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their fathers and mothers hint that Silas Mamer could
cure folk's rheumatism if he had a mihd, and add, still

more darkly, that if you could only speak the devil fair

enough, he might save you the cost of the doctor. Such
strange lingering echoes of the old demon-worship might
perhaps even now be caught by the diligent listener

among the gray-haired peasantry.

And Raveloe was a village where many of the old
echoes lingered, undrowned by new voices. Not that it

was one of those barren parishes lying on the outskirts
of civilization, inhabited by meagre «sheep and thinly-

scattered shepherds ; on the contrary, it lay in the rich
central plain of what we are pleased to call Merry
England, and held farms which, speaking from a spiritual

point of view, paid highly-desirable tithes. But it was
nestled in a snug well-wooded hollow, quite an hour's

journey on horseback from any turnpike, where it was
never reached by the vibrations of the coach-horn or of
public opinion. It was an . important-looking village,

with a fine old church and large churchyard in the
heart of it, and two or three large brick-and-stone home-
steads,with well-walled oi-cliards and ornamental weather-
cocks, standing close upon the road, and lifting more
imposing fronts than the rectory, which peeped from
among the trees on the other side of the churchyard.

It was fifteen years since Silas Mamer had first come
to Raveloe ; he was then simply a pallid 3 oung man,
with prominent shortsighted brown eyes, whose appear-
ance would have had nothing strange for people of
average culture and experience, but for the villagers

near whom he had come to settle it had mysterious
peculiarities which corresponded with the exceptional


