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    Grey Granite is a stark meditation on how lives are honed, hardened, and sometimes shattered as individual desire collides with the grinding forces of work, class, and the modern city.

Written by Lewis Grassic Gibbon, the pen name of James Leslie Mitchell, Grey Granite is a work of literary fiction rooted in the Scottish modernist tradition and first published in 1934. It is the third volume of A Scots Quair, following Sunset Song (1932) and Cloud Howe (1933). The novel shifts the trilogy’s focus from rural fields to an industrial Scottish city during the interwar years, tracing the social and economic pressures that shape ordinary people. Its publication situates it amid the turbulence of the early twentieth century, when questions of labor, identity, and political allegiance were sharply contested.

The premise is deliberately spare and unsentimental: a woman and her son seek new footing in a hard, granite-built city, confronting the realities of factory labor, municipal authority, and the blunt arithmetic of survival. What follows is not a melodrama but an immersion in the textures of urban life—street corners, offices, workshops—rendered with an exacting eye. Readers encounter an experience that blends social realism with modernist daring, where interiority and public events are held in tense proximity. The mood is austere yet lyrical, often cool to the touch, but quickened by flashes of empathy and a fierce intelligence about power.

Gibbon’s style is distinctive and purposeful, weaving Scots and standard English to convey class, region, and temperament without exoticizing speech or flattening individuality. The prose moves with rhythmic precision, compressing observation and commentary into clean, incisive sentences that echo the city’s hard edges. Shifts in vantage—now intimate, now panoramic—create a layered portrait of community life in which workplace, street, church, and council chamber all matter. This stylistic range invites readers to consider how language both reflects and contests authority, and how narrative form itself can register the pressures of industrial modernity without yielding to sentimentality.

Key themes emerge with unflinching clarity: the struggle for dignity in precarious work; the allure and burden of political commitment; the entanglement of personal loyalties with public causes; and the costs of modernization for those without power to shape it. Motherhood, youth, and the making of adult identity are set against the demands of the collective, testing where solidarity ends and self-preservation begins. The city is not merely backdrop but an agent—its streets imposing disciplines, its institutions setting terms. Through these conflicts, the novel probes the ethics of compromise, the meaning of justice, and the uses and limits of anger.

Although the book completes the arc begun in the earlier volumes—from land to town to city—it stands on its own as a concentrated study of industrial life. Readers encounter continuity in sensibility rather than dependence on prior plot, meeting characters at a fresh juncture where past losses and hopes are felt more as pressure than as recitation. The cumulative effect is an image of a society crossing thresholds it scarcely understands, caught between nostalgia and necessity. In charting that passage, Grey Granite balances severity with lucidity, refusing consolation while insisting on attention to the stubborn facts of work and will.

Grey Granite remains resonant today because its questions endure: what forms of solidarity are possible under economic strain, how politics meets the realities of daily bread, and who gets to define a community’s future. The unabridged text preserves the full cadence of Gibbon’s language, rewarding patience with exacting detail and quiet accumulations of meaning. Readers attuned to modernist experiments and social analysis will find a rigorous, humane inquiry into the making of modern selves. It is a novel that respects the complexity of lived experience and invites reflection long after the city’s silhouettes have faded from view.
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    Grey Granite, the final volume of Lewis Grassic Gibbon’s Scots Quair trilogy, shifts from the quiet fields of earlier books to the hard, echoing streets of the industrial city of Duncairn. Chris Guthrie, seasoned by loss and endurance, arrives with her son Ewan in search of steadier work and a place in a rapidly changing Scotland. The novel opens with the practicalities of settlement—rooms let, meagre savings counted, new routines learned—while the city’s power brokers, employers, and police set the terms of civic life. Within this harsh environment, the story moves toward testing ambition against necessity, and individual hopes against collective pressures.

Chris finds work that keeps body and mind occupied, anchoring the household with careful thrift and quiet resolve. Ewan, on the cusp of adulthood, takes a job in heavy industry, encountering the clang and grind that define the city’s tempo. The early chapters track their separate adjustments: a mother’s search for stability and a son’s discovery of pride, wage, and grievance. Observing colleagues, foremen, and the stark divide between office and shop floor, Ewan comes to recognize how the city’s routines are ordered and controlled. These formative experiences establish the social map that will frame the conflicts to come.

As Ewan’s work hardens his body and temper, he is drawn into circles that debate wages, hours, and the purpose of power. Meetings in halls and back rooms introduce pamphlets, party lines, and competing convictions. The language of organization replaces private complaint, teaching him how to name and oppose what he sees. The chapters show him balancing impulsive anger with a growing discipline, learning to speak for more than himself. This political apprenticeship deepens his distance from home, where Chris measures each risk against the cost of survival. The novel quietly sets mother and son on converging, yet different, paths.

The city itself becomes a presence—tenements crowded and clean-swept, streets slick with rain, factories lit like furnaces at dusk. Civic committees discuss relief, while employers count orders and profits. Rumours of layoffs and wage reductions carry through stairwells and mess rooms. Chris watches and adapts, keeping a tight household and exchanging wary courtesy with neighbours, all while remembering the fields she left behind. The contrast between rural endurance and urban hardness underlines each decision. Through her perspective, the narrative balances the noise of public agitation with the intimate demands of housekeeping, hunger, and the search for a future worth the struggle.

When agitation turns outward, Ewan steps forward as a speaker and organizer, learning the uses of a crowd and the limits of rhetoric. Demonstrations and marches bring banners into the streets and police to the corners. The city’s newspapers debate blame and order, amplifying conflict as proceedings move from factory gates to courtrooms. Ewan’s voice gains force, but visibility brings scrutiny from authorities and employers alike. At home, Chris works to cushion consequence, insisting on prudence even as she recognizes the necessity behind his stance. The narrative tracks this widening rift between public conviction and private care, raising stakes without disclosing outcomes.

Personal entanglements complicate the politics. Ewan forms attachments among fellow workers and activists, relationships that challenge his loyalty and sharpen his sense of purpose. The demands of intimacy press against the discipline of strategy, testing whether principle can withstand desire, jealousy, and ambition. Chris, for her part, encounters new companions whose respectability promises security but asks for compromise. Friendships and alliances shift with circumstance, revealing how private choices intersect with public action. These strands deepen the portrait of both characters, showing how affection, pride, and the need to belong can redirect a life as surely as any speech, vote, or strike call.

Elections and committee rooms offer another arena. Competing parties court the same grievances with different remedies, arguing reform against revolution, gradualism against rupture. Ewan learns the pull of procedure, platforms, and pamphleteering, as well as the bitterness of factional splits. The promise of municipal power tempts some to moderate and others to harden. Chris regards these maneuvers with practical concern, counting the household costs of every risk. The book lets these political movements unfold in step with daily life, revealing a city where rhetoric and bread are inseparable. Strategic choices shape reputations and futures, yet the consequences remain deliberately unfinalized in these chapters.

Pressures crest as winter closes and work thins. Relief queues lengthen; hunger marches find their way to civic buildings; factory yards echo with speeches and orders. In tense set pieces, crowds and police face each other across the narrow space of streets, and private loyalties strain under public test. Ewan stands at a personal and political threshold, weighing the price of leadership against the cost to those nearest him. Chris, drawing on an older well of endurance, considers what must change so that something of value can be kept. The narrative drives toward a reckoning without prematurely revealing the result.

Grey Granite completes the trilogy’s movement from earth to engine, closing the arc from solitary endurance to collective struggle. Without fixing on a single solution, it presents the costs and claims of modernity: the stubborn dignity of work, the seduction and burden of power, and the fragile shelter of home. Chris embodies survival shaped by memory; Ewan embodies belief forged in conflict. Their divergent paths illuminate a society remade by industry and politics, while leaving room for ambiguity about where hope resides. The novel’s central message lies in its balance—change is relentless, and yet, through human ties, something endures.
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    Grey Granite is set in the early 1930s in the fictional industrial city of Duncairn, a landscape unmistakably modeled on Aberdeen—the "Granite City"—and, more broadly, on Scotland’s hard-pressed urban northeast. The time is the high tide of the interwar economic crisis that followed the First World War and deepened after 1929. Heavy industries—shipbuilding, coal, steel, quarrying, and fishing—struggled amid a collapse of world trade, while rural depopulation fed urban labor markets. The novel’s streets, tenements, and municipal offices evoke a Scotland in transition: from peasant and craft traditions to precarious urban wage labor, from parish and kirk governance to mass politics and city hall bureaucracy.

The Great Depression, triggered by the October 1929 Wall Street crash and compounded by a worldwide trade contraction (global trade fell by roughly two-thirds between 1929 and 1934), hit Britain’s old staple industries hardest. UK registered unemployment rose above 3 million in 1932; in Scotland, joblessness in mining, shipbuilding, and jute frequently exceeded national rates, with localized areas suffering over 30 percent unemployment. In the northeast, the decline of quarrying, engineering, and fishing aggravated hardship; seasonal work vanished, and small firms failed as orders dried up. The 1931 financial crisis brought a National Government under Ramsay MacDonald, which imposed austerity, cut unemployment benefit, and introduced the controversial means test for “transitional” claimants. From 1931 to 1934, local Public Assistance Committees investigated families’ savings, furniture, and sons’ wages; after the Unemployment Act (1934), the Unemployment Assistance Board centralized such scrutiny. Street demonstrations, eviction threats, and municipal relief politics became daily realities. Welfare reforms coexisted with charity queues, soup kitchens, and co-operative buying clubs. The psychological toll—loss of craft pride, masculinities shaped by skilled labor, and community bonds—was profound. Grey Granite mirrors this environment with depictions of jobless processions, picket lines outside foundries and yards, and the bureaucratic ordeal of relief. Its Duncairn council chambers, police courts, and relief offices refract the era’s municipal austerity and contested social policy, while the characters’ fluctuating loyalties to co-operatives, unions, and radical parties dramatize the fractured politics of scarcity. The novel’s very title, invoking the cold permanence of stone, resonates with a city economy frozen by deflation, mass unemployment, and the gray discipline of public order in an age of want.

The 1926 General Strike, called by the Trades Union Congress from 3–12 May to support miners resisting wage cuts and longer hours, mobilized around 1.7 million workers across transport, printing, and heavy industry. Although it lasted nine days, the miners’ lockout continued for months, and Parliament replied with the Trade Disputes and Trade Unions Act (1927), restricting sympathy strikes and picketing. These events shaped interwar labor strategy and solidarity in Scotland’s workshops and yards. Grey Granite reflects the lingering aftershocks: workplace caution, fragmented unions, and the memory of defeat that haunts older militants, even as new activists try to regenerate mass organization in Duncairn.

Red Clydeside (1915–1919) entrenched a distinctive Scottish radicalism: wartime rent strikes led by Mary Barbour in 1915, the 40 Hours Strike of January 1919, and the George Square confrontation on 31 January 1919, when troops and tanks were deployed in Glasgow. Figures such as James Maxton, Emanuel Shinwell, John Maclean, and Willie Gallacher bridged socialist, syndicalist, and communist currents. The Communist Party of Great Britain (founded 1920) gained footholds in Scottish industrial districts. In Grey Granite, the ideological legacy of Clydeside—organizing tactics, distrust of employers and the state, and the appeal of Marxist analysis—appears in study circles, shop-floor agitation, and the politicization of unemployed youth.

The National Unemployed Workers’ Movement (NUWM), led by Wal Hannington, orchestrated hunger marches in 1930, 1932, and 1934, converging on London to demand abolition of the means test and improved relief. The 1932 National Hunger March brought roughly 2,500 marchers in 18 contingents; clashes with police around Hyde Park in late October underscored tensions over public order. Scottish columns set off from Clydeside, Fife, and the northeast, symbolizing a nationwide protest culture. Grey Granite channels this militancy through depictions of disciplined processions, petitioning of municipal bodies, and confrontations with police—scenes that echo the choreography, slogans, and grievances of NUWM campaigns.

Scotland’s housing crisis framed urban life. The 1930 Housing Act (Greenwood) funded slum clearance, while the 1935 Housing Act defined statutory overcrowding, pushing councils to rehouse families on peripheral estates. The 1931 census revealed exceptional Scottish overcrowding, with a high proportion of families confined to one or two rooms, notably in Glasgow and the northeast. Tenemental disease, rent arrears, and high infant mortality were persistent concerns. Grey Granite’s Duncairn tenements, lodging houses, and corporation schemes capture these material conditions: cramped rooms, shared stairs, and municipal rehousing debates. The novel binds domestic strain to political radicalization, showing how housing policy and class power intersected.

The 1931 Invergordon Mutiny in the Cromarty Firth—when Royal Navy ratings protested pay cuts announced under the National Economy program—precipitated a sterling crisis and Britain’s departure from the Gold Standard on 21 September 1931. The ensuing National Government consolidated austerity and deflation, shaping local authority budgets, relief scales, and policing resources. Street politics became contentious: baton charges at demonstrations, prosecutions for sedition or obstruction, and surveillance of communist cells were common. Grey Granite registers this climate of control in scenes of police oversight, arrests of agitators, and the strategic choreography of marches, exposing the fraught boundary between civic order and the right to protest.

As social and political critique, the book indicts an urban capitalist order that commodifies labor while rationing relief, and it exposes how municipal officialdom and police power discipline the poor. By tracing unemployment, housing precarity, and bureaucratic humiliation, it challenges the morality of the means test and austerity politics. The portrayal of divided unions and embattled radicals scrutinizes the limits of parliamentary gradualism in crisis. Through Duncairn’s granite facades—city hall, courts, and factories—it reveals entrenched class stratification, gendered burdens of domestic survival, and the erosion of communal dignity, insisting that interwar Scotland’s stability rested on systemic inequality and coerced resignation.
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  TO


  HUGH MACDIARMID


  CAUTIONARY NOTE


  The 'Duncairn' of this novel was originally 'Dundon.' Unfortunately, several English journals in pre-publication notices of the book described my imaginary city as Dundee, two Scottish sheets identified it with Aberdeen, and at least one American newspaper went considerably astray and stated that it was Edinburgh--faintly disguised.


  Instead, it is merely the city which the inhabitants of the Mearns (not foreseeing my requirements in completing my trilogy) have hitherto failed to build.


  L. G. G.
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All around her the street walls were dripping in fog as Chris Colquohoun made her way up the Gallowgate[1], yellow fog that hung tiny veils on her eyelashes, curled wet, and had in her throat the acrid taste of an ancient smoke. Here the slipper-slide of the pavement took a turn that she knew, leading up to the heights of Windmill Place, and shortly, out of the yellow swath, she saw come shambling the lines of the Steps with their iron hand-rail like a famished snake. She put out her hand on that rail, warm, slimy, and paused afore tackling the chave of the climb, breathing deeply, she could hear her heart. The netbagful of groceries on her arm ached--she looked down through wet lashes at the shape of the thing--as though it was the bag that ached, not her arm. . . .

Standing still so breathing that little while she was suddenly aware of the silence below--as though all the shrouded town also stood still, deep-breathing a minute in the curl of the fog--stilling the shamble and grind of the trams, the purr of the buses in the Royal Mile, the clang and swing of the trains in Grand Central, the swish and roll and oily call of the trawlers taking the Forthie[2]'s flood--all pausing, folk wiping the fog from their eyes and squinting about them an un-eident minute--

Daft, she said to herself, and began climbing the stairs. Midway their forty steps a lamp came in sight, at last, glistening, it flung a long dirty hand down to help her. Her face came into its touch, it blinked surprised, not expecting that face or head or the glistering bronze coils of hair that crowned them--hair drawn in spiralled pads over each ear, fog-veiled, but shining. Chris halted again here under the lamp, thirty-eight, so she couldn't run up these steps, stiff's an old horse on a Mounth hill-road.

Old at thirty-eight? You'll need a bath-chair at fifty. And at sixty--why, as they'd say in Segget[3], they'll have carted you off to the creamery[7]!

Panting, she smiled wry under the lamp at the foul tale told of Duncairn crematorium--the foul story that had struck her as funny enough even hearing it after the burning of Robert. . . . Oh, mixed and queer soss that living was, dying, dying slowly a bit of yourself every year, dying long ago with that dim lad, Ewan, dying in the kirk of Segget the time your hand came red from Robert's dead lips--and yet midmost the agonies of those little deaths thinking a foul tale flouting them funny!

Daft as well as decrepit, she told herself, but with a cool kindness, and looked over the Steps at the mirror hung where the stairs swung west, to show small loons the downward perils as they pelted blue hell on a morning to school. She saw a woman who was thirty-eight, looked less, she thought, thirty-five maybe in spite of those little ropes of grey that marred the loops of the coiled bronze hair, the crinkles about the sulky mouth and the eyes that were older than the face. Face thinner and straighter and stranger than once, as though it were shedding mask on mask down to one last reality--the skull, she supposed, that final reality.

Funny she could stand here and face up to that, not feel sick, just faintly surprised! Once it had been dreadful and awful to think of--the horror of forgotten flesh taken from enduring bone, the masks and veils of life away, down to those grim essentials[3q]. Now it left her neither sick nor sorry, she found, watching a twinkle in sulky gold eyes above the smooth jut of the wide cheek-bones. Not sad at all, just a silly bit joke of a middle-aged woman with idle thoughts in a pause on the Steps of Windmill Brae.

Below the quiet broke with the scrunch of a tram wheeling down from the lights of Royal Mile to the Saturday quietude of Gallowgate. Chris turned, looked, saw the shiver of sparks through the fog, syne the sailing brute swing topaz in sight, swaying and swearing, with aching feet as it ran for its depot in Alban Street. Its passage seemed to set fire to the fog, a little wind came and blew the mist-ash, and there was Grand Central smoking with trains. And now, through the thinning bouts of the fog, Chris could see the lighted clock of Thomson Tower shine sudden a mile or so away over the tumbled rigs of grey granite.

Nine o'clock.

She lowered the netbag and stretched her arms, saw herself wheel and stretch in the mirror, slim still, long curves, half-nice she half-thought. Her hands came down on the railing and held it, no need to hurry to-night for a change, Ma Cleghorn would have seen to supper for them all--the nine o'clock Gallop to the Guts as she called it. No need to hurry, if only this once in the peace of the ill-tasting fog off the Forthie, in the blessed desertion of the Windmill Steps so few folk used in Duncairn toun. Rest for a minute in the peace of the fog--or nearly a peace, but for its foul smell.

Like the faint, ill odour of that silent place where they'd ta'en Robert's body, six months before--

She'd thought hardly at all what she would do after Robert's funeral that so shocked Segget, she'd carried out all the instructions in the will and gone back with Ewan to the empty Manse, Ewan made her tea and looked after her--cool and efficient, only eighteen, though he acted more like twenty-eight--at odd minutes he acted eighty-two she told him as he brought her the tea in the afternoon stillness of the sitting-room.

He grinned the quick grin that was boy-like enough, and wandered the room a bit, tall and dark, unrestlessly, while she drank the tea. He hated tea himself, with a bairn-like liking for bairny things--milk and oatcakes would have contented Ewan from breakfast to dinner and some more for his supper. Ayont the windows in the waning of the afternoon Chris could see the frozen glister of night on the Grampians, swift and near-moving, Ewan's shoulder and sleekèd dark head against it. . . . Then he turned from the window. Mother, I've got a job.

She'd been sunk in a little drowse of sheer ache, tiredness from the funeral and the day in Duncairn, she woke stupid at his speak and only half-hearing: A job?--who for?

He said Why, for little Ewan Tavendale all by his lone. But you'll have to sign the papers first.

--But it's daft, Ewan, you haven't finished college yet, and then there's the university!

He shook the sleekèd head: Not for me. I'm tired of college and I'm not going to live off you.And thought for a minute and added with calm sense, Especially as you haven't much to live off.

So that was that and he fetched the papers, Chris sat and read the dreich things appalled, papers of apprenticeship for four years to the firm of Gowans and Cloag in Duncairn. Smelters and steel manufacturers--But, Ewan, you'd go daft in a job like that.

He said he'd try not to, awfully hard, especially as it was the best job he could come by--and I can come out in week-ends and see you quite often. Duncairn's only a twenty miles off.

--And where do you think I am going to bide?

He looked at her curiously with cool, remote eyes, black didn't suit him, hair and skin over dark. Eh? Oh, here in Segget, aren't you? You used to like it before Robert died.

Sense the way he would speak of Robert, not heartlessly, just with indifference, as much as to say what did it matter, would a godly snuffling help Robert now? But a queer curiosity moved Chris to ask Does anything ever matter to you at all, Ewan?

Oh, lots. Where you're going to stay, for one thing, when I've gone.

He'd slipped out of that well, Chris thought with a twinkle, sitting in the deep armchair on her heels, her head down bent, he ran his finger along the curve of her neck, coolly, with liking, as she looked up at last:

I'm coming to bide with you in Duncairn[2q].

When they'd sold the furniture and paid off the debts there was barely a hundred and fifty pounds left, Segget took the matter through hand at the Arms, the news got about though both Chris and Ewan had been secret about it and never let on. But Segget would overhear what you said though you whispered the thing at the dead of night ten miles from a living soul in the hills. And it fair enjoyed itself at the news, God man! that was a right dight in the face for that sulky, stuck-up bitch at the Manse, her with her braw clothes and her proud-like ways, never greeting when her man died there in the pulpit, just as cool as though the childe were a load of swedes, not greeting even, or so 'twas said, when they burned the corp in there in Duncairn. And such a like funeral to give a minister, burning the man in a creamery!

And the Segget Provost[9], Hairy Hogg the sutor, said the thing was a judgment on the coarse brutes both, he never spoke ill of the dead, not him, but what had his forefather, the poet Burns, said?--

Ake Ogilvie the joiner was having a dram and he sneered real coarse: You and your Burns! The gawpus blethered a lot of stite afore they shovelled him into the earth and sent all the worms for a mile around as drunk as tinks at Paddy Fair. But I'm damned if he'd ever a tongue like yours. What ill did Robert Colquohoun ever do you--or his mistress either, I'd like to know, except to treat you as a human being?--B'God, they showed themselves soft enough there!

Alec the Provost's son was in having a nip, he wanted to fight Ake Ogilvie for that, the coarse Bulgar of a joiner to curse that way at a poor old devil like the Provost his father. But the wife of the hotel-keeper was back of the bar, folk called her the Blaster and Blasphemer for short, she was awful against a bit curse now and then: and she nipped Alec short as a new-libbed calf. None of your cursings in here, she cried, I won't have the Lord's name taken in vain. Alec habbered he'd nothing against the Lord, it wasn't Him he'd called a Bulgar, but the other one--and got in a soss, fairly upset at the Blaster's glower. Folk thought her an interfering old runt, ay God! she'd find her custom go.

So the most in the bar took a taik to the door with their drams in their hands and sat on the steps and looked at the sky, evening in Spring, bonny the hills, the seven o'clock dirling down Segget High Brig, peesies out on the long flat field that went mounting up to the bend of the hills. You minded Colquohoun, how he'd haunt those hills, the temples of God the creature would call them, him that died in the pulpit preaching a sermon--fair heathen it was, ay a judgment of God. And now this slip of a wife of his had less than a two hundred pounds to her name, living up there in one room, folk said, all by her lone now that her loon, Ewan (ay, a son by her first bit man) had gone to work in Duncairn toun. It just showed you what happened to proud-like dirt, she'd intended the loon for an education and a braw-like life in a pulpit, maybe, nothing to do but habber and haver and glower over a collar on back to front: and instead he'd be just a common working chap.

Ake Ogilvie had new come out and heard that last speak of wee Peter Peat's. Well, God, YOU'RE common enough, he said, though it's damn little work you ever manage. And then he went swaggering across the Square, past the statue of the War Memorial Angel, a trig-like lassie with a pair of fine hips, and spat at it, coarse-like, fair a tink Ake, aye sticking up for the working men, you were maybe a working man yourself, but were hardly such a fool as stick up for the brutes.

Syne Feet the Policeman came dandering along, he was due to leave for a job in Duncairn, folk cried out Ay, Mr. Leslie, fine night, respectful-like, for he'd fair got on. And he stuck his thumbs in his belt and said Ay, majestic-like, like a steer with the staggers, and squashed out his great feet and looked up at the Angel as though to speir where she'd mislaid her stays.

Syne folk saw that he gotten his sergeant's stripes, he'd come out to give the bit things an air; and he said he was off to Duncairn in a week, he'd been kind of put in charge of the toun, you learned, him and some other skilly childes, or at least in a bit that they called Footforthie where the factories were and a lot of tink workers, low brutes, or they hadn't a meck to their name and lived off the Broo and Ramsay MacDonald[4], draining the country and Ramsay dry. But did that content them?--No, faith it didn't, they were aye on the riot about something or other, stirred up by those ill-ta'en Bulgars, the Socialists. . . . Feet said that he'd use a firm hand, by God you thought if he used his feet there wouldn't be a Socialist left in Duncairn that didn't look like an accident with a rhubarb tart. God, how the meikle-houghed devil could blow!

Folk ganted a bit and began to taik off, but halted at the hint of a tasty bit news, and cried No, man? and came tearing back. What's that? God is here! and Feet swelled out his chest and started to tell his tale over again.

And the gist of the thing when you got to the bree was that Sergeant Sim Leslie had been in Duncairn, on business, like, that very forenoon--colloguing with the other heads of the Police and learning the work that he'd have to take on. Well, he'd finished the business and looked out for lodgings, awful expensive up in Duncairn you needed a fine salary, same as he had. The second bit place that he keeked intil was a boarding-house on Windmill Brae, fell swell it looked, a braw bit house on the high hill that rises over Duncairn. But the terms were hardly as much as he'd feared, and he clinched for a room with the mistress o't, a meikle bit woman, Cleghorn the name.

Well, they had a bit crack when he'd ta'en the room and she told to Feet, fair newsy-like, she'd had the place all decorated of late at an awful expense she couldn't have afforded but that she had advertised for a partner with a bit of silver to lay down as deposit, and syne help as a maid attending the lodgers. Feet had said Ay? and Well, that's right fine, not caring a damn one way or the other till she mentioned the new bit partner's name.

But when he heard THAT Feet fairly sat up, as every soul did now in front of the Arms: Mrs. Colquohoun? Where might she come from? And the Cleghorn body had said From Segget. Her man was a minister-creature there, though I'm damned if she looks it, a fleet trig woman that could muck a byre more ready any day than snuffle a psalm. At that poor Feet was took sore aback, he never could stick the proud bitch at the Manse; but he'd made a deposit for the lodgings already and couldn't well ask for the silver back. So off he'd come home and got ready to pack--and faith, did you ever hear the like of that?

Afore night was out all Segget had heard, and half of the Mearns afore the next day, postmen ran for miles over parks with the news, old Hogg hammered four soles on the same pair of boots he was in such a fash to give the tale out. And when Mrs. Colquohoun went down to the station, straight and cool, with her trig-like back, her hair coiled over each lug, fair daft, some thought it bonny, you were damned if you did--the half of Segget was keeking from its windows, and wondering about her, how she'd get on, what was she thinking, what was she wearing, had she had a bath on the previous night, did she ever think of a man to sleep with, how much did she measure around the hips, could she greet if she liked, what was her temper, how much of the hundred and fifty was left, was that loon of hers, Ewan, as dour as he looked, would he land in jail or would he get on?

At half-past five the clock would go birr! in the narrow long room you had ta'en for yourself, you'd wake with a start and find yourself sprawled in weariness right across the great bed, dark the guff of the early Spring, no cheep of birds here on Windmill Brae, clatter of the clock as it started again with a hoast and a rasp; and you'd reach for the thing and switch it off and lie still a minute, hands under your neck in the pad of your hair, fingers rough-seamed and scraping your skin. And you'd stretch out under the bedclothes, long, till your muscles all creaked, legs, hips and ribs, blessedly, you'd still a passable figure.

Syne you'd throw off the blankets and get from the bed, the floorcloth cold as a Christian's heart under the naked soles of your feet--off with your nightie and stretch again and look from the window at the coming of dawn, lacing its boots and grabbing its muffler and pelting across the roofs of Duncairn. In a hurry the same you'd wriggle in your vest, stockings and knickers, slip on your dress, getting warm already in spite of the floor and the frozen gleam of grey granite outside. And you'd open the door and go down the stairs, quick, and looping back your hair, to the cold prison walls of the kitchen, smelly, fling open the window, in rushed the air and a smell of cats you could cut with a knife. At first that smell had made you near sick, even Jock the house-cat, a clean beast enough, but you'd no time for such luxuries as sickness now-a-days, lighting the gas, the kitchen range, your hands swift on kettles and frying-pans, eyes on the clock and ears wide open for the first stir if life in the morning's morgue.

At six you were up at Ma Cleghorn's room with a cup of tea and a knock at her door and go in and draw back the window-curtains, let up the blinds, bang! She'd wake up and groan, Is't you, Chris lass? Losh, you spoil me, just, she meant the tea, and you'd say Oh, havers, she spoke Duncairn and you'd got the same gait. And Ma Cleghorn would give another bit groan and drink up the tea and loup from the bed, swack as you like, an old woman only a minute afore but filled now with tea and a fury to work, The Bulgars'll soon be on the howl for their meat. Whatever made me take to the keeping of lodgings?

You'd say A BOARDING-HOUSE, please, Mrs. Cleghorn, one of the jokes that the two of you shared, Ma'd give a great snifter through her meikle nose: Boarding? B'God, it's leathering they want. And I haven't a pair of bloomers to my name that's no darned so a body can hardly sit down. I've a fair bit padding of my own to ease it, you haven't, get out of the damn trade, lass, afore you're like me and take to bloomers instead of them frilly things you wear--God be here, they'll kill you yet dead with cold. Aren't your legs frozen?

You'd say Not them; fine legs, and Ma struggling into her blouse would say You're no blate. Who told you they're fine? And you'd say Oh, men, and she'd nod to that, great red face topped with greying hair like the face of a war-horse out of Isaiah (as you'd once thought, minding back through the months to Robert's reading from the Bible in Segget).--Ay, no doubt, they had, and enjoyed them fine. And would again if you gave them the chance.

Syne you'd to tear to the kitchen again, in time for the ring from Miss Murgatroyd's room, dying for her tea the poor old wretch, solemn you'd carry it up to her room, the best in the house, three guineas a week. She'd quaver out of a lace nightcap: Is that you, Mrs. Colquohoun? And you have my tea? Oh, that's Such Fine, she was awful genteel, poor spinster body with her pensions and potterings, not a soul in the world hers and respectable down to her shrivelled toes, wabbling hands and meek quiet eyes, Episcopalian, serving tea for the whist drives up at the Unionist Club. . . .

And Ma Cleghorn, watching her taik down the street, would ask who in God's name would be an old maid? She'd often used to think when her Jim was alive and would come back from the Fish MARKET stinking so bad that his shirts hung out on a washing day would bring the cats scraiching for miles around--she'd used often to think I wish I were single, trig on my own, not handled, not kenned, with nobody's seed ever laid in me! But losh, when he died she had minded him sore, night on night and would fain have had him again though he smelt like a kipper mislaid in a drain when he'd cuddle you, feuch! They were sosses, were men, but you'd only to look at the Murgatroyd creature to make you mad to go tearing out and grab the first soss that you met in breeks--Half-past six, Chris; will you waken your Ewan?

He slept in one of the TWO ROOMS of the upper floor, the other empty, his window looked down on the glare of Footforthie at night that changed to a sick yellow furnace-glow, unstill, staining the sky on the morning's edge. You'd wanted him to change to another room, and he'd asked you why and you'd told him he'd surely get sick of it--working down there all day and seeing it all night. But he'd shaken his shapely, sleekèd head, no fancies or flim-flams with Ewan at all: It'll neither wake me nor send me to sleep. Only a light in the sky, you know, Chris.--So you'd turn the handle of his door and go in and meet the sting of the sea-wind there, the window wide open, the curtains flowing. Ewan dim in the light of the early dawn, lying so still, so still he slept that near every morning you'd be startled the same, feared that he lay there dead, so quiet, you'd shake his shoulder and see as you bent the blankets he'd thrust away from himself pyjamas open wide to the waist, curling dark down on a boy's breast.

Strange to think that this was your Ewan, once yours, and so close, so tiny, so small and weak, sexless, a baby that had grown a body tall as your own, slimmer, stronger, secret and strange, blossom and fruit from that seed of yours. . . . In a queer pity you'd look and shake him awake:Ewan, time you were up!

He'd start awake quietly, at once, like a cat, and look at you with those deep, cool eyes, neither grey nor green, grey granite eyes. All right. Thanks. No, I don't want tea. I'll get an apple for myself, mother. MOTHER! I said I'd get it for myself! And he'd be out of bed and have reached the dish and caught an apple afore you got near. You've enough to do without waiting on me.

--But I like waiting on you. Wouldn't you wait on me?

--I suppose so, if you were sick or insane. What's the time? And lean out half-naked from the window ledge to peer over Duncairn to Thomson Tower. Splendid. I've time for a dip in the Forthie.

He'd be out of the house as you gained the kitchen, an uproar by then of banging pans, Ma Cleghorn cooking porridge and bacon and sausages and coffee and cocoa and tea, and swearing out loud at the young maid, Meg, who slept at her home away down in the Cowgate and was supposed to come up each morning at seven. Call that seven?--Then you're blind as well's sweir. Stack up the range and be nippy about it. Mrs. Colquohoun, will you lay the table?

You were aye Mrs. Colquohoun when Meg was about, Ma Cleghorn treating you distant, polite, for the sake of discipline, so she said. You'd gathered the way of setting the table in the big ben room so quick your eyes hardly followed your fingers, porridge plates for Sim Leslie (who'd come from Segget where they'd called him Feet) and Mr. George Piddle, the Runner reporter, thin and he-he'ing, minus his hair so that he could go bald-headed for news. Bacon for Miss Murgatroyd and Mr. Neil Quaritch: Mr. Quaritch worked on the Runner as well, a subeditor creature, aye reading books and sloshing them to death in the Runner next day. But you rather liked the wee ferret man, red eyes and red hair and a red nose as well, and a straggle of beard on an unhappy chin, Ewan said he'd gone sozzled with reading rot rather than with knocking back gills of Glenlivet. . . .

Mixed grill for Miss Ena Lyon, the typist, powdered and lip-sticked, and awful up-to-date, baggy a bittie below the eyes and a voice like a harried peahen, poor lass. Porridge for young Mr. Clearmont, nice loon who went to the University and was awful keen on music and jokes, you could never make head nor tail of either as he always guffawed out, young and hearty, right at the point--if there was a point. Ma Cleghorn didn't think much of him, she said if ever he'd a thought in his head it'd be easy to tell it, you'd hear the damn thing rattling about like a stone in a tin. But she was jealous a bit, you thought, of the lad's university and books and book-learning. . . . Bacon for young John Cushnie, all red, the clerk in Raggie Robertson's Drapery Depot, half-sulky, half-shy and would spend half an hour roping up his neck in a speckled tie, he shared Archie Clearmont's room but nought else. . . . Eight o'clock and you hit the gong, breakfast all ready set on the table.

And down they'd all pour and sit in about, Miss Murgatroyd sitting neat as a pin, Such Fine, and eating her grapefruit up like a sparrow pecking at a bit of dung (you laughed: but you sometimes wished that Ma wouldn't say those things about folks so often: the picture stuck, true or untrue, and you never saw them in real likeness again); Sergeant Sim Leslie supping his porridge and goggling at you over his collar; Ewan eating quick, clean and indifferent, lost in his thoughts or else in a book, all squiggly lines and figures and drawings; Miss Ena Lyon, complete with complexion, eating her bacon and talking to Clearmont, he'd been to a concert the night before and Miss Lyon was saying she liked music as well--just loved a talkie with a Catchy Choon.

Poor Mr. Piddle with his long thin neck and his long thin head, as bald as a neep and something the shape, would snap up his meat in a haste to be gone in search of news for the Daily Runner, a fine big paper, the pride of Duncairn, and awful useful for lining your shelves; Cushnie, red-eared and trying to
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