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Chapter 1 | Leave Home

The story of my adventures begins in 1751.@
It was a fine morning early in June. I left my
father’s house for ever, and went down the road.
Good Mr Campbell® was waiting by his garden
gate. Hc was the minister of the village church.®
“Well, David,” he said, “I will go a little way
with you.”

We walked on. For some minutes we were

silent and then the minister spoke.

‘““Are you sad because you are leaving Essen-
dean?” he asked.

“I don’t know, sir,” I replied. ‘‘Essendean is
a good place. I have been happy there, but T have
not seen the world.® My parents are dead now.

® The story of my adventures begins in 17517 K
RIGT 1751 4. VFRFEBERH —BALENBURESEW, £ 3.
adventure: Fig. B, ® Mr Campbell: ¥R 5EH.
— RN, B E R EAAKRT B R B KT A ® He
was the minister of the village church: fhJ& £ # &3 M A4
i, minister: B0, FEE, Ik EE B4k R RN W PO
minister; FR¥E EHH B XA S HBITRA clergyman, ®1I
have been happy there, but I have not seen the world: 7E

WER— A BRER, TR, REFY RAHE, There I
Essendean (#145),



I am leaving to make a future for mysz1f.”D

““Well,”” Mr Campbell said, ‘I must tell you
something. When your mother died, your father
was very ill. He gave me a letter, He said it was
your inheritance.® ‘When I am dead,” he said, ‘give
my boy this letter., Send him to the house of
Shaws.® It is not far from® Cramond. I came
from that place, and my son ought to go back
there.”

“The house of Shaws!” I cried. “Did my
tather come from the housc of Shaws? And what
can my inheritance be?”

“I don’t know,” he answered, ‘“‘but you bear
the name of that family® —Balfour of Shaws, It is
an ancient, honest Scottish house.® Your father
was a gentleman. His conversation gave me great
pleasure.® I often invited him to my home to meet
gentlemen of my own family.”

@ I am leaving to make a future for myself: ¥
FXBEHBENE, am leaving, HER . make a future
for oneself: Hi¥RTHE, @ inheritance: 3% 7=, ® the
house of Shaws: ¥ . ® not far from: B ik,
® you tear the name of that family: {/ﬁ&i&’r%{)ﬁﬁ@t@k.
® I' is an ancient, honest Scottish house: RE— /I HE.
ek AT PR 2 K, It 48 the house of Shaw, @

His conversation gave me great pleasure: i i i i % B3k i
RERMER, great pleasurc: BLK KSR AR,
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He gave me the letter. On it my father had
written: “To iEbenezer Balfour®, House of Shaws,
My son David will deliver this.”

My heart was beating hard. Here was a future
for me. I was seventeen years old, and the son of
a poor Scottish village school teacher.

“Mr Campbell,” I said, ““do you think that I
ought to go?”

““Yes,” the minister replied. ‘‘Go at once,
Cramond is near Edinburgh. You arc young and
strong. Start off now, and you will reach it
tomorrow, If your high relations do not rcceive
you,® you can come back to me. But I hope they

will welcome you. And now, I mustgive you some

advice,”

His face was serious. He sat down under a
tree.

““Never forget your prayers,” he began. ‘‘Read
your Bible every day.” Next he described a great

house with its laird and its many servants.® ‘‘Be-

(D Ebenezer Balfour: SRt BiF- BRI, HEPEALNK

T BRER SR, @ 1f your high relations do not
receive you: {EINMRAARLE BT 38R 8 49 5. high rela-
tions: BB HIEMA. ® Next he described a great house

with its laird and its many servants: B3 BX IS T AE
MAFERHEMIFEIIHA T —F, laird: GRE2)HE,
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have well,® David,” he said. “Don’t make us as-
hamed of you. You are the son of a gentleman,
but you have always lived in the country. Be
wise.® Respect the laird, and obey him.”

“Tll try, sir,” I said.

“That is a good answer,” Mr Campbell said. -

He put his hand in his coat pocket.

“I have bought your father’s books and furni-
ture,®” he said. ‘‘Here is the money for them.®
And here are three small gifts from Mrs Campbell
and mysef.”

He stood up, and prayed for me, For a mo-
ment he held me in his arms., Then he said good—
bye and hurried away. I could see that he did not
like leaving me,

He was sad, but I felt happy.® I thought I
was leaving a quiet country life to go to a great

busy house. I was going among rich grand people

@® Behave well: fTHENRE, @ Be wise: {AEHR
M, ® 1 have bought your father’s boots and furniture:
RETFTTHRHOXFEMNEBARA, @ Here is the money
for them: XJ& LT X BARPAE. them 3§ books and furni-
ture, ® He was sad, but I felt happy: fit D HEEZ, R
MBI EN, XEBRTAKIXMIERAFHEE —FHEK
HZR ’
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of my own name and 5lood.® I imagined the big
place full of servants, and the fine furniturc in the
rooms,?

Suddenly I felt ashamed.

“David,” I said to myself, ‘“you are not grate-
ful. If you were, you would not forget your kind
old friends.”®

1 looked at the minister’s three gifts. They
were a shilling, a Bible, and some country medi-
cine,®

I put them in my small bundle and climbed
the hill. At the top I stopped and looked back at
Essendean. I saw the minister’s house and the village
-«church and the trees in the churchyard, Under

those trees my father and mother were lying in the
earth.

With my bundle over my shoulder, I walked
on,

® I was going among rich grand people of my own
name and blood: WHEFHALALRAH, WHMKRER
RS EREFEE—E, my own name and blood: R
Ak EH, ® I imagined the big place ... in the
rooms: REL hIE—M MR, ERBERIERE K &,
® If you wete, you would not forget your kind friends: 0
RIFEAMERE BEBROAN, RRASRITHRE A X R E
$141.1f you were JGE# T grateful, @ country medicine:
SRHH,



Chapter 2 1 Come to the House of Shaws

Early next morning I looked down over a wide
plain.® In the middle of the plain there was a
great city. It was Edinburgh. At the far edge of
the plain I saw the sea. There was a flag on the
castle,® and ships on the water. I was astonished.®

I stopped at a cottage, and asked my way. A
man told me Cramond was west of the city. I went
on and on. I saw some soldiers marching along a
main road. I loved their red coats and the gay
music of the band.®

I reached Cramond, and asked a man the way
to the Shaws, He looked at me strangely. I saw

that he was surprised by my question.

@ Early next morning I looked down over a wide plain:
FoXEER, RWEBRE—FTRKGTIE. look down: .
plain: F R, ® There was a flag on the castle: 3§ & 1
BF—WE T, castle: IR, ® I was astonished: R
. WEALAKRB-BREEMNBHERNRATEZAN R E
g O, ® 1 loved their red coats and the gay
music of the band: EEXKEBMNIHEFEWLAIE, ZuwBwkik
BIZE SR, red coats: 450, MM ERLRFLNE, BER
HEER@HE", band: FKBA,
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“*He is looking at my country clothes,” 1
thought. ‘“‘They are dusty from the road. He thinks
I am not fit for a great house.,”®

When 1 spoke to other people, they gave me
the same strange look. What was the matter? I
could not understand,

An honest fellow was coming along a side road
with his cart.®

“Do you know the house of Shaws?” ]
asked.

He, too, stopped and looked at m< strangely,

“Yes,” he said.

“fs it a grcat house?”

““Well, yes. The house is a big one.”

“And the people in it?”

““Are you mad?’ he cried. ‘‘There are no
people there.”

“What?” I said, ‘“‘not Mr Ebenezer?”

““Oh, yes,” the man said, ‘‘there’s the laird, if

you want him.® What do you want there, young

® He thinks I am not fit for a great house: fltikH |
MBI ERERE, BATLEESHITHARIRKIIE
FHBE, not fit for: AMEL, ® An ‘nonest feliow ...
a side road with his cart: —f% i B RN IE N/ BE L
3%k, side road: /NBE, ® if you want him: IIRFE
$Rftr, want X BIE“R" R,



man?”®

“I’'m hoping for some work,” I answered.

‘“What?” the man cried sharply. ‘‘Let me give
you some advice. Don’t go near the Shaws.”

Next I met a neat little man who was wearing
a beautiful white wig.® I saw from his wig that
he was a barber.® Barbers know everything and
everybody. They talk to people when they are
cutting their hair,

“Do you know Mr Balfour of the Shaws?” I
asked.

He laughed sharply.

“‘Ebenezer?’’ he said. “I know him, but he’s
not a friend of mine.”

1 was seriously troubled by these words.® Why
did everyone avoid the house of Shaws? Why did
no one like the laird? What ought I to do? I

® What do you want there, young man?4E# A, 1R 8
BRF44? want 38 want to do (REH). @ Next I
met ... man who was wearing a beautiful white wig: T—
AR R RA FREE M TFOABRFERNAERE, who
.. white wig & & W\ A, wigt@B R, ® 1 saw from
his wig that he was a barber: ABE A LBRE HBR—
AR, see XEIR“UIF", barber: R, @ I was
seriously troubled by these words: Bf TiXiui%, RWHGIB
THif. trouble: 1%,
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She pointed tb a great building in the next valley

could go back to Mr Campbell, but it was a long
way. Pride made me go on.

Late in the afternoon I met a dark, angry
woman. She had a mad look in her eyes. I asked
again for the Shaws.

She turned and led me up a hill. She pointed to
a great building down in the next valley.D I looked.

The land was pleasant, with low hills, woods

and streams. The crops in the ficlds were growing

well. Tut the house! It stood in an empty spacc.

It was like a ruin. No road led up to it and no

@ She pointed to a great building down in the rext
valley: i P 4BEILA T —BARS Y. point: .



stmoke cose from the chimneys.® There was no
ggrden.

My heart was heavy. “‘That"”® T cried.

The woman looked at it angriiy.

“That is the house of Shaws!” she cried. I
hate it! Blood built it! Blood stopped the work
on it! Blood will bring it down in ruins.® If you
see the laird, tell him my words. Tell him that
Jennet Clouston puts a curse on him®, On him,
and his house, and everything in it!”

She turned angrily and went away. Her words
filled me with fear. In those days people still be-
lieved that curses brought evil.® I found that I

" was trembling.

1 sat down on the side of a ditch, I Jooked at

@ No road led up to it and no smoke rose from the
chimneys: B4 B 38 1 IRPE 55 7, M I B th B0 B LR RO BRBE,
lead up to: @A, it#4 the house of Shaws, chimney: JM,
® That: FEER YW, XERBHKEHKERESE, TEHN
4]F&: That is the house of Shaws! @ Blood built it!
Blood stopped the work on it! Blood will bring it down in
ruins: ERAHmMBRAN AemEIEEgEEE HRES
P8 I $8 BEER, %;’i‘ blood ¥ AT, =, =
A blood #55 A 13-4 R 1L 47 4, bring down: # B, in
ruins: WX B 48, @ puts a curse on him: i JEft.,
® In thase days people still believed that curses brought
evil: BB, ANDIBRERELSAANFRKAE, evilh R4,
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