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THE CANADIAN GENTLEMAN’S JOURNAL AND SPOR{ING TIMES

KATERFELTO,

A STORY OF EXMOOR,

CHACTELR NI

ON THE HCENT.

It waus depghtful to broatho a free, fresk
ar untanted by the smells of London—to
st tho shy corae down to a widehorizon un-
wierrupted by stiots and Louses~—to feel
peneath lnm tho strong elastic action of bis
goun bay horso, and to tasto at different halt-
wh-pluces o seund aud  wholesome ale un-
aduitered by the tricks of metropolitan trade,
7o uso Ins owns worde, o was ** as hiappy as
2 ling,” yet ho nover wavered for an instant
10 lus mereiless purpose, never hesitated as
1o how ho should act when he came face to
faco with lus foo ! . i

Riding along the down, the two subjects
nearest Ins heart wers bis supper and his re-
vengoe. .

Tho mnoon was sa’ling high and clear in
anuoclouded sky. Suddenly the Parson
drow rein, mtting for an instant motionless
28 1 statue ; then, urging hus horse with hand
and hool, arrived at a gallop in the midst of
tho unaccountable little party, of which he
bad caught sight.

The scenc was ridiculous, grotesque,
strangoe enough for a dream. Two strapping
servants 1 bright liveries paced to and fro,
looking thoroughly frightened and ashamed,
pono the less that both were armed to the
tooth, A middle-aged persou in faded finery
&3t op the ground apart, weeping feebly and
winging Ler hands. Five horses harnessed
10 o conch stood patiently on the solitary
down, wlile ono iny deed at their feet, and

1uside the conch were a gentleman and lsdy
calmly playing cards ! Abner Gale pulling
up suddenly amongst them, created no litlle
consternation. Tlaedlfootmogn went down (;xd:
their knees, the middle- PETEon scresme;
and fell on her back, th:%:oms pricked their
ears and snorted, while & guict voice inside
tho coach was heard to exclaiw, * Re-pigue,
my lady! What ? Aunother gentleman of
tho road, and on & bay lorso this ¢2ime! Per-
haps, sir, before prooceding to business,
you will kindly allow us to finish our game!"

Lord Bellinger played a winning oard,
and thrust his head out of the window,
Iauglung heartily st the discomfiture of his
domestics. )

* Can I help you 2" said the new arrival,
in his rough bluot tones. *‘Iam an honest
oan enough as times go. A poor West.
<country parson, &t your service, and my

name 15 Abner Gale,”

** Mr. Gale,” replied his lordship, takin
off lus hat, ** let me present you to Lo
Belinger.  If you are of the churchmilitant,
reverend gir, you shoald have been here an
hour or two ago ; you mght have seen some
fino sport, and taken a twn at it yourself,
o the tune of * Wigs on the Green.’ It's foo
1ate now, but I think we conld lave told a
different story could I have fonnd something
like s man toback me up 1"

If levelled at his servants, the taunt feil
Iarmless, Their wits were still abroad, but
they telt comforted and reassured to learn
that the second highwsyman was bat a par-
son afterall ! ) )

+ Pave you met with an accident, my
lord 2" asked Gale, with a clumsy bow, *Ili-

usago, or msadventure of any kind ?  Com-
mand my services, I beg, on hehalf of your-
self and Ler ladysbip.” .

* Themoon ! the moon I" exclaimed lady
Bellinger, much to the Parson’s disturtance,
who thought sho had gono mad, * It'sover
the tree ! It's eleven o'clock! Don't stop
anothier minute ! Let us drive to the inn at
once, aud try to forget, only 1 never aball
forget this dreadful night 1" .

Somy lord and the servants, with the
powerlul assistance of their new avxiliary,

got tho heavy coach once more into motion,
my Isdy so far umembering tho parson’s
existence, as to entreat that he would ride
closo besidoe tho wheel, and if need be, de-
fend them with his life ! . .

The procession soon reached its deslina-
tion, tho samo irn at which John Garnet
had dined. Driviuginto the yand withont
its full complement of horses, tho servants
in = bigh state of excitement, cverybody
tatking at once, 1t was obvious the coach had
been attacked by a lnghwsyman. Thae old
oatler smiled and winked, the landlord smil-
ed and looked at his wifo, the wile smiled
and ehook lier head, tho cook amiled, the

.scullions smiled, overybody sectned interest-
«d and well pleased, moro particularly when
1t transpired that the nssailant, having taken
what he wanted, bad made his oscape un-

wmured by so much as a scratch. None!

and whteh, by all the rules ofp-gaining, my
lord considered his own grop y, the Par-
son gathered that it ¢ould be nongotherthan
tho furuous gray, and that its xider must
have bown the celobrated highwayman,
whoso features wero always masked, but
whoso figure was 80 wolt known at all fairs,
races, cock-fights, and other spurting or
social gatherings i the West. Parson Gale,
indeed, Lad only seen the lorse once, and
then for an 1nstant, dismounted, as
it was led off to the stable, but his
admiring eyo had taken its wholo frame dn
at a glance, and he could “re.
osll its mako and shape, it points and: ao-
tion, as vivadly ns those.of his own good uag
that he had ndden many scoxes and hun-
dreds of miles. '

1 always understood the man was
hanged,” murmured .the Parson, as he lmd
Ins head on lus pillow, ** but I should know
the horse among ten thousand.”

—f—
CHAPTER XIV.

LESS TEAN KIN,

Aguin 15 Nelly Carew sitting among the
rocks in Porlock Bay, but thetide is ont now,
and o broad sweep of wet sand stretches be-
fore her to a low and level line of whi e that
seems receding farther and farther towards
the chalk-bluffs of the distant Welsh ocoast.
The faint moan of the c¢bb is melancholy
enough, and heavy clouds gathering down
Channel, aganst the wind, derote a coming
storm, but gleams of sun are slanting sath-
wart them in pale ahafis of light, and there
is a color in Nelly's cheek, a lustre in her
eye, little in accordauce with the dull stag-
nation of slack water, tho heavy atmosphere
of a thunder-storm, speaking rather of bright
thoughts, tranquil happiness, the springtide
of health and youth and hope.

Keen observers might indeed detect =

shade more color than usual 1n the soft
cheeks, & deeper blue in the speaking eyes;
but, when young women sit by the sea, in

pleasant company, such tokens are neither
unusual nor out of place.

And Kelly Carew is not alone. By the
merest accident—Tfor how could he tell that
this was her favorite haunt in the afternoon?
—a gentleman with whom she bad Jately
mads acquaintance, happened to strollin the
samo direction as herself. Two lonely fig-
ures, breaking the soli* ie of a wile level
ses-board, if they Lave .zexr met before, can-
not avoid each other, without rudeness. A
start—a sto bow—a little hesitation on
one side, & ﬁ’mo blushing on the other, and
John Garnet found himself seated on a slab
of rook at Nelly Carcw's feet, lookin,
dreamily out to seaward, exceedingly w
satisfied with his pluce. .

The exploit and soccompanying outrage,
of which Gnllo%i:g Jack must henceforth
bear the blame, been thoroughly carried
out. The warrants were burnt, the artained

ns warned in time to esca Some
med the country—all had n precau-
tions for their own safety ; and, thanks to
Katerfelto’s speed and endurance, so quickly
had this been done, so suddenly had the as-
aailant of Marlborough downs shown him.
self in the market-p at Taunton, that,
like Dick Turpin of immortal memory, be
might bave proved an alibi in any court of
law, thanks to the extraordinary powers of
his steed. Many an honcst West-country
gentleman made it an excuse for an extra
glass now, that, after the king‘a health (not
specified by name), he must devute a bump-
erto Galloping Jack and the good gmg
horse! But Joln Garnct was acuie enough/
1o leave on the shoulders of the mysterious
highwayman the whole burden of guilt he
had incurred in the eyes of justice. From

Nortl country, he had lewrnt the wisdom of
an excellent maxim, * Jouk an’let the jaw
gao oyo!” In other words, * Duck your
head, ang keep under shelter till the storm
bo s 1

© might rewoam in_hiding, he
among these westean wilds_$ill the .
tion of the Government had blown over, the
Lue and cry booomm:un;mewhat amem
he heped to get quietly on 2 i
boat, I;ﬁ ont into the wide Atlantic, and.- so,
working his way back again up Channel,
land in safety al some port on the cosst of
France, Inthe menntime, all ke had to do
was {0 keep quiet, and leave the gray horse
shut up in the stable as mach =g possible.
Casticg aboat for a harbor of retage, he hit
uponlr;.ﬁo litile village of Porlock a cluster of
houses embossomed on woodeld hills washed
by silver waves, shut in from all the world
by mour and mountain, purple peak, and
bare gray hiesdland, clothed in topical vege-
tation, calm, beautiful, and secluded as the
first paradisc of mavkind. Here Le thouglit
hio would be secure and trauquil. _Heroho

t_.hot.lght.
in .

his neighbors over the border, in his ownlhim herself,

1slie declared afterwards--she nover thought
about it at all) bo suro she did not admit so
much, even to Lerself, though consciona she
was pleased—a fecling sho attributed to tlw'
improvement in her grandfav, w's spnts,and |
his obvious dehight i hiisnow 7ignd's society.
0ld Carew, shut out for .0 nany years
from the conversation of such men as him-
8w, quen of action and adventure, men of the
husy world, felt like the blind rostored to
gight, when ho heard once more the fumiliar
tones, thefamiliar terms, that took him back
a soore of years at least. 1t wus pleasant tor
recognizo the well-remembered trick of
hrago sud gesturn, that is not to be caught
Ey imitation, nor Surdmscd second-haund.
$Tho maun's & gentleman,™ thought old Ca.
row, *“n roal gentleman; and how unlike
Parson Galo!”

He bade him to stay to supper ¢f course.
He opened in his honor one of the dozen
bettles of choice Rhine wine that had lasted
a5 many years. Ho chatted, he chuckled,he
coughed and wheozed, and told his sfories,
and fought his battles, and cojoyed his even-
ing thoronghly, while Nelly saf silent at her
needlo-work, gratefal {o the vivitor who made
grandfather so happy.

John Garnet was a good listener, none the
less perhaps that his attention often wander-
ed to the vlne eyes in the corner of the room,
eyea that rarely met his own, and when they
did were immediately cast down; but he

miration, and :?&mval at the right places,
sympathizing the old man's memories,
geatle to his foibles, tolerant of his
—and all honor to him for it, say 1.

You do not know what it is to live jn the
past, you young men who still possess the
1'imitable inher’tance of the future, an ac-
count that it seeras impossible $0 oyerdraw.
Even the present is hardly good enough to
satisfy you, and you cheat yomrselves out.of
no little happiness by anticipating to-morrow
when you should be content with the enjoy-
ment of to-day. But wait a few years, wait
till the to-morrows begin to Iook scantier
and scantier, while tho yesterdays are count-
ed by thousands—wait till all that made the
pride, the excitement, the happiness of life,
15an experience, and nota hope—tillthe good
horse has been forgotten by all but yourself
—the trne love has been cold in her grave for
years—the very Iaurels vou have won are be-
come withered garlands, put away in some
neglected bhiding-place, only to he brought
out again'when the mounrners hLang them
round your tomb! Then you will know the
happiness of livini once muore, if only for an
hour, if only till the glass is empty, or the
tobacco burnt to ashes, in the glowing, thrill-
ing memories of an imperishable past. Im-
perishable, for is it not, in traik, the only
reality 2 Imperishable, for it ecleaves to us
daring life. perishable, for w- are taunght
to believe that it goes with us into eternity.

You may make an 0ld man bappy at tri-
fling ooet, if yon will only yield & few min.
utee of patient attention, while he wanders
back through its well.remembered mize, and
loses himself dresmily in the Iabyrinth we
call life. .

Nelly nayer knew her grauvdfather so, com-
municative, He talked till hewas thorough-
1{ tired ont. Mariborongh, Prince Eugene,

e vineyards of France, the swamps of the
low countries, London coffee houses, foreign
theatres, dice, duelling, midnight revels, and
the fieroe joys of ‘the old mm Mohawk
d.s'_ho bhad something to of each,
snd seeemed nothing loth to embark on his
adventurous godless career once aguin.

But his yoice grew weaker, his chin sank
on his breast, the light in his eye, that had
flickered up in transient gleams, dimmed
visibly, and the guest resisting ‘Lis host’s
quAvering en o8 t0 remain, discreetl
took leave, thereby earning golden opinions
of Nelly Carew. She opened the door for
i elf. She even condescended t
shake hands, and wished him good-night
with a grateful sinile.  Walking home to his
lodgings, the balmy summer air,
nd lingering steps, John Garnet
began to think that his term of retirement
would bs no dreary penaunce after all,
that, under certain conditions, & man might
do worse than ‘settle down to vegetate at
Porlock for the rest of his life.

Had he forgotten Waif? No! ke told
himgelf. A" tbousand times, No! He was

teful to hiér; he was interested inher:
o pitied the girl from his heart; but hers
was not the whisper {hat seemed floating on
the night breeze in his ear, and it was a pai
of blao # ses that peered at him ont of the
twilight gloom wlichever way he turned.
Biuae eyes, calm, deep, and beautifal as the
summer sky and the summer ses.

‘We onght to be ashamed of vurselves, but,
alas! there is two wmuch truth in the
* Wo always believe our first love is-our
last, and our last love our first 1”

‘Vrillrhll

put in his exclamations of astonishment, ad- |

1*¢ Ydu've becn grave enough,” she replied,
ttle nkrvous laugh, ‘gthis whilo past,
10 be aoybody's“giandfither. 1'vo been
wondering what you couldsec down Channol
yunder that seomed tu take ap all your at-
tention 1"

‘This ought to lave been oncouragiog
She was watching him, then, following the
dircetion of his eyes, tiy.n. to make out his
thoughts. Strange tu s . Johu Garnet,
usually so debonair and ready of specoh,
seerued at aloss for a reple.

*“I was wondering ..« besitated and
looked down, while Nelly, « ‘1080 work
been idly folded in her lup, o.-gan plying hor
needle very fast—* I was wondering whether
it could really bo less than a week since I
first came to Porlock 2™

She bad boen pondering the same marvel
horself, but took care not to express lier as-
tonishment.

&' It's not—iot at all the kind of placo you
expected, is it 2

clly thought #¢ strange that her heart
should bect, apd hier breath come quick, in
asking eo simple a question.

He tried 40 catch her eye, but she steadily
refused fo Jook at him, while he answered,
I tiought it wonld be a prison ands pur-
gatory. I never dreamed it was to prove a

Parg~—

JHe- stopped ghort without finishing the
wutd, for she had grown deadly pale
and lier blue eoyes, lookini over his
bead atsomething beyond and behind him,
were dilated with actual fear. Turning in
the same direction, ke could detect no more
alarming object than a stout, square-built
man, iu a black riding suit, walking leisurely
towards them through the soft sand.

“@Good-morrow, Mistress Carew,” =said
tAthr Gale's hm voios, while the soow]

t sccompanied his gresting gave it more
the cbaracter of abanthana lg)lessing. “They
told me in the village I should find you here
or heresbouts, but I didn't think to ses you
80 well attended. My service to yonu, sir,”
scanning John Garnet from head to foot. “A
warm cay this, but pleasant enough to be
iiking a young woman & walk by the sea-

ore.”

There was something offensive in the
man’s tore and manner. At any other time
John Garret would probably have resented
his intrusion on the spot, but his attention
was now 80 entively taken up with Nelly’s
discomposure, that he failed to notice those
indications of a wish to brawl, which he was
generally only too ready to indulge.

Parson Gale was indeed in the worst of
humors. Ounly the night before he had
roacbed his hcme, and yet no sconer bad he
reached his morning fast, thau, after a visit
to his Spanish pointer, a cursory oo at
his Irish pigs, but taking no thought what-

ever for his Devonshire , he was in the
saddle again to get a pse of Nelly Ca-
rew. Following the devious traeks of Ex-

moor, with the instinet of the wild aheep, the
wild ponies, or the wild red-deer, he threaded
the ocoombe into Badgeworthy, crossed its
foaming walers at his accustomed ford,
elimbed and clattered among the rocks, can-
tered freely over the heather, and paced
down the Lill into Porlock like » man in &
dream-—for his-whole mind wes filled with
the fair face ?ndkthe blue eygkc& zhsTth he hai;
nungered to look on for wee ough
miliar with every acre of the forest and the
moor, he would never have reached his des-
tination, but that his horse knew the way as
well as his master, having travelled it many a
time of Iste. .

It was charactetistic of the man that he
should not have ridden straight to old Car:
ow's oottage, and gone frankly in to see his
fdends, He stabbed his horse instead at a

ly | little farz~ on the outskirts of the village,

and hovered stealth nity,
oping to meet some one who would Yellhim
how maiters had been going on his absenoe;

He did not remain long in suspence. Ere
halff an hour elspsed, a shambling,
illlooking youth, weming ¢ poach-
er “written in eévery line of his face
as plin as ‘print, sdouched up and
fouched his hat, waiting however fo be
questioned, with an awkward grin that de-
noted how his natural inaolence was kept in
check by the Parson’s quick temper and
reputation for physical prowess. * Ho be
soon up, be wor Pa'yson,” was the verdict
of his parishioners, ** nnd main ready with
his hands, right or w'k:rong.”

* What, Tke 1" said Mr. Cole, mmings
cordiality, ke did not feel, for to do hm
justioo he hated » poacher, especially in the
vicinity ot deer; * not yot, nor even
sent to Botany Bay 2 What hast been doing
then'these 50 many weeks ? Has it been
slack time with.thee while I've beenavay 2"

“Much aswnal, Pa'yson, answered Ike,
inthe broadest dialect of West Somerset,
wlich it is needless {oreproduce here. *1t's

John Garnet was like the rest of mackind.
Still, it_had not come to that yet.

you gentlefolk that koows what change
means. Frolics, too. There's not nach

ly about its vicinity, | his

“ Do you mean that 1d Master Carow
has s kinsman aning him a visit 2" he ask-
¢d ; nnd whilo ho spoke Abner Gale won
dered at the resolution with which lio kept
down his wrath, ** When did e come, lad ?
can yo tell, now 2 And bow loug is be
going away 2"

But tke, whose fingers were itohing tu
spond in drink the money ho had carned su
casily, did not care to sustain farther oross-
examination.

“Them sort comes and goes liko the
shadows on Brendon Moor,” said he, “It's
you and me, Master Gale, no offence, as
standsto it, blow high blow low, like Dun-
kerry Beacon. I don't want to breed no
mischief, and I don't want to tell no lies.
There's others can say moro than me. My
servico {o fyon Pa'yson, and thanking you
kindly. If you've an odd job fur a poor
chap, I'm to be heard off chicfly at the
Wheat Sheaf, and I'll not forget to drink
your honor's good Lealth.”

Thus speaking, Ike slunk off; aund the
Parson, with scowling brows, proceeded to
Nellvy’s favorite haunt by the sea-shora.

What a bright fresh morning it had been,
when he heard the lark singing on Exmoor
a few short hours ago? Was it the gather-
ing thander-storm that made the sky so dark,
the air so stifliug, now ?

A womaa's tsot seldom fails her at need.
Mistress Nelly's greeting was just sofliciently
cordial to scothe the Parson into decent be-
havior, without excesding the limite of such
kindly reception as seemed dus to her grand-
father’s triend. Ero Jobo Garnet had consed
wondering what there was in this new comer
to move her so much, ahe had cleared her
brows, steadied her voice, and extended her
hand with a pleasant amile. At that mo-
ment, perbaps, the Parson knew for the first
tims, by the jealousy she was capable of
arousing, how Sercely he loved her. And it
may bave been at the same moment that
John Garnet discovered something he had
never realized before.

An ass between two bundles of hay has al-
ways been accepted as the illuctration of afalse
position. Surely a young Iady with an ad-
mirer oneach hand, one of whom she knows
she ates, while the other ahe dreads to sc-

knowledge she is beginning to like, must be

ually at & loss on which side to incline.
hat is she to do or Jeave undone ? Nelly
Carew wished John Garnet had never come,
wished Lie would go away; wished a spring-
tide would flow in that moment, and float
the Parson bodily u&to Dossington Point,
down to Barnstaple Bay, out into the wide
Atlantic, where she might never set eyes on
him again ? Succor came when inost she
wantedit. A few heavy drops, a ﬂm of
wind, a ,» and a tiunder-xoll, five
winutes it was obvious that unless thoy has-
tened back to the vi , all thres would be
drenched to the skin. With an imploring
look at John Garnet, she made him under-
stand he was 10 leave her withont asking
why. How delighttul it was o feel that he
caught her meaning at onco and obeyed }
Then she hurried the Farvin to, her gran
isther’s cotiage, at a pace-that admitted of
no explanation ; and once over the threshold
disappeared in her own chamber, with that
lea of headache (thunder always gave hers
esdache) which must have been Eve's ex-
cuse when she did not want to work in the
i i T -
inding he was not likely to see her again,.
Abner Gale made but a short visit. As
he rode boma across Exmoor, the sky was
clear, the birds were singing,, the Iong rank
Krass sprang fresh and green from its recent
welting, flags and rushes wers dressed out
with rain-drops glutemni)hko jewelsin the
sfternoon sun,  But the Parson rode slowly
and heavily, locking stead/astly between
horse’s ears. Now aud again he shoo
his head, bit his lip, or glared round him
with & troubled scow], suggestive of annoy-
ance and apprehension, 8 if he doubted
there was still thunder in the air.

—l0l——
CHAPTER XV.

MORK THAN KIND.

“ Heo understood me at once,” thought
XNally, whose headache left her the moment
sae @ her own room. ‘ How gentle
he slways seems, and how nice. I wonder
who and what he is ? Grandfather says.
there can be no mistake sbout his being -well.
born, and & man of fashion. Parson Gale
often boasts he is not a man of fashion ; but-
I know I Likc a xoan of fashion best. I won-
der when I shall see him again. Not thai.l
want to se¢ him one bit ; only hc must have
thought me 80.rude to leave .like that, and X
ought o explain. How Mr. Gale
looked, and how.cross he seemed all the way
home. What doesit matter to me 2 What




