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Chapter 1

THE SPRING of 1879 began early in the Low-
lands of Scotland!. The young green corn spread
smoothly over the fields, and the trees burst into
leaf? a month before time. In the villages along
the important River Clyde®, farmers expected
their best season for many years, if the good weath-
er continued. All through this beautiful country
of open fields and rolling hills®, there was a feeling
of peace and happiness on this day in early May.

Over the old town of Levenfords, where the
Leven flowed into the Clyde, the sun had shone
brightly all day, but now, in the late afternoon,
light clouds appeared, and a hot wind began to
blow. Sweeping in from the fields and hills, past
the busy shipyards at the far end of the town,
through the rather ugly shopping centre, and on to
the brighter streets of private houses, the wind
suddenly cooled as it struck a large grey stone
house, the home of the Brodie® family.

This extraordinary building, which looked
rather like a castle, was fairly small, containing
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only about seven rooms, but the cold stone and
its strange shape made it appear much bigger.
The house stood higher from the ground than the
others in the road, suggesting that its owner con-
sidered himself 2 nobler man than his neighbours;
and, in the front of the house, there was a large
tower, with a flag flying from its roof. Below this
. tower was the front door, which was so narrow that
it was only just possible to enter by it: it looked
like the mouth of an angry man warning visitors
"to keep out. The lower windows, like ‘the door,
. were also narrow-—mere holes in the walls, large
enough to admit a little light, but small enough
to prevent people from* looking in.

The whole appearance of the house, w1th its
hard lines and peculiar angles?, was frightening.
The people of Levenford never laughed at this
house, at least not opcnly, somethmg forbade
them 6ver "o ‘stafle. | =
- In the large kitchen, which the Brodie family
also used as their living-room, the hands of the
clock now pointed to twenty minutes past five, and
old Grandma Brodie; who was seventy-two, sat
by the fire helping to make the tea. She kept
throwing angry looks ‘at her granddaughter,
Mary , a pretty girl of seventeen, who was sitting
in the chair used by her fathcr and therefore
forbidden to everyone else.

“You’re sitting in your father’s chair, Mary,”

1. prevent ... from —[fjk, 2. peculiar angles — &
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she said at last.

Mary was looking out of the window in deep
thought!, and did not answer.

- “That chair which you’re sitting in is your
father’s, do you hear?” Grandma Brodie
repeated. ‘““Are you deaf as well as stupid ?”

Like a sleeper waking, Mary looked up and
smiled. “Were you speaking, Grandma? ?”’

At that moment Margaret Brodie® hurried
into the kitchen to lay the table. Her clothes
were stained, her hair was untidy, and her face
was tired and sad. She looked ten years older
than her forty-two years. This was Mary’s
mother, but now they seemed unrelated.

“Get up at once, Mary,” she cried. “It’s
nearly half past five. Go and call your sister.”

Her daughter went into the hall and called:
“Nessie ! Tea time—tea time !4”

A moment later, the two sisters entered the
room. Nessie was twelve years old, with long
fair hair and a soft, gentle expression that gave
her the appearance of always trying to please.

“Have you washed your hands?” Mrs.
Brodie asked her.

Without waiting for a reply, she looked at

1. in deep thought — T, 2. Grandma ——(J|,i& )3 &,
3. Margaret ['ma:gorit] Brodie—— F & §i%F - % 2l 4. Nessie
['nizsi] ——4E7E; tea time (IR R (—RETF
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the clock and hastily commanded: “Sit down !”

The four people in the room seated them-
selves at table, and waited anxiously. As the clock
struck the half~hour, the front door opened and
was noisily shut again. Heavy footsteps ad-
vanced along the passage; and James Brodie! came
into the room. He was a big, powerful man, over
six feet in height. He walked straight to the
table, sat down, and hungrily began to eat the
special meal that had been cooked for him.

This, then, was the reason for their punctu-
ality and anxious waiting: immediate service for
the master of the house, at meal-times as in
everything, was demanded.

Now that Brodie had started to eat, the others
were allowed to begin, although for them there was
only a simple tea. They ate in absolute silence,
showing neither surprise nor regret at the absence
- of conversation. When Brodie chose (o be silent
then no word might be spoken. Tonight he was
in a particularly angry mood. Looking around
the table between mouthfuls to see how the others
were behaving, he saw to his disgust® that his
mother, Grandma Brodie, was dipping her bread
into® her tea.

“Are you a pig to eat like that, woman ?”
he called at her across the table.

She looked up in surprise. “Eh, what,
James?  What for ?”’

1. James [dzeimz] Brodie BT - 2. 2. to one’s
disgust — @A KR, WKL, 3. dip into — 2T,

[
4]



B, PIAATER RS T TR, MANS
. WEAMRIT A, MTITFT, B XWEm
Fi %k To VLTI FEIE S, . S -
PR, R TR BBT, M
75 %Rgﬁ @EE%@J%&%&:T; ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁiﬂﬁ
 FERIG AR AR, i

ﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ?%ﬁﬂﬁ%%%ﬁ%ﬁﬁ»ﬁ%
wmﬁ,wﬂmgﬁm%,§3ﬂﬁﬁ~%z&ﬁ
Spal.

A DM E LI, TATT A BT
ST SR L R WA
ﬁm%%%@@@%,w$ﬁ$&ﬁ%xiTﬁﬁ
WA TR, A5 50 RO, TR AU
T, S0 TR ISR i—irs, —
AL TE B HESF I AL A YE B b A3 3l 4
i ) 5 3 75 2 W R TE A G A BN RS,
HRKE.

“%:Jkﬁ ﬁiﬁ%ﬁ’l@? ﬁ#ﬂﬁf&’? Al W ST
X]‘ﬁikl%mlﬁ%o f \

bR, IR, 4, fE U8 i
ftaz”



Now that Brodie had started o eal, the others were allowed to begin,
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“Have you not got the
sense to know when you’re
eating like a pig ? Remem-
ber your manners, you old
fool !’

He looked dlsapprov-
ingly at the others and
continued his meal.

Mrs. Brodic tried to

change the conversation by :

asking her younger daugh-
ter: ‘“Well, Nessie dear,
and how did you get on at
school today ?”’

Nessie  hesitated.
“Quite well, Mamma.”

Brodie stopped eating

and looked her in the face.
“Quite well? You're still
top of your class, aren’t
you ?”

“Not today, Father. I
was only second.”

“What ! You let some-
body beat you ! Don’t you
realize what your education
is going to mean to you ?”’
~ The small child burst
into tears.

“She’s been top for
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nearly six weeks, Father,” Mary interrupted
bravely. “And the others are older than she is.”

Brodie turned on Mary in anger. ‘“Be
silent !

“It’s that French !” Nessie cried. “I feel
as if T shall never get it right.” N

“Not get it right ! I should think you will
get it right ! You’re going to be educated, my
girl! You’ve got brains—my brams, for your
mother’s a fool ! —and I’ll see that you use them.
You’ll work at your lessons' tonight.”

“Yes, Father.”

Brodie gave a faint smile?, which was partly
of love but far more of pride. *““You’re my own
girl. You’ll add honour to the name of Brodie,”
he said.

Then, as he turned his head, ‘his eyes fell upon
his other daughtcr, and immediately his expres-
sion cha.ng‘ed

“Mary !’,

« “Yes, Father.”

“I heard news of you today. that nearly made
me sick. T was told that you were seen talking to
a young gentleman, who I believe is a bad
oharacter.” ; ‘

Nessie, relieved to be no longer the centre of
attention, said without thinking: “Oh, Mary, was
it Denis Foyle® ?”

Mary looked down at her plate. “He’s

1. work at one’s lesson ——{{{Tfjif. 2. a faint smile ——§
f4—2. 3. Denis Foyle ['denis 'foul] —FBET - 12/R.
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not a bad character !”

“What !’ shouted Brodie. ‘“You are speak-
ing back to your own father !”

Although she had never dared to argue with
her father before, Mary added: “Denis is in a
good business’, Father.”

“Indeed now ! Have you anything more you
would like to say about the noble character of the
gentleman ?”

Mary knew she would only make matters
worse by replying, but she said: “His employers
think well of him.?”

“Lies —all lies ! Brodie shouted. “He’s
rotten ! It’s shameful that you ever spoke to him.
You’ll never speak to him again. I forbid it.”’

Mary began to cry. “But, Father! Oh,
Father, I — I ...”

“Mary, Mary, don’t speak to your father
like that!” came Mamma’s voice from the
other end of the table. But her words only drew
Brodie’s anger upon herself.

“Are you talking, or am I? Keep your
mouth shut and don’t interrupt ! You’re as bad
as she is !”

Turning back to Mary, he said: “I have
spoken. If you dare to disobey me, there will
be trouble.” And one more point: this is the first
night of Levenford Fair. No child of mine is
to go near that show-ground. T forbid it.”

1. in a good business —JEjREY. 2. think well of —&
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