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POSTSCRIPT

Adam M'Adam and his Red Wull lie buried
together: one just within, the other just with-
out, the consecrated pale.

The only mourners at the funeral were
Dav:d, James Moore. Maggie, and a gray dog
peering through the lych-gate.
During the service a carriage stopped at the

churchyard, a:,d a lady with a stately figure
and a gentle face stepped out and came across
the grass to pay a last tribute to the dead
And Lady Eleanour, as she joined the little
group about the grave, seemed to notice a
more taan usual solemnity in the parson's
voice as he intoned: "Earth to earth-ashes
to ashes—dust to dust ; in sure and certain hope
of the Resurrection to eternal life."

When you wander in the gray hill-country
of the North, in the loneliest corner of that
lonely land you may chance upon a low
farm-house, lying in the shadow of the Muir
Pike.

Entering, a tall old man comes out to greet
you—the Master of Kenmuir. His shoulders
are bent now; the hair that was so dark is
frosted; but the blue-gray eyes look you as
proudly in the face as of yore.
And while the giri with the glory of yellow

Uair is preparing food for you—they are hos-


