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CHAPTER 1 
 
Once upon a time, as the story-books say, a boy came over a ridge of hill, from which a shallow 
vale ran out into the sunset. It was a high, wind-blown country, where the pines had a crook in 
their backs and the rocks were scarred and bitten with winter storms. But below was the 
beginning of pastoral. Soft birch woods, shady beeches, meadows where cattle had browsed for 
generations, fringed the little brown river as it twined to the sea. Farther, and the waves broke on 
white sands, the wonderful billows of the West which cannot bear to be silent. And between, in a 
garden wilderness, with the evening flaming in its windows, stood Fountainblue, my little 
foursquare castle which guards the valley and the beaches. 
 The boy had torn his clothes, scratched his face, cut one finger deeply, and soaked himself with 
bog-water, but he whistled cheerfully and his eyes were happy. He had had an afternoon of 
adventure, startling emprises achieved in solitude; assuredly a day to remember and mark with a 
white stone. And the beginning had been most unpromising. After lunch he had been attired in 
his best raiment, and, in the misery of a broad white collar, dispatched with his cousins to take 
tea with the small lady who domineered in Fountainblue. The prospect had pleased him greatly, 
the gardens fed his fancy, the hostess was an old confederate, and there were sure to be excellent 
things to eat. But his curious temper had arisen to torment him. On the way he quarrelled with 
his party, and in a moment found himself out of sympathy with the future. The enjoyment crept 
out of the prospect. He knew that he did not shine in society, he foresaw an afternoon when he 
would be left out in the cold and his hilarious cousins treated as the favoured guests. He reflected 
that tea was a short meal at the best, and that games on a lawn were a poor form of sport. Above 
all, he felt the torture of his collar and the straitness of his clothes. He pictured the dreary return 
in the twilight, when the afternoon, which had proved, after all, such a dismal failure, had come 
to a weary end. So, being a person of impulses, he mutinied at the gates of Fountainblue and 
made for the hills. He knew he should get into trouble, but trouble, he had long ago found out, 
was his destiny, and he scorned to avoid it. And now, having cast off the fear of God and man, he 
would for some short hours do exactly as he pleased. 
 Half-crying with regret for the delights he had forsworn, he ran over the moor to the craggy 
hills which had always been forbidden him. When he had climbed among the rocks awe fell 
upon the desolate little adventurer, and he bewailed his choice. But soon he found a blue hawk’s 
nest, and the possession of a coveted egg inspired him to advance. By-and-by he had climbed so 
high that he could not return, but must needs scale Stob Ghabhar itself. With a quaking heart he 
achieved it, and then, in the pride of his heroism, he must venture down the Grey Correi where 
the wild goats lived. He saw one bearded ruffian, and pursued him with stones, stalking him 
cunningly till he was out of breath. Then he found odd little spleenwort ferns, which he 
pocketed, and high up in the rocks a friendly raven croaked his encouragement. And then, when 
the shadows lengthened, he set off cheerily homewards, hungry, triumphant, and very weary. 
 All the way home he flattered his soul. In one afternoon he had been hunter and trapper, and 
what to him were girls’ games and pleasant things to eat? He pictured himself the hardy outlaw, 
feeding on oatmeal and goat’s flesh, the terror and pride of his neighbourhood. Could the little 



mistress of Fountainblue but see him now, how she would despise his prosaic cousins! And then, 
as he descended on the highway, he fell in with his forsaken party. 
 For a wonder they were in good spirits—so good that they forgot to remind him, in their usual 
way, of the domestic terrors awaiting him. A man had been there who had told them stories and 
shown them tricks, and there had been cocoa-nut cake, and Sylvia had a new pony on which they 
had ridden races. The children were breathless with excitement, very much in love with each 
other as common sharers in past joys. And as they talked all the colour went out of his afternoon. 
The blue hawk’s egg was cracked, and it looked a stupid, dingy object as it lay in his cap. His 
rare ferns were crumpled and withered, and who was to believe his stories of Stob Ghabhar and 
the Grey Correi? He had been a fool to barter ponies and tea and a man who knew tricks for the 
barren glories of following his own fancy. But at any rate he would show no sign. If he was to be 
an outlaw, he would carry his outlawry well; so with a catch in his voice and tears in his eyes he 
jeered at his inattentive companions, upbraiding himself all the while for his folly. 
 

CHAPTER 2 
 
The sun was dipping behind Stob Ghabhar when Maitland drove over the ridge of hill, whence 
the moor road dips to Fountainblue. Twenty long miles from the last outpost of railway to the 
western sea loch, and twenty of the barest, steepest miles in the bleak north. And all the way he 
had been puzzling himself with the half painful, half-pleasing memories of a childhood which to 
the lonely man still overtopped the present. Every wayside bush was the home of recollection. In 
every burn he had paddled and fished; here he had found the greenshank’s nest, there he had 
hidden when the shepherds sought him for burning the heather in May. He lost for a little the 
burden of his years and cares, and lived again in that old fresh world which had no boundaries, 
where sleep and food were all his thought at night, and adventure the sole outlook of the 
morning. The western sea lay like a thin line of gold beyond the moorland, and down in the 
valley in a bower of trees lights began to twinkle from the little castle. The remote mountains, 
hiding deep corries and woods in their bosom, were blurred by twilight to a single wall of hazy 
purple, which shut off this fairy glen impenetrably from the world. 
 Fountainblue—the name rang witchingly in his ears. Fountainblue, the last home of the Good 
Folk, the last hold of the vanished kings, where the last wolf in Scotland was slain, and, as stories 
go, the last saint of the Great Ages taught the people—what had Fountainblue to do with his hard 
world of facts and figures? The thought woke him to a sense of the present, and for a little he 
relished the paradox. He had left it long ago, an adventurous child; now he was returning with 
success behind him and a portion of life’s good things his own. He was rich, very rich and 
famous. Few men of forty had his power, and he had won it all in fair struggle with enemies and 
rivals and a niggardly world. He had been feared and hated, as he had been extravagantly 
admired; he had been rudely buffeted by fortune, and had met the blows with a fighter’s joy. And 
out of it all something hard and austere had shaped itself, something very much a man, but a man 
with little heart and a lack of kindly human failings. He was master of himself in a curious 
degree, but the mastery absorbed his interests. Nor had he ever regretted it, when suddenly in this 
outlandish place the past swept over him, and he had a vision of a long avenue of vanished 
hopes. It pleased and disquieted him, and as the road dipped into the valley he remembered the 
prime cause of this mood of vagaries. 
 He had come up into the north with one purpose in view, he frankly told himself. The 
Etheridges were in Fountainblue, and ever since, eight months before, he had met Claire 



Etheridge, he had forgotten his ambitions. A casual neighbour at a dinner party, a chance partner 
at a ball—and then he had to confess that this slim, dark, bright-eyed girl had broken in 
irrevocably upon his contentment. At first he hated it for a weakness, then he welcomed the 
weakness with feverish ecstasy. He did nothing by halves, so he sought her company eagerly, 
and, being a great man in his way, found things made easy for him. But the girl remained shy and 
distant, flattered doubtless by his attention, but watching him curiously as an intruder from an 
alien world. It was characteristic of the man that he never thought of a rival. His whole aim was 
to win her love; for rivalry with other men he had the contempt of a habitual conqueror. And so 
the uneasy wooing went on till the Etheridges left town, and he found himself a fortnight later 
with his work done and a visit before him to which he looked forward with all the vehemence of 
a nature whose strong point had always been its hope. As the road wound among the fir trees, he 
tried to forecast the life at Fountainblue, and map out the future in his usual businesslike way. 
But now the future refused to be thus shorn and parcelled: there was an unknown quantity in it 
which defied his efforts. 
 The house party were sitting round the hall fire when he entered. The high-roofed place, the 
flagged floor strewn with rugs, and the walls bright with the glow of fire on armour, gave him a 
boyish sense of comfort. Two men in knickerbockers were lounging on a settle, and at his 
entrance came forward to greet him. One was Sir Hugh Clanroyden, a follower of his own; the 
other he recognized as a lawyer named Durward. From the circle of women Miss Etheridge rose 
and welcomed him. Her mother was out, but would be back for dinner; meantime he should be 
shown his room. He noticed that her face was browner, her hair a little less neat, and there 
seemed something franker and kindlier in her smile. So in a very good humour he went to rid 
himself of the dust of the roads. 
 Durward watched him curiously, and then turned, laughing, to his companion, as the girl came 
back to her friends with a heightened colour in her cheeks. 
 “Romeo the second,” he said. “We are going to be spectators of a comedy. And yet, Heaven 
knows! Maitland is not cast for comedy.” 
 The other shook his head. “It will never come off. I’ve known Claire Etheridge most of my 
life, and I would as soon think of marrying a dancing girl to a bishop. She is a delightful person, 
and my very good friend, but how on earth is she ever to understand Maitland? And how on 
earth can he see anything in her? Besides, there’s another man.” 
 Durward laughed. “Despencer! I suppose be will be a serious rival with a woman; but imagine 
him Maitland’s rival in anything else! He’d break him like a rotten stick in half an hour. I like 
little Despencer, and I don’t care about Maitland; but all the same it is absurd to compare the 
two, except in love-making.” 
 “Lord, it will be comic,” and Clanroyden stretched his long legs and lay back on a cushion. 
The girls were still chattering beside the fire, and the twilight was fast darkening into evening. 
 “You dislike Maitland?” he asked, looking up. “Now, I wonder why?” 
 Durward smiled comically at the ceiling. “Oh, I know I oughtn’t to. I know he’s supposed to be 
a man’s man, and that it’s bad form for a man to say he dislikes him, but I’m honest enough to 
own to detesting him. I suppose he’s great, but he’s not great enough yet to compel one to fall 
down and worship him, and I hate greatness in the making. He goes through the world with his 
infernal arrogance and expects everybody to clear out of his way. I am told we live in an age of 
reason, but that fellow has burked reason. He never gives a reason for a thing he does, and if you 
try to argue he crushes you. He has killed good talk for ever with his confounded rudeness. All 
the little sophistries and conventions which make life tolerable are so much rubbish to him, and 



he shows it. The plague of him is that he can never make-believe. He is as hard as iron, and as 
fierce as the devil, and about as unpleasant. You may respect the sledgehammer type, but it’s 
confoundedly dull. Why, the man has not the imagination of a rabbit, except in his description of 
people be dislikes. I liked him when he said that Layden reminded him of a dissipated dove, 
because I disliked Layden; but when Freddy Alton played the fool and people forgave him, 
because he was a good sort, Maitland sent him about his business, saying he had no further use 
for weaklings. He is so abominably cold-blooded and implacable that every one must fear him, 
and yet most people can afford to despise him. All the kind simple things of life are shut out of 
his knowledge. He has no nature, only a heart of stone and an iron will and a terribly subtle 
brain. Of course he is a great man—in a way, but at the best he is only half a man. And to think 
that he should have fallen in love, and be in danger of losing to Despencer! It’s enough to make 
one forgive him.” 
 Clanroyden laughed. “I can’t think of Despencer. It’s too absurd. But, seriously, I wish I saw 
Maitland well rid of this mood, married or cured. That sort of man doesn’t take things easily.” 
 “It reminds one of Theocritus and the Cyclops in love. Who would have thought to see him up 
in this moorland place, running after a girl? He doesn’t care for sport.” 
 “Do you know that he spent most of his childhood in this glen, and that he is keen about sport? 
He is too busy for many holidays, but he once went with Burton to the Caucasus, and Burton said 
the experience nearly killed him. He said that the fellow was tireless, and as mad and reckless as 
a boy with nothing to lose.” 
 “Well, that simply bears out what I say of him. He does not understand the meaning of sport. 
When he gets keen about anything he pursues it as carefully and relentlessly as if it were 
something on the Stock Exchange. Now little Despencer is a genuine sportsman in his canary-
like way. He loves the art of the thing and the being out of doors. Maitland, I don’t suppose, ever 
thinks whether it is a ceiling or the sky above his august head. Despencer—” 
 But at the moment Clanroyden uncrossed his legs, bringing his right foot down heavily upon 
his companion’s left. Durward looked up and saw a young man coming towards him, smiling. 
 The newcomer turned aside to say something to the girls round the fire, and then came and sat 
on an arm of the settle. He was a straight, elegant person, with a well-tanned, regular face, and 
very pleasant brown eyes. 
 “I’ve had such an afternoon,” he said. “You never saw a place like Cairnlora. It’s quite a little 
stone tower all alone in a fir wood, and nothing else between the moor and the sea. It is furnished 
as barely as a prison, except for the chairs, which are priceless old Dutch things. Oh, and the 
silver at tea was the sort of thing that only Americans can buy nowadays Mrs. Etheridge is 
devoured with envy. But the wonder of the house is old Miss Elphinstone. She must be nearly 
seventy, and she looks forty-five except for her hair. She speaks broad Scots, and she has the 
manners of a marquise. I would give a lot to have had Raeburn paint her. She reminded me of 
nothing so much as a hill wind with her keen high-coloured old face. Yes, I have enjoyed the 
afternoon.” 
 “Jack has got a new enthusiasm,” said Durward. “I wish I were like you to have a new one 
once a week. By the way, Maitland has arrived at last.” 
 “Really!” said Despencer. “Oh, I forgot to tell you something which you would never have 
guessed. Miss Elphinstone is Maitland’s aunt, and he was brought up a good deal at Cairnlora. 
He doesn’t take his manners from her, but I suppose he gets his cleverness from that side of the 
family. She disapproves of him strongly, so of course I had to defend him. And what do you 



think she said? ‘He has betrayed his tradition. He has sold his birthright for a mess of pottage, 
and I wish him joy of his bargain!’ Nice one for your party, Hugh.” 
 Miss Etheridge had left the group at the fire and was standing at Despencer’s side. She listened 
to him with a curious air of solicitude, like an affectionate sister. At the mention of Maitland’s 
name Clanroyden had watched her narrowly, but her face did not change. And when Despencer 
asked, “Where is the new arrival?” she talked of him with the utmost nonchalance. 
 
Maitland came down to dinner, ravenously hungry and in high spirits. Nothing was changed in 
this house since he had stared at the pictures and imagined terrible things about the armour and 
broken teacups with childish impartiality. His own favourite seat was still there, where, hidden 
by a tapestry screen, he had quarrelled with Sylvia while their elders gossiped. This sudden flood 
of memories mellowed him towards the world. He was cordial to Despencer, forbore to think 
Durward a fool, and answered every one of Mr Etheridge’s many questions. For the first time he 
felt the success of his life. The old house recalled his childhood, and the sight of Clanroyden, his 
devoted follower, reminded him of his power. Somehow the weariful crying for the moon, which 
had always tortured him, was exchanged for a glow of comfort, a shade of complacency in his 
haggard soul. . . And then the sight of Claire dispelled his satisfaction. 
 Here in this cheerful, homely party of friends he found himself out of place. On state occasions 
he could acquit himself with credit, for the man had a mind. He could make the world listen to 
him when he chose, and the choice was habitual. But now his loneliness claimed its lawful 
consequences, and he longed for the little friendly graces which he had so often despised. 
Despencer talked of scenery and weather with a tenderness to which this man, who loved nature 
as he loved little else, was an utter stranger. This elegant and appropriate sentiment would have 
worried him past endurance, if Claire had not shared it. It was she who told some folk-tale about 
the Grey Correi with the prettiest hesitancy which showed her feeling. And then the talk drifted 
to books and people, flitting airily about their petty world. Maitland felt himself choked by their 
accomplishments. Most of the subjects were ones no sane man would trouble to think of, and yet 
here were men talking keenly about trifles and disputing with nimble-witted cleverness on the 
niceties of the trivial. Feeling miserably that he was the only silent one, he plunged desperately 
into the stream, found himself pulled up by Despencer and deftly turned. The event gave him the 
feeling of having been foiled by a kitten. 
 Angry with the world, angrier with his own angularity, he waited for the end of the meal. 
Times had not changed in this house since he had been saved by Sylvia from social disgrace. But 
when the women left the room he found life easier. His host talked of sport, and he could tell him 
more about Stob Ghabhar than any keeper. Despencer, victorious at dinner, now listened like a 
docile pupil. Durward asked a political question, and the answer came sharp and definite. 
Despencer demurred gently, after his fashion. “Well, but surely—” and a grimly smiling “What 
do you know about it?” closed the discussion. The old Maitland had returned for the moment. 
 The night was mild and impenetrably dark, and the fall of waters close at hand sounded like a 
remote echo. An open hall door showed that some of the party had gone out to the garden, and 
the men followed at random. A glimmer of white frocks betrayed the women on the lawn, 
standing by the little river which slipped by cascade and glide from the glen to the low pasture-
lands. In the featureless dark there was no clue to locality. The place might have been Berkshire 
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 “It was a hill-fox,” said Maitland to Claire. “They used to keep me awake at nights on the hill. 
They come and bark close to your ear and give you nightmare.” ~#@ and str$@  %$@@, 
 The lady shivered. “Thank Heaven for the indoors,” she said. “Now, if I had been the daughter 
of one of your old Donalds of the Isles, I should have known that cry only too well. Wild nature 
is an excellent background, but give me civilization in front.”#$%@#$ r 4255 rw;l%@E$% s dkj4234 fdjw 4454r $% 42! sre 
 Maitland was peering into the wood. “You will find it creep far into civilization if you look for 
it. There is a very narrow line between the warm room and the savage out-of-doors.” 
 “There are miles of luxuries,” the girl cried, laughing. “People who are born in the wrong 
century have to hunt over half the world before they find their savagery. It is all very tame, but I 
love the tameness. You may call yourself primitive, Mr Maitland, but you are the most complex 
and modern of us all. What would Donald of the Isles have said to politics and the Stock 
Exchange?” 
 They had strolled back to the house. “Nevertheless I maintain my belief,” said the man. “You 
call it miles of rampart; I call the division a line, a thread, a sheet of glass. But then, you see, you 
only know one side, and I only know the other.” 
 “What preposterous affectation!” the girl said, as with a pretty shiver she ran indoors. Maitland 
stood for a moment looking back at the darkness. Within the firelit hall, with its rugs and little 
tables and soft chairs, he had caught a glimpse of Despencer smoking a cigarette. As he looked 
towards the hills he heard the fox’s bark a second time, and then somewhere from the black 
distance came a hawk’s scream, hoarse, lonely, and pitiless. The thought struck him that the sad 
elemental world of wood and mountain was far more truly his own than this cosy and elegant 
civilization. And, oddly enough, the thought pained him. 
 

CHAPTER 3 
 
The day following was wet and windy, when a fire was grateful, and the hills, shrouded in grey 
mist, had no attractions. The party read idly in arm-chairs during the morning, and in the 
afternoon Maitland and Clanroyden went down to the stream-mouth after sea trout. So 
Despencer remained to talk to Claire, and, having played many games of picquet and grown 
heartily tired of each other, as tea-time approached they fell to desultory comments on their 
friends. Maitland was beginning to interest the girl in a new way. Formerly he had been a great 
person who was sensible enough to admire her, but something remote and unattractive, for whom 
friendship (much less love) was impossible. But now she had begun to feel his power, his 
manhood. The way in which other men spoke of him impressed her unconsciously, and she 
began to ask Despencer questions which were gall and wormwood to that young man. But he 
answered honestly, after his fashion. 
 “Isn’t he very rich?” she asked. “And I suppose he lives very plainly?” 
 “Rich as Crœsus, and he sticks in his ugly rooms in the Albany because he never thinks enough 
about the thing to change. I’ve been in them once, and you never saw such a place. He’s a 
maniac for fresh air, so they’re large enough, but they’re littered like a stable with odds and ends 
of belongings. He must have several thousand books, and yet he hasn’t a decent binding among 
them. He hasn’t a photograph of a single soul, and only one picture, which, I believe, was his 
father. But you never saw such a collection of whips and spurs and bits. It smells like a harness 
room, and there you find Maitland, when by any chance he is at home, working half the night 
and up to the eyes in papers. I don’t think the man has any expenses except food and rent, for he 
wears the same clothes for years. And he has given up horses.” 



 “Was he fond of horses?” Claire asked. 
 “Oh, you had better ask him. I really can’t tell you any more about him.” 
 “But how do his friends get on with him?” 
 “He has hardly any, but his acquaintances, who are all the world, say he is the one great man of 
the future. If you want to read what people think of him, you had better hook at the Monthly.” 
 Under cover of this one ungenerous word Despencer made his escape, for he hated the 
business, but made it the rule of his life “never to crab a fellow.” Claire promptly sought out the 
Monthly, and found twenty pages of superfine analysis and bitter, grudging praise. She read it 
with interest and then lay back in her chair and tried to fix her thoughts. It is only your unhealthy 
young woman who worships strength in the abstract, and the girl tried to determine whether she 
admired the man as a power or disliked him as a brute. She chose a compromise, and the feeling 
which survived was chiefly curiosity. 
 The result of the afternoon was that when the fishermen returned, and Maitland, in dry clothes, 
appeared for tea, she settled herself beside him and prepared to talk. Maitland being healthily 
tired, was in au excellent temper, and he found himself enticed into what for him was a rare 
performance—talk about himself They were sitting apart from the others, and, ere ever he knew, 
he was answering the girl’s questions with an absentminded frankness. In a little she had drawn 
from him the curious history of his life, which most men knew, but never from his own lips. 
 “I was at school for a year,” he said, “and then my father died and our affairs went to pieces. I 
had to come back and go into an office, a sort of bank. I hated it, but it was good for me, for it 
taught me something, and my discontent made me ambitious. I had about eighty pounds a year, 
and I saved from that. I worked too at books incessantly, and by-and-by I got an Oxford 
scholarship at an obscure college. I went up there, and found myself in a place where every one 
seemed well-off, while I was a pauper. However, it didn’t trouble me much, for I had no 
ambition to play the fool. I only cared about two things—horses and metaphysics. I hated all 
games, which I thought only fit for children. I dare say it was foolish, but then you see I had had 
a queer upbringing. I managed to save a little money, and one vacation when I was wandering 
about in Norfolk, sleeping under haystacks and working in harvest fields when my supplies ran 
down, I came across a farmer. He was a good fellow and a sort of sportsman, and I took a fancy 
to him. He had a colt to sell which I fancied more, for I saw it had blood in it. So I bought it for 
what seemed a huge sum to me in those days, but I kept it at his farm and I superintended its 
education. I broke it myself and taught it to jump, and by-and-by in my third year I brought it to 
Oxford and entered for the Grind on it. People laughed at me, but I knew my own business. The 
little boys who rode in the thing knew nothing about horses, and not one in ten could ride; so I 
entered and won. It was all I wanted, for I could sell my horse then, and the fellow who rode 
second bought it. It was decent of him, for I asked a big figure, and I think he had an idea of 
doing me a kindness. I made him my private secretary the other day.” 
 “You mean Lord Drapier?” she asked. 
 “Yes—Drapier. That gave me money to finish off and begin in town. Oh, and I had got a first 
in my schools. I knew very little about anything except metaphysics, and I never went to tutors. I 
suppose I knew a good deal more than the examiners in my own subject, and anyhow they felt 
obliged to give me my first after some grumbling. Then I came up to town with just sixty pounds 
in my pocket, but I had had the education of a gentleman.” 
 Maitland looked out of the window, and the sight of the mist-clad hills recalled him to himself. 
He wondered why he was telling the girl this story, and he stopped suddenly. 
 “And what did you do in town?” she asked, with interest. 



 “I hung round and kept my eyes open. I nearly starved, for I put half my capital on a horse 
which I thought was safe, and lost it. By-and-by, quite by accident, I came across a curious 
fellow, Ransome—you probably have heard his name. I met him in some stables where he was 
buying a mare, and he took a liking to me. He made me his secretary, and then, because I liked 
hard work, he let me see his business. It was enormous, for the man was a genius after a fashion; 
and I slaved away in his office and down at the docks for about three years. He paid me just 
enough to keep body and soul together and cover them with clothes; but I didn’t grumble, for I 
had a sort of idea that I was on my probation. And then my apprenticeship came to an end.” 
 “Yes,” said the girl. 
 “Yes; for you see Ransome was an odd character. He had a sort of genius for finance, and 
within his limits he was even a great administrator. But in everything else he was as simple as a 
child. His soul was idyllic: he loved green fields and Herrick and sheep. So it had always been 
his fancy to back out some day and retire with his huge fortune to some country place and live as 
he pleased. It seemed that he had been training me from the first day I went into the business, 
and now he cut the rope and left the whole enormous concern in my hands. I needed every atom 
of my wits, and the first years were a hard struggle. I became of course very rich; but I had to do 
more, I had to keep the thing at its old level. I had no natural turn for the work, and I had to 
acquire capacity by sheer grind. However, I managed it, and then, when I felt my position sure, I 
indulged myself with a hobby and went into politics.” 
 “You call it a hobby?” 
 “Certainly. The ordinary political career is simply a form of trifling. There’s no trade on earth 
where a man has to fear so few able competitors. Of course it’s very public and honourable and 
that sort of thing, and I like it; but sometimes it wearies me to death.” 
 The girl was looking at him with curious interest. “Do you always get what you want?” she 
asked. 
 “Never,” he said. 
 “Then is your success all disappointment?” 
 “Oh, I generally get a bit of my ambitions, which is all one can hope for in this world.” 
 “I suppose your ambitions are not idyllic, like Mr Ransome’s? 
 He laughed. “No, I suppose not. I never could stand your Corot meadows and ivied cottages 
and village church bells. But I am at home in this glen, or used to be.” 
 “You said that last night, and I thought it was affectation,” said the girl; “but perhaps you are 
right. I’m not at home in this scenery, at any rate in this weather. Ugh, look at that mist driving 
and that spur of Stob Ghabhar! I really must go and sit by the fire.” 
 

CHAPTER FOUR 
 
The next day dawned clear and chill, with a little frost to whiten the heather; but by midday the 
sun had turned August to June, and sea and laud drowsed in a mellow heat. Maitland was roused 
from his meditations with a pipe on a garden seat by the appearance of Claire, her eyes bright 
with news. He had taken her in to dinner the night before, and for the first time in his life had 
found himself talking easily to a woman. Her interest of the afternoon had not departed; and 
Despencer in futile disgust shunned the drawing-room, his particular paradise, and played 
billiards with Clanroyden in the spirit of an unwilling martyr. 



 “We are going out in the yacht,” Claire cried, as she emerged from the shadow of a fuchsia 
hedge, “to the Isles of the Waves, away beyond the Seal’s Headland. Do you know the place, Mr 
Maitland?” 
 “Eilean na Cille? Yes. It used to be dangerous for currents, but a steam yacht does not need to 
fear them.” 
 “Well, we’ll be ready to start at twelve, and I must go in to give orders about lunch.” 
 A little later she came out with a bundle of letters in her hands. “Here are your letters, Mr 
Maitland; but you mustn’t try to answer them, or you’ll be late.” He put the lot in his jacket 
pocket and looked up at the laughing girl. “My work is six hundred miles behind me,” he said, 
“and today I have only the Eilean na Cille to think of” And, as she passed by, another name took 
the place of the Eilean, and it seemed to him that at last he had found the link which was to bind 
together the two natures—his boyhood and his prime. 
 Out on the loch the sun was beating with that steady August blaze which is more torrid than 
midsummer. But as the yacht slipped between the horns of the land, it came into a broken green 
sea with rollers to the north where the tireless Atlantic fretted on the reefs. In a world of cool salt 
winds and the golden weather of afternoon, with the cries of tern and gull about the bows and the 
foam and ripple of green water in the wake, the party fell into a mood of supreme contentment. 
The restless Claire was stricken into a figure of contemplation, which sat in the bows and 
watched the hazy blue horizon and the craggy mainland hills in silent delight. Maitland was 
revelling in the loss of his isolation. He had ceased to be alone, a leader, and for the moment felt 
himself one of the herd, a devotee of humble pleasures. His mind was blank, his eyes filled only 
with the sea, and the lady of his devotion, in that happy moment of romance, seemed to have 
come at last within the compass of his hopes. (c) 2002 by HorrorMasters.com 
 The Islands of the Waves are low green ridges which rise little above the highest tide-mark. 
The grass is stiff with salt, the sparse heather and rushes are crooked with the winds, but there 
are innumerable little dells where a light wild scrub flourishes, and in one a spring of sweet water 
sends a tiny stream to the sea. The yacht’s company came ashore in boats, and tea was made with 
a great bustle beside the well, while the men lay idly in the bent and smoked. All wind seemed to 
have died down, a soft, cool, airless peace like a June evening was abroad, and the heavy surging 
of the tides had sunk to a distant whisper. Maitland lifted his head, sniffed the air, and looked 
uneasily to the west, meeting the eye of one of the sailors engaged in the same scrutiny. He 
beckoned the man to him. 
 “What do you make of the weather?” he asked. 
 The sailor, an East-coast man from Arbroath, shook his head. “It’s ower lown a’ of a sudden,” 
he said. “It looks like mair wind nor we want, but I think it’ll haud till the morn.” 
 Maitland nodded and lay down again. He smiled at the return of his old sea craft and weather 
lore, on which he had prided himself in his boyhood; and when Claire came up to him with tea 
she found him grinning vacantly at the sky. 
 “What a wonderful lull in the wind,” she said. “When I was here last these were real isles of 
the waves, with spray flying over them and a great business to land. But now they might be the 
island in Fountainblue lake.” 
 “Did you ever hear of the Ocean Quiet?” he asked. “I believe it to be a translation of a Gaelic 
word which is a synonym for death, but it is also a kind of natural phenomenon. Old people at 
Cairnlora used to talk of it. They said that sometimes fishermen far out at sea in blowing weather 
came into a place of extraordinary peace, where the whole world was utterly still and they could 
hear their own hearts beating.” 



 “What a pretty fancy!” said the girl. 
 “Yes; but it had its other side. The fishermen rarely came home alive, and if they did they were 
queer to the end of their days. Another name for the thing was the Breathing of God. It is an odd 
idea, the passing from the wholesome turmoil of nature to the uncanny place where God crushes 
you by His silence.”’ 
 “All the things to eat are down by the fire,” she said, laughing. “Do you know, if you weren’t 
what you are, people might think you a poet, Mr Maitland. I thought you cared for none of these 
things.” 
 “What things?” he asked. “I don’t care for poetry. I am merely repeating the nonsense I was 
brought up on. Shall I talk to you about politics?” 
 “Heaven forbid! And now I will tell you my own story about these isles. There is a hermit’s 
cell on one of them and crosses, like Iona. The hermit lived alone all winter, and was fed by 
boats from the shore when the weather was calm. When one hermit died another took his place, 
and no one knew where he came from. Now one day a great lord in Scotland disappeared from 
his castle. He was the King’s Warden of the Marches and the greatest soldier of his day, but he 
disappeared utterly out of men’s sight, and people forgot about him. Long years after the 
Northmen in a great fleet came down upon these isles, and the little chiefs fled before them. But 
suddenly among them there appeared an old man, the hermit of the Wave Islands, who organized 
resistance and gathered a strong army. No one dared oppose him, and the quarrelsome petty 
chiefs forgot their quarrels under his banner, for he had the air of one born to command. At last 
he met the invaders in the valley of Fountainblue, and beat them so utterly that few escaped to 
their ships. He fell himself in the first charge, but not before his followers had heard his battle-
cry of ‘Saint Bride,’ and known that the Hermit of the Isles and the great King’s Warden were 
the same.” 
 “That was a common enough thing in wild times. Men grew tired of murder and glory and 
waving banners, and wanted quiet to make their peace with their own souls. I should have 
thought the craving scarcely extinct yet.” 
 “Then here is your chance, Mr Maitland,” said the girl, laughing. “A little trouble would make 
the hut habitable, and you could simply disappear, leaving no address to forward your letters to. 
Think of the sensation, ‘Disappearance of a Secretary of State,’ and the wild theories and the 
obituaries. Then some day when the land question became urgent on the mainland, you would 
turn up suddenly, settle it with extraordinary wisdom, and die after confiding your life story to 
some country reporter. But I am afraid it would scarcely do, for you would be discovered by 
Scotland Yard, which would be ignominious.” 
 “It is a sound idea, but the old device is too crude. However, it could be managed differently. 
Some day, when civilization grows oppressive, Miss Claire, I will remember your advice.” 
 The afternoon shadows were beginning to lengthen, and from the west a light sharp wind was 
crisping the sea. The yacht was getting up steam, and boats were coming ashore for the party. 
The deep blue waters flushed rose-pink as the level westering sun smote them from the summit 
of a cloud-bank. The stillness had gone, and the air was now full of sounds and colour. Claire, 
with an eye on the trim yacht, declared her disapproval. “It is an evening for the cutter,” she 
cried, and in spite of Mrs Etheridge’s protests she gave orders for it to be made ready. Then the 
self-willed young woman looked round for company. “Will you come, Mr Maitland?” she said. 
“You can sail a boat, can’t you? And Mr Despencer, I shall want you to talk to me when Mr 
Maitland is busy. We shall race the yacht, for we ought to be able to get through the Scart’s Neck 
with this wind.” 



 “I am not sure if you are wise, Miss Claire,” and Maitland pulled down his brows as he looked 
to the west. “It will be wind—in a very little, and you stand the chance of a wetting.” 
 “I don’t mind. I want to get the full good of such an evening. You want to be near the water to 
understand one of our sunsets. I can be a barbarian too, you know.” 
 It was not for Maitland to grumble at this friendliness; so he followed her into the cutter with 
Despencer, who had no love for the orders but much for her who gave them. He took the helm 
and steered, with directions from the lady, from his memory of the intricate coast. Despencer 
with many rugs looked to Claire’s comfort, and, having assured his own, was instantly entranced 
with the glories of the evening. 
 Please note that this text was taken without permission from another source. 
The boat tripped along for a little in a dazzle of light into the silvery grey of the open water. Far 
in front lay the narrow gut called the Scart’s Neck, which was the byway to the loch of 
Fountainblue. Then Maitland at the helm felt the sheets suddenly begin to strain, and, looking 
behind, saw that the Isles of the Waves were almost lost in the gloom, and that the roseate 
heavens were quickly darkening behind. The wind which he had feared was upon them; a few 
seconds more and it was sending the cutter staggering among billows. He could barely make 
himself heard in the din, as he roared directions to Despencer about disposing of his person in 
another part of the boat. The girl, with flushed face, was laughing in pure joy of the storm. She 
caught a glimpse of Maitland’s serious eye and looked over the gunwale at the threatening west. 
Then she too became quiet, and meekly sat down on the thwart to which he motioned her. 
 The gale made the Scart’s Neck impossible, and the murky sky seemed to promise greater fury 
ere the morning. Twilight was falling, and the other entrance to the quiet loch meant the 
rounding of a headland and a difficult course through a little archipelago. It was the only way, 
for return was out of the question, and it seemed vain to risk the narrow chances of the short cut. 
Maitland looked down at his two companions, and reflected with pleasure that he was the 
controller of their fates. He had sailed much as a boy, and he found in this moment of necessity 
that his old lore returned to him. He felt no mistrust of his powers: whatever the gale he could 
land them at Fountainblue, though it might take hours and involve much discomfort. He 
remembered the coast like his own name; he relished the grim rage of the elements, and he kept 
the cutter’s head out to sea with a delight in the primeval conflict. 
 The last flickering rays of light coming from the screen of cloud illumined the girl’s pale face, 
and the sight disquieted him. There was a hint of tragedy in this game. Dcspencer, nervously 
self-controlled, was reassuring Claire. Ploughing onward in the blackening night in a frail boat 
on a wind-threshed sea was no work for a girl. But it was Despencer who was comforting her! 
Well, it was his proper work. He was made for the business of talking soft things to women. 
Maitland, his face hard with spray, looked into the darkness with a kind of humour in his heart. 
And then, as the boat shore and dipped into the storm, its human occupants seemed to pass out of 
the picture, and it was only a shell tossed on great waters in the unfathomable night. The evening 
had come, moonless and starless, and Maitland steered as best he could by the deeper blackness 
which was the configuration of the shore. Something loomed up that he knew for the headland, 
and they were drifting in a quieter stretch of sea, with the breakers grumbling ahead from the 
little tangle of islands. 
 Suddenly he fell into one of the abstractions which had always dogged him through his 
strenuous life. His mind was clear, he chose his course with a certain precision, but the winds 
and waves had become to him echoes of echoes. Wet with spray and shifting his body constantly 
with the movement of the boat, it yet was all a phantasmal existence, while his thoughts were 



following an airy morrice in a fairyland world. The motto of his house, the canting motto of old 
reivers, danced in his brain—“Parmi ceu haut bois conduyrai m’amie”—“Through the high 
wood I will conduct my love”—and in a land of green forests, dragon-haunted, he was piloting 
Claire robed in a quaint mediaeval gown, himself in speckless plate-armour. His fancy fled 
through a score of scenes, sometimes on a dark heath, or by a lonely river, or among great 
mountains, but always the lady and her protector. Claire, looking up from Despencer’s side, saw 
his lips moving, noted that his eyes were glad, and for a moment hoped better things of their 
chances. 
 Then suddenly she was numb with alarm, for the cutter heeled over, and but that Maitland 
woke to clear consciousness and swung the sheet loose, all would have been past. The adventure 
nerved him and quickened his senses. The boat seemed to move more violently than the wind 
drove her, and in the utter blackness he felt for the first time the grip of the waters. The ugly 
cruel monster had wakened, and was about to wreak its anger on the toy. And then he 
remembered the currents which raced round Eilean Righ and the scattered isles. Dim shapes 
loomed up, shapes strange and unfriendly, and he felt miserably that he was as helpless now as 
Despencer. To the left night had wholly shut out the coast; his one chance was to run for one of 
the isles and risk a landing. It would be a dreary waiting for the dawn, but safety had come 
before any comfort. And yet, he remembered, the little islands were rock-bound and unfriendly, 
and he was hurrying forward in the grip of a black current with a gale behind and unknown reefs 
before. 
 And then he seemed to recollect something of this current which swept along the isles. In a 
little—so he recalled a boyish voyage in clear weather—they would come to a place where the 
sea ran swift and dark beside a kind of natural wharf. Here he had landed once upon a time, but it 
was a difficult enterprise, needing a quick and a far leap at the proper moment, for the stream ran 
very fast. But if this leap were missed there was still a chance. The isle was the great Eilean 
Righ, and the current swung round its southern end, and then, joining with another stream, turned 
up its far side, and for a moment washed the shore. But if this second chance were missed, then 
nothing remained but to fall into the great sea-going stream and be carried out to death in the 
wide Atlantic. 
 He strained his eyes to the right for Eilean Righ. Something seemed to approach, as they bent 
under an access of the gale. They bore down upon it, and he struggled to keep the boat’s head 
away, for at this pace to grate upon rock would mean upsetting. The sail was down, fluttering 
amidships like a captive bird, and the mast bowed with the wind. He leaned forward and called 
to Claire. She caught his arm like a child, and he pulled her up beside him. Then he beckoned 
Despencer, and, shrieking against the din, told him to follow him when he jumped. Despencer 
nodded, his teeth chattering with cold and the novel business. 
 Suddenly out of the darkness, a yard on their right, loomed a great flat rock along which the 
current raced like a mill-lade. The boat made to strike, but Maitland forced her nose out to sea, 
and then as the stern swung round he seized his chance. Holding Claire with his left arm he stood 
up, balanced himself for a moment on the gunwale, and jumped. He landed sprawling on his side 
on some wet seaweed, over which the sea was hipping, but undeniably on land. As he pulled 
himself up he had a vision of the cutter, dancing like a cork, vanishing down the current into the 
darkness. 
 Holding the girl in his arms he picked his way across the rock pools to the edge of the island 
heather. For a moment he thought Claire had fainted. She lay still and inert, her eyes shut, her 
hair falling foolishly over her brow. He sprinkled some water on her face, and she revived 



sufficiently to ask her whereabouts. He was crossing the island to fluid Despencer, but he did not 
tell her. “You are safe,” he said, and he carried her over the rough ground as lightly as a child. 
An intense exhilaration had seized him. He ran over the flats and strode up the low hillocks with 
one thought possessing his brain. To save Despencer, that of course was the far-off aim on his 
mind’s horizon, but all the foreground was filled with the lady. “Parmi ceu haut bois”—the old 
poetry of the world had penetrated to his heart. The black night and the wild wind and the sea 
were the ministrants of love. The hollow shams of life with their mincing conventions had 
departed, and in this savage out-world a man stood for a man. The girl’s light tweed jacket was 
no match for this chill gale, so he stopped for a moment, took off his own shooting-coat and put 
it round her. And then, as he came over a little ridge, he was aware of a grumbling of waters and 
the sea. 
 The beach was hidden in a veil of surf which sprinkled the very edge of the bracken. Beyond, 
the dark waters were boiling like a cauldron, for the tides in this little bay ran with the fury of a 
river in spate. A moon was beginning to struggle through the windy clouds, and surf, rock, and 
wave began to shape themselves out of the night. Claire stood on the sand, a slim, desolate 
figure, and clung to Maitland’s arm. She was still dazed with the storm and the baffling 
suddenness of change. Maitland, straining his eyes out to sea, was in a waking dream. With the 
lady no toil was too great, no darkness terrible; for her he would scale the blue air and plough the 
hills and do all the lover’s feats of romance. And then suddenly he shook her hand roughly from 
his arm and ran forward, for he saw something coming down the tide. 
 The cutter swung to the current, an odd amorphous thing, now heeling over with a sudden gust 
and now pulled back to balance by the strong grip of the water. A figure seemed to sit in the 
stern, making feeble efforts to steer. Maitland knew the coast and the ways of the sea. He ran 
through the surf-ring into the oily-black eddies, shouting to Despencer to come overboard. Soon 
he was not ten yards from the cutter’s line, where the current made a turn towards the shore 
before it washed the iron rocks to the right. He found deep water, and in two strokes was in the 
grip of the tides and borne wildly towards the reef. He prepared himself for what was coming, 
raising his feet and turning his right shoulder to the front. And then with a shock he was pinned 
against the rock wall, with the tides tugging at his legs, while his hands clung desperately to a 
shelf. Here he remained, yelling directions to the coming boat. Surf was in his eyes, so that at 
first he could not see, but at last in a dip of the waves he saw the cutter, a man’s form in the 
stern, plunging not twenty yards away. Now was his chance or never, for while the tide would 
take a boat far from his present place of vantage, it would carry a lighter thing, such as a man’s 
body, in a circle nearer to the shore. He yelled again, and the world seemed to him quiet for a 
moment, while his voice echoed eerily in the void. Despencer must have heard it, for the next 
moment he saw him slip pluckily overboard, making the cutter heel desperately with his weight. 
And then—it seemed an age—a man, choking and struggling weakly, came down the current, 
and, pushing his right arm out against the rush of water, he had caught the swimmer by the collar 
and drawn him in to the side of the rock. 
 Then came the harder struggle. Maithand’s left hand was numbing, and though he had a 
foothold, it was too slight to lean on with full weight. Lassitude oppressed him, a supreme desire 
to slip into those racing tides and rest. He was in no panic about death, but he had the practical 
man’s love of an accomplished task, and it nerved him to the extreme toil. Slowly by inches he 
drew himself up the edge of the reef, cherishing jealously each grip and foothold, with 
Despencer, half-choked and all but fainting, hanging heavily on his right arm. Blind with spray, 
sick with sea-water, and aching with his labours, he gripped at last the tangles of seaweed, which 



meant the flat surface, and with one final effort raised himself and Despencer to the top. There he 
lay for a few minutes with his head in a rock-pool till the first weariness had passed. 
 He staggered with his burden in his arms along the ragged reef to the strip of sand where Claire 
was weeping hysterically. The sight of her restored Maitland to vigour, the appeal of her lonely 
figure there in the wet bracken. She must think them all dead, he reflected, and herself desolate, 
for she could not have interpreted rightly his own wild rush into the waves. When she heard his 
voice she started, as if at a ghost, and then seeing his burden, ran towards him. “Oh, he is dead!” 
she cried. “Tell me! tell me!” and she clasped the inert figure so that her arm crossed Maitland’s. 
Despencer, stupefied and faint, was roused to consciousness by a woman’s kisses on his cheek, 
and still more by his bearer abruptly laying him on the heather. Claire hung over him like a 
mother, calling him by soft names, pushing his hair from his brow, forgetful of her own wet and 
sorry plight. And meanwhile Maitland stood watching, while his palace of glass was being 
shivered about his ears. 
 Aforetime his arrogance had kept him from any thought of jealousy; now the time and place 
were too solemn for trifling, and facts were laid bare before him. Sentiment does not bloom 
readily in a hard nature, but if it once comes to flower it does not die without tears and agonies. 
The wearied man, who stood quietly beside the hysterical pair, had a moment of peculiar 
anguish. Then he conquered sentiment, as he had conquered all other feelings of whose vanity he 
was assured. He was now, as he was used to be, a man among children; and as a man he had his 
work. He bent over Claire. “I know a hollow in the middle of the island,” he said, “where we can 
camp the night. I’ll carry Despencer, for his ankle is twisted. Do you think you could try to 
walk?” 
 The girl followed obediently, her eyes only on her lover. Her trust in the other was infinite, her 
indifference to him impenetrable; while he, hopelessly conscious of his fate, saw in the slim 
dishevelled figure at his side the lost lady, the mistress for him of all romance and generous 
ambitions. The new springs in his life were choked; he had still his work, his power, and, thank 
God, his courage; but the career which ran out to the horizon of his vision was bleak and 
loveless. And he held in his arms the thing which had frustrated him, the thing he had pulled out 
of the deep in peril of his body; and at the thought life for a moment seemed to be only a comic 
opera with tragedy to shift the scenes. 
 He found a cleft between two rocks with a soft floor of heather. There had been no rain, so the 
bracken was dry, and he gathered great armfuls and driftwood hogs from the shore. Soon he had 
a respectable pile of timber, and then in the nick of the cleft he built a fire. His matches, being in 
his jacket pocket, had escaped the drenchings of salt water, and soon with a smoke and crackling 
and sweet scent of burning wood, a fire was going cheerily in the darkness. Then he made a 
couch of bracken, and laid there the still feeble Despencer. The man was more weak than ill; but 
for his ankle he was unhurt; and a little brandy would have brought him to himself. But this 
could not be provided, and Claire saw in his condition only the sign of mortal sickness. With 
haggard eyes she watched by him, easing his head, speaking soft kind words, forgetful of her 
own cold and soaking clothes. Maitland drew her gently to the fire, shook down the bracken to 
make a rest for her head, and left a pile of logs ready for use. “I am going to the end of the 
island,” he said, “to light a fire for a signal. It is the only part which they can see from the 
mainland, and if they see the blaze they will come off for us as soon as it is day.” The pale girl 
listened obediently. This man was the master, and in his charge was the safety of her lover and 
herself 



 Maitland turned his back upon the warm nook, and stumbled along the ridge to the northern 
extremity of the isle. It was not half a mile away, but the land was so rough with gullies and 
crags that the journey took him nearly an hour. Just off the extreme point was a flat rock, sloping 
northward to a considerable height, a place from which a beacon could penetrate far over the 
mainland. He gathered bracken for kindling, and driftwood which former tides had heaped on the 
beach; and then with an armful he splashed through the shallow surf to the rock. Scrambling to 
the top, he found a corner where a fire might be lit, a place conspicuous and yet sheltered. Here 
he laid his kindling, and then in many wet journeys he carried his stores of firewood from the 
mainland to the rock. The lighting was nervous work, for he had few matches; but at last the 
dampish wood had caught, and tongues of flame shot up out of the smoke. Meantime the wind 
had sunk lower, the breakers seemed to have been left behind, and the eternal surge of the tides 
became the dominant sound to the watcher by the beacon. 
 And then, it seemed to him, the great convulsions of the night died away, and a curious peace 
came down upon the waters. The fire leaped in the air, the one living thing in a hushed and 
expectant world. It was not the quiet of sleep but of a sudden cessation, like the lull after a great 
flood or a snowslip. The tides still eddied and swayed, but it was noiselessly; the world moved, 
yet without sound or friction. The bitter wind which chilled his face and stirred up the red embers 
was like a phantom blast, without the roughness of a common gale. For a moment he seemed to 
be set upon a high mountain with the world infinitely remote beneath his feet. To all men there 
come moments of loneliness of body, and to some few the mingled ecstasy and grief of 
loneliness of soul. The child-tale of the Ocean Quiet came back to him, the hour of the Breathing 
of God. Surely the great silence was now upon the world. But it was an evil presage, for all who 
sailed into it were homeless wanderers for ever after. Ah well! he had always been a wanderer, 
and the last gleam of home had been heft behind, where by the firelight in the cold cranny a girl 
was crooning over her lover. 
 His past, his monotonous, brilliant past, slipped by with the knotless speed of a vision. He saw 
a boy, haunted with dreams, chafing at present delights, clutching evermore at the faint things of 
fancy. He saw a man, playing with the counters which others played with, fighting at first for 
bare existence and then for power and the pride of life. Success came over his path like a false 
dawn, but he knew in his heart that he had never sought it. What was that remote ineffable thing 
he had followed? Here in the quiet of the shadowy waters he had the moment of self-revelation 
which comes to all, and hopes and dim desires seemed to stand out with the clearness of 
accomplished facts. There had always been something elect and secret at the back of his fiercest 
ambitions. The ordinary cares of men had been to him but little things to be played with; he had 
won by despising them; casting them from him, they had fallen into the hollow of his hand. And 
he had held them at little, finding his reward in his work, and in a certain alertness and freshness 
of spirit which he had always cherished. There is a story of island-born men who carry into 
inland places and the streets of cities the noise of sea water in their ears, and hear continually the 
tern crying and the surf falling. So from his romantic boyhood this man had borne an arrogance 
towards the things of the world which had given him a contemptuous empire over a share of 
them. As he saw the panorama of his life no place or riches entered into it, but only himself, the 
haggard, striving soul, growing in power, losing, perhaps, in wisdom. And then, at the end of the 
way, Death, to shrivel the power to dust, and with the might of his sunbeam to waken to life the 
forgotten world of the spirit. 
 In the hush he seemed to feel the wheel and the drift of things, the cosmic order of nature. He 
forgot his weariness and his plashing clothes as he put more wood on the beacon and dreamed 



into the night. The pitiless sea, infinite, untamable, washing the Poles and hiding earth’s secrets 
in her breast, spoke to him with a far-remembered voice. The romance of the remote isles, the 
homes of his people, floating still in a twilight of old story, rose out of the darkness. His life, 
with its routine and success, seemed in a moment hollow, a child’s game, unworthy of a man. 
The little social round, the manipulation of half-truths, the easy victories over fools—surely this 
was not the task for him. He was a dreamer, but a dreamer with an iron hand; he was scarcely in 
his prime; the world was wide and his chances limitless. One castle of cards had already been 
overthrown; the Ocean Quiet was undermining another. He was sick of domesticity of every 
sort—of town, of home, of civilization. The sad elemental world was his, the fury and the 
tenderness of nature, the peace of the wilds which old folk had called the Breathing of God. 
“Parmi ceu haut bois conduyrai m’amie”—this was still his motto, to carry untarnished to the 
end au austere and beautiful dream. His little ambitions had been but shreds and echoes and 
shadows of this supreme reality. And his love had been but another such siunulacrumn; for what 
he had sought was no foolish, laughing girl, but the Immortal Shepherdess, who, singing the old 
songs of youth, drives her flocks to the hill in the first dewy dawn of the world. 
 Suddenly he started and turned his head. Day was breaking in a red windy sky, and somewhere 
a boat’s oars were plashing in the sea. And then he realized for the first time that he was cold and 
starving and soaked to the bone. 
 

CHAPTER 5 
 

Mr Henry Durward to Lady Claudia Etheridge 
 
“. . .Things have happened, my dear Clo, since I last wrote; time has passed; tomorrow I leave 
this place and go to stalk with Drapier; and yet in the stress of departure I take time to answer the 
host of questions with which you assailed me. I am able to give you the best of news. You have 
won your bet. Your prophecy about the conduct of the ‘other Etheridge girl’ has come out right. 
They are both here, as it happens, having come on from Fountainblue—both the hero and the 
heroine, I mean, of this most reasonable romance. You know Jack Despencer, one of the best 
people in the world, though a trifle given to chirping. But I don’t think the grasshopper will 
become a burden to Miss Claire, for she likes that sort of thing. She must, for there is reason to 
believe that she refused for its sake the greatest match—I speak with all reverence—which this 
happy country could offer. I know you like Maitland as little as I do, but we agree in admiring 
the Colossus from a distance. Well, the Colossus has, so to speak, been laid low by a frivolous 
member of your sex. It is all a most romantic tale. Probably you have heard the gist of it, but here 
is the full and circumstantial account. 
 
“We found Maitland beside the fire he had been feeding all night, and I shall never forget his 
figure alone in the dawn on that rock, drenched and dishevelled, but with his haggard white face 
set like a Crusader’s. He took us to a kind of dell in the centre of the island, where we found 
Claire and Despencer shivering beside a dying fire. He had a twisted ankle and had got a bad 
scare, while she was perfectly composed, though she broke down when we got home. It must 
have been an awful business for both, but Maitland never seems to have turned a hair. I want to 
know two things. First, how in the presence of great danger he managed to get his dismissal from 
the lady—for get it he assuredly did, and Despencer at once appeared in the part of the successful 
lover; second, what part he played in the night’s events. Claire remembered little, Despencer 



only knew that he had been pulled out of the sea, but over all Maitland seems to have brooded 
like a fate. As usual he told us nothing. It was always his way to give the world results and heave 
it to find out his methods for itself. . . . 
 “Despencer overwhelmed him with gratitude. His new happiness made him in love with life, 
and he included Maitland in the general affection. The night’s events seemed to have left their 
mark on the great man also. He was very quiet, forgot to be rude to anybody, and was kind to 
both Claire and Despencer. It is his way of acknowledging defeat, the great gentleman’s way, 
for, say what we like about him, he is a tremendous gentleman, one of the last of the breed. . . 
 “And then he went away—two days later. Just before he went Hugh Clanroyden and myself 
were talking in the library, which has a window opening on a flower garden. Despencer was 
lying in au invalid’s chair under a tree and Claire was reading to him. Maitland was saying 
goodbye, and he asked for Despencer. We told him that he was with Claire in the garden. He 
smiled one of those odd scarce smiles of his and went out to them. When I saw his broad 
shoulders bending over the chair and the strong face hooking down at the radiant Jack with his 
amiable good looks, confound it, Clo, I had to contrast the pair, and admit with Shakespeare the 
excellent foppery of the world. Well-a-day! ‘Smooth Jacob still robs homely Esau.’ And perhaps 
it is a good thing, for we are most of us Jacobs, and Esau is an uncomfortable fellow in our 
midst. Blah blah blah blah blah and whoever stole this story didn't even bother to check this. 
 “A week later came the surprising, the astounding news that he had taken the African 
Governorship. A career ruined, every one said, the finest chance in the world flung away; and 
then people speculated, and the story came out in bits, and there was only one explanation. It is 
the right one, as I think you will agree, but it points to some hidden weakness in that iron soul 
that he could be moved to fling over the ambitions of years because of a girl’s choice. He will go 
and bury himself in the wilds, and our party will have to find another leader. Of course he will do 
his work well, but it is just as if I were to give up my chances of the Woolsack for a county-court 
judgeship. He will probably be killed, for he has a million enemies; he is perfectly fearless, and 
he does not understand the arts of compromise. It was a privilege, I shall always feel, to have 
known him. He was a great man, and yet—intellect, power, character, were at the mercy of a 
girl’s caprice. As I write, I hear Claire’s happy laugh below in the garden, probably at some 
witticism of the fortunate Jack’s. Upon which, with my usual pride in the obvious, I am driven to 
reflect that the weak things in life may confound the strong, and that, after all, the world is to the 
young. . .” 
 

CHAPTER 6 
 

Sir Hugh Clanroyden to Mr Henry Durward. Some years later 
 
“. . .I am writing this on board ship, as you will see from the heading, and shall post it when I get 
to Port Said. You have heard of my appointment, and I need not tell you how deep were my 
searchings of heart before I found courage to accept. Partly I felt that I had got my chance; partly 
I thought—an inconsequent feeling—that Maitland, if he had lived, would have been glad to see 
me in the place. But I am going to wear the giant’s robe, and Heaven knows I have not the 
shoulders to fill it. Yet I am happy in thinking that I am in a small sense faithful to his memory. 
 “No further news, I suppose, has come of the manner of his death? Perhaps we shall never 
know, for it was on one of those expeditions with a few men by which he held the frontier. I 
wonder if any one will ever write fully the history of all that he did? It must have been a titanic 



work, but his methods were always so quiet that people accepted his results like a gift from 
Providence. He was given, one gathers, a practically free hand, and he made the country—four 
years’ work of a man of genius. They wished to bring his body home, but he made them bury 
him where he fell—a characteristic last testament. And so he has gone out of the world into the 
world’s history. 
 “I am still broken by his death, but, now that he is away, I begin to see him more clearly. Most 
people, I think, misunderstood him. I was one of his nearest friends, and I only knew bits of the 
man. For one thing—and I hate to use the vulgar word—he was the only aristocrat I ever heard 
of. Our classes are three-fourths of them of yesterday’s growth, without the tradition, character, 
manner, or any trait of an aristocracy. And the few, who are nominally of the blood, have gone to 
seed in mind, or are spoilt by coarse marriages, or, worst of all, have the little trifling superior 
airs of incompetence. But he, he had the most transcendent breeding in mind and spirit. He had 
no need for self-assertion, for his most casual acquaintances put him at once in a different class 
from all other men. He had never a trace of a vulgar ideal; men’s opinions, worldly honour, the 
common pleasures of life, were merely degrees of the infinitely small. And yet he was no 
bloodless mystic. If race means anything, he had it to perfection. Dreams and fancies to him 
were the realities, while facts were the shadows which he made dance as it pleased him. 
 “The truth is, that he was that rarest of mortals, the iron dreamer. He thought in tons and 
cosmic cycles, and because of it he could do what he pleased in life. We call a man practical if he 
is struggling in the crowd with no knowledge of his whereabouts, and yet in our folly we deny 
the name to the clear-sighted man who can rule the crowd from above. And here I join issue with 
you and everybody else. You thought it was Claire’s refusal which sent him abroad and 
interrupted his career. I read the thing otherwise. His love for the girl was a mere accident, a 
survival of the domestic in an austere spirit. Something, I do not know what, showed him his true 
desires. She may have rejected him; he may never have spoken to her; in any case the 
renunciation had to come. You must remember that that visit to Fountainblue was the first that he 
had paid since his boyhood to his boyhood’s home. Those revisitings have often a strange trick 
of self-revelation. I believe that in that night on the island he saw our indoor civilization and his 
own destiny in so sharp a contrast that he could not choose but make the severance. He found 
work where there could be small hope of honour or reward, but many a chance for a hero. And I 
am sure that he was happy, and that it was the longed-for illumination that dawned on him with 
the bullet which pierced his heart. 
 “But, you will say, the fact remains that he was once in love with Claire, and that she would 
have none of him. I do not deny it. He was never a favourite with women; but, thank Heaven, I 
have better things to do than study their peculiarities. . .” 
 
 


