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8 TIIE GREAT SHADOW.

by Tweedmouth, built up of logs and tar-
barrels; and I can well remember how, night
after night, I strained my eyes to sce if it werce
ablaze. I was only cight at the time, but it is
an age when one takes a grief to heart, and I
felt as though the fate of the country hung in
some fashion upon me and my wigilance. And
then one night as I looked I suddenly saw a
little flicker on the beacon hill—a single red
tongue of flame in the darkness. I remember
how I rubbed my eyes, and pinched myself,
and rapped my knuckles against the stonc
window-sill, to make sure that I was indeed
awake. And then the flame shot higher, and
I saw the red quivering line upon the water
between; and I dashed into the kitchen,
screeching to my father that the French
had crossed and the Twecdmouth light was
aflamec. He had been talking to Mr. Mitchell,
the law student from Edinburgh; and I can
sce him now as he knocked his pipe out at the
side of the fire, and looked at me from over
the top of his horn spectacles.

““Are you sure, Jock ?’" says he.

“ Sure as dcath!” I gasped.

He reached out his hand for the Bible upon
the table, and opened it upon his knce as
though he meant to read to us; but he shut it
again in silence, and hurried out. e went
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brow that shot away up into tufts of sandy
hair.

“I doubt it’s a false alarm,” said he.
“Maybe I’d ha’ done well to bide where I
was; but now I've come so far, I'’ll break my
fast with the regiment.”

He clapped spurs to his horse, and away he
went down the brac.

‘““I ken him weel,” said our student, nodding
after him. “He’s a lawyer in Edinburgh, and
a braw hand at the stringin’ of verses. Wattie
Scott is his name.”

None of us had heard of it then; but it
was not long before it was the best known
name in Scotland, and many a time we thought
of how he speered his way of us on the night
of the terror.

But early in the morning we had our minds
set at ease. It was grey and cold, and my
mother had gone up to the house to mask a
pot of tea for us, when there came a gig down
the road with Dr. Horscroft of Ayton in it and
his son Jim. The collar of the doctor’s brown
coat came over his ears, and he looked in a
decadly black humour; for Jim, who was but
fifteen years of age, had trooped off to Berwick
at the first alarm with his father’s new fowling
picce. All night his dad had chased him, and
now there he was, a prisoner, with the barrel
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sccond-best bedroom into an Iinglish half and
a Scotch half. Now the cot in which I always
slept was so placed that my hecad was to the
north of the line and my feet to the south of it.
My friends say that if I had chanced to lie the
other way my hair might not have been so
sandy, nor my mind of so solemn a cast. This
I know, that morc than once in my life, when
my Scotch head could sce no way out of a
danger, my good thick English legs have come
to my help, and carried me clear away. DBut
at school I never heard the end of this, for
they would call me “ Half-and-half” and ““ The
Great Britain,” and sometimes ““ Union Jack.”
When there was a battle between the Scotch
and English boys, one side would kick my shins
and the other cuff my ears, and then they would
both stop and laugh as though it were some-
thing funny.

At first T was very miscrable at the Berwick
Academy. Birtwhistle was the first master,
and Adams the sccond, and I had no love for
cither of them. T was shy and backward by
nature, and slow at making a friend cither
among mastcrs or boys. It was nine miles as
the crow flies, and eleven and a-half by road,
from Berwick to West Inch, and my hecart
grew heavy at the weary distance that sepa-
rated me from my mother; for, mark you, a
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in the North of England, for he had done three
murders at the least, and thcre were charges
enough against him upon the sheet to have
hanged him ten times over.

Well now, I could not pass over my boyhood
without telling you about this, which was the
most important thing that happened to muc.
Dut I will go off upon no more side tracks;
for when I think of all that is coming, I can
see very well that I shall have more than
cnough to do before I have finished. Tor
when a man has only his own little private tale
to tell, 1t often takes him all his time; but
when he gets mixed up in such great matters
as I shall have to speak about, then it is hard
on him, if he has not been brought up to it,
to get it all sct down to his liking. But my
memory is as good as ever, thank God, and 1
shall try to get it all straight before I finish.

It was this business of the burglar that first
made a friendship between Jim Horscroft, the
doctor’s son, and me. He was cock boy of the
school from the day he camc; for within the
hour he had thrown IBarton, who had bceen
cock before him, right through the big black-
board in the class-room. Jun always ran to
muscle and bone, and cven then he was squarc
and tall, short of spcech and long in the arm,
much given to lounging with his broad back
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struck her sick, and cry, “ How sweet! how
perfect!”” just as though it had been a painted
picturc. She didn’t like gamcs, but I used to
make her play “tig” and such like; but it was
no fun, for I could always catch her in threce
jumps, and she could never catch me, though
she would come with as much rustle and
flutter as ten boys would make. \When I used
to tell her that she was good for nothing, and
that her father was a fool to bring her up like
that, she would begin to cry, and say that I
was a rude boy, and that she would go home
that very night, and ncver forgive me as long
as she lived. But in five minutes she had
forgot all about it. \What was strange was
that she liked me a deal better than I did her,
and she would never lecave me alone; but she
was always watching me and running after me,
and then saying, *“ Oh, here you are!” as if it
werce a surprisc.

DBut soon I found that there was good in her
;0. She used sometimes to give me pennics,
so that oncc I had four in my pocket all at
the samec time; but the best part of her was
the storics that she could tell.  She was sore
frightened of frogs, so I would bring one to
her, and tell her that I would put it down her
neck unless she told a story. That always
helped her to begin; but when once she was
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big arching sky, and down at the flat blue sea,
and felt that there was something wanting,
but could never lay my tongue to what that
somcthing was. And I became quick of temper
too, for my nerves seemed all of a fret, and
when my mother would ask me what ailed me,
or my father would speak of my turning my
hand to work, I would break into such sharp
bitter answers as I have often grieved over
since. Ah! a man may have more than one
wife, and more than one child, and more than
onc friend; but he can never have but the one
mother, so let him cherish her while he may.
One day when I came in from the sheep,
therc was my father sitting with a letter in his
hands, which was a very rare thing with us,
cxcept when the factor wrote for the rent.
Then as I came nearer to him I saw that he
was crying, and I stood staring, for I had
always thought that it was not a thing that a
man could do. I can sec him now, for he had
so decp a crcasc across his brown cheeck that
no tcar could pass it, but must trickle away
sideways and so down to his ear, hopping off
on to the sheet of paper. My mother sat
beside him and stroked his hands like she did
the cat’s back when she would soothe 1t.
“Aye, Jeannie,” said he, ‘“poor Willic’s
gonc. It’s from the lawyer, and it was suddcn
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Souter Johnnie, the long-haired fifteen-year-old,
and our cart with the new-painted tail-board
that we only used on great days. The coach
was In just as I came, and I, like a foolish
country lad, taking no heed to the years that
had passed, was looking about among the folk
in the Inn front for a slip of a girl with her
petticoats just under her knces. And as I
slouched past and craned my neck there came
a touch to my elbow, and there was a lady
dressed all in black standing by the steps, and
I knew that it was my cousin Edie.

I knew 1t, I say, and yet had she not touched
mc I might have passed her a score of times
and ncever known it. My word, if Jim Hors-
croft had asked me then if she were pretty or
no, I should have known how to answer him !
She was dark, much darker than i1s common
among our border lasses, and yet with such a
faint blush of pink breaking through her dainty
colour, like the deeper flush at the heart of a
sulphur rose. Her lips were red, and kindly,
and firm; and even then, at the first glance,
I saw that light of mischief and mockery that
danced away at the back of her great dark
eycs. She took me then and there as though
I had been her heritage, put out her hand and
plucked me. She was,as I have said, in black,
dressed in what secemed to me to be a wondrous












32 THE GREAT SHADOW.

as he has never done before or since, and in
an hour she was scated at the supper table,
where my mother had laid out not only butter,
but a glass dish of gooseberry jam, which
sparkled and looked fine in the candle-light.
I could sce that my parents were as overcome
as I was at the difference in her, though not in
the same way. My mother was so set back
by the feather thing that she had round her
neck that she called her Miss Calder instead
of Edie, until my cousin in her pretty flighty
way would lift her forefinger to her whencver
she did it. After supper, when she had gone
to bed, they could talk of nothing but her looks
and her breeding.

“By the way, though,” says my father, ““it
does not look as if she were heart-broke about
my brother’s death.”

And then for the first time I remembered
that she had never said a word about the

matter since I had met her.
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how I caught an cel in the Corriemuir burn
and chivied her about with it, until she ran
screaming under my mother’s apron half mad
with fright, and my father gave me one on the
car-hole with the porridge stick which knocked
me and my eel under the kitchen dresser. And
these were the things that she missed ! Well,
she must miss them, for my hand would wither
before I could do them now. But for the first
time I began to understand the queerncss that
lies 1n a woman, and that a man must not
reason about one, but just watch and try to
learn.

We found our level after a time, when she
saw that she had just to do what she liked and
how she liked, and that I was as much at her
beck and call as old Rob was at mine. You'll
think I was a fool to have had my head so
turned, and maybe I was; but then you must
think how little I was used to women, and how
much we were thrown together. Desides she
was a woman in a million, and I can tell you
that it was a strong hcad that would not be
turned by her.

Why, there was Maor Illiott, a man that
had buried three wives, and had twelve pitched
battles to his name, IEdic could have turned
him round her finger hke a damp rag—she,
only ncw from the boarding school. I met bim
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Corriemuir we might earn a hundred good
pounds over the extra rent, and maybe be able
to build out the parlour at \West Inch, so as to
make it fine for her when we married, she
would pout her lips and droop her cyes, as
though she scarce had patience to listen to me.
But if I would let her build up dreams about
what I might become, how I might find a paper
which proved me to be the true heir of thelaird,
or how, without joining the army, which she
would by no mecans hear of, I showed myself to
be a great warrior until my name was in all
folks’ mouths, then she would be as blithe as
the May. I would keep up the play as well as
I could, but soon some luckless word would
show that I was only plain Jock Calder of West
Inch, and out would come her lip again in
scorn of me. So we moved on, she 1n the air
and I on the ground; and if the rift had not
come In one way, it must in another.

It was after Christmas, but the winter had
been mild, with just frost enough to make it
safe walking over the peat bogs. One fresh
morning IEdie had been out early, and she came
back to breakfast with a fleck of colour on her
cheeks.

‘“ Has your friend the doctor’s son come home,
Jack ?”" says she.

‘““1 heard that it was expected.”
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“Ah! Jock,” he cricd, ““it’s good to sce you
again. Therc are no friends like the old oncs.”

Then suddenly he stuck in his speech, and
starcd with his mouth open over my shoulder.
I turned, and there was Ifdie, with such a
merry, roguish smile, standing in the door.
How proud I fclt of her, and of myself too, as
I looked at her! '

““This 1s my cousin, Miss LEdic Calder,
Jim,” said I.

“Do you often take walks before breakfast,
Mr. Horscroft ?” she asked, still with that
roguish smile.

““Yes,” said he, staring at her with all his
eyes.

““So do I, and generally over yonder,” said
she. “But you are not very hospitable to your
friend, Jack. If you do not do the honours, I
shall have to take your place for the credit of
West Inch.”

Well, in another minute we were in with the
old folk, and Jim had his plate of porridge
ladled out for him ; but hardly a word would he
speak, but sat with his spoon in his hand staring
at Cousin IZdie. She shot little twinkling
clances across at him all the time, and it scenicd
to me that she was amused at his backwardness,
and that she tried by what she said to give him
heart.

’
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so well. Before he was done I could see that
his head was buzzing with her beauty and her
kindly words. I thrilled with pride to think
that he should think so well of my kin.

“Isn’t she fine, Jim?” I could not help
saying when we stood outside the door, hc
lighting his pipe before he set off home.

“Fine!” he cried; ‘I never saw her
match !

“We’'re going to be married,” said I.

The pipe fell out of his mouth, and he stood
staring at me. Then he picked it up and
walked off without a word. I thought that he
would likely come back, but he never did; and
I saw him far off up the brae, with his chin on
his chest.

But I was not to forget him, for Cousin Edie
had a hundred questions to ask me about his
boyhood, about his strength, about thec women
that he was likely to know; there was no satis-
fying her. And then again, later in the day, I
heard of him, but in a less pleasant fashion.

It was my father who came home in the
evening with his mouth full of poor Jim. He
had been deadly drunk since midday, had been
down to \Westhouse links to figzht the gipsy
champion, and it was not certain that the man
would live through the night. My father had
met Jim on thc highroad, dour as a thunder-
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“It’s God’s truth,” said I.

He stood looking at me, and his face had sct
like that of a man who is having a hard fight
with himsclf. It wasa long two minutes before
he spoke.

‘““See here, Jock!” said he. “ This woman'
is fooling us both. D’you hear, man? she’s
fooling us both! She loves you at West Inch,
and she loves mc on the braeside; and in her
devil’s hcart she cares a whin-blossom for
ncither of us. Let’s join hands, man, and
secnd the hellfire hussy to the right-about!”

But this was too much. I could not curse
her in my own heart, and still less could I stand
by and hear another man do it; not though it
was my oldest friend.

“Don’t you call names!” I cried.

““Ach! you sicken me with your soft talk!
I’ll call her what she should be called !”

“\Vill you, though ?” said I, lugging off my
coat. ‘“Look you here, Jim Horscroft, if you
say another word against her, I'’ll lick it down
your throat, if you were as big as DBerwick
Castle! Try me and sec!”

Hec peeled off his coat down to the elbows,
and then he slowly pulled it on again.

“Don’t be such a fool, Jock!” said he.
““ Four stone and five inches is more than
mortal man cangive. Two old friends mustn’t
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West Inch four nights a week to sit with us.
My folk were pleased about it, and I tried to
be pleased too.

Maybe at first there was a little coolness
between him and me: there was not quite the
old schoolboy trust between us. But then,
when the first smart was passed, it seemed to
me that he had acted openly, and that I had
no just cause for complaint against him. So
we were friendly, in a way; and as for her, he
had forgotten all his anger, and would have
kissed the print of her shoe in the mud. We
used to take long rambles togcther, he and I;
and it is about one of these that I now want to
tell you. .

\WWe had passed over Bramston Heath and
round the clump of firs which screens the
house of Major Elliott from the seca wind. It
was spring now, and the year was a forward
one, so that the trecs were well lcaved by the
end of April. It was as warm as a summer
day, and we were the more surprised when we
saw a huge fire roaring upon the grassplot before
the major’s door. There was half a fir-tree in
it, and the flames were spouting up as high as
the bedroom windows. Jim and I stood staring,
but we stared the more when out came the
major, with a great quart pot in his hand, and
at his heels his old sister who kept house for
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And away he went once more with his great
tankard hopping round his bonfire.

Well, we stayed some time with the major,
and then away we wcnt down to the beach,
Jim and I, talking about this great news, and
all that would come of it. He knew a little,
and I knew less, but we pieced it all together
and talked about how the prices would come
down, how our brave fellows would return home,
how the ships could go where they would in
peace, and how we could pull all the coast
beacons down, for there was no enemy now to
fear. Sowe chatted as wewalked along the clean,
hard sand, and looked out at the old North
Sea. How little did Jim knowat that moment,
as he strode along by my side so full of health
and of spirits, that he had reached the extreme
summit of his life, and that from that hour all
would, in truth, be upon the downward slope!

There was a little haze out to sea; for it had
been very misty in the early morning, though
the sun had thinned it. As we looked seawards
we suddenly saw the sail of a small boat break
out through the fog, and come bobbing along
towards the land. A single man was seated 1n
the sheets, and she yawed about as she ran, as
though he were of two minds whether to beach
her or no. At last, determined it may be by
our prescnce, he made straight for us, and her
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““And to-day’s Thursday. You have been
three days without bite or sup.”

““It is too long,” said he. ¢ Twice before I
have been for two days, but never quite so long
as this. Well, I shall leave my boat here, and
see whether I can get lodgings in any of these
little grey houses upon the hillsides. Why is
that great fire burning over yonder ?”

‘““ It 1s one of our neighbours who has served
against the French. He is rejoicing because
peace has been declared.”

‘“ Oh, you have a neighbour who has served
then! I am glad; for I, too, have seen a little
soldering here and there.”

He did not look glad, but he drew his brows
down over his keen eyes.

““You are French, are you not ?”’ I asked, as
we all walked up the hill together, he with his
black bag in his hand and his long blue cloak
slung over his shoulder.

“Well, I am of Alsace,” said he; ‘“and, you
know, they are more German than IFrench. For
myself, I have been in so many lands that I feel
at home in all. I have been a great traveller;
and where do you think that I might find a
lodging ?”

I can scarcely tell now, on looking back with
the great gap of five-and-thirty years between,
what i1mpression this singular man had made
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CHAPTER VI

H Wandering XEagle.

4 Y father seemed to be much of Jim Hors-
Y croft’s opinion; for he was not over
k; warm to this new guest and looked
him up and down with a very ques-
tioning eye. He set a dish of vinegared her-
rings before him, however, and I noticed that
he looked more askance than ever when my
companion ate nine of them, for two were
always our portion. When at last he had
finished Bonaventure de Lapp’s lids were droop-
ing over his eyes, for I doubt that he had been
sleepless as well as foodless for these three days.
It was but a poor room to which I had led him,
but he threw himself down upon the couch,
wrapped his big blue cloak around him, and was
asleep in an instant. He was a very high and
strong snorer, and, as my room was next to his,
I had reason to remember that we had a
stranger within our gates.
When I came down in the morning I found"
that he had been beforehand with me; for he
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was seated oppositc my father at the window-
table in the kitchen, their hecads almost touch-
ing, and a little roll of gold pieces between
them. As I came in my father looked up at
me, and I saw a light of greed in his eyes such
as I had never seen beforc. He caught up the
money with an eager clutch and swept it into
his pocket.

““Very good, mister,” said he; ¢ the room’s
yours, and you pay always on the third of the
month.”

““ Ah! and here is my first friend,” cried de
Lapp, holding out his hand to me with a smile
which was kindly enough, and yet had that
touch of patronage which a man uses when he
smiles to his dog. ‘I am myself again now,
thanks to my excellent supper and good night’s
rest. Ah! it is hunger that takes the courage
from a man. That most, and cold next.”

‘““Aye, that’s right,” said my father; “I’ve
been out on the moors in a snowdrift for six-
and-thirty hours, and ken what it’s like.”

““I once saw threec thousand men starve to
death,” remarked de Lapp, putting out his
hands to the fire. ‘““Day by day they got
thinner and more like apes, and they did come
down to the edge of the pontoons where we did
keep them, and they howled with rage and
pain. The first few days their howls went over
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the whole city, but after a week our sentries
on the bank could not hear them, so weak they
had fallen.” |

““And they died !’ I exclaimed.

““They held out a very long time. Austrian
Grenadiers they were, of the corps of Starowitz,
fine stout men as big as your friend of yester-
day; but when the town fell there were but four
hundred alive, and a man could lift them threc
at a time as if they were little monkeys. It was
a pity. -Ah! my friend, you will do me the
honours with madame and with mademoiselle.”

It was my mother and Edie who had come
into the kitchen. He had not seen them the
night before, but now it was all I could do to
keep my facc as I watched him; for instead of
our homely Scottish nod, he bent up his back
like a louping troat, and slid his foot, and
clapped his hand over his heart in the queerest
way. My mother stared, for she thought he
was making fun of her; but Cousin Iidic fell
into it in an instant, as though it had becn a
game, and away shc went in a great curtsy
until I thought she would have had to give it
up, and sit down right there in the middle of
the kitchen floor. But no, she up again as light
as a piece of fluff, dnd we all drew up our
stools and started on the scones and milk and

porridge.
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He had a wonderful way with women, that
man. Now if I were to do it, or Jim Horscroft,
it would look as if we were playing the fool,
and the girls would have laughed at us; but with
him it seemed to go with his style of facc
and fashion of speech, so that one came at last
to look for it: for when he spoke to my mother
or Cousin Edie—and he was never backward
in speaking—it would always be with a bow
and a look as if it would hardly be worth their
while to listen to what he had to say, and when
they answered he would put on a face as though
every word they said was to be treasured up
and remembered for ever. And yet, even while
he humbled himself to a woman, there was
always a proud sort of look at the back of his
eye as if he meant to say that it was only to
them that he was so meek, and that he could be
stiff enough upon occasion. As to my mother,
it was wonderful the way she softened to him,
and in half-an-hour she had told him all about
her uncle, who was a surgeon in Carlisle, and
the highest of any upon her side of the house.
She spoke to him about my brother Rob’s death,
which I had never heard her mention to a soul
before, and he looked as if the tears were in his
eyes over it—he, who had just told us how he
had seen three thousand men starved to dcath !
As to Edie, she did not say much, but she kept

¢
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I would come out with him. When we were
in the sunshine he held out a little cross made
of red stones, one of the bonniest things that
ever I had set eyes upon.

““ These are rubies,’” said he, “and I got it at
Tudela, in Spain. There were two of them,
but I gave the other te a Lithuanian gitl. 1
pray that you will take this as a memory of
your exceedingly kindness to me yesterday. It
will fashion into a pin for your cravat.”

I could but thank him for the present, which
was of more valuc than anything I had ever
owned in my life.

“] am off to the upper muir to count the
lambs,” said I; ‘“maybc you would care to
come up with mc and see something of the
country ?”’

Hc hesitated for a moment, and then he
shook his head.

““] have somne letters,” he said, ““which 1
ought to write as soon as possible. I think that
I will stay at quiet this morning and get them
written.”

All forenoon I was wandering over the links,
and you may imaginc that my mind was turning
all the time upon this strange man whom chance
had drifted to our doors. Where did he gain
that style of his, that manncr of command, that
haughty menacing ¢bnt of the eye. And his
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“Those are the kilts, and they wear them
only in the Highlands.”

“Ah! on the mountains. But there isa man
out yonder. Maybe he is the one who your
father said would carry my letters to the post.”

““Yes, he 1s Farmer Whitehcad’s man. Shall
I give them to him ?”’

“Well, he would be more careful of them if
he had them from your hand.”

He took them from his pocket and gave them
over to me. I hurried out with them, and as
I did so my cyes fell upon the address of the
topmost one. It was written very large and
clear :

A. S. MAJESTE,
I.L Ror pu SCULDE,
STOCKHOLM.

I did not know very much French, but I had
enough to make that out. WWhat sort of eagle
was this which had flown into our humble little

nest ?
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[Lapp, with his tact and his easy ways, soon
drew him round, until he had quite won his
heart, and Jim would sit with Cousin Iidic’s
hand in his, and the two be quite lost in listen-
ing to all that he had to tell us. 1 will not tell
you all this; but even now, after so long an
interval, I can trace how, week by week and
month by month, by this word and that deed,
he moulded us all as he wished.

One of his first acts was to give my father
the boat in which he had come, reserving only
the right to have it back in case he should have
need of it. The herring were down on the
coast that autumn, and my uncle before he
dicd had given us a fine set of nets, so the gift
was worth many a pound to us. Sometimes
de Lapp would go out in the boat alone, and
I have seen him for a whole summer day
rowing slowly along and stopping every half-
dozen strokes to throw over a stone at the end
of a string. I could not think what he was
doing until he told me of his own freewill.

“I am fond of studying all that has to do
with the military,” said he, “and I never lose
a chance. I was wondering if it would be a
difficult matter for the commander of an army
corps to throw his men ashore here.”

“If the wind were not from the east,”
said 1.
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““Ah! quite so, if the wind were not from
the east. Have you taken soundings here ?”’

“No.”

““Your line of battleships would have to lie
outside ; but there is water enough for a forty-
gun frigate right up within musket range.
Cram your boats with tirailleurs, deploy them
behind these sandhills, then back with the
launches for more, and a stream of -grape over
their heads from the frigates. It could be
done!l it could be done!”

His moustaches bristled out more like a
cat’s than ever, and I could see by the flash
of his eyes that he was carried away by his
dream.

““You forget that our soldiers would be upon
the beach,” said I indignantly.

““Ta, ta, ta!” he cried. ‘¢ Of course it takes
two sides to make a battle. Iet us see now;
let us work it out. What could you get to-
gether 7 Shall we say twenty, thirty thousand.
A few regiments of good troops: the rest,
pouf I—conscripts, bourgeois with arms. How
do you call them—volunteers ?”’

‘““ Brave men!” 1 shouted.

‘“ Oh yes, very brave men, but imbecile. Ah,
mon Dieu, it is incredible how imbecile they
would be! Not they alone, I mean, but all
young troops. They are so afraid of being



























94 THE GREAT SHADOW.

was still eating his heart out at IElba; and all
the ambassadors were wrangling together at
Vienna as to what they should do with the
lion’s skin, now that they had so fairly hunted
-him down. And we in our little corner of
Europe went on with our petty peaceful busi-
ness, looking after the sheep, attending the
Berwick cattle fairs, and chatting at night
round the blazing peat fire. \Ve never thought
that what all these high and mighty people
were doing could have any bearing upon us;
and as to war, why everybody was agreed that
the great shadow was lifted from us for ever,
and that, unless the Allies quarrelled among
themselves, there would not be a shot fired in
Europe for another fifty years.

There was one incident, however, that stands
out very clearly in my memory. I think that
it must have happened about the February of
this year, and I will tell it to you before I go
any further.

You know what the border Peel castles are
like, I have no doubt. They were just square
heaps built every here and there along the line,
so that the folk might have some place of
protection against raiders and mosstroopers.
When Percy and his men were over the
Marches, then the people would drive some of
their cattle into the yard of the tower, shut up
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smile.  “\Vell, nous wverrons! We shall sce,
my friend!”

He whisked off his hat, and turning briskly
he walked off in the direction of West Inch.
The major stood looking after him with
thoughtful eycs, and then asked me what it
was that had madc me think that he was a
spy. When I told him he said nothing, but
he shook his head, and looked like a man who
was 1ll at ease in his mind.
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the nusts of the morning. It was breakfast
time and the porridge upon the table before I
got back, but I had no heart for the food. The
old folk had taken the matter coolly enough,
though my mother had no word too hard for
Edie; for the two had never had much love for
each other, and less of late than ever.

“There’s a letter here from him,” said my
father, pointing to a note folded up on the
table; ‘it was in his room. Maybe you would
rcad it to us.”

They had not even opened it; for, truth to
tell, neither of the good folk were very clever
at recading ink, though they could do well with
a fine large print.

It was addressed in big letters to ““ The good
people of West Inch;” and this was the note,
which lies before me all stained and faded as I
write :

“ My friends,—I didn’t thought to have left you
so suddenly, but the matter was in other hands
than mine. Duty and honour have called me back
to my old comrades. This you will doubtless
understand before many days are past. I take your
Iidie with me as my wife; and it may be that in
some more pcaceful time you will see us again at
West Inch. Meanwhile, accept the assurance of my
affection, and believe me that I shall never forget

the quiet months which I spent with you, at the
time when my life would have been worth a week
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at the utmost had I been taken by the Allies. DBut
the reason of this you may also learn some day:.
“Yours,
“ BONAVENTURE DE Lissac

‘“ (Colonel des Voltigeurs de la Garde, et aide-dc-camp de
S.M.I. L'Empereur Napoleon,"')

I whistled when I came to those words written
under his name; for though I had long made
up my mind that our lodger could be none
other than one of those wonderful soldiers of
whom we had heard so much, who had forced
their way into every capital of Europe, save
only our own, still I had little thought that our
roof covered Napoleon’s own aide-de-camp and
a colonel of his Guard.

““So,” said I, ““de Lissac is his name, and
not de Lapp. Well, colonel or no, it is as well
for him that he got away from here before Jim
laid hands upon him. And time cnough, too,”
I added, peeping out at the kitchen window,
‘““for herc is the man himself coming through
the garden.”

I ran to the door to meet him, fecling that I
would have given a deal to have him back in
Edinburgh again. IH¢ came running, waving a
paper over his head ; and I thought that maybe
he had a note from Edie, and that it was all
known to him. But as he came up I saw that
it was a big, stiff, yellow paper which crackled
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of a forecign land, and indeed most of my
comrades were the same, for we were very
young in the ranks. I can sce the blue waters
now, and the curling surf line, and the long
yellow beach, and queer windmills twisting and
turning—a thing that a man would not see
from one end of Scotland to the other. It was
a clean, well-kept town, but the folk were
under-sized, and there was neither ale nor
oatmeal cakes to be bought amongst them.
From there we went on to a place called
Bruges; and from there to Ghent, where we
picked up with the 52nd and the g5th, which
were the two regiments that we were brigaded
with. It’s a wonderful place for churches and
stonework 1s Ghent, and indeed of all the
towns we were in there was scarce one but had
a finer kirk than any in Glasgow. From there
we pushed on to Ath, which is a little village
on a river, or a burn rather, called the Dender.
There we were quartered—in tents mostly, for
it was fine sunny weather—and the whole
brigade set to work at its drill from morning
till evening. General Adams was our chief,
and Reynell was our colonel, and they were
both fine old soldiers; but what put heart into
us most was to think that we were under the
Duke, for his name was like a bugle call. He
was at Brussels with the bulk of the army, but

9*
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hands glaring and frowning, all wrapped in the
one idca. This made him a bit of a butt among
the men at first, and they laughed at him for it;
but when they came to know him better they
found that he was not a good man to laugh at,
and then they dropped it.

We werc carly nisers at that time, and the
whole brigade was usually under arms at the
first flush of dawn. One morning—it was the
sixtecnth of June—we had just formed up, and
General Adams had ridden up to give some
order to Colonel Reynell within a musket-length
of where I stood, when suddenly they both
stood staring along the DBrussecls road. None
of us dared move our heads, but cvery eye in
the regiment whisked round, and there we saw
an officer with the cockade of a general’s aide-
de-camp thundcring down the road as hard as
a great dapple-grey horse could carry him. He
bent his face over its mane and flogged at 1ts
neck with the slack of the bridle, as though he
rode for very lifc.

“ Hullo, Reynell I’ says the gencral.  ““This
begins to look like business. What do you
make of 1t ?”’

They both cantered their horses forward,
and Adams torc open the dispatch which the
messenger handed to him.  The wrapper had
not touched the ground Dbefore he turned
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from the Duke, and we pushed on once more
until we came to a little village called Braine
something, and therc we stopped; and time
too, for a sudden thunderstorm broke over
us, and a plump of rain that turned all the
roads and the fields into bog and mire. We
got into the barns at this village for shelter,
and therc we found two stragglers—one from
a kilted regiment, and the other a man of the
German Legion, who had a tale to tell that was
as dreary as the weather.

Boney had thrashed the Prussians the day
before, and our fellows had been sore put to it
to hold their own against Ney, but had beaten
him off at last. It seems an old stale story to
you now, but you cannot think how we scram-
bled round those two men in the barn, and
pushed and fought, just to catch a word of what
they said, and how those who had heard were in
turn mobbed by those who had not. We laughed
and cheered and groaned all in turn as we
heard how the 44th had received cavalry in line,
how the Dutch-Belgians had fled, and how the
Black Watch had taken the Lancers into their
square, and then had killed them at their
leisure. DBut the Lancers had had the laugh on
their side when they crumpled up the 6gth and
carricd off one of the colours. To wind it all
up, the Duke was in retreat in order to keep in



THE GREAT SHADOW. 137

touch with the Prussians, and it was rumoured
that he would take up his ground and fight a
big battle just at the very place where we had
been halted.

And soon we saw that this rumour was truc;
for the weather cleared towards evening, and
we were all out on the ridge to see what we
could see. It was such a bonny stretch of corn
and grazing land, with the crops just half green
and half yellow, and fine rye as high as a man’s
shoulder. A scene more full of pcace you
could not think of, and look where you would
over the low curving corn-covered hills, you
could see the little village steeples pricking up
their spires among the poplars. But slashed
right across this pretty picture was a long trail
of marching men—some red, some green, some
blue, some black—zigzagging over the plain
and choking the roads, one end so close that
we could shout to them, as they stacked their
muskets on the ridge at our left, and the other
end lost among the woods as far as we could
sce. And then on other roads we saw the
tecams of horses toiling and the dull gleam of
the guns, and the men straining and swaying
as they helped to turn the spokes in the deep,
deep mud. As we stood there, regiment after
rcgiment and brigade after brigade took posi-
tion on the ridge, and cre the sun had set we
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that our folk had lived before us. As far as I
could seec, he was a dumpy square-shouldered
kind of man, and he held his double glasses to
his eyes with his elbows spread very wide out
on cach side. I was still staring when I heard
the catch of a man’s breath by my side, and
there was Jim with his eyes glowing like two
coals, and his face thrust over my shoulder.

““ That’s he, Jock,” he whispered.

“Ycs, that’s Boney,” said 1.

“No, no, it’s he. This de Lapp or de Lissac,
or whatever his devil’s name 1s. It is he.”

Then I saw him at once. It was the horse-
man with the high red feather in his hat. Even
at that distance I could have sworn to the slope
of his shoulders and the way he carried his
head. I clapped my hands upon Jim’s slecve,
for I could see that his blood was boiling at the
sight of the man, and that he was ready for any
madness. But at that moment Buonaparte
seemed to lecan over and say something to de
Lissac, and the party wheeled and dashed away;,
while there came the bang of a gun and a white
spray of smoke from a battery along the ridge.
At the same instant the assembly was blown in
our village, and we rushed for our arms and fcll
in.  There was a burst of firing all along the
line, and wc thought that the battle had begun;
but it came really from our fellows cleaning
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all picked men—grey-headed devils that have
donc nothing but fight since they were as high
as my gaiters. They’ve three men to our two,
and two guns to our one, and, by God! they’ll
make you recruities wish you were back in
Argyle Street before they have finished with
you.”

He was not a cheering man, our sergeant;
but then he had been in every fight since
Corunna, and had a medal with seven clasps
upon his breast, so that he had a right to talk
in his own fashion.

When the I'renchmen had all arranged them-
selves just out of cannon-shot we saw a small
group of horsemen, all in a blaze with silver and
scarlet and gold, ride swiftly between the
divisions, and as they went a roar of cheering
burst out from either side of them, and we
could see arms outstretched to them and
hands waving. An instant later the noisc
had died away, and the two armies stood facing
cach other in absolute dcadly silence—a sight
which often comes back to me in my dreams.
Then, of a sudden, there was a lurch among
the men just m front of us; a thin column
wheeled off from the densc bluc clump, and
came swinging up towards the farm-house
which lav below us. It had not taken fifty
paces before a gun banged out from an Eng-
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“Ah! Jamcs, you’ve lost a good mount,” says
Major Reed, just in front of me, looking down
at the adjutant, whose boots and brecches
were all running with blood.

“I gave a cool fifty for him in Glasgow,” said
the other. ““Don’t you think, major, that the
men had better lie down now that the guns
have got our range?”

“Tut!” said the other; ‘“they are young,
James, and it will do them good.”

“They’ll get cnough of it before the day’s
done,” grumbled the other; but at that moment
Colonel Reynell saw that the rifles and the
52nd were down on either side of us, so we had
the order to stretch ourselves out too. Precious
glad we were when we could hear the shot
whining like hungry dogs within a few feet of
our backs. Even now a thud and a splash
every minute or so, with a yelp of pain and a
drumming of boots upon the ground, told us
that we were still losing heavily.

A thin rain was falling and the damp air held
the smoke low, so that we could only catch
glimpses of what was doing just in front of us,
though the roar of the guns told us that the
battle was general all along the lines. TIFour
hundred of them were all crashing at once now,
and the noise was cnough to split the drum of
your ear. Indeed, there was not one of us but
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ing, and had set our teeth with the intention of
sclling our lives as dearly as we could.

At that time it was between four and five in
the afternoon, and we had had nothing to cat,
the most of us, since the night before, and were
soaked with rain into the bargain. It had
drizzled off and on all day, but for the last few
hours we had not had a thought to spare cither
upon the weather or our hunger. Now we
began to look round and tighten our waist-
belts, and ask who was hit and who was spared.
I was glad to sec Jim, with his face all blackened
with powder, standing on my right rear, lcaning
on his firclock. He saw me looking at him,
and shouted out to know if I werc hurt.

““ All right, Jim,” I answered.

“] fear I'm here on a wild-goose chase,”
said he gloomily, “but it’s not over yet. By
God, I''ll have him, or he’ll have me!”

He had brooded so much on his wrong, had
poor Jim, that I really believe that it had turned
his head ; for he had a glare in his eyes as he
spoke that was hardly human. He was always
a man that took cven a little thing to heart,
and since Edie had left him I am sure that he
was no longer his own master.

It was at this time of the fight that we saw
two single fights, which they tell me were
common cnough in the battles of old, becfore
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batteries on our right and left rather than on
us; but we sent out two companies of the gsth
to keep them in check. It was strange to hear
the crackling kind of noise that they made, for
both sides were using the rifle. An officer
stood among the I'rench skirmishers—a tall,
lcan man with a mantle over his shoulders—
and as our fcllows came forward he ran out
midway between the two parties and stood as
a fencer would, with his sword up and his head
back. I can sec him now, with his lowered
eyelids and the kind of sncer that he had
upon his face. On this the subaltern of the
Rifles, who was a fine well-grown lad, ran for-
ward and drove full tilt at him with one of the
queer crooked swords that the riflemen carry.
They came together like two rams—for each
ran for the other—and down they tumbled at
the shock, but the IFrenchman was below. Our
man broke his sword short off, and took the
other's blade through his left arm; but he was
the stronger man, and he managed to let the
life out of his enemy with the jagged stump of
his blade. I thought that the Ifrench skir-
mnishers would have shot him down, but not a
trigger was drawn, and he got back to his
company with one sword through his arm and
half of anotlicr in his hand.
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as to say that he was a deserter, since we were
for the king and they for the emperor. As he
passed us he roared out in English, ‘“The
Guard i1s coming! The Guard is coming!” and
so vanished away to the rear like a leaf blown
before a storm. At the samec instant up there
rode an aide-de-camp, with the reddest face
that ever I saw upon mortal man.

““You must stop ’em, or we arc done!” he
cried to General Adams, so that all our com-
pany could hear him.

““How i1s 1t going ?”’ asked the gencral.

“Two weak squadrons left out of six regi-
ments of heavies,” said he, and began to laugh
like a man whose nerves are overstrung.

‘““ Perhaps you would care to join in our
advance? Pray consider yourself quite one of
us,” said the general, bowing and smiling as if
he were asking him to a dish of tea.

¢“ T shall have much pleasure,” said the other,
taking off his hat; and a moment afterwards
our three regiments closed up, and the brigade
advanced in four lines over the hollow where
we had lain in square, and out beyond to the
point whence we had seen the French army.

There was little of it to be seen now, only
the red belching of the guns flashing quickly
out of the cloudbank, and the black figurcs---
stooping, straining, mopping, sponging—work-
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ing like devils, and at devilish work. DBut
through the cloud that rattle-and whirr rosc
cver louder and louder, with a deep-mouthed
shouting and the stamping of thousands of
feet. Then there came a broad black blurr
through the haze, which darkened and hardened
until we could sce that it was a hundred men
abreast, marching swiftly towards us, with
high fur hats upon their heads and a gleam of
brasswork over their brows. And behind that
hundred came another hundred, and behind
that another, and on and on, coiling and writh-
ing out of the cannon-smoke like a monstrous
snake, until there seemed to be no end to the
mighty column. In front ran a spray of skir-
mishers, and behind them the drummers, and
up they all came together at a kind of tripping
step, with the officers clustering thickly at the
sides and waving their swords and cheering.
There were a dozen mounted men too at their
front, all shouting together, and onc with his
hat held aloft upon his swordpoint. [ say
again, that no men upon this carth could have
fought more manfully than the French did
upon that day.

It was wonderful to sce them; for as they
came onwards they got ahcad of their own guns,
so that they had no longer any help from them,
while they got in front of the two batteries
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front, there were now a spray of stragglers in
the rear. The Guard thinned out in front of us
as we pushed on, and we found twelve guns
looking us in the face, but we were over them
m a moment; and I saw our youngest sub-
altern, next to him who had been killed by the
lancer, scribbling great 71’s with a lump of
chalk upon them, like the schoolboy that he
was. It was at that moment that we heard a
roar of cheering behind us, and saw the whole
Jritish army flood over the crest of the ridge,
and comc pouring down upon the remains of
their enemies. The guns, too, came bounding
and rattling forward, and our hght cavalry—
as much as was left of it—kept pace with
our brigade upon the right. There was no
battle after that. The advance went on
without a check, until our army stood lined
upon the very ground which the French had
held in the morning.  Their guns were ours,
their foot were a rabble spread over the face of
the country, and their gallant cavalry alone was
able to preserve some sort of order and to
draw off unbroken from the ficld. Then at
last, just as the night began to gather, our
wecary and starving men were able to let the
Prussians take thec job over, and to pile their
arms upon the ground that they had won. That
was as much as I saw or can tell you about the
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until we came to the great city, where we
thought that maybe there would be a battle, for
there are so many folk in it that if only one in
twenty comes out 1t would make a fine army.
But by that time they had seen that it was a
pity to spoil the whole country just for the sake
of one man, and so they had told him that he
must shift for himself in the future. The next
we heard was that he had surrendered to the
British, and that the gates of Paris were open
to us, which was very good news to me, for I
could get along very well just on the one battle
that I had had.

But there were plenty of folk in Paris now
who loved Boney; and that was natural when
you think of the glory that he had brought
them, and how he had never asked his army to
go where he would not go himself. They had
stern enough faces for us, I can tell you, when
we marched in, and we of Adams’ brigade were
the very first who set foot in the city. We
passed over a bridge which they call Neuilly,
which is easier to write than to say, and then
through a fine park—the Bois de Boulogne,
and so into the Champs d’Elysées. There we
bivouacked, and pretty soon the streets were so
full of Prassians and English that it became
more like a camp than a city.

The verv first time that I could get away
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