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LORNA DOONE

B. R. D. BLACKMORE,
CHAPTER XXXVII
A GOOD TURN FOR JEREMY
John Fry had now six shillings a
week, of regular and permanent wage, |
besides all harvest and shearing money,

as well as a cottage rent free and
enough of garden-ground to rear pot-

herbs for his wife and all his family.
Now the wages appointed by our jus-
tices, at the time of session, were four-
and-sixpence a week for summer, and a
shilling less for the winter-time ; and
we could be fined, and perhaps imprison-
ed, for giving more than the sums so
fixed. Therefore John Fry was looked |
upon as the richest man upon Kxmoor—
1 mean, of course, among laborers—and
there were many jokes about robbing
him, as if he were the Mint of the King ;
and Tom Faggus promised to try his
hand, if he came across John on the
highway, although he had ceased from
business, and was seeking a royal par-
don.

Now is it according to human nature, |
or is it a thing contradictory (as I would
fain believe)? But anyhow there was, |
upon luxmoor, no discontented
man, no man more sure that he had not
his worth, neither half so sore about it,
than, or as, John Fry was. And one
thing he did which I could not wholly
(or indeed I may say, in any measure)
reconcile with my sense of right, much
as [ labored to do John justice, especial- |

more

ly beczuse of his roguery ; and this was, |
that if we said too much, or aceused him
at all of laziness (which he must have
known to be in him), he regularly
turned round upon us, and quite com-
pelled us to hold our tongues, by threat- |
ening to lay information against us for |
paying him too much wages ! o

Now | have not mentioned all this
of John Fry from any disrespect for his |
memory (which is green and honest |
among us), far less from any desire to |
hurt the feeling of his grandchildren ; |
and I will do them the justice, once for
all, to avow, thus publicly. that I have
known a great many bigger rogues, and
most of themselves in the number, But
1 have referred with moderation to this
little flaw in a worthy character (or
foible, as we call it, when a man s dead)
for this reason only—that without it
there was no explaining John's dealings
with Jeremy Stickles.

Master Jeremy, being full of London
and Norwich experience, fell into the |
error of supposing that we clods and
yokels were the simplest of the simple, |
and could be cheated at his good |
pleasure. Now this is not so; when
once we suspect that people have that
idea of us, we indulge them in it to the |
top of their bent, and grieve that they
should come out of it, as they do at last
in amazement, with less money than be- |
fore, and the laugh now set against
them. |

Ever since I had offended Jeremy by

threatening him (as before related) in |
case of his meddling with my affairs, he
had more and more allied himself with
simple-minded John, as he was pleased
to call him., John Fry was everything
it was “run and feteh my horse John"”
“John, are my pistols primed well ?”
“] want you in the stable, John, about
something very particular ;" until, ex-
cept for the rudeness of it, [ was long-
ing to tell Master Stickles that he
ought to pay Johu's wages. John, for
his part, was not backward, but gave
himself the most wonderful airs of
secrecy and importance, till half the
sh began to think that the affairs of
the nation his hand, and he
scorned the sight of a dung-fork.

It was not likely that this should
last ; and being the only man in the
parish with any knowledge of polities, I
gave John Fry to understand that he
must not presume to talk so freely, as if
he were at least a constable, about the
constitution, which could be no affair of
his, and might bring us all into trouble, |
At this he ouly tossed his nose, as if he
had been in London at least three times
for my one ; which vexed me so that I
prnm\;wd him the thick end of the plow-
whip, if even the name of a knight of the
ghire should pass his lips for a fortnight.

Now 1 did not suspeet in my stupid
noddle that Joln Fry would ever tell
Jeremy Stickles about the sight at the

were in

Wizard’s yugh and the man in the
white night-cap, begause John had sworn
on the blade of his knife not
to breathe a word to any soul
without my full permission. However,
it u]»l--un'«»l‘\ it i related, for a cer-
tain cons rati Wl that had seen,
and, doubtless, more which had acerued
to it. Upon this Master Stickles was
mueh astonished at Unele Reuben's
proceedings, having always accounted

him a most loyal, keen and wa sub
ject.

All this I 1pon ering
Jeremy's ¢ whi me to
pass in no o n by the saving
of his lif Beic d to keep the
strictest watch upon the seven rooks’
n¢ and yet not be be idle and
to waste my mother res, 1 contrived
to keep my work entirely at the wit
ern corner ol our '.Il"w. hich wa
est to Glen Doone, and whence |
easily run to a height commanding the
view 1 coveted.

One day Squire Faggus had dr ed
in upon us, just in time for dinner ; and
very soon he and King's mes w
as thick as need be I 1
his beloved mare to sh off

Annie, and he mounted his pretty sweet-
heart upon her, after giving Winnie
notice to be on her very best behavior.
The squire was in great spirits, having
just accomplished a purc hase of land

which was worth ten times what he gave

for it ; and this he did by a merry trick
upon old Sir Roger Bassett, who never
supposed him to be in earnest, wnd not
possessing the money. The whole thing

was done on a bumper of claretin a
tavern where they met ; and the old
knight having onece pledged his word, no
lawyers could hold him back from it.
They couldonly say that Master Faggus,
lwix;: attainted of felony, was not a
rapable  grantee. “1 will
,” quoth Tom ; “my pardon has been
dy for months ¢
1 care to sue for

s00n

1d months, as soon as

And now he was telling our Annie, |

who listened very rosily, and believed
every word he said, that, having been
ruined in early innocence by the means
of lawyers, it was only just, and fair turn
for turn, that, having become a match

| young ash, with my

| quivered

| and here and there

oure |

for them by long practice upon the high-
way, he should reinstate himsell, at their
expense, in society, And now he would
go to London at once, and sue out his
pardon ; and then would his lovely dar-
ling Annle, ete., ete.—things which I
had no right to hear, and in which 1 was
not wanted,

Therefore, I strode away up the lane
to my afternoon's employment, sadly
comparing my love with theirs (which
now appeared 8o prosperous,) yet heart-
ily glad for Annie's sake ; only re-
membering now and then the old pro-
verb, * Wrong never comes right.”

I worked very hard in the copse of
billshook and a
shearing-knife ; eutting out the saplings
where they stooled too elose together,
making spars to keep for thatching,
wall erooks to drive into the cob, stiles
for elose sheep hurdles, and handles for
rakes, and hoes, and two-bills, of the
larger and straighter stuff. And all
the lesser I bound in fagots, to come
home on the sledge to the wood-rick.
It is not to be supposed that I did all
this work without many peeps at the
seven rooks’ nests ; which proved my
Lorna's safety. lIudeed, whenever |
wanted a change, either from cleaving
or hewing too hard, or stooping too
much at binding, | was up and away
to the ridge of the hill, instead of
standing and doing nothing

Soon I forgot about Tom and Annie,
and fell to thinking of Lorna only, and
how muech I wounld make of her, and
what I should call our children, and

| how 1 wonld educate them, to do honour

to her rank ; yet all the time I worked
none the worse by reason of medita-
tion. Fresh-cut spars are not so good
as those of a little seasoning, especially
if the sap was not gone down at the
time of cutting. Therefore we always
find it needful to have plenty still in
stoek.

It was very pleasant there in the
copse, sloping to the west, as it was,
and the sun descending brightly, with
rocks and banks to dwell upon. The
stems of mottled and dimpled wood,
with twigs coming out like elbows, hung
and clung together closely, with a mode
of bending in, as children do a% some
danger ; overhead the shrunken leaves
and rustled ripely, having
many points like stars, and rising and
falling delicately, as fingers play sad
musie. Along the bed of the slanting
ground, all between the stools of wood,
there were heaps of dead brown leaves
and sheltered mats of lichen, and drifts

It is all very well for & man to boast
that, in all his life, he has never
been frightened, and believe that he
never could be so. There may be
men of that nature—I will not dare to
deny it ; only I have never known them.
The fright I was now in was horrible,
and all my bones seemed to creep inside
me ; when lying there helpless, with
only a billet and the comb of fern to
hide me, in the dusk of early evening, I
saw three faces in the gap ; and, what
was worse, three gun-muzzles.

“Somebody been at work here——"" it
was the deep voice of Carver Doone ;
“ jump up, Charlie, and look about ; we
must have no witnesses,”

“ Give me a hand behind,” said
Charlie, the same handsome young
Doone 1 had seen that night ; * this
bank is too devilish steep for me.”

* Nonsense, man !" cried Marwood de
Whichehalse, who, to my amazement,

| was the third of the number ; “only a

| a rabbit there.'
At that I drew my breath again, and |

of spotted stick gone rotten, and tufts |

of rushes here and there, full of fray
and feathering.

All by the hedge ran a little stream,
a thing that could barely name itself,
flowing scarce more than a pint in a
minute, because of the sunny weather.
Yet had this rill little erooks and

| erannies, dark and bravely bearded, and

a gallant rush through a reeden pipe—
the stem of a flag that was grounded ;
divided threads,
from the points of a branching stick,
into mighty pools of rock (as large as a
grown man's hat almost) napped with
moss all around the sides, and hung
with corded grasses. Along and down
the tiny banks, and nodding into one
another, even across main channel,
hung the brown arcade of ferns ; some
with gold tongues
with eountless ear-drops jerking ; some
with great quilled ribs uprising
long saws a-flapping ; others
and fanning with the
yielding, hollow
spread by have
way.

Deeply each beyond other, pluming,
stooping, glancing, glistening, weaving
softest, pillow-lg coying to the wind
and water, where their fleeting image
danced, or by which their beauty moved

God has made no lovelier thing, and
only He takes heed of them.

It was time to go home to supper now,
and 1 felt very friendly toward it, having
been hard at work for some hours, with
only the voice of the little rill, and some
hares and a pheasant for company.
The was gone behind the
black wood on the further ecliffs of Bag-
worthy, and the russet of the tufts and
spear beds was becoming gray, while

and

cupped
grace of
fountain
lost their

over
even as a
winds that

sun down

the grayness of the sapling ash grew

brown against the sky; the hollow
curves of the little stream became
black beneath the grasses and the fairy
fans innumerable ; while outside the
hadge our clover was erimping its
leaves in the dew-fall, like the coeked
hats of wood-sorrel, when thanking God

for all this scene, bec
gifted me ith the

use my love had
sy to all

things

lovely, 1 pared to follow their ex-

umple, and to rest from labor.
herefore I wiped my bill-hook and
ife very carefully, for I hate

rty, and was doubting

I id try for another
t the seven rooks' nest or
v I would be too dark for it. It
was n quarter of an hour mayhap
since I had made my chopping noise,
because 1 had been assorting my spars
and tying them ia bundles, instead of
plying the bill-hooks ; and the ntle
tinkle of the stream was louder than my
I'o this, no doubt, I owe my
iich then ithout my dreaming

t) was in no lit jeopardy
For, just as I was twisting the bine of
my very last fagot, before tucking the
left ngue under, there came three
ien outside the hedge, where the west-
rn light was yellow ; 1by it I could
seo that all three of th carried fire-
arms. These men were n walking
carelessly, but following down the

hedge-troug

s if to stalk some enemy;

and for a moment it struek me cold to

think it was I they re looking for.
With the ftness of terror 1 con-
cluded that myj visits to Glen Doone
were known, and now my life was the

forfeit.,

It was a most lucky thing for me that

I heard their clothes ecateh in the

brambles, and saw their hats under the

rampart of ash, which is made by what

we call “ splashing " and lucky for me

| that 1 stood in a goyal, and had the
dark coppice behind me. To this I had

| no time to fly, but with a sort of in-
stinet threw myself flat in among the

thick fern and held my breath, and lay

| still as a log. For I had seen the light
gleam on their gun-barrels
ing the faults of the
would fain avoid swelling their num-
ber. Then the three men came to the
| gap in the hedge where 1 had been in
| and out so often, and

looked in over.

languishing ; some |

| the uncut

| that.

hind cutting fagots ; and of course he
hath gone home long ago. Blind man's
holiday, as we call it. I can see all
over the place : and there is not even

thanked God I had gotten my coat on.

“Squire is right,” gaid Charlie, who
was standing up high ( on a root, per-
haps,) “there is nobody there now,
captain: and lucky for the poor devil
that he keepeth workman's hours,
Even his chopper is gone, I see.”

“No dog, no man, is the rule about |

here, when it comes to coppice work,"”
continued young De Whichehalse :
“there is not a man would dare work
there, without a dog to scare the
pixies.”

“ There is a big young fellow upon this
farm,” Carver Doone muttered sulkily,

with whom I have an account to settle, |

if ever I come aecross him. He hath a
cursed spite to us, because we shot his
father. He was going to bring the
lumpers upon us, only he was afeared,
last winter. And he hath been in Lon-
don lately, for some traitorous job, I
doubt.”

“Oh, you mean that fool, John Ridd,”
answered the young squire; *“‘a very
simple eclod-hopper. No treachery in
him, I warrant; he hath not the head
for it. All he cares about is wrestling.
As strong as a bull, and with no more
brains.”

“ A bullet for that bull,” said Carver;
and I could see the grin on his scornful
face ; * a bullet for ballast to his brain,
the first time I come across him."

“ Nonsense, captain! I won't have
him shot, for he is my old school-fellow,
and hath a very pretty sister. But his
cousin is of a different mold, and ten
times as dangerous.”

“We shall see, lads, we shall see,”
grumbled the great black-bearded man.
“IIl bodes for the fool that would
hinder me. But come, let us onward,
No lingering, or the piper will be in the
bush from us. Body and soul, if he
gives us the slip, both of you shall
answer it.”

“No fear, captain, and no hurry,”
Charlie answered, gallantly ; * would I
were as sure of living a twelvemonth as
he is of dying within the hour ! Extreme
unetion for him in my bullet-patch.
Remember, I elaim to be his confessor,
because he hath insulted me.”

“ Thou art welcome to the job for me,"”
said Marwood, as they turned away and
kept along the hedge-row; “I love to
meet a man sword to sword, not to pop
at him f(rom a fox-hole.”

What answer was made I
hear, for by this time the stout
ashen hedge was between us and no
other gap to be found in 1it,
until at the very bottom, where the
corner of the copse was, Yet I was not
quit of danger now; for they might eome
through the second gap, and then would
be sure to see me, unless 1 crept into
thicket before they could
enter the clearing. But in spite of all
my fear, I was not wise enough to do
And in truth the words of Carver
Doone had filled me with such anger,
knowing what 1 did about him and his
pretense to Lorna; and the sight of
Marwood in such outrageous
company had so moved my euriosity, and
their threats against unknown
person so aroused my pity, that much of
my prudence was forgotten, or at least
the better part of courage, which loves
danger at long distance.

Therefore, holding fast my bill-hook, 1
dropped myself very quietly into the
bed of the runnel, being resolved to
take my chance of their entranze at the
corner where the water dived through

could not

Squire

some

the hedge-row. And so I followed
them down the fence as gently as a
rabbit goes, only 1 was inside it, and
they on the outside; but yet so near

that 1 heard the branches rustle as they
pushed them,

Perhaps 1 had never loved ferns so
nuch as when | came to the end of that

le gully, and stooped betwixt two
atches of  them, now my chiefest
shelter ; for cattle had been through the
gap just there, in quest of fodder and
coolness, and had left but a mound of
trodden earth between me and the out-
laws, | mean at least on my left hand
(upon which side they were,) for in front

where the brook ran out of the copse,

was a good stiff hedge of holly. And
now I prayed Heaven to lead them

ht on ;

for if they once turned to
their right through the gap, the muzzles
of their guns would come almost against
my forehead.

I heard them
could s

for I durst not look, and
arce keep still, for trembling—
I heard them trampling outside the gap,
uncertain which track they
follow. And in that fearful moment,
with my soul almost looking out of my
body, expecting notice to quit it, what
do you think I did? I counted the

threads in a spider's web, and the flies |

he had lately eaten ;
shook in the twilight.
“\Wa shall see him better in there,”
said Carver, in his horrible gruff voice,
like the ereaking of the gallows chain;
“sit there behind holly hedge, lads,
while he cometh down yonder hill ; and
then our good-evening to him; one at
| his body, and two at his head ; and good
aim, lest we balk the devil.”
“I tell you, captain, that will not do,”
said Charlie, almost whispering : “you

as their skeletons

and know- | are very proud of your skill, we know,

neighborhood, | and ean hit a lark if you see it: but he

may not come until after dark, and we
cannot be too nigh to him. This holly
hedge is too far away. He crosses down

stood up and ; here from Sloeombslade, not from Tibba-

| cot, I tell you; but along that track to

should |

the left there, and so by the foreland to
Glenthorne, where his boat is in the
cove. Do you think I have tracked him
80 many evenings, without knowing his
line to a hair? Will you fool away all
my trouble?”

“Come, then, lad ; we will follow thy
lead. Thy life for his, if we fail of it.”

“After me, then, right into the hollow
thy legs are growing stiff, captain.”

“8o shall thy body be young man, if
thou leadest me astray in this."”

I heard them stumbling down the hill,
which was steep aund rocky in that part ;
and peering through the hedge, I saw
them enter a covert by the side of the
track which Master Stickles followed
almost every evening, when heleft our
house upon business. And then I knew
who it was they were come on purpose to
murder—a thing which 1 might have
guessed long before, but for terror and
cold stupidity.

“Oh that God,” I thought for a
moment, waiting for my blood to flow—
“oh that God had given me brains to
meet such cruel dastards according to
| their villainy, The power to lie and
| the love of it; the stealth to spy and
the glory in it above all,
| the quiet relish for blood, and
joy in the death of an enemy—these are
what any man must have to contend
with the Doones upon even terms. And

only to try, if might be to prevent the
crime they were bound upon. To follow
the armed men down the ‘hill would
have been certain death to me, because
there was no covert there, and the last
| light hung upon it. It seemed to me
| that my only ehance to stop the mischief
| pending was to compass the round of the
hill as fast as my feet could be laid to
ground, only keeping out of sight from
| the valley, and then down the rocks and
across the brook to the track from
Slocombslade, so as to stop the King's
messenger from travelling any farther,
if only I could cateh him there,

And this was exactly what I did; and
a terrible run I had for it, fearing at
every step to hear the echo of shots in
the valley dropping down the scrubby
rocks with tearing and violent seratch-
ing. When I erossed Bagworthy stream
not far below Doon-valley, and breasted
the hill toward Slocombslade, with my
heart very heavily  panting. Why
Jeremy chose to ride this way, instead
| of the more direet one (which would have

been over Oare hill), was more than I

could account for ; but I had nothing to
do with that; all I wanted was to save
his life.

Aud this I did by about a minute, and

| (which was the hacdest thing of all) with
a great horse-pistol at my head, as I
seized upon his bridle.

“Jeremy, Jerry,” was all I could say,
being so fearfully short of breath ; for I
had crossed the ground quicker than any
horse could.

yoken just in time, John Ridd!"
cried Master Stickles still, however,
pointing the pistol at me ; I might have
known thee by thy size, Johm What
art doing here?"”

“Come to save your life, For God's
sake, go no farther, Three men in the
covert there, with long guus, waiting
for thee.”

“Ha! I have
That is why I pointed at thee, John.
Back round this corner and get thy
breath, and tell me all about it. [ never
sawa man so hurried. I could beat thee
now, John.” e

been watched of late.

Jeremy Stickles was a man of courage
and presence of mind, and much
resource : otherwise he would not ha
been appointed for this business ; never-
theless, he trembled greatly when he
heard what I had to tell him. But I
took good care to keep back the name of
young Marwood de Whichehalse ; neither
did I show my knowledge of the other
men, for reasons of my own not very
hard to conjecture,

“We will let them cool their heels,
John Ridd,” said Jeremy, after thinking
alittle. I cannot fet *h my musketeers
either from Glenthorne or Lynmouth
in time to seize the fellows. And three
desperate Doones, well armed, are too
many for you and me. One result this
attempt will have; it will make us
attack them sooner than we had in-
tended., Aund one more it will have,
good John ; it will make me thy friend
forever.,
give me freely for having been so eold
to thee. Mayhap, in the troubles com
ing, it will help thee not alittle to have
done me this good turn.”

Upon that he shook me by the hand,
with a pressure such as we feel not often;
and having learned from me how to pass
quite beyond view of his enemies, he
rode on to his duty, whatever it might
be. For my part I was inclined to stay,
and wateh how long the three fusileers

no time to dwell upon that, |

Shake hands, my lad, and for- |

would have the pacience to lie in wait ; |

but seeing less and less use in that, as 1
grew more and more hungry, I swung
my ecoat about me, and went home to
Plovers Barrows.

CIHAPTER

A TROUBLED STATE
Stickles took me aside the next day,
and opened all his business to

XXXIX

AND A FOOLISH JOKE

me,
whether 1 would or not. But I gave
him clearly to understand that he was

not to be vexed with me, neither to re-
gard me as in any way dishonest, if 1
should use for my own purpose, or for
the benefit of my friends, any part of

the knowledge and privity thus en- |
foreced upon we, To this he agreed
quite readily; but upon the express

provision that I should do nothing to
thwart his schemes, neither unfold them
to any one; but otherwise be allowed to
act according to my own conscience,
and as consisted with the honor of a
loyal gentleman—for so he was pleased
to term me. Now what he said lay in
no great compass, and may be summed
in smaller still, especially as people
know the chiel part of it already. Dis-
affection to the King, or, rather, dislike
to his brother James, and fear of Roman
ascendaney, had existed now for several
years, and of late were spreading rapid-
ly; partly through the downright arrog-
ance of the Tory faction, the eruelty
and austerity of the Duke of York, the
corruption of justice, and confiscation
of ancient rights and charters; partly
through jealousy of the French king,
and his potent voice in our affairs; and
partly (or perhaps one might even say,
mainly) through that natural tide in all
political channels which verily moves

| houses

a8 if it had the moon ltself for its mis-
tress, No sooner is a thing doue and
fixed, being set far in advance perhaps
of all that was done before (like a new
mole in the sea), but immediately the
waters retire, lest they should undo it ;
and every one says how fine it is, but
leaves other people to walk on it.
Then after a while, the vague, endless
ocean, having retired and lain still
without a breeze or murmur, frets and
heaves again with impulse, or with
lashes laid on it, and in one great surge
advances over every rampart,

And so there was, at the time I speak
of, a great surge in England, not rolling
yet, but seething; and one which a
thousand chief-justices, and a million
Jeremy Stickles, should never be able
to stop or turn, by stringing up men in
front of it, any more than a rope of
cuions can repulse a voleano. But the

worst of it was that this great move- |

ment took a wrong channel at first ; not
only missing legitimate line, but roar-
ing out that the back diteh-way was
the true and established course of it,

Against this rash and random current
nearly all the ancient mariners of the
State were set; not to allow the brave
ship to drift there, though some little
boats might try it. For the present
there seemed to be a pause, with no
open onset, but people on the shore ex-
pecting, each aceording to his wishes,
and the feel of his own finger, whence
the rush of wind should come which
might direct the water.

Now-—to reduce high figures of
speech into our own little numerals—all
the towns of Somersetshire and half the
towns of Devonshire were full of push-
ing, eager people, ready to swallow any-
thing, or to make others swallow it.
Whether they believed the folly about
the black box, and all that stufl, is not
for me to say: only one thing I know,
they pretended to do so, and persuaded
the ignorant rustics. Taunton, Bridge-
water, Minehead and Dulverton took
the lead of the other towns in utter-
ance of their discontent and threats of
what they meant to do if ever a Papist
dared to climb the Protestant throne of
England. On the other hand, the Tory
leaders were not as under appre-
hension of an immediate outbreak, and
feared to damage their own cause by
premature coercion; for the struggle
was not very likely to begin in esrnest
during the life of the present king, un-
less he should (as some people hoped)
be so far emboldened as to make public
confession of the faith which he held (if
any). So the Tory policy was to wateh,
not indeed permitting their opponents to
gather strength, and muster in armed
force or with order, but being
apprised of all their schemes and in-
tended movements, to wait for some
bold overt aect, and then to strike
severely, And as a Tory watechman
or spy, as the Whigs would call him—
Jeremy Stickles was now among us; and
his duty was threefold.

First, and most ostensibly, to see to
the levying of poundage in the little
haven of Lynmouth, and further up the
coast, which was now becoming a place
of resort for the folk whom we call
smugglers, that is to say, who land
their goods without regard to king's
revenue as by law established. And,
indeed, there had been no oflicer
appointed to take toll, until one had
been sent to Minehead, not so very long
before. The excise as well (which had
been ordered in the time of the Long
Parliament) had been little heeded by
the people hereabouts,

Second, his duty was (though only
the Doones had discovered it) to watch
these outlaws narrowly, and report of
their manvers (which were scanty),
doings (which were too manifold), re-
putation (which was execrable), and
polities, whether true to the king and
the Pope, or otherwise,

Jeremy Stickles' third business was
entirely political—to learn the temper
of our people and the geutle families ;
to watch the movements of the trained
bands (which could not always be
trusted); to discover any collecting of
arms and drilling of men among us ; to
prevent (if need were, by open force)
any importation of gunpowder, of which
there had been some rumor; in a word,
to observe and forestall the enemy.

Now, in providing for this last-men-
tioned service, the Government had
made a great mistake, doubtless through
their anxiety to escape auy public
attention. For all the disposable force
at their emissary’'s command amounted
to no more than a score of musketeers,
and these so divided along the coast as
scarcely to suflice for the duty of sen-
tinels. He held a commission, it is true
for the employment of the train-bands,
but upon the understanding that he was
not to eall upon them (except as a last
resource) for any political object; al-
though he might use them against the
Doones as private eriminals, if found
needful, and supposing that he could
get them.

“So you see, John,” he said, in con-
clusion, *I have more work than tools
to do it with. 1 am heartily sorry I
ever accepted such a mixed and meagre
commission. At the bottom of it lies (I
am well convinced) not only the desire
to keep things quiet, but the paltry
jealousy of the military people. Be-
cause I am not a colonel, forsooth, or a
captain in His Majesty's service, it
would never do to trust me with a com-
pany of soldiers! And yet they would

not send either colonel or captain, for |

fear of a stir in the rustic mind, The
only thing that I can do with any
chance of success, is to rout out these
vile Doone fellows, and burn their
over their heads.
think you of that, John Ridd?"

“ Destroy the town of the Doones,”
I said, “and all the Doones inside it!

| Surely, Jeremy, you would never think

of such a cruel act as that ?"

“ A cruel act, John!
mercy for at least three counties. No
doubt you folk, who live so near, are
well accustomed to them, and would miss
your liveliness in coming home after
night-fall, and the joy of finding your
sheep and cattle right when you not ex-
pected it. But after a while yoa might
get used to the dullness of being safe in

| your beds, and not losing your sisters

and sweethearts. Surely, on the whole,
it is as pleasant not to be robbed as to
be robbed 2"

“1 think we should miss them very
much,” I answered, after consideratibn ;
for the possibility of having no Doones
had never yet ocurred to me, and we all
were so thoroughly used to them, and

well |

Now, what |

It would be a |

allowed for it in one year's reckoning;
“Iam sure we should miss them very
sadly ; and something worse would come
of it.”

TO BE CONTINUED.,
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PEPILLO
By L B. MATTHEWS
1

THE INDIAN LAD

The sun was near its setting and the
heat of the day had already begun to be
tempted with the coolness of evening.
Ever and anon there was the tinkle of
tiny bells heard afar off, likely the bells
worn by the sheep that they might not |
stray too far away. The warm sunlight |
that still flooded the valley, subdued as
it now was by approaching evening, gave |
a peaceful look to the whole scene—and |
it was one that could not but delight the |
| eyeof the nature lover.

An Indian lad, emerging from the |
mesquite at one end of the valley, must |
have felt the thrill of it all, for he
stopped to gaze on the scene before him
and his face expressed a wondrous joy. |
Brown though he was, an observer would
| have pronounced him good to look upon,
for he was lithe and straight and his
leatures were not neavy, like those of so
many of his countrymen, but were bright
and intelligent. His eyes, as black as
night, sometimes burned with hidder
fire, at others were as soft as a startled
fawn's. Judging from his looks, he was
a youth of sixteen or seventeen years, |

As he stood thus gazing on the scene
before him he suddenly raised his eyes |
toward the heavens and began to sing. |
His voice was strong and mellow, and
the song was one that he had been
taught by the Padre at the Mission
whose white walls made so conspieuous
a landmark in the quiet valley. Softly
at first the words rang out, then clearer
and stronger, until he seemed but a liv-
ing part of the pulsating scene.

The song ended, he picked up again
the burden he had been carrying and
hurried on toward a cluster of buildings
not far from the Mission itself. As he
drew nearer he singled out asmall, neat-
looking adobe house, toward which he
bent his steps. The last rays of the sun
had disappeared when he entered, having
thrown down his burden near the door.
A woman was preparing a meal of “atole"”
over the fireplace at one side of the
room. She looked up as the lad entered.

“Ah, it is you, Pepillo! And did you
get the yucca ?"”

“That I did, and a heavy load, too—
enough to make more than one of the
cocas that the white men seem so much
to admire,”

“It is well that they admire them, lad,
| as the money they pay me for them helps

get the few things we must have. Since

the father has had such bad luck with
the sheep we would fare but poorly but
for these and my lace,”

*But we need not want—you know the
Padre —"

“I know he is goodness itself, but you
must remember he is much burdened of
late with many things. I can see the
sorrow growing in his face, and I eould
not bear that we should add to it, 1
fear he would not be able to help us
much, even if we asked. Things are
not as they were once, Ounce all the
broad lands surrounding here belonged
to the Mission and the Indians; now the
white men have taken all but the little
we hold here.”

The eyes of the lad Iulrlrh'l, “They
had no right!" he eried hotly. “Why
came they here to rob us? If I were a
man-—""

“Hush, my child, you are talking wild
ta Woat could you do? Nothing,
and better leave unsaid what can do no
good. Buat come, eat your portion, and
then go and send your father here to eat
also while you mind the sheep awhile
and tell your brothers it is time they,
too, were in."

The he e the portion she gave him
without sp ng, then went as he was
told to a small enclosure near by, where
his father had just driven in a few sheep
that they might be safe through the
night. Ile was bent, and his face, as he
turned it toward his son, looked old and
careworn.

*Mi madre wishes you to come and
eat.”

“I will go as soon as the sheep are
cared for.”

“Go you now. I will finish here,” and
as the older man turned away he took up
his uncompleted task, singing the while
a solt song, for Pepillo was, his mother
often remarked, a singing-bird, and
always his joyful notes were heard when
he was busy.

When he had finished the work he
threw himself on the ground and looked
up at the stars that had begun to
appear one by one in the sky above, It
was still, the stillness of early twilight,
that mystic hour fraught with so much
of pain and pleasure. Once in a while
a gay laugh from some of the small
adobe houses floated to him on the air,
or the tinkling of some of the sheep-
bells was heard, but they fitted as only
a part of the hour. Again, too, he
heard the twittering of some night |
bird; he heard, yet heeded not, for he |
was deep in dreams,

Dreamily he watched the twinkling
stars, What were they? Other worlds |
much like ours, the Padre had told him, |
and he was wondering, if this were so,
what they were like. Did people liv
on those little spots of light? and if they

| did, were they white or brown? Did |
| injustice walk abroad as it did on this
earth, where one race, because of their
color, took away the lands of another?

He wondered dimly why God allowed
| these things. But immediately he was
ashamed of the thought, for had not the
Padre told him such thoughts were
wicked, the last time he confessed, and |
made him do penance ? {

Then his thoughts came back to the |
| present. He remembered how his
| father had told about the good tinwﬂl
they had at the Mission before the
“gringos” came. Now they had taken
away their lands until there was but
little left. Yet he did not hate the
Americans as did some in the village;
instead he wanted to be like them.
They had knowledge—they were not
ignorant like his people. Instinctively
he saw that therein lay their power,
not, as some supposed in the color of
their skin. Andso it was that Pepillo
studied hard when he had the chance
and recited at the Mission to the Padre,
who encouraged him in his efforts. He
could read and write the Spanish lan-

guage, and now it was his aim also ¢
learn the English, He was learning
too, for every cowboy he met, strucj
with his bright, intelligent face, likeq
him and good-naturedly helped
with his task,

Allthis and mueh more passed through
his mind as he watched the stars; ()¢,
he heard his mother calling him agai,,
He arose and shook himself. The hegy ¥
dew had been falling and his clothiyy
was saturated with it; but he Ll.un‘,-!.:
nothing of that, for had he not ofre,
lain all night with no covering and slept
as sweetly as a babe? !

He helped his mother put the yic
he had brought in to soak, for it m
go through quite a process befor
could be transformed into the cocas 1}
the cowboys bought eagerly for sadd|c.
mats. First, it was soaked, then beatey
to remove the fibres, then they
bleached, or sometimes colored 1y

him

un

t
1

er

| and lastly woven into the mat,

“You will go with the sheep o
wmor. ow,” his father said, and P
nodded; it was not his way to wasi
words., He did what he was commar
without protest., His brothers,
lads younger than himself were noddi,
over the tiny fire. They had he

| faces much like their father's, rese

ing Fepilio nob at ail, He was o 2
more like his mother, who had e
what they called pretty in her you
days before hard toil had taken
her beauty; now she was coarse, |
most of the Indian women,

The inside of the tiny home was 1
and cleaner than many of the
houses or huts, and a few gaudy picture
were tacked to the walls; there,
hung his mother's lace frame k
portion of unfinished lace still in it, fo;
when not working on the cocas she
weaving the lace. Both took int
patience.

Pepillo, who was tired after his tra
of the day, for he had been up befor
dawn, now rolled himself in a blanke
and was soon lost in dreams-—drea
not more wonderful than those in wi
he indulged while waking.

11
THE STRANGERS

Long before the sun was Pepillo astir
in the morning. After eating a has
breakfast, he took a lunch with him «
started for his day's work tending
sheep, for they must be taken ear
the pasture grounds that they might cat
before the hot, scorching sun sent the
to the shade.

The ground was wet as thou
heavy rain had fallen during the night
but Pepillo with bare feet minded it
He turned the sheep from the enclosu
and started them towards a place
the hills where there was a spot—known
only to him, as he thought—where the
grass would be good. As he went, the
music of the tinkling sheep-bell mingled
with the song that fell from his own lips
It was a glorious moruing, and it was
Joy enough to make one happy just t
breathe. With the coming of the
morning the shadows of the night had
disappeared and the lad had forgotte
his grievances, if such they
called, and lifted
sky with a smile,

He found the spot he was ool
and, sure enough, there was no one
fore him and the sheep were soon bu
in the luxuriaut grass, while he thre
himself flat on the ground to watch ar
think.

ger

might be

his face toward the

The forenocon had passed and
sheep were already ‘eeking a place
shelter from the midday sun when t
men rode into the place and stopped
and staked their horses not far i1
where Pepillo was resting, The
looked at them and saw at once that
they were not cowboys that
came through the valley. One of the
men was a tall, rather thin person with
blue eyes and a dreamy-looking face
the other was swarthy, heavy-built
had an air of determination.

Pepillo hardly knew what to do
Should he make his presence known t
them, as they did not seem to notice
him, or should he let them go if the}
would without seeing him? He was n
afraid and he haraly knew what it was
that kept him silent in his place.

“Good place to rest,” observed the
slender man. “We will stay here until
towards evening and let the ponies eat
and then we can move on toward the
Mission, that I believe is the magnil
cent white building yonder.”
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Eczema
Yield to

THE WONDERFULLY SOOTHING
HEALING INFLUENCE OF

DR. CHASE’S OINTMENT

There is one thing you can depend on
Dr. Chase'’s Ointment to do every time,
and that is to cure eczema. There isn
more severe test to which an ointment
can be put, and because Dr. Chase's
Ointment triumphed over eczema it has

| become the standard Ointment.

When another ointment is praised it is
said to be as good as Dr. Chase's, Ard
this illustrates the high position held by
this preparation.

Mrs, Oscar Vaneott, St. Antoine, Sask.
writes : ““ 1 have found Dr. Chase's Oint-
ment to be a perfect cure for eczema
and other skin diseases. One son while
nursing broke out with running, watery
sores all over his head and around the
ears. Many salves were prescribed to
no effect. The child's head became a
mass of seabs and he suffered agony un
told. He became weak and frail, would
not eat and we thought we would lose
him.

Providentially we heard of Dr. Chase's
Ointment and it soon thoroughly cured
him. He is seven years old now and
strong and well. An older boy was also
cured of eczema by this Ointment and
we hope more people will learn about it
so that their poor little ones may be
saved from suffering.”

Do not be satisfied with the experi-
ence of others, but put Dr. Chase's
Ointment to the test when occasion
arises. Try it for chafing and irritation
of the skin, for chapped and ecracked
hands, for ehilblains and frost bites, for
sores and burns. It is delightfully
soothing and healing. 60 cts. a box, all
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Tor-
onto. Write for free copy of Dr.
Chase's Recipes.
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