bundle. When she mounted again she had to pedal furiously in spite of her hampered and clammy limbs, because to pedal furiously was easier than to hold back against the sweep of the wind; but as the sleet continued to fall and filled the road with slush and semiliquid mud, her pace slackened, till at last she was pushing with effort over the pasty ground, her front wheel bumping, splashing, squirming by reason of her inability to guide it. Darkness had come down too soon. She had a lamp but no means of lighting it, nor could it easily have been lit in the violence of the weather. A passing cart filled her with nameless dread; a chance pedestrian loomed horribly distorted through the sleet; there were no recognizable sounds. The beat of the storm upon her back had plastered her shoddy clothing to her skin. By the time she rode through Cairns, its early lights diffused and smudgy in the thickened air, she was too numb to think, even to picture the possession of a candle, much less procure it. She rode like an automaton.
At the foot of the long brae to the cottage she stumbled from her machine. Light had gone from the earth. The sleet drove now upon her side as she battled uphill pushing her bicycle. Thought began to stir again when she reached the puddle at the gateway of the field. She went straight ahead through the puddle because it mattered little now how much wetter she became; and with that she began to wonder what reproach her mother would have ready. She had not even candles for consolation; and Emmeline would say next morning, Yeve got yer money for the train. She tumbled her cycle into the shed and pushed open the house-door, standing dazed a moment on the threshold.
Emmelines back was towards the door, as she bent over the fire and stirred the so wens for supper. Without turning, when one of the children said, Heres Matty come, she complained to her daughter.
Yeve taen a terrible like time to come up fae the station.
Marthas heart fluttered and thumped, and pulses beat hot and hurried in the chill of her temples. So her mother had not been in the shed and did not even know that the cycle had been taken out!
Its a terrible night. Im wet through, she said. But the wetting had suddenly become of no importance. Her mind did not even run forward to the pennies she had gained; the mere relief from an immediate onslaught by her mothers tongue was joy enough. She went in a sort of stupid excitement to remove her dangling clothes; but she had to call Madge through from her Pansy Novelette to help her strip.
Geordie came in, soaked too. The fireplace was hung with dripping garments and the iron kettles perched with sopping boots. The steam of them eddied about the room, mingling with the wood-smoke blown back from the chimney. Emmeline worked herself into a lather of vituperation at the weather and the folk, but gave the latter none the less their so wens in ample measure, smeared with syrup and piping hot. She set the boys to feed the fire with branches and logs of pine. Every now and then a resinous knot spluttered and sang, flared out in blobs and fans of flame. Emmeline made no economies with fire. She loved heat. The little kitchen was shortly stuffed with a hot reek  the reek of wood and folk and so wens, wet clothes, steaming dishwater and Bogie Roll.
For once Martha did not regret her lack of candles. She was shivering violently from her exposure and glad of the heavy heat of the kitchen. She sat at the deal table, catching her share of light from the lamp upon her open schoolbooks. Geordie was playing Snakes-and-Ladders with the bairns  Madge and the eight-and nine-year-old boys. There was no Dussie now. Something less than three years after her arrival, Mrs. Ironside had polished her one day according to her lights and taken her away. Her folk reclaimed her. Dussie was in a whirl of excitement. She had tangled the processes of washing and dressing with fifty plans for interminable futures, and Martha was to share her fortune and her favour. They had not seen her since.
A three-year-old girl was asleep in the kitchen bed, to be carried ben the hoose in Madges ruddy arms when she herself retired. Madge was twelve, a strong-built girl, not tall, no great talker, knowing and not sharing her own mind.
In spite of the driving sleet, which had sting enough to keep most folk by their own firesides, Stoddart Semple lounged in the ingle nook and smoked his filthy cutty. He was a grey cadaverous man in the middle fifties, who did for himself and doggedly invaded his neighbours homes. Stoddarts takin a bide, folk said. They growled at him but seldom put him out. He was good to laugh at.
Emmeline, still standing, a dish-towel lumped beneath one arm, and her elbows dug into the back of her husbands chair, was having her turn of the Pansy Novelette.
Geordie could rattle the dice with the best when it was a matter of Snakes-and-Ladders or so, and was unaffectedly happy in his slow deliberate play with the bairns; but jerking back his chair he chanced to dislodge Emmelines elbows, and drove her fists against her chin, her teeth closing upon her tongue.
Tak care, will ye? said she. Garrin a body bite their tongue. 
Haud oot ower a bit, than, said Geordie, and he slapped his knee and roared with laughter. The game was upset, and the boys began a monkey-chase about the room. Madge climbed on a creepie to see over Emmelines shoulder on to the jewelled-and-ermined pages of the Pansy Novelette, which Emmeline was still reading voraciously, bending as often as the boys scuttled within her reach to flick them with the dish-towel.
Martha all this while sat at another board, playing a different game: a game of shifting and shuffling and giving in exchange. Its most fascinating move consisted in fitting four flighty little English sentences into one rolling Latin period. Martha bent her energies upon it, too absorbed to heed the racket around her. Even when a bear beneath the table worried her knees, she only moved aside a little impatiently, saying nothing.
Martha had grown up quiet. After all the flaring disquietudes of her childhood, she had settled into a uniform calmness of demeanour that was rarely broken. Her silences, however, were deceptive. She was not placid, but controlled. She had the control that comes of purpose; and her purpose was the getting of knowledge. There was no end to the things that one could know.
Goerdie was still in his cups, metaphorically speaking, an honest joke suiting him as well as a dram; and Mrs. Ironside was grumbling still: Garrin a body bite their tongue  I never heard ; when Willie sprang on the top of the table and upset the bottle of ink upon Marthas Latin version. She had written half of it in fair copy, in a burst of exasperation at the refusal of the second half to take coherent form. Now she sprang to her feet and watched the black ruin, staring at the meandering of the ink.
Ye micht dicht it up, said Emmeline.
Emmeline had stuffed the novelette under her chin, pressing it there, head forward, to keep it in position, and had lunged out after Willie, flicking at his ear with the dish-towel. The lurch she gave as he dodged jerked the book on to the floor and Emmeline herself against the table; and the dish-towel flicked the ink.
Blaudin ma towel an a, she grumbled; and then,
Ye micht dicht it up, she said to Martha.
Martha gulped. She suddenly wanted to scream, to cry out at the pitch of her voice, I havent time, I havent time, I havent time! Whats a kitchen table in comparison with my Latin, with knowing things, with catching up on the interminable past! There isnt time!
She set to work cleaning up the mess.
Then tears scalded her. Through them, blurred, ridiculous, all out of shape, fantastically reduplicated, she was watching her mother pick up the Pansy Novelette, bunch the towel beneath her arm again, and read.
Martha felt her mouth twist. The reeking air of the kitchen choked her. Its noises hammered and sang through her brain. The room was insufferably tight. She pushed viciously with both hands at the wet cloth she was using, smearing the table still further with pale blue stains. She licked a tear from her upper lip. Quite salt. Another  she licked that too. Her eyes and cheeks were fired where they had run.  And the intolerable waste of mood! She had been saturated with the spirit of Latin prose  it had soaked in. Words, phrases, turns of speech, alert and eager in her brain, drumming at her ears, clamouring in an exultant chaos. And that last triumphant mastery, forcing on the chaos order and a purpose  the gods security. Gone now. Spilt like the ink, as irretrievably. A worse waste even than the time.
Yere skirpin a ower the place, said Emmeline.
Martha flung the cloth into the basin of water.
Oh why cant you do it yourself! she cried. Mother! Youve more time than I have. Youre just reading. Just rubbish.  Oh, it doesnt matter  I didnt mean  you neednt be angry anyway. It is just rubbish. And Ive all my Latin to do for tomorrow.
Latin? said her mother.
Ill never get it done tonight now.
Latin, said Emmeline again. Fat sorra div ye need wi Latin for a teacher? Yere nae to larn the geets Latin, Im hopefu, an them disna ken ae years en fae the tither.
Martha moistened her lips. The hot salt tears had shrivelled them.
I need it to get a bursary, she said.
Oh, thats something new, said her mother. Its the first Ive heard ot.
Stoddart Semple glowered at Martha. He was a long loose man, ill-shakken thegither. Useless laps of skin sagged round his mouth. Nos et mat , he mumbled, forgetting the conclusion. Then he broke into a tirade against learning. Abject the people who value what we valued once and today despise. Stoddart had hankered once after knowledge; once he too had stormed the fastnesses of understanding. The fastnesses unfortunately had stood fast. His father, who had jogged for a lifetime behind his shaltie selling smokies and finnan haddies to the country wives, and had jogged more pence into his pocket than wisdom into his head, satisfied the boys ambition and sent him to college. Strangely, not a professor among them could be found to endorse young Stoddarts opinion of his brains. Old Semple would have bribed them cheerfully, the whole Senatus, Sacrist and all, to let the laddie through: but he died before it became plain that the laddie had stuck; and the old mans transactions began and ended with fish. Stoddart sold the fish-cart and the decrepit horse, counted (in an evil day) his fathers savings, and from that day onward never did a stroke of honest labour. He lived alone in his fathers cottage, meditating projects to astonish the earth: soon he would have been glad to astonish even the parish. The parish had little use for a fine phrase, and did not know what to do with learning authenticated by no official stamp. Had he passed his examinations they might have listened to him, even without understanding; once he had been ploughed, they were at liberty to laugh. He let them laugh, but in a fury of contempt. He grew increasingly morose, striding by in a sort of bickering speechlessness. He shunned society: then mooned; then slouched, body and mind settling to a habit of slackness; his features coarsened; he seeded and grew stringy. His grudge against ungrateful man blackened and rotted his powers. The devotees indignation at the disdaining of his god had turned to a black and brooding madness on this one subject of himself.
With the passage of years he ceased himself to believe in his discredited dignity.
The neighbours saw the deterioration of face and figure, the hanging jaw, the rag-nailed thumbs, the sloven countenance; they saw refuse encumber his doors; the smell of his body scunnered them; they cackled at his clothing, sodden from exposure to every weather, matted and split. He trailed through any dubs, under any sky. A night prowler too, haunting the deep of the wood by midnight. His neighbours premises, perhaps, as well: who could know? Labouring folk sleep early and sleep sound. But there were suspicions anent him  queer ends of talk. A dark bulk  an indeterminate shadow  a malignant reeshle of the leaves without wind  sorry matters, but from them grew half-broken tales. A troubler of mens imaginations, generating legend  a queer rle for the stickit graduate. A looking-glass progression towards the object of his old ambitious desires  troubling mens imaginations. 
The neighbours saw the change in him  his rotting look: it was not for them to know that under the external squalor seethed horribly a spiritual regeneration.
Stoddart had need of his kind.
He blundered his way back into society by virtue of an inlaid dambrod. Old Semple had been a craftsman of sorts and had begun to fashion a dambrod of two varieties of wood, each square inset with patient skill. Death made a move on his board before the mans board was completed. It lay where chance had tossed it, till Stoddart unearthed it one morning and set to work to finish it. No craftsman, he made a sorry enough job: but the board was ready for the game and Jamie Lowden liked a game fine of a blank and blustery winter evening. Stoddart carried the dambrod to Jamie Lowdens.
By what processes of pity, curiosity, persuasion, the dambrod gave him entry to other houses, would be hard to say: but in course of time, shambling, apologetic, he slunk his way wherever he desired: accompanied always by the board. He loved the bit of wood. He would shuffle round with it under his arm, oxterin at it as though it were a body. Humbly at first, he ventured the piece of workmanship into view, claiming praise for his fathers handiwork; but careful to add that it was he who had finished it. By and by the squares that he had fashioned subtly shifted their position on the board. He was not oversure himself which he had made; and at the thought that he might really be the framer of this dark beauty or of that, he regained something of the belief in himself that he had lost. In consequence he tidied his homestead a little and cleaned his person; and became a more decent member of human society. With the passage of another year or two he was very comfortably convinced once more of his own dignity and importance: with this difference, that he had ceased to trouble very much whether others believed in them or not.
One house to which he did not carry the dambrod was the Ironsides. Emmeline could not abide him, in his days of grandiloquence. Hes fair clorted wi conceit, she said impatiently to Geordie. Ye cud tak a rake an rake it affn him. Emmelines own conceit, in those early days of marriage, was at too low an ebb to allow her to enjoy the quality in others: hence perhaps her ineradicable grudge against Stoddart. When he rose out of the nadir of his degradation and Geordie brought him in aboot of an evening, she suffered his presence but gave short shrift to the dambrod. Geordie indeed, in the natural complaisance of his soul, sat to study the play: but it exacted too much of a man wearied out and sodden still with the heavy sense of wet fields and claggy soil. Geordie carried back with him to his own fireside, stored up in his own body  his stiff and aching muscles, his numbed brain, his slow and inattentive nerves  the memory of a thousand generations wearing down the long resistances of the earth. A desperate task, to shake oneself quickly free from memory that had worked itself in. Geordie was not altogether sorry when Emmelines tongue banished the dambrod from her kitchen.
Sic a cairry-on he hauds wi himsel an yon boardie, she said contemptuously.  Wheesht, wheesht, hes hearin ye, from Geordie.  I named nae names, said Emmeline. Them that has lang noses can tak tae them. Stoddart was touchy. The dambrod was effectively dismissed.
The man, however, kept coming, in spite of abuse. He was stingy with his own fuel and liked Emmelines lavishness with hers: especially on a night of driving bitter sleet, like the one in question.
So he slouched in the heat and, diving among recollections that had gone sour, miscalled knowledge.
Martha listening did not divine the man.
Our acquaintances have no past for us until we have a past ourselves.
She was merely irritated at his opposition. Rashly, she had precipitated her fight, and the fortune of war was against her. This henchman of darkness, sunken-eyed, slack-mouthed, betrayed her to the enemy. The wastrel forces of ignorance were in power.
For Martha was set upon a purpose not yet divulged. It was understood that she was to be a teacher, after a two years course at a Training Centre; but Martha herself was working secretly for more. She had learned as yet to be passionate on behalf of one thing only  knowledge: but for that she could intrigue like any lover. She had made her own plans for going, not to the Training Centre but to the University. So, quite unnecessarily, she was learning Latin. When her bursary was gained, it was time enough to tell.
And now, fool that she was, she had given her position away.
And to let Stoddart Semple, whom she hated, see her cry! She swallowed hot tears and listened, craning for every word, to her mother and Stoddart, disputatious, grumblers both, using Marthas preposterous ambition to justify their own particular grievance.
Fat ails ye at bein a teacher? demanded Emmeline.
Nothing ails me.  Im going to be a teacher. But I want to go to the University.
An how muckle langerll that tak ye?
Two years, Martha said.
Emmelines exasperation had a deeper basis than Martha understood; than Martha indeed was capable of understanding, for she had never breathed a Leggatt atmosphere nor been nurtured in the pietas of Leggatt respectability: except, and that dubiously, at Crannochie; for Aunt Josephine was not a thoroughbred. Her social status did not exist for Martha. She had never thought about it. But Emmeline had dreamed with undiminished ardour for twenty years of being respectable again. She had consented to let Martha be a teacher for no other end than this. And after twenty years you ask an Emmeline to wait another four instead of two to see her dream fulfilled! How could a Martha, hungry for the tartness and savour of knowledge, be expected to understand? Martha saw only a slovenly and inefficient woman, given to uncertainties of temper and meaningless indulgences, and with a cankering aptitude for objection. She had never even known that her mother was beautiful; nor that men have decreed rights to beauty that reason need not approve. Dumbly, fitfully, Emmeline was aware of a trouble within her consciousness. She had been somehow foiled  blame it on any wind you will, not on Emmeline  of the right of loveliness to queen it over the imaginations of men. Ill-trickit rascal, that godling with the bow, at whose caprice she had given her love, and been thrust away in consequence to the middle of this dull ploughed field! Emmeline hankered still after the respect men pay to beauty, though what she dreamed she wanted was the respect they pay to the respectable. She had built herself a formidable conviction of the automatic increase in reputation that would come to the family when Matty was a finished teacher. Add two years to that!  Two and two in this case made an eternity.
Mother and daughter fronted each other, antagonistic, weighing the years in a balance, but with what differing weights!
Stoddart Semple grumbled on. She wants to mak hersel oot somebody, he said. All the rasping irritation of his own discomfiture was in the sneer.
Some folks are grand at that, said Emmeline sharply. But he took her up, not heeding the home-thrust.
Deed they are. You cud dae fine to be somebody yersel, Mrs. Ironside, an Mattys nae far ahin ye.
She wunna bet, then, said Emmeline with tart decisiveness, furious that Stoddart should read her secret desires. My lassie wunna ging like Maggie Findlater, terrible goodwillie to yer face an despisin the hale rick-matick o her fowk ahin their backs.
Maggie! said Stoddart. Maggies nae that ill.
A muckle easy-osy lump, snorted Mrs. Ironside.
If shed keep her mou shut an her feet in shed be a richt. She taks a gweed grip o the grun yet an a grand moufu o her words for a her finery.
Yons a terrible pit-on. Mrs. Ironsides voice expressed the loftiest contempt that a woman who has married ill can possibly bestow on one who has married gorgeously. An a the men maun be like her man to be men ava. Do you play golf, Mr. Ironside? she says, most gracious-like. Imagine asking Geordie wi his sharny sheen if he played golf!
Geordie came to the suface again. He had been out of depth, uneasy at every quirk in the conversation that his slow mind could not follow.
I dinna haud wi that cleverness masel, he had said.
Nobody was listening to him. He tried in vain himself to listen to his own thoughts pounding within him. They said nothing intelligible. Now at the relief of a tried and accepted joke he let himself go, laughing immoderately. His eye on his miry boots flung sidelong in the corner  to focus the idea  he pictured their befouled and clumsy strength companioning the natty smartness of the golfers.
Sane man, seeing always in relation such things as he did see.
Martha meanwhile burned in an agony of impatience. What did they mean, chattering of these indifferent occasions while she waited for her doom? If they would only let her back to work.  Wasted time! She stood and fretted, not daring to interrupt, able hardly to endure. And why should her father laugh like that and she in mortal stress?
Geordie came out of the absorption of his joke and heard his wife and his neighbour dispose of Marthas pretensions to a University education. He ruminated soberly. In the cramped kitchen prodigious horizons lengthened out. There were vast unenclosed tracts within him where his thoughts lost themselves and disappeared. He pursued them deep within himself, past his land marks.
The noise of tongues went on.
Yere gey forcey, though, said Geordie.
He said it very loud, with a sharp resonance that startled Emmeline and Stoddart into silence. He jerked forward on his chair, sitting unusually upright, and spoke unusually loud all through his disquisition. The voice of a man who knew the disabilities of Providence  deaf in the ae lug an disna hear wi the ither.  Providence against Emmeline  it needed that.
Well nae be nane waur aff wi Matty at the college than we are enoo whan shes at the school, will we? He boomed the question at them as though they too were a little deaf.
But well be a hantle better off, its to be hopit, whan shes a finished teacher.
Weel, but thats nae the pint. We are as we are an were nae that ill  we micht be a hantle waur. But we wunna be a hantle waur wi Matty at the college. It wunna mak nae differ.
Emmeline felt a little giddy. Geordie argumentative! A new departure.
Being set on concealment of the true reason for her obstructionist policy, she could not immediately find another plausible enough to check him with.
Weve gotten a we need, he was saying. Weve aye a tattie till wer dinner.
O ay, its aye the meat you look till. Yere a grand hand at yer meat, I will say that for ye. But theres mair things nor meat in this world.
Emmeline laid a violent emphasis upon this, as though she were quite willing for her husband to circumscribe his activities at eating in a world to come.
Ye wunna beat a tattie, said Geordie, an ye wunna ging far wantin ane.  Nae in this warld, he added, as though he were willing in his turn for his wife in her next existence to be freed from the encumbrance of food.
Martha crushed the ruined sheet of paper suddenly in her fists and began plucking it to pieces with a series of savage staccato rents.
Jist you write it ower again, lassie, said her father. Therell aye be a tattie for ye or yere dane.
Emmeline broke into abuse. She was defeated by one of the few loyalties she retained. Queer, she never taunted Geordie with her loss of status, nor deaved him with her dreams of respectability to come. Queerer still, she had no motive but her love for him. Her fury against Stoddart Semple increased. He had her inner argument pat. She tongued him therefore with virulence, cutting across his rumbling sentences.
Its a moubag that you wad need. A body canna hear themsels speak in their ain hoose.
At that moment the wind flared in the chimney, driving the smoke down gustily into the room. Emmeline snatched noisily at the interruption.
See to yon flan, she cried, seizing the poker and beating at the fuel as though she would batter the smoke back up the chimney. Well be smokit ooten existence. Haud back yer chairs a bit. And she swung the poker with a virago brandish that made both Geordie and Stoddart scrape back their chairs. The feathery ash from the charred wood blew in their faces.
Balked of serenity, Emmeline took refuge in cleanliness. The kitchen was certainly not out of the need of it. Slush and smoke together  smuts and soot and dribbled snow  clods of earth tumbled from drying boots  dubs and dung and crumbs and ink arid dishwater not yet emptied out, tea-leaves swimming in it, and the rind of bacon flung on the hearth and dissolving in greasy dirtiness among the ashes  a very slattern among kitchens. Emmeline flung herself upon the dirt like a tornado.
As blacks the Earl o Hells waistcoat, she grumbled, sousing the floor.
She splashed and soaped and scrubbed. The steam from her soap suds thickened the air. She lunged with her scrubbing-brush towards Geordies seat and he moved farther and farther back before the soapy flood; she dived towards Stoddart and he retired with an edgy and raucous creak from the legs of his retreating chair.
By the time the chair was marooned against the wall Stoddart bethought himself and took his leave. Geordie tip-toed across the dripping floor and reached for his boots. Hospitality hardly requires of a man that he conduct his neighbour home (if the neighbour be so ill-advised as to visit him in such conditions) through pitch-black ploughland, an edged south-easter and a barricade of sleet. But Geordie pulled to the outer door with a terrific bang, settling the business of that impudent baggage the wind that threatened to wrench his own door-handle out of his hand with its blufferts, and steered Stoddart across the field by the elbow, roaring at him in gusts between the palavers of the gale.
They tell me shes byordinar clever.  Faith, it beats me a thegither fat way a bairn o mine can a gotten brains.  Man, its a sort o judgement on a body. There ye ging, a yer life long, rale pleased an comfortable. Naething to gie ye a shog ooten yer ain road. An then yer ain lassie, thats the fruit o yer ain loins.  Man, it beats a.
In the kitchen Martha fumed miserably. She was troubled with a raging conscience. She was wrong. Of course she was wrong to burden the family for two extra years.  But might her fathers authority be considered final? Was her fight really won?  She had not fought at all, then!  stood mute and foolish. She underwent a rush of self-contempt. And in spite of conscience and contempt together she was throbbing with exultation. Back to work, quick  master the throb before it mastered her; though how could she work with her mother nyattering like that?
Thats jist yer faither a ower, Emmeline was grumbling. She had already raised Geordies aberration into a universal law governing his being. That thrawn theres nae livin wi him. Aince he taks a notion intil his heid, naethingll move him. He wad argy-bargy ye intil the middle o next week. Ye micht as weel ging doon on yer knees an speak to a mole that was crawlin on the grun. He taks a bit o understandin.
Martha bent grimly to her Latin. But inspiration had fled. The four shabby sentences declined to be made less than four. The prose was completed, with much searching of the heart and the vocabulary.
Geordie came in again. Wind, water, earth, came with him, spluttered in his tracks. Emmeline dabbed at the filthy runlets  as muckle dirts wad fill a kirk. I never saw. 
The boys were beddit. They slept in the middle place, a sort of box between the rooms. Madge was sent packing. Martha pulled her books together and went too.
Emmelines resentments were messy, but brief.
Next day Martha went to town  in a bitter downpour  by train. Her mother gave her the fare without demur: but she missed the early train home and it was already past the family meal-hour when she returned. There was sign of neither family nor meal. Emmeline on her knees, in splendid isolation, scoured the floor as though it had not felt water for a twelvemonth.
Wheres father?
Awa to the wall for peats.
Finality in that reply. Marthas heart sagged. She went through to the bedroom.
There she found Madge, curled on the bed, her shoulders hunched, devouring her penny trash. Her grunt was inarticulate; she did not lift her eyes from the page. She had an end of candle stuck in Marthas candlestick.
Where did you get the candle? cried Martha sharply. Was it hers? Had Madge stolen it? secreted it?
Madge smirked: not audible enough for one to say, giggled.
Its nae yours, onyway.  Ye needna stand there and glower, she added, raising her head. Ive tellt you, its nae yours. I suppose I can hide things as wells you.
But where did she get it? Martha continued to ponder, still glowering at the child. One fragment of her brain said reasonably: Of course she can; and another cried in fever: She mustnt criticize me  shes much too young. The voices in her head circled and intersected; shortly she became aware that they were laced by actual voices, coming through the shoddy wall. She listened  noises too: the stir of industry. Her father and the boys must be in the lean-to against the house-end. She dashed out through the rain and pushed the door. Inside was a reeking, buzzing warmth  an oily lantern, unwashed and sweaty skins, stale air, animation, laughter. Geordie was cleaning Marthas neglected bicycle. The boys were also engaged on the bicycle; wreathing a towsled bit of rope through the spokes of the front wheel and ripping it smartly out again. A terrific display of industry. The flaring and smoky light from the open lantern, shifting, smearing, exaggerating what a moment ago it had suppressed, suppressing what it had exaggerated, gave their actions a fantastic air of unreality. Baby Flossie, hoisted aloft on a barrel and some boxes, a little insecure but in great content, presided over the scene like some genius of the place  an immature deity whose effort at creation had resulted in grotesquerie. She was like a grotesque herself-a very tiny baby, an image Emmeline contemptuously called her: and there she squatted on her barrel, preternaturally solemn, a little above the level of the lantern, that juggled her features all askew so that she seemed to wink and leer upon the workers. But then of course the workers (Geordie excepted) were labouring a little askew.
Shell kick up a waup for a whilie, Geordie said when he saw his daughter, but itll wear by. Shell keeps ooten languor an inen anger.
He wiped his oily hands on his buttocks, picked up Flossie and happed her in his coat, and extinguishing the lantern made for supper.
Ay, ay, itll wear by, he said.
In spite of a sore throat and aching limbs, Martha did her lessons that night in the cold. She held an illumination, lighting two candles to elucidate the sine of A + B. Madges candle-end was gone: she must have secreted the stump for future use. Martha pushed one of her candles into the candlestick and fixed the other by its own melted end to a broken saucer.
Madge poked her head in.
Youve got to come ben. Youll be perished.
Im not coming. Im quite warm.
A richt, then, dinna.
She remained staring for a minute at the twin candles, but said nothing and went away. She could keep her own counsel and was quite willing to keep Marthas also.
Martha was glad of the feeble heat the candles gave. There was warmth also in the recollection of her fathers words, Ay, ay, itll wear by.
It wore by. In very short time Emmeline had comfortably persuaded herself that a daughter with a University degree was a grandiloquence worth the waiting for. She took care, however, to hide her persuasion: in case of need still protestant.
When some months later Marthas examination was over and she had gained her bursary, Geordie sat a long while in his shirt sleeves, unbraced after supper, gripping the newspaper that had published the results, aye takin the tither keek at her name. Emmeline too was moved by the sight of her daughters name in print. They would see it at Muckle Arlo! She pictured Uncle Sandy Corbett spreading out the paper and reading it aloud. Aunt Leebie would sniff, no doubt, and Aunt Jean receive it in silence: but they would know!
Ye can jist snifter awa there  she addressed an imaginary Aunt Leebie  but ye canna say ye hinna seent.
Shes got ma sister Sallys gump. Geordies voice broke across her pleasant reverie. Shes rale like Sally whiles.
Sally! screamed Mrs. Ironside, her fancies scattering like a pack of cards. Her that disna richt ken gin shes merriet or no.
Merriet or nae merriet, said Geordie, she had a sicht mair gumption nor ony ither o fowk.
Sally Ironsides life, indeed, had demanded, or perhaps developed, gumption. For nine brief days she had been the speak of the place. She had left home at the age of thirty, with neither wealth nor looks to commend her, and gone through a marriage with the man whose taste in womankind had roused the astonishment of all Peterkirk and Corbieshaw and Crannochie.
If Sally Ironsides gotten a man, an her thirty an nae a stitch o providin, theres hope for me yet, said one old crone to another.
Theres queerer things happened, answered she. But fats the notion in nae settin aboot it the proper gait, tell me that, will ye? A gey heelster-gowdie business, this rinnin awa to get yer man.
Eighteen months later, the sole addition to her worldly gear the bairn in her arms, Sally found herself on the street, her husband having given her to understand that their marriage was a form only, and invalid. Sally disputed nothing; nor did she offer any interference  legal or moral  with his subsequent marriage to a lassie with siller. Ten years later she paid a brief visit to her old home at Peterkirk, in the garb of the Salvation Army. She was well-doing and self-respecting, but what sieges and stratagems she had carried on in the interval against a callous world only Sally herself could tell. She did not choose to tell too much. The bairn had died. Good thing, said Sally briefly.
Questioned as to her marriage, she acknowledged her private suspicion that the ceremony had been valid enough but that the man had taken advantage of her ignorance to get rid of her. She had no marriage lines and did not even know the name of the place where the marriage took place.
He had a perfect right to tire of me, she said.
Urged to set enquiries afoot, to seize what chance there was of being proved an honest woman,
Honest fiddleyorum! said Sally. Im honest enough in myself, I hope, and a name wont make me any honester that I can see. Im best quit of him  to start speirin might only raise the stew. Besides if it turned out I was his true wife, it would be a gey-like pliskey on the lassie wi the siller.
Like Sally! screamed Mrs. Ironside. 
She added, by and by,
Its fae the Leggatts, onyway, she gets the brains. Your fowks a feel.
Which was a proposition Geordie did not take upon himself to contradict.









    
      
        
      

       			FIVE
 			Luke Comes In


      Luke came in upon a day in August.

      Martha was wandering in the wood.

      Its a queer like thing that ye canna bide at hame, Emmeline would say querulously, an nae a stockin fit to ging on to the bairns the morns mornin. Faur hae ye been?

      In the wood, Martha would answer, with the same miserable sense of disaster wherewith she had confessed to tumbling in the mire on her return from Crannochie.

      Thats richt, ma dear, said Aunt Josephine, if she happened to be by: and her voice had the quiet decisiveness that suggested something absolute and took the wind from the best-sailing of squabbles. They say trees is awfu gweed for ye.

      She was wandering then in the firwood on the August afternoon when Dussie reappeared: Dussie come back, true to her old fore-visioning, with fortune at heel!  If this were indeed the guise wherewith she ushered fortune in, lanky and sober-suited, a plain unsmiling youth.

      Fortunate, by tale of her own appearance. Dussie had a costly look. A silken shimmer on her gown, like the play of flame when she moved and every detail exquisite, from the burnished mass of her hair to the burnished buckles of her pretty shoes: for Luke Cromar had cobbled shoes and knew a good thing in footwear when he saw it; and liked it too, upon his wife.

      For nineteen-year-old Dussie, tiny, radiant, absurdly finished and mature, was a bride of five weeks standing. She had run away from the aunts who had taken her, and married Luke.

      And of course he had no right to marry me, she said. Not so soon. Hes only a student  students arent supposed to get married. But hell be a doctor next year.

      With that Martha looked at the lanky youth. Hitherto she had paid no attention to him. How could she, with Dussie running on like that? But she gave him now her grave consideration, and he returned her a scrutiny as grave.

      Its a holy pilgrimage, he said. All the haunts of her childhood. A devotees processional.

      Was it some sort of joke, Martha pondered, walking by them out of the wood. Dussie certainly had laughed extravagantly, though on her life she could not tell whether Mr. Cromar had meant it for a joke or not; and he was very earnest when he asked if they might see the cottage.

      Martha asked them in. Dussie, quick to catch her hesitation, cried No! But Luke was quicker and said, Of course were coming in. So in they came.

      Marthas trepidation had cause. Emmeline was complacent that afternoon and therefore tolerant. The tolerance was manifest. Dirty dishes, a bit of pudding, old cast clouts and old rotten rags, broken bark, twigs and jags of firewood, a sotter .  Emmeline herself had just completed the current instalment of the serial story in the Peoples Treasure. An insatiable reader, like her daughter: but seeking apocalypse in fiction, not in fact. Peeragesque, her novels. Or if there were not titles enough (bold, bad and foreign in default of English) to go round, let them at least portray the Fortunate, their reversals be from misery to style: and never, dear fate! depict a ploughman, or a ploughmans wife and family.

      She had just remarked to Madge, I bet you shell mairry yon chap an come oot a great swell yet, when the door opened and the visitors arrived.

      Married she was, though not the she of the novelette. Remember her? Well, to be sure! One didnt keep a black besom under ones roof three years and forget her in such a suddenty as that. And, looking her up and down,

      Yere nae muckle bookit, onyway, she said. Martha was a good four inches taller. A scoring point for Martha, and scoring points had been hard to find: would be hard still, she realized, studying Dussie more closely. Martha, clothe her how you would, would never look like that. Marthas figure went straight up and down, her blouses were always in bags or escaping at the waist, her skirts drooped, her hair was stribbly and in moments of preoccupation even yet she sucked its ends. Emmeline had a sudden movement of furious hatred against this shapely apparition that rose in her own house to mock her for her daughters lack of presence. It was imperative to disparage Dussie for the sake of her own self-respect.

      A terribie-like chase ye were in to get merriet, she said. But you aye did athing by stots an bangs,  and added, her eye on the husband,

      But what a tangl! Ye micht a chosen ane wi mair beef on him fan ye were at it. Like a forty-fittit Janet up on end.

      Dussies lip stiffened. Their call was brief.

      Yes, we must go on, mustnt we? said the bridegroom. Theres that wonderful Aunt Josephine. We have to see her.

      Aunt Josephine! Martha felt relief. Of course, they would go there, all three of them. Aunt Josephines hospitality was equal to any strain. Martha had been wretched; the sloven kitchen, her mothers rudeness, Dussies pretty hauteur, sank her in embarrassed shame. The young mans voice revived her. But there he was taking leave of Emmeline with a grave courtesy that was embarrassing too. Beef or no beef, the forty-fittit Janet up on end had manners. Martha was not accustomed to men who were polite to her mother. She felt incredibly shy.

      Not much grave courtesy out of doors, however.

      He had Dussie by the hand.

      Gorgeous heap of stones. Come on!

      O Luko! she breathed, ecstatic; and away they went, stumbling and shrieking, helter-skelter between the barley and the dyke.

      They stood all three on top of the cairn, breathless.

      Martha said: Its very old. Its supposed to commemorate something.

      Luke said: I like this place. Theres such a lot of sky round about here.

      Dussie said: But arent we going to see your father?

      From her point of vantage she swept the surrounding fields. How Geordie had kittled her, let her climb upon him, sheltered her from storm  Emmeline and the elements, both.

      Martha was secretly glad that he was out of sight and call. It would have meant a shame the more. Her father, with his great crunkled boots, straws caught between the soles and uppers, sharn in spatters over them, his trousers tied with string, his empty speech, his roaring gales of laughter. 

      They set out for Aunt Josephines.

      Mary Annie was visiting Miss Leggatt.

      The years had made little difference to Aunt Josephine. She had no capacity for growing old. Mary Annie, too, was hardly altered: she had grown so old already, so many ages were graven in her anxious face, that nine years or so could only trifle with the indentations that furrowed her.

      Apologetic, she tried to creep away.

      Noo, noo, Mary Annie, said Aunt Josephine. Ye were bidden to tea an yell bide to tea. Well hae wer tea a thegither. Itll be a party, ma dear  she enveloped Dussie, excitement and buckles and all, with her slow shining gaze  just a party. Ye canna ging awa, Mary Annie, an Jeannie oot. Ye canna bide yer lane.

      Fetching a profound sigh at the mention of her loneliness, Mrs. Mortimer sat down again.

      Mary Annies man was dead. He had died three months after getting a complete set of false teeth. Unlucky all the ways of it, those teeth. He hadnt had them three weeks when he had a drop too much. Some late in coming home, he was, and not so able to hold his liquor as he used to be  an him spewin a the road hame, in ahin dykes an sic-like.  It was next morning till he noticed that he had shed the teeth  An a terrible palaver there was or they got them. The police poking about in all odd corners. And he hadnt had them three months when he died.

      Mary Annies plaint against the horrible uncertainty of life started always from the teeth and returned back upon them. They symbolised for her the tragedy of lifes waste. She had wrapped them in a handkerchief and put them between the folds of the nightgown laid aside in her kist for her own last dressing. She would have given them a more prominent place among her gear had it not been for awe of her daughter Jeannie. Jeannie, and no cataclysm of nature or the soul, had tortured Mary Annies features into their ghastly fixedness of dark anxiety. She was preyed upon by the perennial sense that she was unworthy of her daughter.

      Jeannie indeed had certain powers beyond her mothers comprehension. In her early teens she had developed ways of her own and displeasures for which her mother could see no kind of reason. Her withering young disapproval ran across the household. Mary Annie set herself against innovation and Jeannie had no more than looked at her father.

      I dinna see fat ye need conter the lassie for, said he to his wife. Dinna quarrel her. Jeannies nae to be contered.

      Mary Annie, painfully conscious of the honour he had done her in lifting her from her estate of servant lassie at the Leggatts to be mistress of a four-roomed house, had sorrowfully acquiesced. Her daughter bewildered her. She was of her fathers mould, superior to the breed of servants. Her own shortcomings loomed heinous in view of Jeannies assured and incomprehensible managements. But one day when the girl was sixteen she had appropriated a crimson sateen bodice trimmed with black bugles, that had been her mothers pride some eighteen years before. Never worn now, it yet retained its valour in her memory. It was like a bit of materialized experience. Mrs. Mortimer entered by chance her daughters bedroom (without knocking: a practice that Jeannie in vain had indicated to her as objectionable) just as the second slash was making in the crimson stuff. The girl (who did not even pay her mother the idle compliment of deceit with regard to unapproved proceedings) told her coolly that she was doing up the bodice to wear when Tammie Gleg took her next week to the Timmer Market.

      Ye neednt be in sic a takin aboot it, she said, the scissor poised for another cut, its gey cheap-john lookin stuff.

      Mary Annie had long ceased expostulating with her daughter by word of mouth. She simply grabbed the crimson bodice and wrested it by main force from its captor. Jeannie let go, to avoid rending it, secure of her own ultimate victory. But Mr. Mortimer, to whom the sentimental value of the garment was fudge, nevertheless on this occasion sided with his wife. He had no mind to see a lass of his gallivanting in the Castlegate with a merry-andra like Tammie Gleg, skraighin an chawin nuts, an nae mair sense in their heids nor the timmer spurtles. He forbade the occasion for the bodice, whispering behind his hand to Jeannie.

      Never heed the boady. Yell get a better ane to yersel whan yere a bittie aulder.

      Jeannie never forgave her mother the interference. She took a terrible, if unintentional, revenge. She took to religion. In one of her turbulent adolescent moods she underwent conversion. The process was passionate and thorough, nor was there any reason to doubt its sincerity; but she early learned to master a force that might otherwise have mastered her, and use its currents for her own purposes. Henceforward the thwarting of her will became impossible. She had leadings from above and resorts to prayer in every complicated situation. She cultivated the habit of praying  aloud  for the soul of anyone who crossed her will. Mary Annie was gifted with a humble and ignorant adoration for all that had to do with religion. She had no genius for it herself. For many years it had been the secret craving of her heart to make up a prayer out of her own head, till the attempts had shrivelled of their own useless accord and been forgotten. When therefore her daughter graduated in piety, Mary Annie abased herself and worshipped. Thenceforward she was haunted by her own unworthiness of such a daughter. There was no conscious hypocrisy in Jeannies conduct: her life indeed was one of extreme rectitude, just as many of the innovations she brought to the home were in themselves excellent: she merely allowed herself to be deluded in accordance with her desires.

      She was now a woman in the middle forties, of powerful build and marked features, that gave her the impression of a strength of character she did not really possess. She was thrawn, not strong.

      Aunt Josephine was making tea.

      Ye cutty at ye are! she would interrupt herself to say to Dussie.

      And shouldnt Marty get married too? said Dussie, preening herself.

      Theres Andy Macpherson has a gey ill ee aifter her, Im thinkin, said Aunt Josephine complacently.

      Rubbish! cried Martha in a savage scarlet. Andy Macpherson, who sold bacon and sweeties in a grocers shop at Peterkirk, had considerably less to do with her present scheme of the universe than had Hannibal or Robert Peel. Her annoyance, however, rapidly subsided. A day earlier she would not even have blushed. But something in Dussies presence, her dancing and observant eye, troubled the waters in Marthas soul. Only momentarily: anything so alien from her common world of ideas had little power to hold her mind.

      You must come and see my house, Dussie was saying.

      House! scoffed Luke. Two rooms and a half, four stairs up.

      In Union Street, Dussie explained.

      Union Street! echoed Martha. Funny place to live  all shops and offices. She had not thought that folk lived there.

      Oh, right on the top, said Dussie. Above the shops and offices. Right up at the roof.

      And you get out on the leads,  Luke added his touch to the picture  grand view. All up and down Union Street. Some sky and a few gulls besides. You must be our guest next coronation procession. Splendid facilities.

      You must be our guest a jolly lot sooner. Waiting for any old King, indeed!

      Well, the Torchlight, then. Thats better than a coronation. You shall view that from our top shrubbery  no, it hasnt any greens, just a way of speaking. Oh, but I forgot. Youll be a student yourself by the next Torchlight. Youll be waiting in the Quad, of course, not a spectator from the gods.

      And Martha listening had a sense of widening horizons, of vistas opening insecurely on a foreign country.

      There was less foreign in the country when, a week or so later, she went to tea in Union Street, four stairs up, above the shops and offices, and Luke showed her his row of books. She was at home there, glowing visibly as she touched them, turned their leaves, read in snatches. She even found a tongue, and questioned. A listener, too. Her very listening was speech, he thought. She was eloquent by what she did not say.

      Young Pantagruel! he laughed at her: and to her look of enquiry read aloud:

      These letters being received and read, Pantagruel pluckt up his heart, took a fresh courage to him, and was inflamed with a desire to profit in his studies more than ever, so that if you had seen him, how he took paines, and how he advanced in learning, you would have said that the vivacity of his spirit amidst the books, was like a great fire amongst dry wood, so active it was, vigorous and indefatigable.

      She went home with as many books as she could carry.

      Saw ye ever the like o that in a yer born days? cried Emmeline. Faur are ye gain to pit them a? Fat were ye needin wi sae mony a at aince? Theres a mids i the sea.

      And Luke, four stairs up in Union Street, was saying to Dussie,

      Your Martys worth the knowing, you know. Shes so absolutely herself. Theres such a white flame of sincerity in her. So still and self-contained too. Shes like  well, if one could imagine it  a crystal of flame. Perfectly rigid in its own shape, but with all the play and life of flame.

      He liked his simile and reverted more than once to it in thought.

      For Martha, she was happy in the possession of his books and gave no thought to the owner.

      In October she went to Kings.

    








    
      
        
      

       			SIX
 			Expansion of the World



      Martha snatched. There was no time to build a cosmos. Her world was in confusion, a sublime disordered plenty. Some other day, far off, she would order it, give it structure and coherence.  Meanwhile there was the snatching.

      She snatched because she lived in fever. Greedy, convulsive, in a jealous agony, she raced for knowledge, panting. Supposing, in the three years of her course at Kings, she should not be able to gather all the knowledge that there was.  When, in March, she sat her first degree examination, and passed, she had a movement of profound disillusion. Is this all I know? I thought I should know everything.

      She understood that a graduate may be ignorant.

      By that time her panic was over. The grey Crown, that had soared through so many generations above the surge and excitement of youth, had told her that wisdom is patient and waits for its people. The greed went out of her as she looked up morning after morning at its serenity. It was like a great rock amid the changing tides of mens opinions. Knowledge alters  wisdom is stable. It told her time and again that there was no need for haste. In the long Library, too, with the coloured light filtering through its great end window, and its dim recesses among the laden shelves  where thought, the enquiring experiencing spirit, the essence of mans long tussle with his destiny, was captured and preserved: a desiccated powder, dusted across innumerable leaves, and set free, volatile, live spirit again at the touch of a living mind  she learned to be quiet. One morning she thought, standing idly among the books: But they might come alive, without my mind. And she had a moment of panic. The immensity of life let loose there would be terrifying. They might clutch at her, these dead men, storming and battering at the citadel of her identity, subtly pervading her till they had stolen her very self. She so poor, and they with their magnitude of thought, of numbers.  The panic passed, and elation possessed her in its stead. She stood a long time in a dark corner, watching the people come and go, touch books, open them, read them, replace them, carry them away: and at every contact she thrilled. Spirit is released. The great room tingled with it. Even when no one was there, it might turn back to spirit, that dried powdering of words that held the vital element. But the thought no longer gave her fear. It liberated. She walked in a company.

      From the company she kept in the flesh she took less consciously material for her building. She had not yet discovered that men and women are of importance in the scheme of things: though she allowed an exception of course in favour of Professor Gregory. She owed to him one of the earliest of those moments of apocalypse by which life is dated.

      Gweedsake! said Emmeline. Sic a lay-aff. You and yer Professor Gregory! You wad think naebody had had a tongue in their heid afore to hear you speak.

      Martha spoke no more of Professor Gregory, but thought much. The moment of apocalypse had come in his opening lecture. She had climbed the stair, jostled a throng that pushed and laughed and shouted. Everyone was going to hear Professor Gregorys opening lecture. Martha felt herself carried violently on by the pressure from behind. At the top of the stair, separated from the girls she knew, she was flung suddenly forward. She lost her balance and her breath.  Then she found herself held securely. She had been pitched against a stalwart in navy uniform, who quelled the impetuous rioting throng with a gesture, a glance. They surged round him, chattering and shouting, I say, Daxy  Hello, its old Dak  Daxy, youre a sight for sair een, man 

      Daxter, Sacrist of Kings, an old campaigner, like Odysseus full of wiles from warfare in the East, greeted them all with one eye and marshalled them with the other; and all the while held Martha firm in a little island amid the stream.

      Now, miss, you go in. And the way was clear for her. The old Logic class-room was filled. Greetings were shouted. Voices ran like the assorted noises of a burn. And then two hundred pairs of feet were pounding the floor, and Martha, looking round, saw a long lean man come in, spectacled, with a smile running up his face that drove the flesh into furrows.

      Funny smile, Martha was thinking. Not a smooth space left anywhere. But she forgot the corrugations when he began to speak. He spoke like a torrent. He digressed, recovered himself, shot straight ahead, digressed again. He forgot his audience, turning farther and farther round till he stood side on to them, gazing through a window and washing his hands with a continually reiterated motion while he spun his monologue. Then suddenly he would turn back upon the class with a wrinkling smile and swift amused aside; and a roar of laughter would rise to the roof, while the feet thundered on the floor. His theme was English literature, but to Martha it seemed that he was speaking the language of some immortal and happy isle, some fabulous tongue that she was enabled by miracle for once to comprehend; and that he spoke of mysteries. 

      The confines of her world raced out beyond her grasp. When he had ended she felt bruised and dizzy, as though from travelling too rapidly through air. The strong airs had smote her. But she had seen new countries, seen  and it was this that elated her, gave her the sense of newness in life itself that makes our past by moments apocryphal  the magnitude of undiscovered country that awaited her conquest. She was carried downstairs in the crowd and at the bottom met the Sacrist, who gave her a look of recognition. At the moment Martha was thinking: And I shall go on travelling like that. There will be more new countries. And she was radiant. For sheer joy she broke into a smile; but perceiving that she was smiling straight into the face of Daxter, went hot with confusion and hurried away.

      Daxter, however, accosted her as she was crossing the quadrangle some days later. Shortly she counted his greeting a normal part of her day. He claimed friendship with her as from the beginning.

      You see, miss, you smiled to me the very first day you came.

      Oh, cried Martha, but I didnt mean to  and stopped abruptly, confused again. A tactless thing to say. But Daxter did not seem to be offended. He took her into his den, a narrow room at one corner of the quadrangle, the walls and table of which were covered with photographs. From the photographs Daxy could reconstruct the inner history of the University since he had become Sacrist. Here were the giants who had been on the earth in those days. He told Martha tales, such as appear in no official record, of the immediate past of the University, and tales of his campaigns in India, making her world alive for her in new directions. One day he showed her some strips of silk. They had been part of the colours of a regiment  a tattered standard that had hung in the Chapel of Kings till its very shreds were rotting away. He had been ordered to remove it: but round its pole the silk was still fresh, and he had kept the remnant. He cut two snippets of the silk, a snippet of cream and a snippet of cerise, and gave them to Martha.

      Thats history, that is, miss. And he put them in an envelope for her.

      Martha carried the envelope in her pocket for nearly a week, deliberating where she might keep her treasure safe from predatory fingers. She had so few possessions and no stronghold for storing them. Madge, on the verge of the teens, had developed an inordinate interest in her appearance. She brewed herself strange scents from perfumed flowers and water, and decanted the product into an ink-bottle, sprinkling her garments lavishly with the concoction; and rubbed her lips and cheeks with purloined geranium petals. Martha caught her once sneaking out of a garden where geraniums were bedded out, and preached her a very pretty sermon on the heinousness of her deed. Madges only reply was to march without the slightest attempt at secrecy into the next geraniumed garden and abstract a goodly handful of scarlet petals. She was quite capable, if she caught sight of them in the bedroom, of using Marthas scraps of silk for personal adornment. In the end Martha flattened the envelope, that was crushed and smeared from its sojourn in her pocket, and laid it between the pages of a heavy algebra text-book that stood on the high triangular shelf in the corner of the room: with hooks on its under surface to serve the girls for wardrobe. Sometimes she slipped the envelope from its hiding-place and touched the bits of silk that a regiment had followed. At such times it seemed to her that she was touching the past.

      While her universe was thus widening both in time and in space, Scotland grew wider too. Hitherto her own blue valley, the city with its spires and dirty trawlers, had been her measure of Scotland. Now it grew. The North came alive. Out of it, from cottar-houses and farms, from parlours behind country shops, from fishing-villages on the Moray Firth, from station-houses and shepherds houses and school-houses, manses and mansions, crofts on the edge of heather, snow-blocked glens, clachans on green howes beneath the corries, where tumbling waterfalls lit the rocks; islands in the Atlantic, gale-swept, treeless; thatched cottages where the peat reek clung in stuff and fabric and carried east in clothes and books  there flocked in their hundreds her fellow-students, grave, gay, eager, anxious, earnest, flippant, stupid and humble and wise in their own conceits, dreamers and doers and idlers, bunglers and jesters, seekers of pleasure and seekers of wisdom, troubled, serene, impetuous, and all inquisitive; subjecting life to inquisition.

      Out of the Islands Martha found her friends. Chief was Harrie Nevin. Harrie came from Shetland. She had the Vikings in her bearing and Martha worshipped her from a distance: until she discovered that Harrie was doing the same by her. Then they wrote each other wonderful letters. 

      Martha suffered bitterly because she could not ask Harrie to her home. Harrie, with her regal port, in Emmelines haphazard kitchen! In compensation she was able to introduce her to Luke Cromar.

      It had not occurred to Martha that knowing Luke was a matter for public congratulation; but the girls who saw him leave a group of talkers in the quadrangle at Marischal and dash across to Martha when he saw her pass, put her right as to that. She perceived that knowing Luke gave her a social status in University affairs; but rated that at less worth than simply knowing him.

      University affairs, indeed, made much of Luke. He was in everything. He was President of the Students Representative Council and on half a dozen other committees as well. And in the flat, four stairs up, Dussie waited for him and entertained his guests. They lived on little. Luke had been an apprentice shoemaker, an orphan boy who had dreamed while he cobbled shoes of mending all the philosophies of the world. A legacy had enabled him to go through college. But Dussie played eagerly at economy. Gracious, petulant, fresh as rain, she was the delight of all his friends. She made a hundred mistakes, but proclaimed them aloud with such a bubbling candour that they were only so many assets the more to her popularity. The men loved to hear her own rapturous recital of her indiscretions, her social faux pas.

      In the summer they held tea-parties on the leads  Lukes sky-highs, Kennedy called them; and the name caught.

      Martha came to few of their parties, though Dussie, whose childhoods adoration had lost none of its vehemence, would have had her come to all. She was too shy, too awkward, and her Sunday blouse and skirt were out of place. Besides, time was short. Piles of stockings to darn, of dishes to wash, ate too far into it. Emmeline, it was clear, regarded the time she spent on books as leisure, her recreation. To have pen and paper about, and open note-books, protected her: but when her pulses raced to the choruses in Atlanta, or, rapt away by thought, poring over The Marriage of Heaven and Hell, she stared out motionless upon the strangeness of its landscapes, Emmelines voice would break in:

      Is that yer lessons yere at?

      It took many skirmishes with her conscience to convince her that she was justified in saying yes: and by that time Emmeline was convinced to the contrary. A poetry book was for fun, and its reader might legitimately be interrupted. The English Parnassus she recognized as a lesson book. It had been bought, not borrowed from the Library at Kings; and on winter nights that were too chill for her bedroom, Martha carried The English Parnassus to the kitchen; she read it from cover to cover, fairly secure from onslaught.

      Her leisure therefore she would not devote to parties: where, to say the truth, she was not over-happy. She went however to the Friday evening Societies  to the Lit.; and to the Sociolog, because Luke was its President and had made her a gift of a membership card.

      Raw ripe red wisdom every Friday at seven, he proclaimed.

      She sat astounded at the discussions she heard. Wages, industrial unrest, sweated labour, unemployment, mental deficiency, syndicalism, federation  words to her! She had given so little of her thought as yet to the present; and it amazed her increasingly to hear her fellow-students, some glib, some stuttering, some passionate, some sardonic, talk of these matters. We are the people, they might have cried.

      In particular she stared cold-hearted at the Vice. The Vice-President was a girl: Lucy Warrender by name. No matter what the theme, Miss Warrender talked with authority. She had already an Honours degree in Philosophy and was studying now for History and Economics. She seemed to know existence to its ends. Martha gulped in sheer terror sometimes when she heard her talk: so competent, flawless, master of her purposes.

      Oh, a mine of information, Luke called her, when Martha stammered her dismay. Was it praise or disparagement? She could not tell: and when, puzzling it out, she looked at him, his long face told her nothing.

      But astonishing as were some of the things she heard, Martha took them all in. One must not throw away a fact. Knowledge grew sweeter the more one ate of it. Sharp-flavoured too, though, acrid at times upon the palate.

      This widening world of ideas grew more and more the true abode of her consciousness. The cottage did not reabsorb her afternoon by afternoon: it received her back. She was in its life but not of it. Its concerns did not concern her nearly. Still less did she feel herself concerned with her neighbours, the Andy Macphersons and the Stoddart Semples. She had no point of contact with these: or thought so. In this she was mistaken. The contact was there, though she did not feel it.

      Its existence, however, might have been detected, less than a month after her session began, on a day when Aunt Josephine Leggatt walked down from Crannochie to Wester Cairns.

    








    
      
        
      

       			SEVEN
 			Sundry Weathers


      Aunt Josephine, hodging steadily along the soft road in the direction of Wester Cairns, met Stoddart Semple lounging by the dyke.

      Stoddart had never forgiven his February dismissal into the sleet. Having backed, in that dispute, the side that lost, he went away convinced of Marthas uppishness; and as Martha did not like the man, tasted moreover no salt in the jokes he relished with her father, and never stopped to give him a crack by the roadside, he supposed himself in her contempt when it was merely she who sat in his.

      Meeting Miss Leggatt, he began to grumble sourly.

      Yeve gotten a lady in the family noo.

      He put a bitter emphasis on the lady and stopped to look at Miss Leggatt.

      I see the muckle feet o her takin awa doon the road, he added.

      If its Matty yere meanin, said Miss Josephine  and she said it without the shadow of an alteration in mien or accent  shes been a lady sin ever she was the littlin.

      A bonny penny shell be for books, he grumbled.

      I wadna say. Ye get naething for naething in this warld. Miss Leggat was quite unmoved at his grievance. She told him with an amiable serenity, An naebodys biddin you pay. Ye needna talk as though they hadna a penny to rub on tither.

      Once launched, he could not leave the theme. There was east in his weather. The old sore itched. He scratched. Moreover he was curious. He wanted to know many things  matters of price, for instance, and such gossip as he could glean regarding the terrible long chiel that came about the doors sometimes, and his wife, that was here when she was a bairn. He had questioned Geordie, to be sure, but Geordies knowledge did not go very far.

      Hes a terrible ane to speir, Aunt Josephine said to Emmeline. She had given him little satisfaction by her answers.

      Speir! cried Mrs. Ironside. He wad speir the claes affn yer back an than speir faur ye tint them.

      She resented his prying into Marthas affairs, and  remembering February  stiffened her resolution to see the girl through her Odyssey.

      Ill show him, she muttered to herself. Speirin indeed.

      She showed him a few days later. Martha fell sick. She recovered, but dragged her limbs.

      The cyclins ower muckle for ye, said Emmeline. Yell get a season ticket in the train.

      Thenceforward Martha went by train, tramping down the rough brae morning by morning.

      The cross-country road, through the bright winds of October, had been pleasant: but she was glad enough to put away the cycle in these faint November days. December came with rain, black pitiless unceasing rain, that hurled itself upon the fields for days together, paused sullenly, and spewed again upon a filthy earth. It was on such a day of rain that Martha went with Luke and Dussie to her first opera. Luke insisted on coming home with her, although she warned him that he could hardly hope to catch the last train back to town.

      No matter, he said. I like a soaking now and then. Good elemental feel it gives you. And he steadied her by the elbow at the turn of the road.

      The road was swimming. A flat of slimy mud lay across the bottom of the brae. Cataracts poured ceaselessly into it, carrying soil from the brae. The wind drove from the east.

      Just an April shower, he said, crossing to the weather side of her as they turned.

      She looked at him, swiftly. She could not see him. It was too dark. But she had an uncanny impression of having seen his smile. Oh, it was in his voice!  that smile that she had not been able to locate. He had a laughing voice.

      They were both laughing as they stumbled among the mud and the loose stones. Weather was a joke, it seemed! And the stormy chords from Tannhuser beat upon her sleep, mingled in a colossal harmony with the beat of the elemental storm, through which his laughing voice recurred like a song.

      January changed the wind. The stir of spring was in the world almost as soon as the year came in. Soft airs, faint skies plumed with shining wisps of cloud, blossom on the whins, bursting willow catkins, blackbirds fluting, a gauze of gnats against the sun, and everywhere the strong clean smell of new-turned earth  a wholesome kindly world: too mellow perhaps; without the young astringency of spring.

      But at the end of February, out of a cold black north a dozen meandering snowflakes fell. They drifted about the air like thrums  blown from the raw edges of the coming storm. Next morning colour had gone from the world. Shapes, sounds, the energies and acutenesses of life, were muffled in the dull white that covered both earth and sky. No sun came through. The weeks dragged on with no lifting of the pallor. The snow melted a little and froze again with smears of dirt marbling its surfaces. To the northward of the dykes it was lumped in obstinate seams, at the cottage doors trodden and caked, matted with refuse, straws and stones and clots of dung carried in about on clorted boots. The ploughs lay idle, gaunt, like half-sunk reefs among the furrows.

      Well hae wer sax weeks snaw in March the year richt eneuch, said Geordie, beating his arms across his chest to quicken the circulation.

      Baby Flossie wailed miserably and sucked her frozen fingers. They were hottest in her mouth. When Emmeline caught them there she pulled them out and smacked them till they tingled. That heated them too.

      Martha, buffeted in the bitter winds, struggling to keep her footing on the rutted ice of the brae, arrived listless at the lecture-room. Often her fingers were dead. She could not write notes. She sat, in the chill room that gathered a clammy warmth from a hundred breaths, heavy-headed, her interest subdued: but by noon, when Professor Gregory lectured, she was alert again, fleet-footed after knowledge. No ice, no battering winds, could hold her from that pursuit.

      The spring term had ended before the frost gave.

      One afternoon the wind veered. It rushed out of the south-west, hot and sweet, like the breathing of a cow against ones face.

      The snaws gotten a fleg, said Geordie jubilantly. He leaned against the door-post, a thumb in his arm-hole, watching the wind lick the surface of the world clean. Martha, plodding home with a bagful of groceries, looked at him listlessly and made no answer. She was heavy-eyed and round-shouldered. Knowledge is inexorable to its devotees and sets its own price high. The mild air softened her resistance to her own weariness. Her months vacation dragged.

      And meanwhile the sun was gathering strength. The earth was steaming like a wet clout held to the fire, with a steam so thick, and close that it floated over the fields like heavy morning mists on an autumn valley. The fog-horn boomed; and the slopes beyond the river were out of recognition, flat and pale.

      The sun gathered strength. The roads blew dry. In three days time the dust was flying. The plough land changed its colour  sharp sandy brown at last, ready for the seed. Larks sprang and shrilled, operatic, mechanical, in a series, as though a multitude of catches were successively released in the grass and stubble. The sowers were out and the harrow was on the fields.

      Geordie cried to Stoddart Semple down the gale that lifted the earliest clouds of dust  a roaring, rollicking, tattering, clothes-line-walloping gale  Ay, ay, man, the lands dryin fine.

      It had been Geordies daily remark since the thaw set in. He said it to everyone he met outside, and three or four times a day at home as well. A matter of such importance could not stale.

      Stoddart, slouching by the dyke, made answer,

      It would dry some quicker if your missus stood oot o the way a bit.

      And he looked at Emmeline where she stood full in the sun, stretching out after the tail of a shirt that reared and curveted on the clothes-line.

      I see shes gettin a terrible-like size, he said.

      Emmeline in the last few months had been putting on flesh rapidly, achieving a shapelessness that was far from her old rounded grace. The shadow she cast, standing there in the sun, was considerable. It was a sore point, and luckily she was too far away to catch either Stoddarts sneer or the reply made by Geordie, quick-witted for once as he watched the surface of the earth scatter upon the wind.

      O ay, he said, gran for keepin the grun doon in a gale.

      Martha, however, had been near enough to catch both. She pondered, standing by a bush of whin, plucking at the golden scented blossoms and rubbing them on her palm until her skin was yellow; she pondered whether her fathers answer was really as crass as it had sounded. She remembered Luke Cromar, who was polite even to Emmeline. And behind her Geordie went off in sudden uproarious laughter, as though his witticism, so natural in face of the blowing dust, had only now occurred to him as being witty.

      Martha went back to the house and read The Land of Hearts Desire  a silver and azure world where she did not recognize that there walked the peasant folk of her own acquaintance. Like Emmeline, she hardly desired the stories that she read to deal with ploughmen: not at any rate with sharny boots and hacked hands seamed with dirt.

      In the summer term she spent her afternoons studying Natural History. The Professor, in a quiet voice that he never raised nor quickened, peopled for her the airs, glancing waters and grassblades, and the cold dark grave profundities of the sea. He had the tongue of a poet and of a humorist: a tongue like that of the fabled story-teller of Arabia, whom no one could hear without believing every word he uttered. When he spoke, incredible shapes moved through an unimaginable past; and an unimaginable present surged in on one, humming with a life one had not seen before, nor even suspected. So full the world was, and so clamorous! And placidly, without haste or emphasis, he conjured up its press and clangour, its multitudinous anxieties.

      Like Aunt Josephine, Martha found herself thinking: and her own temerity frightened her. But she was right. He had the same luminous unhurrying serenity as Aunt Josephine, the same sure capable grasp of life.

      She lunched, between her two diets of worship, between Kings in the morning and Marischal in the afternoon, on a hunk of bread and a bit of cold bacon.

      Not good for you, said Luke. You must lunch with us.

      Dussie seconded eagerly. She served up every dish in her repertory, and invented a few new combinations of material. Martha had never eaten so many unfamiliar things in her life.

      Dussie objected: You are not a rapturous eater, Marty. Now Luke is. He really pays attention to what I make for him.

      And to Luke she pouted: She might just as well be chewing at her hunk of bread. She doesnt care what it is shes eating.

      To which Luke made answer: Well, of course, you know, flame is fairly indiscriminate as to what it takes for fuel.

      Oh, she cried, exasperated, you are crazed with your flame. Marty has a stomach like the rest of us, I suppose, and she should be made to know about it.

      Lord forbid! he said. The people who know about their stomachs are the devil.

      Her exasperation effervesced into laughter.

      But you know what I mean, Luke. Its only because I love her so much that I want her to be like other people.

      I should have thought that was a reason for wanting to keep her as she is.

      Dussies brows went up in pity. Really, to be so clever, Luke had sometimes astonishingly little common-sense.

      If Martha was indifferent to the provender, she was not indifferent to the joy of sharing it. As May ran on, indeed, she was glad of the heat and the shelter. The weather changed to a black cold, hard skies, hard edges to the earth, bitter winds. Then the skies loosened at the edge, puckered into cloud.

      Ower mony upcastins, said Geordie, eyeing the solid lumps of cloud birsed up into the sky.

      Next day a plaster of snow deformed the opening leaves and hung in wet semi-transparent blobs on the clusters of lilac.

      The cauld Kalends o May, Geordie called it.

      Fourth winter for the season, said Luke, helping Martha out of her dripping coat and chafing her white dead hands. And such a lunch as Dussie had for them  hot as sin, Luke proclaimed.

      Luke graduated early in July, coming through his finals with a star. One of his professors  who had warned him against his own enthusiasms  told him drily that he had no right even to have passed. Luke seemed to spend his days doing things he had no right to do, and doing them triumphantly: marrying Dussie, for example. They were radiant both. Their weather was golden, crisp, vibrant with energy. The dark gods had little portion in their love. It was of the sunlight and flashing winds, clear and merry.

      Standing in the quadrangle after his graduation, Luke held a petty court. Half the University surged up to congratulate him; and when it became known that old Dunster had asked him to stay on the following session as assistant, they surged back and congratulated him again.

      Its not official yet, he kept saying. Has to be ratified by the Senatus. Doubtless theyll rise in a body and refuse.

      Professor Forbes, who had told him he had no right to pass, shook hands and said cordially,

      So youre to be one of us next session, I hear.

      Next day they left for the Continent, where Luke was to study for six weeks in a hospital. Martha saw them off. Harrie had gone too. The islands and the glens and the fishing villages and farms had taken their bairns back. Marthas life was bounded again, in its externals, by the slovenly kitchen with its heat and clatter, the low-roofed bedroom where all the family clothes were stocked and where Madge smeared her lips with her geranium petals and studied the effect in a spotty mirror that had a crack across its upper corner; by meals for which her father cast his coat and kicked his boots aside, where the bairns wrangled and slobbered, Emmeline raged, Flossie whimpered. Her privacy was in the open; and in her thoughts. There like a wrestler she tried all comers  the companies of new ideas that had crowded in upon her mind. She had received them all impartially, stored them away. Now she called them out again. Martha was beginning to think.

      Emmeline had said, eyeing the newspaper on the day when the University lists were published and Marthas name appeared,

      Theyll seet at Muckle Arlo  a consolation that it required some strength of mind to accept for consolation; since she could not know that her surmise was correct. It was therefore by way of a flutter in the dovecot when Aunt Jean herself wrote to Martha inviting her to Muckle Arlo.
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