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LORNA DOONE

CHAPTER XLI1
O COMPORT
All things being full of 1

Aw, all things

being full of holes, the rength of all
things is in shortness. Il Sir Ensor
Doone had dwelled for half an hour
upon himself, and an hour perhaps npon
Lorna and me, we must both have

wearied of him, and required change of
air. But now 1 longed to sec
a great deal more about him, and hoped
that he might not go to heaven for at
least a week or more. However, he was
too good for this world (as we say of all
people who leave it:) and I verily be-
lieve his heart was not a bad one, after
all.

Evil he had done, no doubt, as evil
had been done to him; yet how many
have done evil, while receiving ouly
good! Be that as it may; and not
vexing a question (settled forever with-
out our votes,) let us own that he was,
at least, a brave and courteous gentle-
man.

And bis loss aroused great lamenta-
tion, not among the Doones alone and
the women they had earried off, but also
of the general publie, and many even of
the magistrates, for several miles round
Exmoor. Aund this, not only from lear

and know

lest one more wicked might succeed him |

(as appeared, indeed, too probable,) but
from true admiration of his strong will,
and sympathy with his misfortunes.

1 will not deceive any one by saying
that Sir Eosor Doone gave ( in so many
words) his consent to my resolve about
Lorna. This he never did, except by
his speech last written down ; from
which, as he mentioned grandehildren, a
lawyer perhaps might have argued it,
Not but what he may have meant to
bestow on us his blessing ; only that he
died next day, without taking the
trouble to do it.

He called, indeed, for his box of snuff,
which was a very high thing to take:
and which he never took without being
in very good humor, at least for him.
And though it would not go up his
nostrils, through the failure of his
breath, he was pleased to have it there,
and not to think of dying.

“ Will your honor have it wiped 2" I

asked him very softly, for the brown
appearance of it spoiled (to my idea) his
white mustache ; but he seemed to shake
his head, and I thought it kept his
spirits up. 1 had never befcre seen any
one do, what all of us have to do some
day ; and it greatly kept my spirits
down, although it did not so very much
frighten me.
For it takes a man but a little while,
his instinet being of death, perhaps, at
least as much as of life (which accounts
for his slaying his fellow-men so, and
every other creature,) it does not take a
man very long to enter into another
man's death, and bring his own mood to
suit it. He knows that his own is sure
to come; and nature is fond of the
practice. Hence it came to pass that |
after easing my mother's fears, and see

little to 1

ing a ] [ returned (as if
drawn by a polar needle ) to the death-
bed of Sir Eosor.

There was little confusion,
people wanting to get away, and people
trying to come in, from downright cori-
osity (of all things the most hateful,)
and others making great todo, and talk
ing of their own time to come, telling
their own age, and so on. But every
one seemed to think, or feel, that I had
a right to be there, because the women
took that view of it, As for Carver and
Counselor, they

some

were minding their own
affairs, so as to win the succession ; and
never found it in their business (as least
s0 long as I was there) to come near the
dying man.

He, for his part, never s
one to come near him
nor a monk or friar ; but seemed to be
going his own way, peaceful and well
contented. Only the chief of the women
said that from his face she believed and

sked for any
not even a priest,

knew that he liked to have e at one
side his bed, and Lorna upon the
other. 1 hour or two ere the old mar
died, when only we two were with him
he looked at us hoth very dim and
softly, as if he wished to do s thing
for us, but had left it no too late
Lorna hoped that he wanted to bless us
but he « frowned at that and let |
hand drop d ward, and crooked one
knotted finger.

¢ ants § t r out of the he
de: Lorna ered ‘ ‘s

people tel
eyes.

't
I'he

they

pick-axes ere

hard brown sod, streaked with little

heaps of gray, where old Sir Ensor was
upon  his

to lie back,

awaiting the
ndgment-day. It was

darkness of the

in the little chapel-yard: I will not tell
the name of it, because we are now
such Protestants that 1 ht do it an
evil turn; only it was little place

where Lorna's Aunt Sa

Here was I, remaining long, with al
little curiosity; because some people
told me plainly that I must be damned
forever by a Papist funeral; and here
came Lorna, searcely breathing, through
the thick of stuff around her, yet with
a1l her little breath steaming on the air
e frost,

art from the ceremony, in
ourse, 1 was not entitled,
either by birth or religion, to bear any
portion; and indeed it wc
wiser in me to have kept away alto-
ther; for now there was no one to pro-
tect me among those wild and lawless
men; and both Carver and the Counselsy
or had vowed a fearful vengeance on
me, as 1 heard from Gwenny. They had
not dared to meddle with me while
their chief lay dying; nor was it in
their policy, for a short time after that,
to endanger their succession by an
open breach with Lorna, whose tender
age and beauty held so many of the
youths in thrall,

I'ne ancient outlaw's funeral was
a grand and moving sight; more, per-
haps, from the sense of contrast than
from that of fitness. Tosee those dark
and mighty men, inured to all
of sin and erime, reckless both of man
and God, yet now with heads devoutly
bent, clasped hands and downcast eyes,
following the long black coffin of their
common ancestor to the place where
they must join him when their sum of ill
was done; and to see the feeble priest
chanting over the dead form words the
living would have laughed at, sprink-
ling with his little broom drops that
could mnot purify; while the children
robed in white, swung their smoking
Censors slowly over the cold
and twilight grave; and after
seeing all, to ask, with a shudder unex-
pressed, “Is this the end that God in-
tended for a man so proud and strong?”

Not a tear was shed upon him except
from the sweetest of all sweet eyes; not
a sigh pursued him home. Except in
hot anger, his life had been cold, and
bitter, and distant; and now a week had
exhausted all the sorrow of those
around him, a grief flowing less from
affection than fear. Aged men will
show his tombstone; mothers haste with
their infants by it; children shrink from
the name upon it; until in time his
history shall lapse and be forgotten by
all, except the great Judge and God.

After all was over | strode across th
moor very sadly, trying to keep th
cold away by virtue of quick moveme
Not a flake of snow had fallen yet;
the earth was caked and har
dry brown erust upon it; all the sky
was banked with darkness, hard, austere
and frowning. The fog of the last three
weeks was gone, neither did any rime
remain; but all things had a look of
sameness, and a kind of furzy color. It
was freezing hard and sharp, with a
piercing wind to back it; and I had ob-
served that the holy water froze upon
Sir Ensor's coflin.

which, of ¢

1ld have been

Oune thing struck me with some sur-
prise, as [ made off for our fireside (with
g determination to heave an ash-
tree up the chimney-place,) and that
was how the going, rather
hey used to {1 A1l the
birds were set in one direction, steadily
journeying westward ; not with any heat

a stro

birds were

than flying as

of speed, neither {1

ying far at once ; but
all (as if on business bound ) partly run-
partly flying, partly futtering
; silently, and without a
head nor tail,
movement of the birds went on even for

a week or more

ning,
al }
neither pricking

; every kind of thrushes
passed us ; every kind of wild fowl
plovers went a

even
vay, and crows, and snipes,
Aund before half the

we had in the snowy

and  woodeocel

was over,

dit
could pat them

hand, with a dry
health-poults, making

hes were hares so tame that we
partridges that came to
in their crops ;
ups of snow ; and
red-wings, flipping
in and out the h having lost the
power to fly. And all the time their
great bl

1 few poor

ck eyes, set with gold around
them, seemed to look at any man for
merey and for ecomfort.

A took a-many of them, all that
she could find herself, and all the 1
would bring her ; and she

huteh near the fire, it

made a great

chen
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] ny native dearer. But lo,
t ry night v b followed 1d
Fnsc funer st i
v begar ever Vi heard nor
read of, ! dreamed it

At what i rst began
re an e t 18t from my
wn ki edge, | we went to bed
yon after supper, being cold, and not
elined to t At the time the wind
18 N ing liy, and the sky as dark
wood, 1 the straw the yard
round and round, the cows
ng into the great cow-house, with
r chii ipon one another. But we,

blinder than they, I suppose, and
not havivg had a great snow for years,
vinsgt the storm,
except that the lambing ewes were in
helter,

nade o preparation ag

It strueck me, as I lay in bed, that wve

were acting foolishly ; for an ancient

shepherd had dropped in and taken
supper with us, and foretold a heavy
fall, and great disaster to live stock.
He said that he had known a frost be- |
giuning just as this had done, with a
black east wind, after days of raw, cold
fog, ard then on the third night of the
frost, at this very time of year (to-wit,
on the 16th of December), such a snow
set in as killed half of the sheep, and
many even of the red deer and the forest
It was three-score years agone,
(the frost of 1620), he said ; and cause
be had to remember it, inasmuch as two
of his toes had been lost by frost-nip,
while he dug out his sheep on the other
side of the Dunkery. Hereupon mother
nodded at him, having heard from her |
father about it, and how three men had |
been frozen to death, and how badly
their stoekings eame off from them,

Remembering how the old man looked,
and his manuer of listening to the wind |
and shaking his head very ominously
(when Annie gave him a glass of
schnapps), I grew quite uneasy in my
bed, as the room got colder and colder ;
and I made up my mind, if it only
pleased God not to send the snow till
the morning, that every sheep, and
horse, and eow, ay, and even the poultry, |
should be brought in snug; and with
plenty to eat, and fodder enough to |
roast them, i

Alas, what use of man's resolves,
when they come a day too late, even if
they may avail a little when they
are most punctuall

In the bitter morning 1 arose, to
follow out my purpose, knowing the
time from the force of habit, although
the room was so dark and gray. An
odd white light was on the rafters,
such as I never had seen before; while
all the length of the room was grizzly,
like the heart of a moldy oat-rick. 1
went to the window at once, of course;
and at first I could not understand what
was doing outside of it. It faced due
east (as I may have said), with the
walnut-tree partly sheltering it; and
generally I could see the yard, and the
wood-riek, and even the church beyond.

But now half the lattice was quite
blocked up, as if plastered with gray
lime; and little fringes, like ferns, came
through, where the joining of the lead
was; and in the only undarkened part,
countless dots came swarming, cluster-
ing, beating with a soft, low sound, then
gliding dovwn in a slippery manner, not
as drops of rain do, but each distinet
from his neighbor. Inside the iron
frame (whieh fitted, not to say too com
fortably, and went along the stone
work), at least a peck of snow had en-
tered, following its own bend and fancy,
light as any cobweb.

ponies,

With some trouble, and great care,
lest the ancient frame should yield, 1
spread the lattice open, and saw at once
that not a moment must be lost to save
our stock. All the earth was flat with
snow, all the air was thick with snow
wore than this no man eould see, for all
the world was snowing.

I shut the window and dressed in
haste; and when 1 entered the kitchen,
not even Betty, the earliest of all early
rds, was there. | raked the ashes to-
ther a little, j to see a spark of
warmth; and then set forth to find
John Fry, Slocombe and Bill
Dadds. But this was easier thought
than done; for when I opened the eourt
yard door, I was taken up to my knees
1t once, and the power of the drifting
clond prevented sight of anything.
However, I found my way to the wood-
rick, and there got hold of a fine ash-
stake cut by myself not long ago. With
this I plowed along pretty well, and
thundered so hard at John Fry's doo.
that he thought it was the Doones at

Jem

least, and cocked his blunderbuss out
of the window.

John was very loath to come down
when he saw the meaning of it; for he
valued his life more than anything else,
though he tried to make out that his
wife was to blame. But I settled his
doubts by telling him that I would have
him on my shoulder naked, unless
he came in five minutes; not that he
could do much good, but because the
other men would be sure to skulk if he
set them the With spades,

| pitehforks, and a

example,
and shovels, and

round of roping, we four set forth to
dig out the sheep; and the poor things
knew that it was high tin
CHAPTER XLII
I'HE GREAT WINTER
It must have snowed most lerfully
wve made that depth of covering in
t eight hours. For one of Master

the f

¢
hower of Ma while sowing peas ;
but that there was no room between
thor neither any relaxing, unor any
char of directio g

Wateh, like a good and faithful dog,

fo cheerfully, leaping out
of the depth, which took him over his
vaek and ears already, even in the level
laces ; while in the drifts he might
hav unk to any distance out of

d never found his way up

However, we helped him now a

pecially through the gaps and gate-
ways ; andso, after a deal of floundering
me laughter, and a little swearing, we
came all safe to the lower meadow,

where most of our flock was hurdled

But behold, there was no flock at all !
None, 1 anywhere ;
only at one corner of the field, by the
eastern end, where the snow drove in, a
great white billow, as high as a barn
This great
drift was rolling and curling beneath
the violent blast, tufting and combing
with rustling swirls, and carved (as in
patterns of cornice) where the grooving
chisel of the wind swept round.

mean to be seen

and as broad as a house.

: S
{

whiffs from the channeled edges, twirled
them round and made them dance over
the chine of the monster pile, then let |
them lie like herring-bones, or the
seams of sand where the tide has been.
And all the while from the smothering
sky, more and more flercely at every
blast, came the pelting, pitiless arrows,
winged with murky white, and pointed
with the barbs of frost.

But although, for people who had no
sheep, the sight, was a very fine one (so
far, at least as the weather permitted
any sight at all); for us, with our |
flock beneath it, this great mount had |
but little charm. Watech began to
serateh at onee, and to howl along the
sides of it ; he knew that his charge |
was buried there, and his business taken
from him. But we four men set to in
earnest, digging with all our might and
main, shoveling away at the great white |
pile, and pitehing it into the meadow.
Each man made for himself a cave, |
scooping at the soft cold flux, which |
slid upon him at every stroke,and throw-
ing it out behind him, in piles of castled |
fancy. At last we drove our tunnels in |
(for we worked indeed for the lives of
us,) aud all toward the
middle, held our tools and listened. |

The other men heard nothing at all ;
or declared that they heard nothing,
being anxious now to abandon the
matter, because of the chill in their feet
and kuees. But 1 d, “Go, il you
choose, all of you. [ will work it out by
myself, you pie-crusts !" and upon that
they gripped their shovels, being more
or less of Englishmen ; and the least
drop of English blood is worth the best
of any other when it comes to lasting
out.

But before we began again, I laid my
head well into the chamber ; and there
I heard a faint * ma-a-ah” coming
through some ells of snow, like a plain-
tive buried hope, or a last appeal, I
shouted aloud to cheer him up, for I
knew what sheep it was—to-wit, the
most valiant of all the wethers, who had
met me when I eame home from Loudon,
and been so glad to see me. And when
we all fell to again, and very soon we
hauled him out. Wateh took charge of
him at once, with an air of the noblest
patronage, lying on his frozen fleece,
and lieki all his face and feet, to res-
tore his warmth to him. Then fighting
Tom jumped up at once, and made a
little butt at Wateh, as if nothing had
ever ailed him, and then set off to a
shallow place, and looked for something
to nibble at.

Further in, and close under the bank,
where they had huddled themselves for
warmth, we found all the rest of the
poor sheep packed as closely as if they
were in agreat pie. It was strange to
observe how their vapor, and breath,
and the moisture exuding from the wool,
had scooped, as it were, a covered rovin
for them, lined with a ribbing of deep
yellow snow. Also the churned snow
beneath their feet was as yellow as gam-
b Two or three of the weaklier
hoggets were dead from want of air, and
from pressure ; but more than three-
score were as lively as ever, though
cramped and stiil for a little whil

“However shall us get 'em
John Fry asked, in great dismay, when
we had cleared about a dozen of them
which were forced to do very carefully,
so as not to feteh the roof down. *No
manner of maning to draive 'un, drongh
all they girt driftnesses.”

“You see to this place, John,” I re-
plied, as we leaned on our shovels a
moment, and the sheep came rubbing
round us. *“Let no more of them out
for the present ; they are better where
they be. Watch
them."

Wateh came, with his little seut of a
tail cocked as sharp as duty ; and I set
him at the narrow mouth of the great
snow antre. All the sheep sidled away,
wnd got closer, that the other sheep
might be bitten first, as the foolish
things imagine ;: whereas no good sheep
much a sheep to

couverglng

home

here, boy, keep

dog even sc
turn it.
Then of the outer sheep (all now
snowed and frizzled like a lawyer's wig)
I took the two finest and heaviest, and
with one beneath my right arm, and the
other beneath my left, I went straight
home to the upper shepp and set
them inside, and fastened them. Sixty-
and-six I took home in the way, two at
h journey|; and the work

as lips

a time on ¢

AW harder and harder each
time, as the drifts of the snow
were deepening. No other man

should weddle with them: I was re
solved to try my strength against the
{ elements; and try it I did,
it. A certain fierce de-
in me, as the sur
yut rather

strength «

gle

would 1 die

d at last 1 finished it.
{ it to this day: but none
t the labor was, who have

w and wind.
ipon the mountain, and
y the western farm, and

e upper barrows, scarcely

one in ter saved, do what we would
for them. 1 this 15 not through
wy neglect (now that cur wits were
~-I|.w‘,| i from the pure impossi
bil of finding them at all. That
great Snow er ceased a moment for

nights; and then when
s filled, and the topmost
een, and the trees broke
rht (wherever the wind
ed them), a brilliant sun

three day
all the eartl
hedges were
down with
had not lighte

broke forth | showed the loss of all
our eustoms
All our house was quite snowed up,

except where
dint of ¢

ve had purged a way by
tant shovelings. The
kitchen was dark, and darker, than
the cider-ce ,and long lives of fur-
rowed scol ran even up to the
chimney-sta Several windows fell
vight inward, through the weight of the
snow agair them; and the few that
stood bul n, and bent like an old
bruised lanter We were obliged to
cook by eandle-light; we were forced to
read by candle-light; as for baking we
could not do because the oven was
too ehill; and a load of fagots only
brought a little wet down the sides of it.

For when the sun burst forth as last
upon the world of white, what he
cither warmth, nor cheer,
nor hope of softening; only a elearer
shaft of eold, from the violent depths of
sky. Long-drawn alleys of white haze
seemed to lead toward him, yet such as
he could not come down, with any
warmth remaining. Broad white cur-

brought was

Fver | tains of the frost-fog looped around the
and again the tempest snatched little | jower sky, on the verge of hill and
|

I

valley, and above the laden trees.

Only round the sun himself, and thu‘} her lesson, she would rather have bitten |

spot of heaven he claimed, clustered a

bright purple-blue, clear, and calm ani | purpose.
deep. | She told me that in the

That night such a frost ensued as we
had never dreamed of, neither read in
ancient books, or histories of 'robisher,

The kettle by the fire froze, and the
crock upon the hearth-cheeks; many
men were killed, and cattle rigid in
their head-ropes. Then I heard that
fearful sound which never I had heard
before, neither since have heard (exeept
during that same winter), the sharp yet

solemn sound of trees burst open by the | Sn0W, except

frost-blow. Our great walnut lost
three branches, aud has been dying
ever since; though growing meanwhile,
as the soul does. And the ancient oak
at the cross was rent, and many score of
ash-trees. But why should I tell all

|

be the first application made by me of

her tongue off than help me to my |

“Areti
Regions,” as they eall some places a long |
way north, where the great bear lies |
across the heavens, and no sun is up for
whole months at a time, and yet where
people will go exploring, out of pure
contradietion, and for the sake of
novelty, aud love of being frozen—that
here they always had such winters as
we were having now. It never ceased
to freeze she said, and it never ceased to
when it was too eold;
and then all the air was choked with
glittering spikes, and a man's skin might
come off of him before he could ask the
reason. Nevertheless, the people there |
(although the snow was fifty feet deep |
and all their breath fell behind them

this? The people who have not seem it | frozen, like a log of wood dropped from

(as I have) will only make faces, and | their shoulders) managed to get along

disbelieve, till sneh another frost comes,
which perhaps may never be.

This terrible weather kept Tom
Faggus from coming near our house for
weeks; at which, indeed, I was not
vexed a quarter so much as Annie was;
for 1 had never half approved of him as
a husband for my sister, in spite of his
purchase from Squire Brassett, and the
grant of the royal pardon, It may be,

| however, that Annie took the same view |

of my love for Lorna, and could not
augur well of it; but if so, she held her
p.-.kcv. though 1 was not so sparing.
For many things contributed to make
me less good-humored now than my real
nature was; and the very least of all
these things would have been enough to
make some people cross, and rude, an
fractious. 1 mean the red and painful
chapping of my face and hands, from
working in the snow all day, and lying
in the frost all night. For being of a
fair complexion, and a ruddy nature,
and pretty plump withal, and fed on
plenty of hot vietuals, and always
forced by my mother to sit nearer the
fire than I wished, it was wonderful to
see how the cold ran revel on my cheeks
and knuckles, And I feared that Lorna
(if it should ever please God to stop the
snowing) might take this for a proof of
low and rustie blood and breeding.

And this, I say, was the
thing; for it was far monr
e were losing half our stock, do all we
ould to shelter them, Even the
horses in the stables (mustered alto-
gether, for the sake of breath and
streaming) had long icicles from their
muzzles, almost every morning. But of
all things the very gravest, to my ap
prehension, 13 the
hearing, or having any token, of or
from my loved one. Not that those
three days alone of snow (tremendous as
it was) conld have blocked the country
s0; but that the sky had never ceased,
for more than two days at a time, for
full three weeks thereafter, to pour
fresh piles of fleecy mant neither had
the wind relaxed a single day from
shaking them. As a rule, it snowed all
day, cleared up at night, and froze in-

smallest
serious that

impossibility of

tensely ith the stars and bright as
jewels, earth s ad out in lustrous
twilight, and the sounds in the air as

sharp and crackling as artillery, then in
the morning suow again, before the sun
could come to help.

It mattered not what the wind

18, Often and often the vanes went
round, and we hopeld for change of
sather: the only change was that it
seemed (if possible) to grc colder.
Indeed, after a week or so the wind
would regularly box the compass (as the
sailors call it) in the course of every day,
following where the suu should be, as if
to make a mock of him. And this, of
course, immensely added to the peril of
the drifts ; because they shifted every
day,and no skill or care might learn
them,

I believe it was on Epiphany morning,
or somewhere about that period, when
Lizzie ran into the kitechen to me, where
I was thawing my goose grease, with the
dogs among the ashes—the live dogs, I
mean, not the iron ones, for them we
had given up long ago—and having
caught me, by way of wonder (for gener-
ally I was out shoveling long before my
“young lady " had her night cap off),
she positively kissed me, for the sake of
warming her lips, perhaps, or because
she had something proud to say.

“You great fool, John," said my lady,
as Annie and I used to call her, on ac-
count of her airs and graces; *what a
pity you never read, John !"

“Muech use, I should think, in read-
ing 1" I answered, though pleased with
her condeseension; “read, I suppose,
with roof coming in, and only this chim-
ney left sticking out of the snow !"

“The very time to read, John,"” said
Lizzie, looking grander, * our worst
troubles are the need, whence knowledge
can deliver us."”

Amen !" I eried out ; * are you par-
son or ele ?  Whichever you are, good

morning

Thereupon I was bent on my usual
round (a very small one nowadays), but
Iliza took me with voth hands, and
I stopped of course; for 1 could not bear
to shake the child, even in play, for a
moment, because her back was tender.
I'hen she looked up at me with her beau-
tiful eyes, so large, unhealthy, and deli-
cate, and strangely shadowing outward,
as if to spread their meaning; and she
said :

John, this is no time to joke. 1
was almost frozen in bed last night; and
Annie like an iciele. Feel how cold my
hands are. Now, will you listen to what
I have toreaa about climates ten times
worse than this; and where none but
clever men can live?"”

“Tmpossible for me to listen now. I have
hundreds of things to see to; but I will
listen after breakfast to your foreign
climate, child, Now attend to mother's
hot coffee.”

She looked a little disappointed,
but she knew what I had to do; and
after all she was not so utterly unreason-
able, although she did read books. And
when 1 had done my morning's work, 1
listened to her patiently; and it was out
of my power to think that all she said
was foolish.

For T knew common sense pretty well
by this time, whether it happened to be
my own or any other person's, if clearly
laid before me. And Lizzie had a
particular way of setting forth very
clearly whatever she wished to express
and enforce. But the queerest part of
it all was this: That if she could but
have dreamed for a moment what would
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and make the time of the year to each
other, by a little cleverness, For see-
ing how the snow was spreading lightly
over everything, covering up the hills |
and valleys, and the foreskin of the sea, |
they ¢ ved o way to erown it and to
glide like a flake along. Through the
sparkle of the whiteness, and the
wreathes of windy tossings, and the ups |
and downs of cold, any man might get
along with a boat on either foot to pre-
vent his sinking.

She told me how these boats were
made; very strong and very light, of ribs
| with skin aeross them; five feet long and
one foot wide, and turned up at each
end, even as a canoe is. But she did not
tell me, nor did I give a moment's
thought myself, how hard it was to walk
upon them without early practice,
Then she told me another thing equally
useful to me; although I would not let
her see how much I thought about it
And this concerned the use of sledges,
and their power of gliding, and the
lightness of their following; all of whick
I could see at once, throngh knowledge
of our farm sleds, which we employ in
lien of wheels, used in flatter distriets.
When I had heard all this from her, a
mere chit of a girl as she was, unfit to
make a snowball even, or to fry snow-
pau-cakes, I looked down on her with
amazement, and began to wish a little
that I had given more time to books.

But God shapes all our fitness, and
gives each man his meaning, even as he
guides the wavering lines of encw de
scending. Our Eliza was meant for
books, our dear Annie for loving and
ecooking; I, John Ridd, for sheep, and
wrestling, and the thought of Lorna;
and mother to love all three of us, and
to make the best of her children. And
now, if I must tell the truth, as at every
page I try to do (though God kuows it is
hard enough). I had felt through all this

ither, though 1

life was Lorpa's,
something of a satisfaction in so doing
duty to my kindest and best of mothers,
and to none but her. For (if you come
to think of it) a man's young love is very
pleasant, very sweet and tickling; and
takes him through the core of heart,
without his knowing how or why. Then
he dwells upon it side-way, without
people looking, and builds up all sorts
of faucies growing hot with werking at
his own imaginings. So his love is a
erystal goddess, set upon an obelisk
and whoever will not bow the knee (yet
without glancing at her), the lover
makes it a sacred rite either to kick or
to stick him. I am not speaking of me
and Lorna, but of common people.
Then (if you come to think of it
again) lo—or I will not say lo! for no
one ean behold it—only feel, or but re-
member, what a real mother is. Ever
loving, ever soft ever turning sin to
goodness, vices into virtues; blind to all
nine-tenths of wrong;through a telescope
beholding (though herself so nigh to
them) faintest decimal of promise, even
in her vilest child. Ready to thank
God again, as when her babe was born
to her; leaping (as at kingdom come) at
a wandering syllable of Gospel for her
lost one.

All this our mother was to us, and
even more than all of this; and hence I
felt a pride and joy in doing my sacred
duty toward her, now that the weather
compelled me. And she was as grateful
and delightful as if she had no more claim
upon me than a stranger's sheep might
have. Yet from time to time I groaned
within myself and by myself at thinking
of my sad debarment from the sight of
Lorna, and of all that might have
happened to her, now she had no protec-
tion.

Therefore I fell to at once, upon that
hint from Lizzie; and being used to
thatching-work, and the making of traps,
and so on, before very long | built my-
self a pair of strong and light snow-shoes,
framed with ash and ribbed of withy,
with half-tanned ealf-skin stretehed
across, and an inner sole to support my
feet. At first I could not walk at all,
but floundered about piteously,
eatehing one shoe in the other, and both
of them in the snow-drifts, to the great
amusement of the girls, who were come
to look at me. But after a while I grew
more expert, discovering what my
errors were, and altering the inelination
of the shoes themselves according to a
priut which Lizzie found ina book of
adventures. And this made such a
difference, that I erossed the farm-yard
and came bg again (though turning
was the worst thing of all) without so
much as falling once, or getting my staff
entangled.

But oh, the aching of my ankles when
I went to bed at night! 1 was forced to
help myself upstairs with a couple of
mop-sticks; and I rubbed the joints with
neatsfoot oil, which comforted them
greatly. And likely enough 1 would
have abandoned any further trial, but
for Lizzie's ridicule and pretended
sympathy, asking if the strong John Ridd
would have old Betty to lean upon.

| Therefore I set to again, with a fixed
resolve not to notice pain or stiffness,
but warm them out of me. And sure
| enough before dark that day I could get
along pretty free especially improv-
“ing every time, after leaving ofl and
resting. The astonishment of poor
John Fry, Bill Dadds and Jem Slocombe,
when they saw me coming down the hill
upon them in the twilight, where they
were elearing the furz rick and trussing
it for cattle, was more than I can tell
you; because they did not let me see it,
| but ran away with one accord, and
floundered into a snow-drift. They
| believed, and so did every one else
| (especially when 1 grew able to glide
i along pretty rapidly), that I had stolen

most

Mother Melldrum’ssieves, on which s«
was said to fly over the foreland
midnight every Saturday.

Upon the following day I held so
council with my mother; not liking
go without her permission, yet scarc
daring to ask for it. But here she
appointed me, on the right side of ¢
appointment; saying that she had
my pining (which she never could |
done, because I had been too hard
work), and rather than wateh me g
ing so for somebody or other who 1
was all in all to me, I might go upon
course, and God's protection go
me! At this I was amazed, beeaus
was not at all like mother; and ku
how well I had behaved ever since t
time of our snowing up, 1 wasa litt
moved to tell her that she could
understand me. However, my sens
duty kept me, and my knowledge of t)
satechism, from saying such a thing
that, or even thinking twice of it. And
I took her at her word, which she was

| prepared for; aud telling her how pro

I was of her trust in Providenec, o
how I eould run in my new snow-sho
I took a short pipe inmy mouth, ar
started forth accordingly.
TO BE CONTINUED,
—_—————————
“THE MASTER IS HERE A
CALLETH FOR THEE"

A TRUE STORY By THE REVE}

RICHARD W, ALEXANDEI

Seated one late Autumn afternoon
my study, I was thinking out a ser
for the following Sunday, when I hea
the door bell. My door being o
heard the maid answering a ref
female voice—

“Yes, the Father is at home, W
name shall I give him ?"

I did not hear the reply, but I
prepared when a knock came to
door,

* Come in!" I said.

“ Father, a young lady wishes to s
you. Her name is Miss Wildman,

“Very well—I'll be there,” a
went to the modest little parlor of
parish-house, where a young wi
arose and very courteously greeted

I had never seen her before, but
unmistakable air of breeding and
educated language told me at once
was a lady.

She began by apologizing for intr
ing. She was the daughter of a Pres
terian minister, she said, a non-Cat
lie, an Englishwoman, with very f
relatives in this country, and accider
ally hearing that my
parents’ name was

maternal gra
“ Wildman,”
could not restrain the desire to speak t
me, although she had never addressed
Catholic priest in her lile before.

I could not repress a smile, althou
perfectly understood her feelingzs 1
hastened to assure her that 1 had
the most remote knowledge of my |
lish ancestors, my

mother having die

my father
Being born in t

hen 1 was very young, and
was an American.
country I had almost forgotten
mother's siden name, or whethe
even had relatives in England.
nfinitely surprised
18 not that way, across t
Kith and kin were sought f

She seemed
declared it w
ocean.

and ac

owledged to the last generati

As [ could not satisfy her on any p«
or trace any
arose with
leaving sh

sign of relationship, she
little sigh to depart. 1
remarked that she hoped s
had found a friend, although she 1}
expected to meet a relative,
distant,

I willingly agreed with her and
vited her to call again.

Just at the door, she said, * 1 have

your church several times
Father, and admired greatly the evider
sincerity of your people, but it is sucl
an unintelligible series of cerefionies, 1
mean your publie worship, that althoug!
it is very beautiful it is quite mysteri
ous and incomprehensible. The next
time I eall, will you kindly explain some
of your worship to me 2"

* With the greatest pleasure,” I said
“In the meantime [ will give you a favor
ite little book of mine, Miss Wildmar
and you will read it and tell me what
you think of it ?” I gave her the “Faitl
of our Fathers,” She thanked me and
left.

I went back to my study feeling greatls
interested and not a littl
was a fact, my busy

however

been in

wnused, 1t
parish-work h

Eczema On
Head and Arm

Four doetors failed after fair trial-
Cure effected by DR. CHASE'S
OINTMENT

The average physician is helpless
the presence of skin diseases such a
eczema and salt theum, Some make the
mistake of treating eczema as a bl
disease and advise internal treatment
Others think only relief is possible and
recommend a lotion to atford relief fr
the itehing.

Whatever the ecause may be loca
treatment is necessary to heal up the
which otlierwise spread over the
nd produce the greatest suffering

imaginable.

By far the most successful treatment
for eczema is the use of Dr. A, W

| Chase's Ointment. You can verify this
statement by enquiring of any druggist.
This letter is a fair sample of what we
| are receiving about every day :

Mr. Geo. Peterson, Scuth Bay, Ont.,
writes: * I wish to communicate to you
the great beuefit I received from using
Dr. Chase's Ointment. For years I suf

| fered with a skin disease on my head, 2
sort of eczema. I tried four doetors,
giving each a fair trial, but got

better. In fact, the disease spread t«

my left arm.
| %I saw Dr. Chase's Ointment adver-
| tised and began using it. Persistent

use of this treatment has entirely cured
| me and I give you a statement of my

| case with pleasure as I hope thereby to
| induce some other sufferer to try the
same Dr, Chase's Ointment."”

There is a wonderful satisfaction in
| nsing Dr. Chase's Ointment for you
| ean see from day to day just what re-
| sults are being accomplished. G0 cents
| a box, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates
\ & Co., Toronto.
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