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UNDER THE EVENING LAMP

A HIGHLAND CHURCHYARD.
I

Tho long daszzling glint of a golden sunsot 1ay acroas tho church.
yurd of Ballonaver, on a chill ovoning late in the autumn. Ia its
mollow light the green amooth-cut. grass on the graves around took
on onco agamn the cmerald tint and vived froshaces of summor, but
evon now decay was broadly stamped across the face of Nature. Tho
leaves of tho troes now fluttored norvously in the breeze, and anon,
yielding to ita carcascs, chased cach other in amnong the old tomb.
stoncs.  The farm.lanas adyoining the churchyard woro a vare sl
desorted lvok.  Whoro but & week or two beforo tho waving of the
rich golden corn hiad made music in the wind, thers now remained
but long stretches of darkening stubble.

Tho church—a plain whitewashod building with a loop of red
stono on its western gable whoroin hung the bell  s.00d on a little
enunonce, on thres sides of which the churchyard clomb upwards
till it nostled close under its walls. To the weat the churchyard
opened out into s gentle incline, amoothly gravelled and thickly
lined with trees, leading to the manse. In tho opposite direction tt
overlooked the school aud school-house, an old thatched Highland
shieling, and, just in the hollow on tho ncarer sido of these, a
marehy place where three warters met—brown bnbblinf; country
buros, neither deep nor strong.  Peoplo said that the restless spurits
of the dead came to tho streaie in the cerie hour of midnight, and,
thanks to the running water, dared not go farther. There, ‘twas
said, on the churchyard side of tho water’s brink, their shrill crics
brokeo with starthing distinctnoss on the silence of the might. A stone
bridge spanned the larger burn formed by the meoting of the threo
streamlete. Oa the bridge, it was nohieved, phantom funcrals in
their slow procession to tho churchyard often came to akalt, resting
their melancholy burden on the broad stone wall which protected
cither aide. ‘Lhis latter phenomenon, unlike the other, was some.
times to bo teen in tho daybghe, but oftener in the dusk between
gluaming and dark.

There were numerous tombstones in the old churchyard, Tareo
of thom stood high and conapicuous fortmnga trianglen thocentre ;
a plain, flat slab marked the restiog place and recorded the brave
deeds of a clansman who had {allen 400 ycars before 1n tho battio of
I'iokie-cleugh.  Anotlier was built into the wall of the church, and
bore, besides a long Lintin inscription, a chisclled representation of
skull and crossbones.

A stranger would wander abound lost 1n thought as ho marked
theso and other objects of interest.  Suddenly theatillness would be
broken and his thoughts recalled by ringing laughter and a loul
hurrah, telling of the uisnngsal of the schoo), and fur once thereverse
of an old truth would become true—** In the mudst of death wo are
inltfe.” Oa tho afternoon of this autumn day the ctildren had
dispersed at the dinner hour as usual.  On ther hberation there
was for the tirat few moments a wild scamper, scomingly 1n all
deroctions, but gradually tho majority went homewards for dinner,
while the othera betook themaelves to thoir favorite playtime resorta,
The latter had their luncheon in their achool-bage,” their homes
being too far away to go to in the hour allowed for dinner.

Awmong th-so was Aunna Stour, s daughterof the farmer 1n Mullin-
dive, a small farm located miles away up in the hills. Aanna was
the youngest in tho family, and 10 appearance was rather plain com-
pared with her sisters, who were considered good-lvoking. She was
n{ulct. and meditative.  ‘Lhoy were bold girle of the mountaia side,
daring and agile us the rock-goats 1n the corries of Choille Mohr.

Anna had oot much appetite for luncheon on that particular
afternoon. Theao past days she had been eating the strong fuod of
a bitter sorrow, tho bitterest that can possiblo befall the tender
years of a senaitivo child.  The grim messenger had becn to the
farm-house of Mullindive, and had taken away the Light of that
homo—aAnne’s other. No cnc had understood Annaas her mother
had dono. Thus 1t was a big weight, almost of despair, that settled
ou hor gentle spirit when thuy hifted the black coflin out of the house
andalowlycarrieditdownthetnll-sidestothechurchyard by theschool.

Her father was a kind-hearted man, but plain and blunt in
speech and menuers. (On the other hand, hia wifo had been ouc of
those loving and gentle creatures whose very presence crestes haven
of quict rest.  Poople wondered when the blufl, outspuken farmor
took her to bo his wife ; but they had been very happy together all
those years. As the vy twists itaclf around the sturdy onk, so his
wife's trustful disposition had entwined itaelf around the coarser,
stronger fibre of Farmer Stour’s nature; and when sho was taken
away ho felt tho loss keenly. Buy ho never apoke of his gricf,
scarcely cven would admat 1t to mmself ; much Iess could ho realizo
the poigosucy of his children'a sorrow.

** Let Auos go back to achool,” ho samd, the day after the
funcral; * her lessons will acon canze her to forget the change.”
Next morsing, accordingly, .\una was in her place, attired 10 plain
black dress and hat, both heavily trinmed with crape. But it all
scemed like s droam to her.  What a strange, terrible, mysterious
thiog death must be, sho thought. Could she not die too, and go to
bo with lier mother ; or was she doomed to draw out a loog life of
lonclincss and sorrow ero sho could look on that doar face again?
She was left very much to hierself in school. Tho schoolmaster was
a kind.-hearted man, and did not exact from her tho same fulfilment
of her taske as he would havo dono in ordinary circumstances. Tho
boys spoke in subdued voices in her presenco. The guela feit as
though there were a great black alindow overhanging them, 1 the
preacnco of which any attempt at gossip would bo nothiog leas than
sacrilege. Tho awo of death s struog and frosh on young minds,
and tao sympathies it awakens are great n comparison w.lth tho
outapoken condolences of msturer years.

When the dinnor hour had cotne Anna botook herself wnobserved
to tho churchyard. This was tho first time she had over looked
upon a grave holdiog anyone dear to her. As her oycs lighted on
the mound standing a Iittle highor than the gravos around—tho
carth had not yot quite sottled down overits kindred carth—a great' |
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casts hersell prostrato on the grave, and begina to pour out hor
sorrow thore, unheard and unhieeded, savo by Him who puts the tears
of the orphan in ia bottle ; and thoir despairing ctica—aro they
not recorded in s book ?

Tho flood of tears brought her a certainroliel. * ‘T'ho ticat passion-
ato outburst over, sho thought she would hke to romain always by
hor mother's grave, and perhaps at lenyth, on somo clear awmmer
mornng,{when tho sun shone warm and bright, and tho birds sang
1n tho trecs around, shs would go to be with her fotover,

It was not strango that Aonow did not hear’tho bell when it rang
for;tho reassembling of tho school.  Lessons had gonv on for nearly
an hour cre 1t was noticed Anna Stour did not occupy her usual
place. ‘I'hreo of tho boys knew whoro she would be found, whon it
was told sho was amisaing. They had beenim the churchyard in
their playtime.  With merry hearts and awid, the jingle of bolls,
two of them, held in with bit and bridle by tho thied, had rua round
tho corner of the church into sight of the spot whereldnna luy.
Unconscious of their approach as sho was, no sacner had they sot
eyes upon Anna than they fell back very much likezcowards caught
18 tho act of doing somethiog wean.  Lhoe bells censed to jingle, and
the boys quictly took sheir way down the hill to tho school. .

Aona did not quite understand when the schoolmaster's wife
camo and lod her guntly away froin the grave. She muttored somo-
thing sbout her head, and 1t needed but a glanco to show that there
was something scriously wrong with her. Her face waes white, and
sho trewbled as with cold, and yot there wore great Leads of per-
spiration on her brow.  Sho was well cared for in the schoul-house
until tho time for the disunssal of the achool caine, and then word
was sent by ono of the boys from the neighbiorhood of Mulhindive
for her .ather, who imuwediatoly left in the gig, well provided with
warm wraps, to bring her home.

Tho eilvery ehoen of the moon was on the watera of Loch Goilla
far away 1n the weat—ao far that it zeemed on the utmost vergo of
the world—as Farnier Stour drove in again through the old-fsshioned
stouo gatoway that led to his home, on that chill, lato autumn
vvoning,  On that homeward journey, with the atill little form by
hus side, and as the gradually lengthening shadows cropt over the
mountain ridge, strange, deep retlectione, stirred by the memory of
the past, took an 1rcesistible hold of bhun. For the first ime in
many years tho atrong unemotional man found hinself wiping away
two great tear drops trom ofl his cheeks

That mght Anow was delirous, and when the doctor camohe said
she was dungerously ill with bramn fover. For wceks 1t was a quea-
tion of hifo and death with her. Ia her ravings sho often imagined
herself in her mother’s company, siting with her in the garden
after school, or stiolling of a Saturday afternoon down by the hedge-
rows to the river side. One day, when ull was quiet, she spoke of
a certain Sabtath afternoon when she and her sisters were gathered
round their mother's knce for their usual Scripture lesson. Ciradu.
ally, and in confused sentences, she ropeated some of the conversa-
tion that had passed between them on that occasion  Jessie, hor
cldest sistor, who acarcely ever left the sick-room, heard Anna’s
words, and her mind also went back to that afternoon’s lesson,
Their Scripture reading had b en in John xtv. ; and as thoir mother
read the opening vorses, Jeasie now remembored thero had como a
slight tremor into her voico and a look of sadncss into her oyea.
Sho stopped at the third verso—** ln my Father’s house aro many
mansious : if it were not so, I would have told you. 1 go"—aml
then sho explained that theso words wero spoken by the Son of Man
to comfort His disciples in view of His approaching death. Now
that Ho is going back to God, He jives them the assurance of His
unchangivg love. Then followed the apphcation, und the voico was
husky this ume: ** My children, you will remember these words
when I have gono to theeo many mansions, and you will think of
them as a messago from your mother, who waits for you in that
better land.  God will take care of you, my dear ones, and bring
you all there in His own good time.’

The crisis in Anpa's illncss camo the night following, The only
opinion tho doctor had ventured for a week was that if sho survived
tho crisis ho had little doubt she would soun be well , and those who
know tho doctor interpreted that tomean that he believed sho would
never reach the fover's height.  Ho remaiced at tho farm houso all
that night, and nearly all tho time was at Anna’s bedside.  Slowly
the watchers counted the hours. By the time the firat groy strenks
of dawn began to hight tho castern sky, cithor the little life would
have cbbed away, or new hope would havosstin. The wind moaned
deeply as it rose and foll all' through that lung night ; above its
sound could bo heard tho steady, long “ wash™® of the river as it
rolled uver its pebbly bed. But thoso who watched heard Naturo's
voices xs though they heard them pot.

When the doctor left for home in the early morning, it was with
a lightsome heart. Tho case had been succesafully carried through ;
far above and boyond that he was glad at the thought that the
motherlcss child of his friend Farmer Stour had been wpared, and
Was now on a fair way towards recovery—a joy and gratituden
which wany others shared.

Winter had passcd away, and the return of spring once more
gladdened the carth ero Anna Stour had regained suflictent strength
to cnable her to o out 1nto the fresh green ticlds, or down tho old
favorite waik to the raver-side.  hut during the lung day s and wechs
of her slow recovery sho had been wounderfully Lappy. The fiest
deep wouudo of her great sorrow were closed up; the long mght of
scini conactonsneas that followed Lad given placo to a quict seremty,
aud even buoyant hope, which astonished those who kunow her best.
Explain i, or trace with any degreo of certamty how it had been
wrought, ehe nover could , but out of the great anseen the meass. s
of that Sabbath rfternuon’s I-sson—her wnther's meesage feom the
better land—~bad come to her in the power of the Divine Love:
¢* Let not your heart be troubled : yo believo in God, believe also in
me.  Io my Fatber’s house are many mansions : if 1t wero not so 1
[would have tuld you, I go to prepare a place for you.  And if 1 g0
and preparo a place for you, I will como again, and recerve you unto

passion of grief re1zed her.  Scarcely knowing what she doss, -ho‘- myself ; that whero I am, there yo may bo alxo.” - Iax MacKes/ir.
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