
        
            [image: cover]
        

    













Changed Times









Ethyl Smith











[image: tmp_413b21c2f73453f3d46f9386b8041ff8_6V8jZv_html_m25e0c7ea.jpg]

ThunderPoint Publishing
Ltd.







First Published in Great Britain
in 2016 by

ThunderPoint Publishing
Limited

Summit House

4-5 Mitchell Street

Edinburgh

Scotland EH6 7BD






Copyright © Ethyl Smith
2016

The moral right of the author has
been asserted.

All rights reserved.






Without limiting the rights under
copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise), without the prior written
permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of
the work.






This book is a work of
fiction.

Names, places, characters and
locations are used fictitiously and any resemblance to actual
persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and a product of
the authors’ creativity.

Shirley McKay quotation taken from
Fame & Fortune with permission of Shirley McKay and
Polygon.

Scripture quotatons taken from the
Revised English Bible copyright © Cambridge University Press and
Oxford University Press 1989.

All rights reserved.

ISBN: 978-1-910946-08-4
(Paperback)

ISBN: 978-1-910946-09-1
(eBook)

www.thunderpoint.scot


About Changed Times






1679 - The Killing Times

Charles II is on the throne, the Episcopacy has been
restored, and southern Scotland is in ferment.

The King is demanding superiority over all things
spiritual and temporal and rebellious Ministers are being ousted
from their parishes for refusing to bend the knee.

When John Steel steps in to help one such Minister
in his home village of Lesmahagow he finds himself caught up in
events that reverberate not just through the parish, but throughout
the whole of southern Scotland.

From the Battle of Drumclog to the Battle of
Bothwell Bridge, John's platoon of farmers and villagers find
themselves in the heart of the action over that fateful summer
where the people fight the King for their religion, their freedom,
and their lives.

Set amid the tumult and intrigue of Scotland's
Killing Times, John Steele's story powerfully reflects the changes
that took place across 17th century Scotland, and stunningly brings
this period of history to life.






Review by James Robertson:

"In a recent public lecture on 'Scottish Literature
and Power', the distinguished writer and journalist Neal Ascherson
commented that treatment of the Covenanters in our literature is
"fascinating and revealing" and that although every age reinvents
them for its own purpose, all recognise the Covenanters as "rebels
against a power establishment". Ethyl Smith is the latest writer to
explore the legacy of the Covenanters: her novel depicts ordinary
people forced by circumstance to weigh their religious faith and
their political beliefs against the everyday practicalities of
survival. It is an unsustainable balancing act, and Ms Smith does
not shrink from showing the brutality and destruction that result.
She writes with a fine ear for Scots speech, and with a sensitive
awareness to the different ways in which history intrudes upon the
lives of men and women, soldiers and civilians, adults and
children. Changed Times, the first in a projected trilogy,
reminds us that the past is neither as distant nor as complete as
we might like to think."






Review by Jan Fortune:

Changed Times is a remarkable and compelling debut
from an accomplished name to watch. A superb story with distinctive
characters who are complex, and convincing; the novel is rich in
research that renders it authentic whilst never becoming intrusive.
It’s a joy to read a historical novel with real dialect that is
also easy to follow and always engaging. A narrative with huge
scope and superb pacing, reading Changed Times will leave you
impatient for the next two volumes in this evocative, moving and
absorbing trilogy.
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Her interest in Scottish language
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Chapter 1











Lesmahagow village in the County of
Lanark. Monday, 3rd April 1679











In another time Lucas Brotherstone
might have been an actor. Pretence came easily, especially when he
allowed his Sunday sermon to become a theatrical performance.
Sometimes he even convinced himself.

Today he was pretending to be
practical, clearing weeds in his vegetable garden. He knelt down
and his knees sank into the soft soil. Not that it bothered him.
He’d always kneel when seeking guidance from his God. And it seemed
to work. How else had he become such a confident
preacher?

“Mornin sir.”

Lucas recognised the voice. He
stood up, dusted his grimy knees, then turned towards a burly
figure standing on the path beside him. “Morning John. Whit can I
dae for ye?”

“Sir. If ye can spare a meenit
ah’d like a word aboot yer sermon yesterday?”

“The prodigal?” Lucas smiled to
himself.

“Ay.” A pair of brown eyes issued
a challenge. “An aw yon forgiveness.”

“Which we must try to practice
oorsels.”

The brown eyes hardened. “That’s
the problem.”

“Indeed? Ye surprise
me.”

“Lucas.” His wife appeared at the
kitchen door. “There’s a man here, saying he’s frae the sheriff. Ye
best come. He’s brocht a paper for ye tae sign.”

Lucas frowned.

“On ye go sir,” John said.
“Forgiveness can wait.”

“Not at aw. It’ll be naething
important.” Lucas turned towards his wife. “Send the man oot here.”
He wiped his hands on his breeches and headed for an old metal
bench at the end of the garden. John shrugged and followed him, and
they both sat down to wait.

A small, stout man, his face
screwed up like a wizened plum, marched down the long path towards
them. “Whae’s the meenister? Ah’ve a paper here needin
signed.”

“I am.” Lucas held up his hand.
“Whit’s this aboot?”

“Official business. Ah’d prefer
tae speak indoors. Mair private like.”

“Oot here is fine. Please, sit
doon.” Lucas indicated a space on the bench beside him.

“Ah’d raither staund.”

“As ye wish.”

The little man shuffled his feet.
“Name’s Thrum. Clerk tae the sheriff an the court at Lanark.” He
took a rolled up parchment from a large, leather satchel strung
across his chest, undid a red ribbon tied round it, then held out
the document. “Ye’ve tae sign this.”

Lucas made no move.

Thrum thrust the parchment into
his hands.

“Haud on a meenit,” Lucas
protested. “I need tae read it afore ony signing.”

“Please yersel.” Thrum sniffed.
“But ye also need tae be law abidin. That’s whit this paper’s
aboot.”

Lucas spread the parchment on the
bench and began to read lines of tight scripted words. A moment
later he paused, muttered something, glared at Thrum, then
continued reading. Finally he rolled up the paper and handed it
back. “I canna sign this nonsense.”

“Hoo no?” Thrum snapped. “It comes
frae the king himsel.”

“It maks nae difference. I canna
sign.” Lucas turned to John as if expecting support.

John said nothing.

Undeterred Lucas went on. “This
paper talks aboot bishops in my Kirk, even accepting the king as
oor spiritual leader. It’s madness sir, sheer madness tae even
suggest sic a thing.”

“Tak care.” Thrum’s face darkened.
The lines round his mouth grew tight. “Unless ye agree tae sign
ye’re oot o here. As for preachin, forget it. Ye best chew that
ower afore ye utter ony mair treasonous words.”

Lucas was speechless.

Thrum shrugged. “The sheriff
thocht ye wudna be keen on signin, an bein a generous man he’s
prepared tae gie ye some mair time. Ye’ve seven days tae think
aboot it, an come tae yer senses afore ah come back wi a mounted
platoon. If yer answer is still no ye’re oot on yer lug, an dinna
expect the military tae be gentle wi ye.” He stuffed the parchment
into his bag. “On yer ain heid be it. Guid day.”

Lucas stared after the clerk as he
strode back up the garden path. He was still staring after the man
had gone.

“Sir.”

Lucas neither moved nor
spoke.

“Did ye unnerstaund aw that?” John
asked gently.

Lucas nodded. His face was chalk
white, his grey eyes clouded with fear.

John stood up. “In that case sir,
ye’ve plenty tae think aboot, so ah’ll leave ye tae it. But if ah
wis ye ah’d be wary aboot ma future. I’ve heard aboot the sheriff
at Lanark. His reputation gangs afore him. He’ll no tak kindly, if
ye get my meanin.”

Lucas nodded.











Six days later Lucas Brotherstone
climbed the twelve steps to his pulpit. Below him rows of upturned
faces waited as they did each Sunday.

He gripped the polished brass rail
and closed his eyes before lifting his arms wide in an enclosing
gesture. The sleeves of his black robe swung out like some great
crow spreading its wings before flight. There was a gasp from
below. Lucas didn’t notice. He was wrestling with the temptation to
deliver his normal sermon and pretend that nothing was amiss. But
it was. He took a deep breath, forced himself. “My friends. I’m
about tae break the law.”

Every back straightened. His voice
steadied. “Six days ago the sheriff at Lanark sent his clerk tae
demand my name on a miserable paper agreeing tae bishops in oor
Kirk. Even worse, I’d tae accept the King’s superiority ower aw
things spiritual and temporal. I read each word twice tae mak sure
afore I refused tae put my name tae sic blasphemy.” His voice grew
louder. His arms reached out, palms open, every finger stretched
wide to pull his audience in. “Bishops wi their fancy claes and
ways hae nae place in oor Kirk. Nor dae we believe their mealy
moothed words aboot respect for oor betters. And hoo they’re in the
richt position tae intervene afore the Almighty. The route tae oor
Lord is direct and can never be disowned. We ken that. The Bible
tells us braw plain. Hoo can we respect a monarch misguided enough
tae believe he has divine power ower us aw?”

Words bounced off the white
painted walls while every ear strained forward, desperate to miss
nothing.

“Tomorrow that same clerk will
return wi his accursed paper. He has already warned what will
happen if I still refuse tae sign. This time he’ll bring armed
support tae drive me frae this parish. In spite o this threat I
must haud firm tae the truth. If my action is considered
treasonable, so be it. Changed times are being thrust upon us,
telling us aw tae look within and grasp the truth.”

Lucas was carried away with his
own eloquence, almost imagining himself a prophet chastising the
children of Israel. Lost in his own performance, he didn’t notice
that one dissenting face, or how John Steel leant forward to watch
his neighbours. He missed the warning in John’s stare, and ranted
on with every last, angry, spiteful word.

At last he announced the 15th
psalm, and the congregation stood as one to sing:

“The man that walketh
uprightly,

And worketh
righteousness

And as he thinketh in his
heart,

So doth he truth
express.”

The words rang out while Lucas
climbed down from his pulpit to stand on the stone floor. It
sounded grand. A justification of his defiance. But did he really
believe his own words? He swallowed this moment of weakness,
straightened his shoulders and lifted his face to say the
benediction before his faithful beadle could open the heavy outer
door.

A widening patch of bright light
beckoned. He longed to be there, anywhere, other than in this kirk.
For a moment he was wrapped in a still silence, no shuffle of feet,
no cough as everyone waited. Eyes fixed beyond the opening door he
pulled his black robe tight across his chest, and managed to take
the first step, then a second, a third. Blurred faces loomed out of
the pews on either side as Lucas Brotherstone walked slowly out of
his church for the last time.

He hesitated on the broad step but
did not look back. Behind him he could hear the scrape of feet and
muted whispers.

“Can we no wait tae a meenit or
twa?” Marion Steel tried to resist as John steered her across the
church square.

John kept walking.

“But the Reverend did himsel
proud.”

“Mibbe so. But these days the law
has the last word. If the meenister thinks itherwise he’s a bigger
fool than ah thocht.”

They stopped by their tethered
horse and trap, and John lifted her into the front seat. She glared
at him. He dared a smile then turned to lift up their two small
sons. Neither boy smiled nor said a word.

The warm sunshine usually had them
laughing and joking as the trap rattled along between the high
beech hedges. Today was different with every turn of the wheel
grinding out Brotherstone, Brotherstone. No one spoke during
the two-mile drive back to Logan Waterhead.











At dinner the two boys slid into
their places and barely moved while they ate their meal. At either
end of the table Marion and John maintained their silence, the only
sound the repeating scrape of a knife on a pewter plate.

When the meal was finished the
boys made no move; faces white, they didn’t ask permission to
leave. Marion forced a smile and held out the egg-collecting
basket. They grabbed it and raced off with the basket between
them.

Meanwhile John was scraping back
his chair, muttering about feeding the calves. Before she could
speak he slipped round the kitchen door and was gone.

She stared at the closed door then
bustled through to the wash-house and banged the plates down on the
stone shelf. Standing there in the tiny space she noted bowls
stacked, mugs in a tidy row, two buckets of clean water waiting in
readiness with no need to go out to the well. This had her whirling
round to stomp back into the kitchen and push each chair into place
around the table.

There was a rap at the door. “This
is aw ah need.” She smoothed her apron as the outer latch
lifted.

The door opened and her brother
stepped into the kitchen.

“Guid aifternoon, sister dear.” He
winked at her and skimmed his felt hat across the room to land on
the dog curled up by the fire.

In spite of her mood Marion gave a
half smile. “Och Gavin, ye've that beast as daft as
yersel.”

“She enjoys it.”

The dog thumped her tail and
peered out below the hat brim.

“Aye, weel, ah’m no in the mood
for nonsense.”

“Whit’s up? Is it this mornin? Ah
noticed John had ye awa richt aifter the service.”

“He wasna keen tae
bide.”

The two boys burst in, dumped the
egg basket, and flung themselves at their uncle. They rolled over
on the floor, the dog joining in, and the kitchen rang with
fun.

John appeared in the doorway. He
grinned at the wrestling figures then stepped forward to pull both
boys from the young man’s back. “C’mon. Twa against ane isna fair.
Noo mak yersel useful an fetch some ale frae the larder. Ah cud dae
wi a drink. Yer Uncle Gavin certainly deserves yin.”

Gavin scrambled up. “That pair’s
turnin intae a richt handful.”

“An whae encourages them?” John
said.

“Ay. It’s guid fun. But no why
ah’m here. Faither sent me tae ask if ye'll come by the manse in
the mornin. He thinks the meenister micht need support when the
sheriff’s clerk arrives wi the military.”

“Tae arrest the eedjit or
worse.”

Marion stared at John. “So that’s
whit ye meant.”

He nodded. “Ah didna like tae say
but the man’s daft. Is that plain enough for ye? Whit he’s daein
tae himsel is bad enough. Noo he’s tryin tae involve ithers in
somethin they micht live tae regret.”

“Whit’s wrang wi the meenister
speakin oot aboot richt an wrang? Ah didna hear a voice raised
against him.”

“No in the kirk, ah’ll grant
ye.”

“There ye are then.”

“Whit aboot them in power? Maister
Brotherstone’s words hud a ring o rebellion. They canna ignore it.
The law is there tae be obeyed, no tae be liked. The man’s aither a
complete fool or doesna realise the danger he’s in.”

Marion’s voice rose. “A man lik
that kens whit he’s dain.”

“Is that so? Weel, whit aboot nae
job, nae hame, an mibbe endin up in prison or worse? Whit aboot his
pair wife? Has he asked her hoo she feels?”

“Why wud he no?”

“Why indeed? An whit aboot us?”
John’s voice sharpened. “We were in the kirk listenin. Next thing
the sheriff will hae spies oot here checkin on us. God kens whit
stories they’ll tak back.”

“But - ” Marion began to
argue.

“But nuthin.” John stopped her.
“Why is it ye nivver see beyond the end o yer nose?”

“Whit’s that supposed tae
mean?”

John shrugged.

She glared at him. Her face and
neck reddened. Her fist clenched.

Everyone in the room watched. They
too said nothing. The room grew still, so still the only movement
was the tick, tock of the big wall clock. It didn’t last. With a
sudden whistle Marion summoned the dog, and was out and away. She
didn’t even bang the door shut behind her.











William stared at his father.
“Ma’s awfy angry.” He turned to his uncle. “Is she angry wi ye
tae?”

“Maist likely.” Picking his hat
off the floor Gavin glanced awkwardly at John and headed for the
door. “In the mornin then?”

“Mibbe.” John turned to his sons
and tried to appear calmer than he felt. “Ye ken hoo Ma aye goes
for a walk when she’s angry. Weel, hoo aboot ye twa feedin the hens
while ah brush up in here, an then we micht get a smile when she
comes back?”

The boys ran into the scullery for
the feed-bag and were gone.

John took the birch besom from
behind the kitchen dresser and began to sweep the flagstone floor
with even strokes. He was half way across the floor before he
noticed the trail of tiny, broken twigs behind him. He stopped,
turned back to start again. This time no twig or crumb escaped.
Marion couldn’t have done any better.

Besom stowed away again he fetched
four potatoes from the pantry and placed them in the little brick
oven beside the fire. After so long in the fresh air her anger
would be mixed with hunger. Maybe a wiff of baked potato would
foster a little forgiveness. This made him think of Lucas's sermon
only a week ago. How things had changed.

Everything in the kitchen was
tidy, and something tempting was in the oven. Nothing else to do
but be patient. He added two logs to the fire then settled down to
watch the flames flicker and dance. Within the changing shapes it
was easy to imagine Marion striding through the heather. Wrapped up
in her own anger there was every chance she might catch her foot on
fern or heather root, or even stumble into a hidden pool of peaty
mud. This would be the last thing on her mind. As for the words
being mouthed into the wind he could feel his ears burning with her
resentment. In spite of this he knew she’d be fine. She always
was.

He leant back and allowed the heat
from the fire to flood over him. After that it was easy to close
his eyes and listen to the sound of the wall clock with its
pendulum measuring every minute as everything was gently gathered
in.











When Marion marched into the yard
her two boys were sitting on the doorstep. They stared up at her
tense face and said, “Da’s sleepin.”

“Is he then?”

“Ay. But he brushed up first an we
fed the hens. He said ye'd be pleased.”

“Did he?” She lifted the latch and
pushed the door open.

There was a tidy kitchen, and four
clean platters on the table beside hunks of bread piled high in her
favourite woven basket that she’d won last year at Lanark Fair.
There was even the welcoming smell of potatoes baking in the
oven.

She smiled at the still figure by
the fire and tiptoed into the kitchen.











It had been a long, anxious night
and dawn would bring the seventh day since the sheriff’s clerk had
come to frighten the wits out of Elizabeth Brotherstone. The more
she thought about that day the more she blamed Lucas, and she’d
been angry enough to tell him. He’d listened when she raged about
his precious conscience. He hadn’t liked that. And the look on his
face when she said he must sign the sheriff’s paper before it was
too late. Not that he’d argued or even answered. He’d left her to
wonder, then stepped up to his pulpit and did what she dreaded. She
could almost see herself sitting there, blinking back
tears.

The lines of daylight began to
filter through gaps in the wooden shutters yet the figure by her
side didn’t stir. She listened to the quiet, regular breathing and
the pretence of it all made her teeth grit. The past few days had
brought a terrible change in Lucas till she barely recognised him.
Silence had been his only defence after she’d spoken out. And all
that pacing up and down the big room as if rehearsing his sermon
when it was obvious he was terrified. But he’d dredged up enough
fine words to fool his congregation. He’d even convinced them of
his respect for the truth.

Respect. Elizabeth sat up and
pulled the sheet tight. To her surprise Lucas reached out to touch
her bare arm. She started and pulled away.

“Bett. Please.”

She clung to the sheet.

“I had tae. Tell me ye
understand.”

She turned and glared at him. “Why
should I? It’s aw aboot yersel, wi never a thocht for me, nor whit
I micht want.”

He blinked at her but said
nothing.

“Ye still intend saying no when
the military arrive. Is that it? We tak oor chances?”

He dared to nod.

“So be it. But when it aw goes
wrang jist mind whae’s tae blame.” She jumped out of bed, and her
bare feet thumped on the floorboards as she crossed to the dressing
table. Back turned against Lucas she lifted the jug to pour icy
water into the big, earthenware bowl then picked up the tiny bar of
soap and square of soft, clean muslin neatly placed beside the big
crock. She slipped off her shift and stood within the crumpled
circle of fine cotton. The glow of smooth skin was tempting as
always but the taut curve of her body defied him to step up close,
to circle his arms, to kiss the back of her neck as he usually
did.

He closed his eyes but could still
feel the resentment. Not that he blamed her.

When he dared look again Elizabeth
was dressed, standing beside him holding a small pile of neatly
folded clothes. “It’s nearly six. Time tae get dressed.” How normal
she sounded.

“Thank ye,” he
whispered.

“Whit for?” She hissed the words.
“For seeing whit ye’re really like?”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s too late for that. Get up.
Get dressed. At least try tae look the part.” She lifted his best
linen shirt from the top of the pile and held it out.

He slid out of bed, took the
shirt, and stood there like a guilty child while she opened the big
press door to pull out his best Sunday suit of dark serge cloth,
the fine weave, the even colour, the symbol of his calling, that
cost more than the first month of his first stipend. He knew she’d
been proud of him then, but there was no sign of it as she laid the
suit on a chair and slipped from the room without another word.
Only her hard little shoes clipping down the bare wood stairs told
him what she thought.

He crossed to the dressing table
and stared at the delicate pink roses painted round the edge of the
pale blue washing bowl. It had been a wedding present, on a happy
day when they’d stood within a circle of well-wishers and felt the
strength of their support. He blinked and noticed it had been
filled with fresh water. Elizabeth had seen to it. He touched the
water. His reflection rippled across the icy surface. He watched it
move and reform, then widen before the surface stilled. His finger
trailed across the surface and the little waves created the same
effect again. Feeling better he looked up and peered into the tiny
looking glass on the table to find a pair of grey eyes, full of
uncertainty and questions he knew he couldn’t answer.

He took the leather strop from its
hook on the back of the door then opened the long razor to slide
the edge up and down till it gleamed. With careful wrist movements
he began to guide the sharp blade across his stubble, back and
forward till his skin glowed and stung. Finally he ran his fingers
over his face, checking for any nick or cut. It was smooth. He
grabbed a towel to pat his burning face. Now for his dark, wiry
hair. A few heavy strokes with his hair-brush forced it to lie flat
against his scalp, ready to be scraped back and neatly tied with a
short length of black silk braid. What an effort it was. This
looking the part. With a wry smile he pulled on his fine linen
shirt and caught the merest whiff of sweet lavender. And when he
slipped on his formal coat and breeches the heavy black cloth only
added to his mood. Maybe a lace ruff would help, the one he kept
for marriage ceremonies. But his hand sought the plain, white
length of cloth he usually wore as a cravat. White stockings and
buckled shoes completed the picture and he stood before the long
wardrobe mirror to inspect the result. It was a fine reflection,
yet he barely recognised himself.











Elizabeth was in the kitchen.
Outside the door he stopped to adjust his jacket, check his hair.
And so they met in the empty kitchen, either side of the wide table
like two strangers sharing a small jug of goat’s milk and two thick
bannocks.

Neither spoke, nor looked at the
other in the quiet room. Both stiffened when the outdoor bell
clanged. At the second ring their eyes met and held. Elizabeth
nodded. “It’s early. Bide here. I’ll see whit it’s
aboot.”

In the hall she paused to
straighten her dress. It was the first time she’d worn such fine
brown cotton so nicely finished off with the tiny pearl buttons
she’d saved up for, and sewn on with such care; the dress she’d
been keeping for a special occasion.

She sighed and went on down the
long hall towards the big front door with its coloured glass panel.
The sun was shining through the glass and the scrubbed wooden floor
danced with a mosaic of reflected hues. She stepped inside this
bright circle and allowed the shades of light to slide across the
discreet brown of her dress and give it an almost gaudy look. She’d
stood here many times, usually smiling. Today tears welled
up.

The bell clanged again and she
stared at the glass panel, with the shadow of someone waiting on
the other side of the door. Every part of her wanted to ignore this
summons. But she stepped forward and used both hands to turn the
big key. After the loud click she waited a moment then grasped the
big round handle and pulled the door open to find a group of
familiar faces.

“Mornin, maam.” John Steel stepped
forward and removed his cap.

“Morning Maister
Steel.”

“We were wonderin if the
meenister’s still o a mind?”

“Indeed.” Lucas appeared beside
Elizabeth wearing his formal kirk face. 

“In that case ye’ll be needin a
hand tae load the cart afore the sheriff’s man arrives wi the
troopers.” John turned to his companions. “Ah’ll awa an hitch up
the horse an cart. The rest o ye, intae the hoose an start bringin
oot whitever the mistress means tae tak wi her.”












Chapter 2



The church clock chimed eight.
Metal hooves clanged on the dewy cobbles like angry hammers as a
fast moving military troop turned off Lesmahagow main street,
heading up the lane to the manse. At the sound of the approaching
thunder John fastened the tail-gate of the cart then signalled the
others to group round the minister. So there they were in a tight
little circle facing the snorting horses when they plunged into the
tiny courtyard.

The leading horseman reined in.
Faultlessly turned out from top to toe in a fine uniform, sword and
pistol by his side, well polished buttons and breastplate gleaming
in the morning sun this platoon lieutenant tried to present the
picture of the grand commander he probably imagined himself to be.
Only the glint in his deep-set eyes gave any hint of an
unpredictable nature.

Lucas stepped forward with a
polite nod.

The lieutenant’s hard eyes flicked
across the slight figure. “Are ye the meenister here?”

“I am. Lucas Brotherstone,
ordained minister tae this parish.”

“No muckle longer.” Turning in his
saddle the lieutenant indicated a flustered looking man flopped
across a small, dappled mare. “Here’s Maister Thrum, the sheriff’s
clerk, back tae see ye.”

Thrum nodded and pulled a rolled
up parchment from his saddlebag. He waved it at Lucas. “Ah’ve
brocht yon paper ye were supposed tae sign last week. Ah tak it
ye’re willin tae oblige noo?”

“My answer remains the
same.”

Thrum took off his wide brimmed
hat to fan his red face. “An here ah wis hopin a few days tae think
aboot it micht bring ye tae yer senses.”

“I’ve never been mair sure o my
senses.”

“Is that so? Weel, ye need tae
unnerstaund sic antics are no jist offensive, thur unlawful. That’s
no a personal opinion, nor frae the sheriff, it comes aw the way
frae the King himsel.”

“In that case I regret giving any
offence.” Lucas's voice remained steady. “And I dinna want tae
break the law. But I canna sign a paper that denies everything I
believe in.”

“That’s aw very weel, but dinna
forget thur’s a price for sic disobedience. Are ye prepared for
it?” Thrum’s experienced eyes watched for any sign of weakening.
None came. He sucked in his cheeks and turned to the lieutenant.
“Weel, Crichton, ye heard whit the man said. By his ain admission
Maister Brotherstone is noo a renegade agin the crown. As such he
has nae richt tae live an preach in this parish. Yer duty is tae
escort him beyond the parish limit by noon an warn him tae bide
there.”

“Dinna fash yersel. We’ll see tae
the meenister. He’ll be awa in nae time.”

“That’s guid news for my maister
is no a man tae thole failure.”

The lieutenant flushed but said
nothing.

Thrum turned to Lucas. “Aince
across the parish boundary thur’s nae comin back.”

Lucas looked as if he’d been
struck but he didn’t react nor break his silence.

Thrum stared at Elizabeth. “Ye as
weel, maam.” With a curt nod he stuffed the unsigned parchment into
his saddle-bag, edged his mare past the row of soldiers and left
the newly declared outlaw and his wife to the lieutenant’s
mercy.



Crichton wasted no time in
signalling his men to surround the minister’s cart. As they obeyed
he edged his own horse forward till he towered over Lucas and the
little group of villagers. He glared down at the wary faces. No one
spoke or moved. This seemed to please him. He waited a moment then
pointed towards a tall beech tree which overhung the manse garden.
“See they guid, thick branches? Wi a hemp rope flung across they
should be strong enough tae swing a man’s heels aff the ground.” He
stared at Lucas. “And we aw ken which man it micht be.”

“Please sir.” Elizabeth stumbled
forward. “My husband means nae harm. His concern is only the truth
as he sees it.”

Crichton glared down. “Yer
stutterin words mean naethin maam. Ma concern is his defiance agin
the law. Ane wrang word an he swings. Ma orders are tae run yer man
oot this parish. If he has ony fancy ideas aboot arguin ah’m within
ma rights tae deal wi him in ony way ah see fit.” He pointed
towards the loaded cart. “No anither word. An climb up there afore
we find oot if they branches are strong enough for twa.”

John stepped up behind Elizabeth.
“Dae as he says.”

“But he doesna understand.” She
was staring at the lieutenant.

“It’s too late for that.” He took
her arm.

She tried to pull away.

He tightened his grip. “Richt noo
understaunin disna come intae it. Ye need tae dae as the soldier
says.”

Eyes blinded with tears, her lips
trembled as she stood in silent appeal.

“C’mon maam,” John whispered.
Gently but firmly he led her towards the cart.

Crichton watched Elizabeth being
lifted into her seat then signalled John to approach. John stepped
closer and looked up. The soldier leant over. “Whae gied ye
permission tae interfere?” He lunged forward and smashed his
clenched fist against the upturned face.

John reeled back, almost fell. His
heels dug into the dirt. He swung his arms to steady himself then
leapt to grab the lieutenant’s sleeve. He pulled hard. His weight
and strength rocked the soldier, forcing him sidewards, almost
enough to slip from the saddle, but someone had the tail of John’s
jacket and was pulling equally hard.

“Dae that again an it’s yer last.”
Crichton drew his pistol and aimed it at John’s brow.

John held up his hands in
submission and stepped back.

“That’s mair like it.” Crichton
pointed towards the cart. “Noo, get ower there. An bide there afore
ah dae somethin ye’ll regret.” He replaced his pistol in his belt
and waited till John obeyed.

With a satisfied smirk Crichton
turned his attention to the villagers standing by the loaded cart.
Lucas was in the driving seat with Elizabeth sitting beside him,
two helpless figures awaiting his pleasure. It was too good a
chance to miss. Easing his horse closer to the cart he leant
forward and cracked his whip in front of the minister’s horse as it
patiently stood between the shafts of the cart.

The brown head jerked up. There
was a loud whinny. The beast danced within the shafts and the
harness strained as Lucas grabbed hold of the reins and struggled
to gain control. Crichton grinned, raising the whip again. This
time it came down to cut the soft, fleshy muzzle. The animal
squealed and jumped with fright. The leather hit again. With
another squeal the beast reared back as far as the cart shafts
would allow then plunged forward with such force that Lucas could
do nothing to stop it. The cart shot forward, out through the
narrow close mouth and into the cobbled lane. Those who’d gathered
to watch pressed back against the wall as the horse galloped past,
foam streaming between its champing teeth. The speed, the rocking,
the uneven cobbles were too much for the stacked furniture and
baskets. A chair fell, then a basket, to be followed by another
which burst open leaving a pathetic trail of creased and filthied
clothes. Two heavy iron pots bounced on the ground and rolled into
the gutter, and a long length of thick blue satin ribbon trailed
beside two bone hair-clasps and a little heart-shaped dish, which
shattered leaving shards of glass to sink into the mud.

The horse raced along the narrow
lane. Straight ahead loomed the gable end of a house. There was
nowhere to go but sharp right into the main street. Elizabeth
screamed and clung to the metal hand-rail while Lucas tugged on the
reins and roared at the beast to stop.

It made no difference. Nothing
would stop the horse lunging to the side in an attempt to avoid the
wall. The cart followed. It was too wide. The corner clipped the
lime washed wall and Lucas ducked back, holding his breath. White
paint scuffed past his nose and sparks flew from the metal edge of
the cart as it scrieved a long, deep groove on the smooth surface
before the unstable load tipped the cart on its side to bump a few
more yards along the cobbles then embed itself in a deep drainage
runnel at the edge of the lane. Forced to stop the horse strained
to escape from the shafts, hooves champing, wild eyes defying
anyone to come near.

Lucas's elbows crunched against
the edge of the wooden seat and a sharp pain shot down his arm,
into his fingers. He let go of the reins then tried to grab them
again before they disappeared.

As the cart slid further, the
reins swung upwards again, looped round his arms, then his waist,
and tightened as he lost his balance. The strong leather straps
held firm, and he was left dangling like an ungainly parcel, his
nose almost touching the rough cobbles.

Nothing broke Elizabeth’s fall
except a glancing blow from the metal rim of a spinning wheel
before she hit the ground. Small stones skittered across the narrow
lane and a dust cloud rose to hide her fallen body before those
who’d followed the runaway cart caught up with it. Willing hands
released the minister and pulled him upright, held him steady while
he stared about, dazed. Others ran to help his wife who lay in the
dirt beside the half upended cart. There was a cruel twist to her
body; her bonnet was torn off, yet the ribbons remained tight round
her slim neck. Everything about her was still, and the absolute
white of her brow was marked by a long purple weal.

Confused by the shouts around him,
and dizzy from his fall it took a few moments before Lucas became
aware enough to see the group by the cart. He stared at them
bending over, whispering, looking back at him. He couldn’t hear the
words but their expressions spoke clearly enough. He guessed, then
tried to deny it, but the look on those faces was telling him
otherwise. His mouth opened and shut. He tore himself free, ran
forward, and pushed into the centre of a growing crowd. And there
she was.

Dropping to his knees he scooped
up her head while the nearest villagers stepped back to form a
protective circle. He stroked some of the grime from her tangled
hair and leant closer to press his ear against her upturned face.
They watched as he listened. No sound. No movement. No sign of
breath. He tried again. Nothing. He kissed her fingers, and stared
into the soft hazel eyes, willing a reaction. Nothing. No
accusation. Only blankness.

He looked up at the watchers and
nodded. They lowered their eyes, moving back to give him a private
space to cradle his wife’s head, whisper her name over and
over.

No one spoke. They stood and
watched until the innkeeper pushed forward from the crowd and
tapped John’s shoulder. “Here.” He held out a clean, folded sheet.
“Ye’ll need this for the mistress.”

Lucas saw John take the sheet, the
sight of it so final he closed his eyes rather than accept the
message of the neat, white folds. When he looked again the
innkeeper was gone among the crowd and a dark shadow loomed over
him. He blinked at the lieutenant’s horse then saw the soldier’s
moonlike face peering down, its expression goading him, expecting
him to drop to his knees and plead for his own safety.

Only a surge of shame kept him
upright before he turned away from the horse towards John, who was
leaning forward offering him the sheet. Lucas drew back as if
afraid to even touch the sheet, and the two men froze, the length
of cloth between them, while one willed the other to do what was
needed.

The lieutenant leant forward and
tapped Lucas's shoulder with the end of his whip. “Yer cart’s been
righted so get movin. We canna wait ony longer.”

Lucas didn’t answer.

“Dae ye hear me?”

Lucas seemed to come back from
somewhere far away and stared up at the impatient face. “My wife’s
deid.”

“An ah hae my orders,” the soldier
snapped back. “Deid or alive ye’ve a boundary tae pass afore noon.
So wrap her up. Put the body in the back o yon cart.”

Elizabeth’s prediction had come
true. Lucas's only option was to obey. He opened the sheet and John
helped him gently wrap it round the still little body till it was
hidden from the watching eyes.

 The lieutenant pointed towards
the cart and slowly the light bundle was eased over the tailgate,
in beside the remaining baskets and chairs.

Crichton pointed at the driving
seat.

Lucas clambered into the cart. The
platoon lined up on either side and the trembling horse was coaxed
forward, Lucas staring ahead as if unaware of the silent people
lining the main street. Breastplates flashed in the sun, the metal
links in the reins jingled, and two lines of fine horses trotted
along in close escort as Lesmahagow’s minister was forced out
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