LABEFFREEBEREAALE




CONTENTS

1. THE GREEN YEARS tieeetreeninistiieaiiiiiiinciiiiioieiioiin,

2., PATRICK HENRY THE VOICE OF FREEDOM

3. JANE EYRE
4, GOING IT ALONE s Besy Sewia & DS @EE e g

5, THE LADY’S MAID’S BELL «eeeeevvveenn

7. LORD EMSWORTH AND THE GIRL FRIEND :eoeeeeeienin

)

7@)fT00Ls,SHAPERSCW‘HUMAmIPROGREss-m~~m~~m--

swes v oiwes s (95
+ (156)
- (284)
- (317)
-+ee (335)
- (340)

vt nee 3BT



THE GREEN YEARS

by Archzbald Jo.seph Gromn
BOOK ONE

CHAPTER 1

Holding Mama’s? hand I came out of the dark railway. station and “into
the bright streets of the strange town, 1 had mever seen Mama until teday, .
Her tired, troubled face did not resemble my mother’s face, In spite of ' the
chocolate she had bought me I had no warm feeling for her so far, During the
journey from Winton she had sat opposite me silent; from time to. time she
had touched the cormer of her eye with her handkerchief, Qi e tuo ]

But now that we were out of the train she triéd to  look " cheerful, «She
smiled and pressed my hand, ; Lot pam gt aem it sy

“You’re a good boy not to cry any more, Do you think you can walk | to
the house? It’s not too far,”

I was anxious to please her, I answered I could ‘walk, So we did not-take
the cab which stood near the station,

.We went down the High Street, I was so tired..that I could hardly meve;
Opposite a large building with columas Mama said proudly; ST TR

“Here are the Levenford. Municipal Offices,®* Mr,' Leckie:sPapa-works
there,” “Papa,” I thought, “That is Mama’s husband, My mother”s father,”

Now I could hardly drag my feet, Mama looked at me with p:ty.

“It’s too bad there are no trams today,” she said, ! 1l

I was much more tired than I had thoughty:.land:: .rather ,fr,ig.htened, ' The
strange town terrified me, Soon, however, we left: the noise and smoke behind
and entered a quiet suburb, RV Trne deane 2 s

We stopped at last before a tall grey house with yellow curtains .and the
tame Lomond View, It was not so nice as the other houses in the quiet street
But I liked the garden in front of it, It was full of beautiful yellow flowers,

“Here we are, then, Robert,” said Mrs, Leckie, “It’s‘d nice place; near

the village, Levenford is a smoky old town, but there is lovely country around
it, Wipe your eyes, there®s'a dear*, and come in” ! :
I followed obediently, My heart was full of fear, The words of our Dublin
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neighbour, Mr:,Chapman, as she kissed me good-byo, rang in my ecars;“Wha(’11
happen to you next, pocr boy?”

At the back door Mzina paused, a young man of about nineteen was
working on his anb"s “m‘a f&wﬁr plo 4 {He! x‘o ¢ as we approached, He was big,
pale, darkhaired and wore large sphctacles ‘

“You are here again,” Mama said reéproachfully, Then, bringing me forward,
“This is Robert,”

Murdoch held out to me a large hand,

“I’m glad to meet you, Robert,” he said, Then he turned to Mama, ¢I
got these flowers from the Nursery, Mama, They did not cost me anything,”

“Well, anyway, .dear,” Mama said, ¥you must wash before Papa comes,
You know how angry it makes him to sce you out here,”

! We entered the kitchen, Mama told me to sit down and rest, She took
off' her hat and coaty, hung them behind the door and began to move to and fro
over the old brown floor, From time to time she gave me an encouraging look,
I sat hardly breathing on the .edge of a chair,

“We shall have dinner in the evening,” she said, “because I was away,
When Papa comes, try not to cry, It has been a great blow to him as well,
Kate, my other daughter, will be in any minute, too, She is a teacher, Maybe
your mother told you,” She saw I was going to cry and went on hurriedly,

. Oh, T know it’s confusing, even for a big boy like you, to meet all his
mother’s relatives for the first time, And there are more of them, There’s
Adam, my eldest son; he doesn’t live with us, Then there’s Papa’s Mother,She
is away now, but she spends half her time with us, And there is my father who
lives here always—he is your great grandpa Gow, It’s not every boy who has
a great-grandpa, [ can tell you, When I have his tray rcady you can take it
upstairs to him, Say, how do you do, and help me at the same time,”

Mama laid the table for five, Then she prepared a tray, she put upon it a
cup of tea, a: plate of jam, cheese and three slices of bread,

I looked at her with surprise;“Does Grandpa not eat his food downstairs?”

Mama seemed confused, “No, dear, he has it _in his room,” She lifted
the tray, “Can .you manage? Be careful and don’t fall,”

I climbed the stairs ind:entercd a strange, intersting, very untidy room,
The bed was still unmade, ;

, My.great-grandpa’ was sitting in a bxg old armchair by the fireplace, [le
was writing something,-

He was a tall man, perhaps about seventy, with a mane of faintly red

hair®, It was in fact red hair, which had lost some of its colour, but had not
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ot turucd white, Iis beard and moustacite wereuof the samc colour, His cyes
were bright blue, not the faded blue of Mama’s eyes, But thé 'most’ remarkable
It was a large nose, large ‘and red, It tooked 1iké a
cnormous strawberry,

thing was his nosc, ripe,
[ had never seen such a 'strange nos¢, never,
By this timce he had ceased to write and turned slowly to look at me, We

stared at cach other in silence, I forgot about his nose, and blushed  to think

of the miserable picture I must make; T was standing ‘therc in my black
one stocking falling down, my face pale and tear-stained, my hait red)
Still silent he pointed to the table, I. put the tray down ‘on” S Withou.
taking his cycs off me he began to cat hurriedly,
“So you are Robert Shannon?” he said,
“Yes, Grandpa,”

suil,
it,
Theén he lit a pip

“Did you have a good journcy”?
“l think so, Grandpa,”

“Can you play draughts?”
“No, Grandpa,”

“You will, boy, you stay here
“Yes, Grandpa, Mrs,

felt very sorry for myself,

. | understdand'you afc'éditlg to'stay.”
Chapman said thete was no place for me 'fo 'go,” 1

Suddenly I had a wild longing for sympathy, 1 wanted to tell him of my
terrible position, Did he know that my father had died 'of tubcrcd‘losxs,

dreadful family disease, which had soon carried 'off my mother? It ‘had
laid a little finger on me,$

the

cven
it was whispered,

ic

But Grandpa looked at mc attentively and changed th("subjcd
“You are cight, aren’t you?”

“Almost, Grandpa,”

I wished to make mysclf as young as possible but Grandpa was pitiless,
“It’s an age when a boy should stand up for himself-+Do you like to walkg”
“I’ve never tried it much, Grandpa,”

i

“Well, we shall go for walks, you and md and seec what!good “Seottish’ air
Jdoes to us,” lle pauscd

. “I’m glad you have my hair, The Gow "hair, ' Your
mother had it too, poor girl,”
[ could no longer hold back the desire to ery-—F burst'into tears,Since my

mother®s funeral a week before, cech time her name was mentioned 'l began to

cry. And my tears always brought me everybody’s sympathy, Yet this time 1
received no sympathy,

I had a painful feeling that Grandpa dil rot ‘like 'my

tears, | tried to stop, choked and began to cough, 1

coughed and (_UﬁQhCLl,
until 1 had (o hold my side,

[t was one of the stropgest fils ] fhad ever - had,
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Iwas, to be truthful, rather proud of it and when it ceaseci, looked at
Grandpa expectantly, , :
. But hedid not say a word, Instead heitook a little box from his pocket
and chose  a large sweef from 'it, I thought he would give the sweet to me,
but, to my surprise and disappointments he did not, He put it calmly in' his
own, mouth, Then he said severely:
“If there is,one thing I.do not like, it is a crying child, Tn my life I’ve
had many,di.f;l;,iculties,,Do you think I would have won if 1°d been weak? ”
At that moment a hand-bell was heard downstairs, He stopped—disappointed,
I thought—-and made a sign I should go, I took the empty tray and moved,

ashamed, towards the door,

Notes;

1, Archibald Joseph Cronin [’a:t§ibo:1d *d3su zif >krounin] i « 4y « W7
AEE, 18964EA T ML, 19198 FHITE, EHE, NFHXFAUE, FHmH CEE
HIREE» (The Hatter’s Castle, 1931) 5 (BEEMHY (The Stars Look Down,
1935) 4 (#&#)» (The Citadel, 1937) &

2, Mama, 3BFE% « HARMSMEE, Papa FRMKSMERL.

3, the Levenford [’li:venfo:d] Municipal Offices: BB AT .

4, there’s a dear, HRENFEE T,

5. Witjl a mane of faintly red hair, T —LDELMNRLALE,

6., It had even laid a little finger on me, EERMA H Y LT M,

Comprehenslon questlons:

1, Why did Robert come to live in his Mama’s house?
2, How many members are there in the family? Who are they?

I S

CHAPTER 1I

Dowanstairs, Mr, Leckie, Kate and Murdoch had come in and, with Mama,
were, waiting for me . in the kitchen, Their sudden silence showed that I had
been the subject of their conversation, Like most lonély children I ‘was very
shy, In my present state I was more shy than ever, After a pause Papa took
my hand, held it,.then bernt down and kissed me,

“I’m pleased to see you, Robeft, It is a pity that we haven’t met before,”

-1 knew that a deep gulf had existed between my mother and Papa, But his
vaice was nol angry, as | had feared; it was low and sad, I told myself that I
must not cry, yet 1t was d1ff1cu1t not to, _whcn Kate also bent down and
kletd me c;cntly.
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életds sit down,” Mama said showing me to my place and again trying to
look cheerful, “It’s nearly half past six, You are very hungry, 1 am ‘sure,”

Papa, at the head of the table, began to slice the hot mcat, while Mama
scrved the potatoes and cabbage, at the other end,

“Therel” Papa said with the air of giving mec a nice piecce, lec was a
small man of forty-seven with a pale face and small eyes,

Under all these eycs it was difficult for mc to manage the knife and fork,
they werc long and heavy, Also, I did not like cabbage; and my small slice
of mecat was terribly salty and tough, I was used to good food, to tell the
truth, I was a spoiled child, My mother had often given me a sixpence and a
kiss to make me eat a silce of chicken, Yet I could not displease Papa; [
choked down the watery cabbage,! o :

Papa saw that I was busy with my food, He looked down the table at
Mama, and continued their interrupted conversation,

“Did you have {o take a cab?}”

“No-- there was nothing much to bring,”

I could see that Papa was very much displeased,.

“No wonder there was nothing left, They had little common sense,? Why
didn’t they insure? ” He turned to me as I was trying to clear my plate,
“Thal’s a good boy, Robert, We waste nothing in this house,”’ retaen

Kate, who sat across: the table, ‘gave me an encouraging smile, Though she
was twenty-one, only threc years younger than my mothery, I was surprised
how little she resembled her, My mother had been pretty, but Kate was plain,
with pale eyes and a dry, red skin, Her hair was colourless, ’

“You’ve been io school, I suppose?” Kate asked,

“Yes,” I blushed and spoke with great difficulty, ¥To Miss Barty’s,”

“Was it nice?” : _

“Ohy very nice, If you answered well, Miss Barty gave you a sweet,”

“We have a fine school in Levenford, I think you will like it,” .

Papa cleared his throat, 4l thought the clementary school in' John Street:
would be very suitable,” .

Kate looked directly at Papa, I could sece that she was angry, “You know
the school in John Strect is a bad school, ‘He must go to the Academy where
we all went,” : )

Papa’s eyes fell, “Well, maybe, But not till next term, Give ~him somc
questions and see what class he is fit for,” .

“Now he is very tired and must go to bed, With whom is he sleeping?”

Mama said thoughtfully, ¢“Ile is too big to sleep with you; Kate --and
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Your i)ad is very narrow, Murdoch--- besic’ies you often go lo bed late becausc of
" your studies, Why not put him in Grandma’s room, Papa, while she is away?”

But Papa shook his head,

“She pays good money for her room, We can’t do it without her permission,”

So far Murdoch had been silent, cating quictly, Now he looked up with a
practical air,?

“He must sleep with Grandpa,” he said,

Papa nodded, though his face became dark when Grandpa’s name was
mentioned, The question was settled, My heart sank, [ was afraid of the
strange man upstairs, But [ was also afraid to say that I did not want to go,

Kate washed me in the small bathroom, She dried me and again put on
my day shirl, We went upstairs, And there on the landing, holding out his

hand, to take me, was Grandpa,

Notes:

1, I choked down the watery cabbage, RN T XKW LMK IHE,
2, They had little common sense, ffiI¥A H A% N,
3, with a practical air, W — RIPEsR 27 i #4E

Comprehension questions;

1., What did Mama’s family talk about before Robert went downstairs?
2., What did they talk about during the dinner?
3, What problems did Roberj have in the new place?

CHAPTER III

It was difficult to sleep with Grandpa, He snored loudly and squeezed me
flat against the wall, In spite of this I slept well,

when I opened my eyes, | saw the morning sun streaming inlo the room,
Grandpa was standing at the window, almost dressed,

“Did I wake you?” he turned, “It’s high time you were up,”

As I rose and began to put on my clothes, he explained that Kate had
already left for her school and Murdoch was on his way to College where he
was preparing for a position in the Civil Service,! As soon as Papa left we
should go dowunstairs,

At last we heard ithe slam of the door, Mama greeled us with a faint smile,
as if we were schoolboys, ready for all soris of tricks,

“How did you two get on?” she asked us,

“Nicely, IHannah, thank you,” Grandpa answered politely, sitting down in
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Papa’s chair at the head of the table, This was the only meal that he took
outside his room, as I soon learned, And he enjoyed it very much, "

“Will you take Robert with you this morning, Father?” Mama asked,

“Certainly, Hannah,” Grandpa answered,

“] know that you will help,” she said, She continuecd to look at him with
that sad faint smile, which showed her affection for him, As we finished our
breakfast she brought his stick and hat the documents which I had seen him
copying the day before, Grandpa took my hand in his and walked out,

Soon we reached the High Street, Grandpa entered a low building with a
big brass plate; Duncan McKellar, Solicitor,

As we entered the office a woman at the desk told us coldly that Mr,
Mckellar was busy with. Mayor Blair and that we must wait,

After five minutes the door opened and a dark-bearded man camc through
the waiting-room, He looked at me attentively and stopped before us,

“So this is the boy? ’

“It is, Mayor,” Grandpa answered,

Mayor Blair stared at me like a man who knew my history belter than 1
did myself, I felt my legs shaking with shame,

“You have no friends among boys of your age?” he said kindly,

“No, sir,”

“My boy, Gavin, is not much older than you, Come over to the house  to
play with him, It’s quite ncar,”

[ hung my head, 1 could not tell him that 1 did nol wanl to play with
this unknown Gavin, He stood for a moment silent, then he nodded and went
out,

Mr, McKellar was now free to give us his attention, His office, though
oldfashioned, was very rich and beautiful, He was a red-faced man of about
fifty with clever cyes, Ie took the papcrs whiclh ‘Grandpa had Dbrought and
looked at them,

“Indeed, Dandic, you arc a good writer, I wish you could do - everything
as well as you copied this,”

“1°m grateful for the work you give me,” said Grandpa,

“] see you have a new member of the family,” said McKellar, looking at
me perhaps more attentively than the Mayor, Then he added as if with surprisc,
“It’s a nice boy, You will have 120 trouble with him or I’m much mistaken,”
Slowly he took a shilling out of the pocket, He gave it to Grandpa and said;

“Buy the boy a glass of lemonade, Dandie, You may go now, Miss Glennie

will give you some more papers to coby.



Grandpa left the office in an excellent mood, But [ was v ry much
depressed, I felt myself more of a mystery than ever, Why was such a
curiosily to all these people? What made them shake their heads over\me?

The truth, though I didn’t know it,  was very simple, In this smdll Scots
town everybody knew that my mother, a pretty and popular girl, had disgraced
herself, she married my father, Owen Shannon, a stranger from Dublin who
had nothing but high spirits and good looks, Nobody thought of the happy
years that they had spent together, But my father’s death, followed so soon
by my mother’s, was regarded as a just retribution,?

Grandpa took the way near the pond and al the end of half an hour we
entered Drumbuck village, It was a pretty place with a little river, surrounded
by woods, Grandpa seemed to know everyone, As we walked down the village
street he greeted all the people we mel, and they also greeted him in a
friendly way, I felt him to be a really great person,

On the step of the “Drumbuck Arms”?® stood a stout red-faced man, He was
especially friendly, Grandpa stopped and said, _»

“We mustn’t forget your lemonadm ﬂﬁ%\

I sat on the warm step and Grandpa brought me a glass of lemonade, I
liked it very much, Grandpa returned to the ¥Arms” and I saw him empty a
small thick glass with a quick movement and then drink slowly from a big
glass,

At this moment my attention was attracted by the cries of two little girls
who were playing on the lawn not far from the inn, As I was lonely, I rose
and approached the lawn, I did not like strange boys but most of Miss Barty’s
pupils had been girls and I did not feel shy with them,

The younger of the girls stopped running and sat down on a bench,‘ She
was of my age, wore a short skirt and was singing, singing to herself, While
she sang, I placed myself quietly on the other end of the bench and began to
examine a scratch on my knee, When she finished singing, there was a silencey
then she asked me in a friendly way, '

“Can you sing any songs?”

I shook my head sadly, I could not sing a note, Still I liked this little
girl with brown eyes and curly dark hair, I was anxious lo continue the
conversation, [ looked at her companion and asked;

“Is that your sister?”

She smiled, but quietly and kindly,

“No,” she said, “Louisa is my cousin, She has come to visit me, My name

is Alison Eeith, I live over there,” She pointed to a beautiful house, surtounded
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by trees, at the end of the viilage.

I felt confused because I had made a mistake, and because she Ilived in
such a beautiful house, Louisa ran up to us,

“Hello] Where did you spring from?”

She was about twelve, wilh long fair hair, which she pushed back with an
air of importance,*

“] came from Dublin yesterday,"’

“Dublin? Dublin is the capital of Ireland,” She paused, “Were you Dborn
there?”

I nodded,

“Then you must be Irish??

“l am Irish and Scottish,” I answered boastfully,

Louisa was not impressed,

“You can’t be two things, that’s quite inwpossible, It all sounds very
strange,” Suddenly she looked at me with the suspicion of an inquisitor,

“What church do you go to?”

I wanted to answer To St Dominic’s”® but suddenly the burning in her
eyes awoke my instinct of self-defence,®

“Just an ordinary church, it was near our house,”

I did not want to continue the conversation, So I jumped up and turned
head over heels” three times, the only trick I knew,

When I got up, red-faced, Louisa’s stare remained upon me, Then she said
kindly, ‘

“] was beginning to be afraid you were a Catholic,” She smiled,

Redder than ever I said; “What put the idea in your heady”

“Oh, I don’t know, It’s lucky you’re not,” :

Quite .confused, ‘I looked at my shoes, Alison’s eyes showed something of
my own suffering,

“Are you going to stay here?” Louisa asked,

“Yes, I am,” My lips were stiff, 1 could hardly speak, “1’m going to the
Academy,” e ek

“The Academy] That’s your school, Alison, Oh, it’s lucky you’re mnot
what I thought, 1 don’t think there is a single one in the whole Academy, Is
there, Alison?”

Alison shook her head, -with her eyes on the ground, I wanted to cry,l'hen
Louisa laughed gaily and said,

“We must go for lunch now,” She rose and added with an cncouraging

smile; “Don’t look so miserable, You will be quite all right if what you’ve
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said is trun, Come along, Alison,”

As they were leaving, Alison furncd to me and gave me a  look full of

sorrowful sympathy, Bul it did not make me happier, I was crushed by the
terrible and unforeseen catastrophe,

Stiff with shame, I stood looking at their [igures in the distance, when
Grandpa called me from the other side of the strect,

e was smiling and looked very pleased, We set oul in the direction of
Lomond View,

“You s~cm very successful with the ladics, Robie,Was that the little Keith
girlg”

“Yes, Grandpa,” T mumbled,

“Nice people,” said Grandpa, “Her father was captain of a ship -+ belore
he died, The mother is a fine woman, She plays the piano beautifully - and
the little girl sings like a birdi What’s matter with you?”

“Nothing, Grandpa, Nothing at all,”

He shook his head and began to whistle,

As we approached the house, he said in a low voice;

“You mustn’t tell Mama that we had a drink, She doesn’t like .t,7

Notes:

1, He was preparing for a position in the Civil Service, U IFE ARk 45 LA
AR LR BALE

2. a just retribution, —Fl 13 HLN

3. Drumbuck Arms [/drambo:k] J4E 4.

4, with an air of importance; & B A FLAGHIHYT .

5, St, Dominic’s [sen ‘dominiks] . C(KEH) FL KM WHGE,

6, the burning in her cyes awoke my instinct self-defence;  HHBIE AT L1 DG
Mk 1R H B ANE,

7. to turn head over heels; ®5.

Comprehension questions; \ .
Pacan M@;p/ e %ﬂ""-’«
1, Where did Robert go with Grandpa after breakfasty

oz lo w i~
2. Was he happy? Why (or why not) ? ﬂ{i T’J’A*"( ‘{H’ WS

: ¥ ol tM
3, What do you think of Roberl’s conversation with Alison’s cousing

CHAPTLER 1V

At that carly period of my life in Levenford I 5w little of the other!

members of the family, Very often Papa was away till the evening, e
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worked very much, Murdoch was also away most of the day at College, When
he came home he spent as much time as possible on his supper, Then he spread
his books all over the table and placed himself with a heavy sigh before them,

Kate came home after school, But she talked very little, She seldom spent
the evenings with the family, If she did not go out to visit her friend, Bessie,
she went to her room, where she corrected exercise books or read,

It was not surprising that while waiting for my begining at the Academy
I spent most of my time with Grandpa, In the afternoon when it was fine,
he took me out, : '

Sunday brought a different programme, On that day Mama rose carlier than
usual and brought Papa a cup of tea in bed, Then they all began to dress in
order to go to church, Kate ran up and down the stairs, Murdoch cried;“Mama,
where did you put my clean socks?” Papa stood in the lobby, looking at his
watch and repeating, “The bells will start in a minute,”

During these preparations I always stayed in Grandpa’s room, Grandpa
never went to church, He didn’t want to go; besides his clothes were not good
enough, When the family had left for the chﬁrch, he gave me a sign to
accompany him while he visited his friend Mrs, Bosomley,

Mrs, Bosomley was the widow of a merchant and had once been an actress
she was ahout fifty, quite stout, with a broad face and small kind eyes, which,
disappeared when she laughed, Mrs,Bosomley’s hospitality was a sharp contrast
to the Spartan economy in our house,! She gave me milk and sandwiches, while
Grandpa and she drank coffee, ‘

On Sunday afternoon, while Papa slept on the sofa in the pariour and
Murdoch left with Kate to teach in Sunday school,? Grandpa again gave me a
sign and we sét out in the direction of the village, After Sunday dinner all the
villagers werc asleep, Grandpa turned into a small lane and stopped near  a

a
beautiful garden with the sign A, Dalrymple, Nurseryman”® near the gates,
Grandpa looked carefully down the deserted lane, and over the hedge, Then he
said, “What a pity ti: dear man is not here,” v

He turned, took off his hat and handed it to me with a pleasant smile,
“Greep through the hedge, Robert, Take the hig yellow pears, they are best,
And keep your head down,”

I crept through and filled the hat with beautiful yellow pears, while he
stood in the middle of the lane, carefully looking around and whistling,

When I returned to him and we began to eat, he said.

“Dalrymple is ready to give me his last apple He is devoted to me,the dear man

Although I was g shy child, T found great pleasurs in Grandpa’s society,
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Yet therg was one sirange thing that surprised and upset me, Everybody greeted
Gréi}dpa warmly, but there was a certain part of the young generation that
mdcked at him in the streets,

Our enemies were not the Academy boys, like Gavin Blair, whom Grandpa
showed to me across the street, but the small viilage bbys, As we went by
they shouted, ' '

“Cadger Gow] There he goes)”

,“Where did he get that terrible nose?”

I turned pale with shame, Grandpa walked on, his head in the air, At
last my curiosity became so strong that I asked him;,

“Where did you get that nose, Grandpa?”

A silence, He looked at me with dignity,

“Boy, I got it in the Zulu War,”*

“Oh, Grandpa!” My shame melted in a flood of pride, of anger against
these foolish little boys, %Tell me about it, Grandpa, please,”

I scarcely breathed as Grandpa told me how the Scottish White Horse on
board a great ship had landed on a deserted shore,® how the White Horse
were cut off, how he carried dispatches through the enemy lines, a revolver
in each hand, a knife between his teeth, How the Zulus were after him, They
shot at him, But at last, weak and bleeding, he reached his men,

My heart was full of pride and admiration,

“Were you badly wounded, Grandpa?9”

“Yes, boy, I was,”

“Was it then that you got:+ your nose, Grandpa?”

He nodded, “It was, boy-:: an arrow- a poisoned arrow,” Then he added,
“The Queen herself decorated me with an order,”

I looked at him with a new respect, a2 new affection, Wonderful herojc
Grandpa] I held his hand tightly as we returned to Lomond View,

When we entered the house, Mama was in the lohhy, reading a letter
which had just come in, '

She turned to me, “Grandma is coming back tomorrow, She wants to see
you, Robert,”

Grandpa did not say a word, But he made a grimace, as if he had swallow-
ed something sour, and began to climb the stairs, ‘

Mama said kindly., “Would you like an egg to y'our tea, Father?;’

“No, Hannah, no,” the fearless fighter of Zulus said sadly, “After that I
can’t eat anything,” '

' X X X X
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On the following day—it was Saturday—I heard the sound of a cab and
ran to the window,

With excitement [ watched Grandma climb carefully from the cab, The
driver looked displeased when Grandma paid him, but at last agreed to carry
in the bags, Grandpa had gone for a walk, silently, at an unusual hour, But
Kate and Murdoch came out respectfully to greet her, In the lobby Mama was
calling; “Robiej Where are you? Come and help your Great-Grandma,”

I ran out and began to carry the lighter things upstairs, I looked with
shy interest at Grandma, She was a big woman, bigger than my Grandpa,
with a long, yellow, wrinkled face, Her hair, still dark, was parted in the
middle, As she talked to Mama, she showed strong yellow teecth, which made
little clicking noises,

Upstairs the secret door was open, and while Grandma had a cup of tea
downstairs, I sat on a bag in the doorway full of curiosity, It was a clean
and tidy room, with a big bed, In the corser stood a sewing-machine,

Grandma came up slowly and suspected the room to see if everything was
in order,

At last she shook her head to show she was not quite pleased and opened her
bag, She took out her speclacles, the Bible and some bottles of medicine,
which she placed on a little table beside her bed,

Then she addressed me,

“Have you been a good boy while I was away?”

“Yes, Grandma,”

“I’m glad to hear it, You may help me to unpack,”

I helped her to unpack, Grandma was pleased, She looked at me smiling
and said; “You are a good boy, in spite of all, Your Grandma has something
nice for you,” She took out some peppermint sweets, chosc one for herself
and gave the rest to me,

“Suck,” she advised, ¥They last longer that way,”

Grandma kept me with her most of the day, She even told me something
about herself, Her husband had been timekeeper at the Levenford Boiler Works,
One day, as he crossed the yard, a ton of steel had fallen from a crame to his

head, Poor Samuel Leckie] But he had gone to the Lord, and she received a
pension from the Works, She was independent, thank God, and could pay for
hér food and room,

At four o’clock in the afternoon she told me to wash my face and hands,
Half an hour later we set out for the village of Drumbuck,

“Remember, dear,” she instructed me as we approached a little sweetshop,
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“you must behave nicely, Miss Minns is my best friend, Don’t make a noise
when you drink your tea and speak when you are spoken to,”

I had often stopped in front of Miss Minns’ sweetshop, But I had never
dreamed that I would soon have the honour to be her guest, The door opened
as Grandma pushed and [ ‘entered the delightful little house that smelled of
peppermints, Miss Minns was a small woman in black, She gave a cry of joy
and surprise when we entered, Then she took us to the back shop, where she
laid the table very quickly, She poured the tea and began to tell Grandma
everything that had happened while she was away, But soon they became silent
and looked at me with a strange expression,

“He’s a nice boy,” Miss Minns said, “Take another piece of cake, my big
man,”

I was pleased with this sign of attention, Miss Minns had already given
me a plate of biscuits and a second cushion for my chair, to raise me to the
table,

“Now, dear,” she said kindly, “Tell your Grandma and me how you have
been getting on, You have spent much time with your Grandfather?”

“Oh, yes, I was with him all the time,”

A sad glance between the two ladies,

“And what did you do all the time9”

“Oh, lots of things,” I said with an air of importance, “Visited the
‘Drumbuck Arms’, Hunted the Zulus, Gathered fruit in Mr, Dalrymple’s
Nursery--Grandpa had permission, of course, tc send me through the hedge,”

I forgot nothing)

A pause followed, Grandma looked at me with silent pity, Then she began
to question me about my life in Dublin, She did it so cleverly that I soon
told her everything she wanted to know, When I finished the women looked at
each other,

“Robert, dear,” Grandma said, “run and play a minute by the door, Miss
Minns and I have something to discuss,”

I said good-bye to Minns and waited for Grandma at the door, She did
not speak during our return, Immediately she took me to her room, and asked
me to say~a prayer with her, She begged God to forgive a sinner, When she
finished she got up, smiled cheerfully, and lit the gas,

“That suit you arc wearing, Robert-—it’s a disgrace, What they will
think of you at the Academy, I don't know,” She showed to me how old the

material was,“Tomorrow 1’1l begin making you a new suit on my machine,
Then she opened the cupboard, speaking to herself,
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“] have a good petticoat somewhere, Just the thing}”

Suddenly we heard a knock on the door,

“Robie,” It was my Grandpa’s voice, ¥It’s time for bed,”

‘Grandma turned from the cupboard,

“] will put Robert to bed,”

“But he sleeps with me,”

“No, he is sleeping with me,”

There was a pause, Grandpa’s voice came through the door,

“His nightshirt is in my room,”

“] will give him a nightshirt,”

Again silence, the silence of defeat, And in a moment I heard Grandpa
return to his room, I was alarmed, Grandma saw it in my pale face, She
bacamz calmer and kinder, She undressed me, made me wash, wrapped me in a
flannel skirt and helped me to climb into the high bed, She sat down beside
me and sighed,

“My poor boy, I want you to prepare yourself, Your Grandpa never fought
in the war, He has never been away from these places,”

What was she saying? I was shocked, I didn’t believe her,

“It’s my duty to tell you the truth,” she continued, I tried not to hear
what she was saying, yet some of her words reached me from time to time, “A
failure in all he did---It was the end of his poor wife, And then he drinks -
see it in his face:--his nose, Now not a penny---dependent on my son,”

“No, no,” I cried, I covered my ears with my hands,

“You must know the truth, Robert, He is not the right company for a boy, |
Don’t cry, my dear, I’1l take care of you,”

She waited till 1 became quiet and then rose and said that she, too, was
tired, She addad, “Early to bed, early to rise, makes us all healthy, wealthy
and wisz,” and began to take off her clothes, I watched her with

interest,
She took off her cap and unpinned her gold watch, Next came off the white
shawl, her skirt and then five or six petticoats; then she paused to remove

her testh with a quick, almost magical movement of her left hand, She placed
them :n a glass of water by the bed,

“Robert] Turn to the wall,”

When I obeyed I heard more rustling sounds; then the gas went out and
Grandma was in bed beside me, She was a quiet sleeper, but her feet were very
cold, Lying on my side I fearfully studied her teeth on ‘the table,
had no such teeth, But I longed—oh, in spite of his sins, I longed
with all my heart to be back beside him,

Grandpa

studdenly



