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FEBRUARY 5, MUTHE CATHOLIC RECORD2
of granite were over. Then I made my 
way down the elope to the floor. As I 

“ Vd be glad If you'd come to soo me, approached my man 1 fanced I 
sir," he said, “ to talk of old times. The saw the side of the quarry move, 
missus'll be delighted to see you. Say At first it seemed my imagina- 
next Sunday afternoon. It's lonely here tiou. The next moment 1 had barely 
somehow, with scarcely' a Catholic to time to shout, “ Look out there, men ! 
talk to.” 1 consented. He gave me ids at the same time pointing to a great 
address with minute directions and we granite block which heaved and crashed 
said good-bye. with deafening noise to the floor of the

1 walked slowly up the lane to my own quarry, stiiring up the blue dust as it 
house, wondering at the intangible fell. The pit echoed with its thunder, 
change I perceived in my old friend. Horror-struck, 1 covered my eyes, 
He was the same—evident ly the old dreading to see what I most feared. At 
earnest Catholic of long ago-and yet length 1 drew a panting breath and 
he was not the aatfte. What was this dared to look. St. Clare was nowhere 
change ? I told myself with conviction to be seen.
it was an uncongenial marriage. Yes, The dust cleared. 1 found myself as 
indeed, these mixed marriages are a big one in some awful nightmare helping 
mistake. 1 made up my mind to And out with the crane. It took ua one hour or 
the truth. more to move the great boulder from

On the following Sunday afternoon I that poor mangled body. They brought 
made my promised visit to the vale. He j a shutter from a neighboring cottage, 
was standing at the wicket-gate waiting The men stood aside, leaving me to raise 
for me, and took me in at once to see ! the remains as if it were my right, 
his wife. The cottage and garden were Reverently 1 laid him on the bier, still 
models of method, care and labor. To feeling dazed and helpless. Was this 
uiy manly eye the whole place appeared J rt?al or was it a dream? Was this 
spotlessly clean. Not a chair, not an changed form in very truth my frtrtid 
orna-TUeUt was out of place, not a speck 0f long ago?—changed, crushed out of 
of dirt on the polished windows. And a|i resemblance to himself, who could 
the woman whom my sturdy islander recognize him now? Once, w<< had held

We came here to the parting of ourthe wool and hyssop, are for mares, and 
killing dogs, and fowls that have the wa 
jaundice. Look at me now, Mother Mell- 
drum ; am 1 like a fool ?"

“ That thou art, my son. Alas that 
it were any other I Now behold the end 
of that ; John Rldd, mark the end of it."

She pointed to the castle-rock, where 
upon a narrow shelf, betwixt us and the 
coming stars, a bitter light was raging.
A flue fat sheep, with an honest face, 
had climbed up very carefully to 
browse on a bit of juicy grass, now the 
dew of the land was upon it. To him, 
from an upper crag, a lean, black goat 
came hurrying, with leaps, and skirmish 
of the horns, and au angry noise in his 
nostrils. The goat had grazed the 
place before to the utmost of his liking, 
cropping in and out with jerks, as their 
manner is of feeding. Nevertheless he 
fell on the sheep with fury and great 
malice.

The simple wether was much inclined 
to retire from the contest, but looked 
around in vain for any way to peace and 
comfort. His enemy stood between him 
and the last leap he had taken; there 
was nothing left him but to light, or to 
be hurled into the sea, live hundred feet

“ Lie down, lie down !" I shouted to 
him, as if he were a dog; for I had seen a j had chosen for a wife, was as scrupul- I ideals in common. Now, the gulf of 
battle like this before, and knew that the 1 ously clean as her surroundings—ex- ! death stretched between us. Yet no; 
sheep had no chance of life, except from j agge rated ly so. She came toward me, j for when the body dies, the soul lives 
hie grea'er weight, and the difliculty of i ignoring my outstretched baud, her own [ more truly than before! 
moving him. bauds crossed primly over her white i

*• Lie down, lie down, John Ridd !" 
cried Mother Melldrum, mocking me, 
but without a sign of smiling.

The poor sheep turned, upon my voice, 
and looked at me so piteously that 1 
could look no longer, but ran with all
my speed to try and save him from the versatiou with her. She spoke in dull, 
combat. lie saw that I could not be in
time, lor the goat was bucking to leap at ity, opinions, or feeling, 
him, and so the good wether stooped his 
forehead, with the harmless horns curl­
ing aside of it ; and the goat flung his 
heels up, and rushed at him, with quick, 
sharp jumps and tricks of movement, 
and the points of his long horns always 
foremost, and his little scut cocked like 
a gun-hammer.

As I ran up the steep of the rock I
could not tee what they were doing, but never in all my life had I met so unreal, so 
the sheep must have fought very bravely 
at last, and yielded his ground quite 
slowly, and I hoped almost to save him.
But just as my head topped the platform 
of rock, I saw him flung from it back­
ward with a sad low moan and a gurgle.
His body made quite a short noise in the 
air, like a bucket thrown down a well- 
shaft, and I could not tell when it struck 
tne war.er, except by the echo among 
the rocks. So wroth was I with the 
goat at the moment ( being somewhat 
scant of breath, and unable to consider), 
that I caught him by the right hind-leg, 
before he could turn from his victory, 
and hurled him after the sheep, to learu 
bow he liked his own compulsion.

homes wherein to find her, according to of fear, after many others, that mj 
the time of the year. In summer she thumb, which lay in mother's Bible, 
lived in a pleasant cave, facing the cool (brought in my big pocket for the sake 
side of the hill, lar inland near Hawk- of safety), shook so much that it came 
ridge, and close above “ Tarr-steps," a out, and I could not get it in again, 
wonderful crossing of Barle River, made “This serves me right,’’ I said to m?- 
( as everybody knows ) by Satan for a self, “for tampering with Beelzebub. Oh 
wager. But throughout the winter she that I had listened to Parson!" 
found sea-air agreeable, and a place And thereupon I struck aside; not 

be had on credit, liking to run away quite, as some people 
and more occasion of talking. Not but might call it; but seeking to look like a 
what she could have credit ( for every wanderer who was come to see the 
one was afraid of her ) in the neighbor- valley, and had seen almost enough of it. 
hood of Tarr-steps ; only there was no Herein I should have succeeded, and 
one handy owning things worth taking, gone home, and then been angry at my 

Therefore, at the fall of the leaf, when want of oeurage, but that on the very 
the woods grew damp and irksome, the turn and bending of my footsteps the 
wise woman always eel her face to the woman in the distance lifted up her 
warmer cliffs of the Channel; where staff to me, so that I was bound to atop, 
shelter was, and dry fern bedding, and And now, being brought face to face, 
folk to be seen in the distance, from a by the will of God ( as one might say ), 
bank upon which the sun shone. And with any thing that might come of it, I 
there, as I knew from our John Fry (who kept myself quite straight and stiff, and 
had been to her about rheumatism, and thrust away all white feather, trusting 
sheep possessed with an evil spirit, and in my Bible still, hoping that it would 
warteon the hand of his son, young John), | protect mo, though I had disobeyed it. 
any one who chose might find her j But upon that remembrance, my oou- 
tuward the close of a winter day, gather- j science took me by the leg, eo that I 
ing sticks and brown fern fur fuel, and ' could not go forward, 
talking to herself tbe while, in a hollow j All this while the fearful woman was 
stretch behind tbe cliffs; which foreign- coming near and more near to me ; and
ers, who come and go without seeing ! I was glad to sit down on a rock, because
much of Exmoor, have called the "Valley i my knees were shaking so. I tried to
of Rocks.” think of many things, but none of them

“This valley, or “goyal," as we term j would come to me ; and I could not take
it. being small for a valley, lies to the ! my eyes away, though I prayed God to
west of Linton, about a mile from the be near me.
town, perhaps, and away toward Ley But when she was come so nigh to 

shriveling in doubt of health, and Manor. Our home-folk aiways call it me that I could descry her features,
neither peart nor lusty. the “Danes,” or the “Denes;" which is there was something in her countenance

Now this 1 have not told because I no more, they tell me, than a hollow that made me not dislike her. She 
know the way to do it, for that I do not. place, even as the word “den" is. How- looked as if she had been visited by a 
neither yet have seen a man who did ever, let that pass, for 1 know very little many troubles, and had felt them one by 
know. It is wonderful how we look at about it; but the place itself is a pretty one ; yet held enough of kindly nature 
things, and never think to notice them ; one, though nothing to frighten any- still to grieve for others. Long white 
and 1 am as bad as anybody, unless the body, unless he hath lived in a gallipot, hair, on either side, was falling down 
thing to be observed is a dog, or a horse, It is a green rough-sided hollow, bend- below her chin ; and through her wrink- 

maiden. And the last of these ing at the middle, touched with stone at les clear bright eyes seemed to spread 
three I look at, somehow, without know- either crest, and dotted here and there thems-lves upon me. Though I had 
ing that I take notice and greatly afraid with slabs in and out the brambles. On plenty of time to think, I was taken by 
to do it; only 1 knew afterward ( when the right hand is an upward crag,called surprise no less, and unable to say any- 
the time of life was in me,) not, indeed, by some the ‘Castle, " easy enough to thing; yet eager to hear the silence 
what the maiden was like, but how she scale, and giving great view of the broken, and longing for a noise or two. 
differed from others. Channel. Facing this from the inland “ Thou art not come to me," she said.

Yet I have spoken about the spring, side and the elbow of the valley, a queer looking through my simple face, as if it 
and the failure of fsir promise, because old pile of rock arises, bold behind one were but glass “ to be struck for bone- 
1 took it to my heart as token of what another, and quite enough to affright a shave, n«.*r to bo blessed for bar gun. 
would come to me in the budding of my man, if it only were ten times larger. Give me forth thy hand. John Ridd ; 
years and hope. And even then, being This is called the “Devil's Cheesering,” and tell why thou art come to me.” 
much possessed, and full of a foolish or tbe Devil’s Cheese-knife,” which mean But I was so much amazed at her 
melancholy, 1 felt a sad delight at be- th® same thing, as our fathers were used knowing my name and all about me, 
ing doomed to blight and loneliness ; to eat their cheese from a scoop; and that I feared to place mv hand in her 
not but that 1 managed still (when perhaps in old time the upmost rock power, or even my tongue by speaking, 
mo her was urgent upon me ) to eat my (which has fallen away since I knew it) “ Have no fear of me, my son ; I have 
share of victuals, and cuff a man for was like to such an implement, if Satan no gift to harm thee, and if I had, it 
laziness, and see that a plowshare made eat cheese untoasted. should be idle. Now, if thou hast any

leaps, and sleep of a night without But all the middle of this valley was a wit, tell me why I love thee.” 
dreaming. And my mother half-be- place to rest in; to sit and think that “ I never had any wit, mother," I an- 
lieving. in her fondness and affection, troubles were not, if we would not make swered, in our Devonshire way ; “ and 
that what the parish said was true about them. To know the sea, outside the never set eyes on thee before, to the 
a mad dog having bitten me. and yet hills, but never to behold it; only by the furthest of my knowledge."
arguing that it must be false (because sound of waves to pity sailors laboring. “ And yet Ï know thee as well, John,
God would have prevented him.) my Then to watch the sheltered sun, coming as if thou went ray grandson, lie 
mother gave me little rest when I was warmly round the turn, like a guest ex- her you the old Oare oak, and the bog at 
in the room with her. Not that she pected, full of gentle glow and gladness, the head of Exe, and the child who 
worried me with questions, nor openly casting shadow far away as a thing to would have died there, but for thy 
regarded me with any unusual meaning, hug itself, and awakening life from dew, strength and courage, and most of all,
but that I knew she was watching slyly and hope from everv spreading bud. thv kindness? That was my grand- It was so unexpected, so tragically 

so far, to pluck him back by change of | wheneVer I took a spoon up ; and every ! And then to fall asleep, and dream that daughter, John; and all 1 have ou earth unexpected to those who thought they
weather and the need of looking after ^ j,oup oP HO ahe managed to place a the fern was all asparagus. to love." knew her best, that you naturally won-
things. Ia*st we should be like the | pau Gf water by me, quite as if by ac- j Alas! I was too young in those days Now that she came to speak of it, with der how it came about. Listen, and I
Southerns, for whom the sky does every cjdent, and sometimes even to spill a much to care for creature comforts, or the place and that, so clearly, I remem- will tell you.
thing, and men sit under a wall and Bttle upon my shoe or coat-sleeve. But to let pure palate have things that would bered all about it (a thing that happened Some time ago, I was spending my 
watch both food and fruit come beckon- Betty Mux worthy was worst ; for, hav- , improve it. Anything went down with last August ), and thought how stupid 1 holiday in Bordeaux—not the French
ing. Their sky is a mother to t hem ; but no fViir about my health, she made a me, as it does with most of us. Too late must have been not to learu more of the Bordeaux but quite a small place in the
ours a good stepmother to us -fearing villainous joke of it, and used to rush we know the good from bad: the kuowl- little girl who had fallen into the black Channel Islands, on the north shore of
to hurt by indulgence, and knowing that into the kitchen barking like a dog, and j edge is no pleasure then, being memory's pit, with a basketful of whortleberries, Guernae.'. The solitude of the spot
severity and change of mode are whole- pHUting, exclaiming that 1 had bitten medicine rather than the wine of hope, and who might have been gulfed if her suited me, none but the simple cot-
*ome* her, and justice she would have on me, | Now Mother Melldrum kept her little dog had not spied me in the dis- tagers with whom to exchange an oc-

if it cost her a twelvemonth's wages. 1 winter in this vale nf rocks, sheltering tance. I carried her on ray back to casional friendly greeting. I would go
And she always took care to do this } from the wind and rain within the Devil’s mother; and then we dressed her all anew, for days without speaking to a single
thing just when I had crossed my legs Cheese-ring, which added greatly to her and took her where she ordered us ; but living soul. I was delighted with my

fame, because all else, for miles around, 8he did not tell us who she was, nor solitary rambles, loved to watch the
were afraid to go near it after dark, or anything more than her Christian name,
even on a gloomy day. Under eaves of and that she was eight years old, and
lichened rock she had a winding passage, fond of fried batatas. And we did not
which none that ever I knew of durst seek to ask her more ; as our manner is
enter but herself. And to this place I vrith visitors.
went to seek her, in spite of all mis- But thinking of this little story, and
givings, upon a Sunday in Lenten seeing how she looked at me. I lost my
season, when the sheep were folded. * Mar of Mother Melldrum, and began to 

Our parson (as if he had known my in- like her; partly because 1 had helped
tent) had preached a beautiful sermon her grandchild, and partly that, if she
about the Witch of Endor, and the perils were so wise, no need would have been
of them that meddle wantonly with the for me to save the little thing from
unseen Powers; and therein he referred drowning. Therefore I stood up and
especially to the strange noise in our said, though scarcely yet established in
neighborhood, and upbraided us for want my power against hers :
of faith, and many other backsliding*. “ Good mother, the shoe she lost was
We listened to him very earnestly, for in the mire, and not with us. And we
we like to hear from our betters about could not match it, although we gave

her a pair of sister Lizzie's.”
“ My son, what care I for her shoe ?

How simple thou art, and foolish, ac­
cording to the thoughts of some. Now 
tell me, for thou canst not lie, what has 
brought thee to me ?"

Being so ashamed and bashful, I was 
half inclined to tell her a lie, until she 
said that I could not do it; and then I 
knew that I could not.

“ 1 am come to know," I said, looking 
at a rock the while, to keep my voice 
from shaking, " when I may go to see 
Lnrna Doone.”

No more could I say, thongh my mind 
was charged to ask fifty other questions.
But although I looked away, it was 
plain that I had asked enough. I felt 
that the wise woman gazed at me in 
wrath as well as sorrow ; and then I 
grew angry that any one should seem to 
make light of 1/orna.

“ John Ridd,” said the woman, observ­
ing this ( for now I faced her bravely ),
“of whom art thou speaking ? Is it a 
child of the men who slew your father ?"

“ I cannot tell, mother. How should I 
know ? And what is that to thee ?"

It is something to thy mother, John ; 
and something to thyself, I trow ; and 
nothing worse could befall thee."

I waited for her to speak again, be­
cause she had spoken so sadly that it 
took my breath away.

“ John Ridd, if thou hast any value 
for thy body or thy soul, thy mother or 
thy father’s name, have naught to do 
with any Doone."

She gazed at me in earnest so, and 
raised her voice in saying it, until the 
whole valley, curving like a great bell, 
echoed “ Doone," that it seemed to me 
my heart was gone, for every one and 
every thing. If it were God's will for 
me to have no more of Lorn a, let a sign 
come out of the rooks, and I would try 
to believe it. But no sign came ; and 
I turned on the woman, and longed that 
she had been a man.

“You poor thing, with bones and 
blades, pails of water, and door-keys 
what know you about the destiny of a 
maiden such as Lorn a ? Chilblain you 
may treat, and bone-shave, ringworm, 
and the scaldings ; even scabby sheep 
may limp the better for your strikings.
John the Baptist and his cousins, with

f bat they were yet in bloom, nor even 
showing whiteness, only that some of 
the cones were opening at the side of 
the cap which pinched them ; and there 
you might count, perhaps a di zen knobs, 

JOHN is clearly bewitched like very little buttons, but grooved,
To furget one', lock of life, to forget end lined, ."d huddling clo«, to make

the o.rk of ere Md withering of joung room for one another. And among the» 
finger. ; hot to feel, or not he moved hv, hud. were gra,-green blade., .Carre 
all the change of thought aud heart, from '"gger tha,, » hair almo.t ,et cu rving 
large young heat U, the .Inewy line, and •» » 11 ‘belr purgoae wa. to .Mold the

i ss--th.. .p.»^ —dm* „»

a. a dream » known, bow I loved my ; the other wood, where the aap wee not 
Lorn». '. myaelf, can never know ; never ! “> '*'1 ‘heir tunic yet,

conceive, or treat it a. a hut were flayed and naked with light, 
thing of rea.on ; never can behold my- ! na.tr.ig off the lm.k of brown in three- 
aelf dwelling in the midut of it, and think cornered patchea, 
that tbl. wa. I ; neither can 1 wander Scotchman . plaid, or a, h . leg .how, 
far from perpetual thought of it. i’er- ‘hro'-gb it. rheae bud, at a dr.tance,
hap, I have two hrrow, of pig. ready for ><«.k.d a. If the »ky had been raining
tbe chapman ; perhaps 1 have ten .tone, cream upon them.
of wool waiting for the factor, ft 1, all ?ow * thl" '»"• flight to the eye., 
the,.me: I look at both, and what I .ay »“d good promis to the p.i.to, was 
to myaelf I. thi,: "Which would Lorn, m»rrtid »“d b»m«l ,b* th" ”‘bd »"d cut- 
choleof them?" Of oourae, I am .fool ‘™K uf th" n'ght-fro.t.. The opening
for thi. ; any man may call mo and I =""«• "'»! brow."' *~
will not quarrel with him, unie.» heguea. ^ button bud., and on the
my secret. Of oourae. I fetch my wit, if -cape, that ahrelded them ; while the 
it be worth the fetching, back again to <•«’<; l>*“ '' «•»' b“"« llk« ,««»•
bu.ine»,. but there my heart i, and b‘‘ck »nd 'lu''errng. And there
must Ik, ; and all who like to try can ,h" llttle »‘“lk ‘,ach 1 whioh ,D'“bt 
chest me, except upon parish matters.

LORNA DOONE
B. R. D. Blai KMORB.

CHARTER XVII

where things could

ss I hsve seen a

have been a pear, God willing, had a 
ring around its base, and sought a 
chance to drop and die. The others, 
which had not opened comb, but oulv 

ing by perpetual change to And the way propîired to do it. were a little better 
back to myself. I cared not lor the ()|y jmti Htj|| V4,rj brown and unked, and 
people round me, neither took delight in 
vituals ; but made believe to eat and 
drink, and blushed at any questions. And 
being called the master now, head-farmer 
and chief yeoman, it irked me much that 
any one should take advantage of me ; 
yet everybody did so as soon as ever it 
was known that my wits were gone moon- 
raking. For that was the way they look­
ed at it, not being able to comprehend 
the greatness and loftiness. Neither do 
I blame them much ; for the wisest thing 
is to laugh at people when we cannot 
understand them. I, for my part, took 
no notice ; but in my heart despised 
them as beings of a lesser nature, who 
never had seen Luma. Yet I was vexed, 
and rubbed myself, when John Fry spread 
all over the farm, and even at the shoe­
ing-forge, that a mad dog had come and 
bitten me from the other side of Mol lan d.

This seems little to me now ; and so it 
might to any one : but at that time it 
worked me up to a fever of indignity.
To make a mad dog of Lorna, to compare 
all my imaginings (which were strange,I 
do assure you—the faculty not being apt 
to work), to count the raising of my soul 
no more than hydrophobia! All this 
acted on me so that I gave John Fry the 
soundest thrashing that ever a sheaf of 
good corn deserved, or a bundle of tares 
was blessed with. Afterward he went 
home, too tired to tell his wife the mean­
ing of it ; but it proved of service to 
both of them, and an example for their 
children.

Now the climate of this country is—so 
far as I can make of it—to throw no man 
into extremes ; and if he throw himself

This week I could do little mere than 
dream and dream and rove about, seek-

over ner wmivv i was Indeed a solemn procession
apron, and made a little nervous curtsey that silently moved across the common 
without any aigu either of pleasure or (fiat fatal sunny afternoon, 
displeasure on her expresaionleaa face. , hurried on in advance to break tlie 
She gave me the impression of .wonder-| uew> to the wife. How would she re- 
fully-flnished automatic doll, an iinpres cejve jt| t Wljllt|ered? 1 entered the
sion whioh deepened after a little con- cottit(r,,. On the trim tea-table, tin 
versatiou with her. She spoke in dull, ,put|eaa tablecloth, the home-made bread 
even tones, quite devoid of individual- ] allll cakra waited lor the man who would 
ity, opinions, or feeling. Even when nevep her ministry again. The
speaking of her husband she seemed to keU|„ ,trumed on the boh; the eat 
think it necessary to politeness to talk purreil contentedly on the hearth by 
of him with the utmost formality. She polished steel fender; where lie
gave him his name iu full, with a precise mfTer agaj„ might stand. I flung my- 
articulation of every syllable which was into a chair opposite her without'»
most trying. “ Frederick William," wurd- S|„. had risen iu her usual 
she called him ; or with an air of still servile way. Furhap.it was something 
greater aloofness " Mr. St. Clair my mv manner that arrested her. I made 
husband, sir." I inwardly decided that ; eeveral attempts to .peak, but the

word* choked me. At last, “Sit down, 
conventional, so lifeless a being as St. Mrs. St. Clair," i said with quiet author- 
Clair s wife. From the depths of my jt}. She obeyed, trembling a little, aud 
soul I pitied him, and knowing hini as I a hulk of apprehension creeping into her

before. aH gently as I could, sparing her as much
My friend's frank kindly nature was |i( the horror of it as possible. Her 

crushed by his wife's; while his toler- vheeks turned dsadly white. She rose 
snee kept him from criticism of a woman llowlj. t„ her feet, clasping her hands 
ill whom his eyes could discern no fault. itl (rout,,, her beseechingly ; one moment 
No doubt, too, his love of peace and a her body swayed, then she fell heavily 
certain distrust of himself kept him ; on her knees before me. 
silent. Yet, as 1 watched them to- had passed her lips, liaising her eyes, 
gether, I saw that there was that in the sh„ ,eemed to he searching mine for 
man's soul, which, in spite of his creed, t|lH trutll as though she still doubted 
in spite of his apparently perfect sur-
roundings, still remained unsatisfied. There was the sound of the slow tramp 
Ilia nature was pure, strong, peace- „t on th„ garden path. Someone 
loving and unworldly. She would have lifted the latch aud flung open the door, 
moulded this nature to her own, crush-

realized what had puzzled me Uently broke the news to her,

Not a word

TO BE CONTINUED.

One moment she stood tranfixed; then
ing out tbe flue natural qualities to Hinging up her arms she sent up a long 
suit her narrow views. It was evident |oW wail of misery and rushed madly to- 
at once that her God was external wards all that remained of the man whom

THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE

appearances, the fear of her neighbor, she |,ad married, vet half-despised. 1 
material prosperity. Well she knew 
how to minister to the comforts of the

placed myself between her and the 
luidy. "Poor soul," 1 said, “you are not 

body ; about the spiritual needs of a strong enough to bear it,” and I forced 
living, aspiring soul, she knew and cared 
little. Husband and wife they were, it 
is true ; but separated by so vast a gulf 
that 1 wondered whether it would ever

her firmly back into her own place, limp 
and fainting.

The days that followed were full of 
agony for the stricken widow. Her 
husband was dead and buried, yet 

the a; parent unity ot married life, there ' HVVIlll.(l incapable of believing in his 
lay the awful void uf lnvelessui-ss and j death. Ail her comfort now seemed to 
lack of faith. The dumb appeal in his 
eyes filled me with pity, llow blind she 
was not to see it 1

be bridged. Below the calm surface,

The spring being now too forward, a 
check toit was needful ; and in the early 
part of March there came a change of 
weather.

be to sit at my f<*et and let me talk to 
her on those very subjects which before 
she had so much despised.

“ He is dead and yet he is not dead," 
1 murmured in her ear, “surely those 

could find no ndi-quate «pression. Hut „ho have taught you about Oud have 
she was adamant. What artificial Op- told yoo that the dead rise from the 
bringing aud godless envirunment had | t(iml); Ht, ia riscn. His soul is in 
produced so 
woman !

read iu it a long­
ing for a conversion to bis creed, a 
creed for which his illiterate tongue

All the young growth was 
arrested by a dry wind from the east, 
which make both face and fingers burn 
when a man was doing ditching. The 
lilacs and the woodbines, just crowding 
forth in little tufts, close kerneliug their 
blossom, were ruffled back, like a sleeve 
turned up, and nicked with brown at the 
corners. In the hedges any man, unless 
his eyes were very dull, could see the 
mischief doing. The russet of the young 
elm-bloom was fain to be in its scale 
again ; but having pushed forth, there 
must be, and turu to a tawny color. 
The hangers of the hazel, too, having 
shed their dust to make the nuts, did not 
sproad their little combs and dry them, 
as th <y ought to do ; hut shriveled at 
the uase and fell, as if a knife had cut 
them. And more than all to notice was

in the corner after supper, and leaned 
my head against the oven, to begin to 
think of Lorna.

However, in all things there is com­
fort, if we do not look too hard for it ; 
and now I had much satisfaction, in my 
uncouth state, from laboring, by the hour 
together, at the hedging aud the ditch­
ing, meeting the bitter wind face to 
face, finding my strength increase, and 
hoping that some one would be proud of 
it. In the rustling rush of every gust, 
in the graceful bend of every tree, even 
iu the “ Lords and Ladies,” clumped In 
the scoops of the hedge row, and most of 
all in the soft primrose, wrung by the 
wind, but stealing hack and smiling 
when the wrath was past—In all of 
these, and many others, there was ach­
ing ecstasy, delicious pang ot Lorna.

But however cold the weather was, and 
however hard the wind blew, on® thing 
(more than all the rest) worried and 
perplexed me. This was, that I could 
not settle, turn and twist it as I might, 
how soon 1 ought to go again 
visit to Glen Doone. For I liked not at 
all the falseness of it (albeit against 
murderers,) the creeping out of sight, 
and hiding, and feeling as a spy might. 
And even more than this, I feared how 
Ijorna might regard ifcl; whether I might 
seem to her a prone and blunt intruder, 
a country youth not skilled in manners, 
as among the quality, even when they 
rob us. For 1 was not sure myself but 
that it might be very bad manners to 
go again too early without an invitation; 
and my hands and face were chapped so 
badly by the bitter wind, that Ix>rna 
might count them unsightly things, and 
wish to see no more of them.

However, I could not bring myself to 
consult any one upon this point, at least 
in our own neighborhood, nor even to 
speak of it near home. But the east 
wind holding through the month, my 
hands and face growing worse and worst» 
anti it having occured to me by this 
time that possibly Lorna might have 
chaps, if she came abroad at all, and so 
might like to talk about them and show 
her little hands to me. 
take another opinion, so far as might be 
upon this matter, without disclosing the 
circumstances.

Now the wisest person in all our 
parts was reckoned to be a certain wise 
woman, well known all over Exmoor by 
the name of “ Mother Melldrum.” Her 
real name was “ Maple Durham," as 1 
learned long afterward ; and she 
of an ancient family, but neither of 
Devon nor Somerset. Nevertheless she 
was quite at home with our proper 
modes of divination ; and knowing that 
we liked them best—as each man ; does 
his own religion—she would always 
practice them for the people of the 
country. And all the while she would 
let us know that she kept a higher and 
nobler mode for those who looked down 
upon this one, not having been bred and 
born to it.

stormy Channel with its galloping 
“ white horses ” and the great waves 
sweeping over the rocks in the bay. 
Then there was my daily invigorating 
swim when I battled with the innumer­
able undercurrents which make this 
part of the island sea so dangerous to 
those who do not know it well.

One Sunday morning after Mass, for 
which I bad walked to St. Joseph’s at 
St. Peter Port, I was strolling along by 
the beach when I became aware of an 
honest-looking fellow who was greeting 
me from the opposite side of the road.
I stopped for a second.

" Surely,” I said, “ I remember you. 
Were you not one of the men who 
worked at Mowlem's Granite Yard at 
St. Sampson's a few year's ago ?”

“ Yes, sir,” he replied—“ when you 
used to come down there to get to know 
all the Catholics in the Yard. I was 
one of ’em. We missed you when you 
went abroad."

“ Are you there still ?" I asked.
“ We struck, you know. Perhaps you 

heard of the strike, sir ? It fairly 
sickened me. Some of my best pals 
were blacklegs. They wanted a dav of 
eight hours. Most of the strikers gave 
in and came to terms, I wouldn't. Aft®r 
that I drifted without any aim in partic­
ular ; a kind of wandering spirit got 
hold of me. So I went to the north of 
England for a spell to the pit’s mouth 
and as a miner But my own people 
here kept on sending me letters, begging 
me to get back to the Island. Why 
couldn’t I get work in the granite 
quarries, they said. They were always 
dreading to hear of my death from fonl 
gas, or that I had been buried alive, or 
something of that kind."

“ I suppose,” I said, “ there is more 
danger to life in * mine than in a atone 
quarry."

“ So I came back to my old mother 
and made np my mind to settle down.
I got work in a quarry and the common.
I am there now—as foreman."

“ Are you married ?"
His brow clouded slightly.
“ Ye-es. My wife Is a very good 

woman. We have a nice cottage at the 
valo.”

“ A Catholic, I suppose ?" 
lie sighed. “ No, a Primitive Metho­

dist. He looked at me suddenly, unmis 
takable sadness in his honest eyes. 
“ And I always told you I could never 
dream of a mixed marriage—that they 
were the biggest mistake out.”

“ But yours—”
There was a half-puzzled expression 
his face. And I thought, an uncon­

scious insincerity in his voice, as he 
replied, “ We have had our full portion 
of happiness. Sue’s a splendid wife. 
Everyone says there Isn't a better kept 
place than ours anywhere."

“ I am glad you are happy," I said. 
“Perhaps she’ll be a Catholic some day."

He shook his head and smiled a little. 
“ She's Primitive Methodist out and out 
—there's no changing her."

faultlessly apatl etic a God's divine keeping. The grave cau- 
. not claim that. He is free at last from 

I purposely turned the conversation th(1 chailm which bound him before. He 
to the haith, to God. She fidgeted in 
her chair, her brows puckered, she was 
obviously uneasy. God aud earnest 
faith in him were no suitable topics 
over the teacups.
flicker of a smile quickly suppressed, as 
we talked of Catholic morality—a mor­
ality higher than any she knew. To do 
one's unavoidable duties in life, to be in 
all outward things a respectable citizen, 
to attend chapel in best attire twice 
each Sunday showed faith in God 
enough. She noisily pushed back her 
chair as she rose to throw more fuel on

has left his prison—he is free, and some 
day, when God wills, we shall all three 
fie united where there are no delusions 
of sense, of the world to separate soul 
from soul, where the veils which hide 
us from one another are torn down for 
ever and we know as we are ;known.” 
She answered humbly, “ Yes, I was told 
all this before, but I never knew it, 
never felt it until now. 
were nearer him now than when he 
was alive—sometimes, not always. Very 
often 1 can only feel I have lost him, I 
have lost him. He is dead—dead — 
dead 1"

even caught the

I feel as if 1

things that are beyond us, and to be 
roused up now and then, like sheep with 
a good dog after them, who can pull 
some wool without biting. Nevertheless 
we could not see how our want of faith 
.could have made that noise, especially 
at night-time; notwithstanding which we 
believed it, and hoped to do a little

And so we all came home from church; 
and most of the people dined with us, as 
they always do on Sundays, because of 
the distance to go home, with only words 
inside them. The parson, who always 
sat next to mother, was afraid that he 
might have vexed us, and would not 
have the best piece of meat, according to 
his custom. But soon we put him at his 
ease, and showed him we were proud of 
him; and then he made no more to do, 
but accepted the best of the sirloin.

(at least about the hedges) the shudder­
ing of everything and the shivering 
sound among them toward the feeble 
sun, such as we make to a poor fire-place 
when several doors are open. Some­
times I put my face to warm against the 
soft, rough maple stem, which fee's like 
the foot of a red deer; but the pitiless 
east wind came through all, and took 
and shook the caved hedge aback till its 
knees were knocking together,and noth­
ing could be shelter. Then would any­
one having blood, and trying to keep at 
home with it, run to a sturdy tree and 
hope to eat his food behind it, and look 
for a little sun t > come and warm his 
feet in the shelter. And if it did he 
might strike his breast, and try to think 
he was warmer.

But when a man came home at night, 
after long day's labor, knowing that the 
days increased, and so hie care should 
multiply : still he found enough of light 
to show him what the day had done 
against him iu his garden. Every ridge 
of new turned earth looked like an old 
man’s muscles, honey-combed, and stand­
ing out void of spring, and powdery. 
Every plant that had rejoiced in passing 
such a winter now was cowering, turned 
away, unfit to meet the consequence. 
Flowing sap had stopped its course ; 
fluted lines show want of food ; and if 
you pinched the topmost spray, there 
was no rebound or firmness.

“ We think a good deal, in a qi.iet 
way—when people ask us about them— 
of some flue, upstanding pear-trees, 
grafted by my grandfather, who had 
been very greatly respected. And lie 
got those grafts by sheltering 
Italian soldier, in the time of James the 
First, a man who never could do enough 
to show his grateful memories. How he 
came to our place is a very difficult 
story which I never understood rightly, 
having heard It from my mother. At 
any rate, there the pear-trees were, and 
there they are to this very day ; and I 
wish every one could taste their fruit, 
old as they are, and rugged.

Now these flue trees had taken ad­
vantage of the west winds, and the 
moisture, and the promise of the spring­
time, so as to fill the tips of the spray- 
wood and the rowels all up the branches 
with a crowd of eager blossom. Not

the fires her lips compressed in a hard 
line of disapproval, at the 
of the Real Presence, and the Infalli­
bility of the Holy Sqe.

I sent up a silent prayer to God to 
defend me from lack of charity, to open 
the eyes of my soul to the wrong as it 
really existed, and to point out the way 
along which, His will permitting, 1 
might bring these two severed souls to­
gether. Did not God send me here for 
this very purpose ? Nothing in life is 
accidental.

“I'll come over to see 
the quarry,"
“ Good-night."

“ Good night, sir," ho said.
At the bend in tbe lane I turned to 

see him still watching me .from the 
small wicket-gate of his cottage garden. 
Did something whisper to me then how 
we should meet again ?

My friend’s future—the welfare of 
the woman's soul — these now became my 
daily thought and care. Indeed, I pro­
longed my holiday in the hope of effect­
ing bolh. Frequently I found myself at 
the vale, but all to no purpose. She 
seemed hopelessly impervious to all ad­
vances. Without apparent vices, with­
out even an obvious fault through which 
to open a campaign upon the soul, at 
what point could I propose to begin my 
spiritual siege under the banner of my 
King ? 1 was a Joshua marching round 
the walls of Jericho — but the walls re­
fused to fall. At length I had to con­
fess that here was one of those hard 
oases in whom Truth in the ordinary 
way finds no responses. I put my whole 
trust in God ; and prayed the more 
fervently that He would raise this 
slumbering soul from the grave in which 
a hard, cold, loveless creed had cast it. 
I waited for God to blow the trumpet 
which should make the stony fortress 
yield.

I had not seen St. Clair since my first 
visit. Accordingly one sunny after­
noon I walked out from Bordeaux to the 
common. As I approached the quarry 
I heard the sound of a horn warning 
passers-by to keep clear of the blasting. 
I stood still until the roar and shower

mere mention

upon a

you one day at 
said to him as I loft,

CHAPTER XVIII
WITCHERY LEADS TO WlTCHCRAKT

Although well nigh the end of March, 
the wind Mew wild and piercing, as I 
went on foot that afternoon to Mother 
Melldrum’s dwelling. It was safer not 
to take a horse, lest (if anything vexed 
her) she should put a spell upon him, as 
had been done to Farmer Snowe's stable 
by the wise woman of Slmonsbath.

The sun was low on the edge of the 
hills by the time I entered the valley, for 
I could not leave home till the cattle 
were tended, and the distance was seven 
miles or more. The shadows of rocks 
fell far and deep, and the brown dead 
fern was fluttering, and brambles with 
their sere leaves hanging, swayed their 
tatters to and fro, with a red look on 
them. In patches underneath the crags 
a few wild goats were browsing: then 
they tossed their horns, and fled, and 
leaped on ledges, and stared at me. 
Moreover, the sound of the sea came up, 
and went the length of the valley, and 
there Is lapped on a butt of rocks, and 
murmured like a shell.

Taking things one with another, and 
feeling all the lonesomeness, and having 
no stick with me 1 was much inclined to 
go briskly hack, and come at a 1 letter 
season. And when I beheld a tall gray 
shape of something or another, moving 

Mother Melldrum had two houses, or at the lower end of the valley, where 
rather she had none at all, but two the shade was, it gave me such a stroke
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Health and comfort in
old age depend largely on keep­
ing the liver and kidneys in 
action.

Pains and aches, stiffness of 
joints, lumbago and rheuma­
tism tell of poisons left in the 
blood by sluggishness of the 
liver and kidneys.
Dr. A. W. Chase’s 
Kidney & Liver 

Pills
Stand in high favor with men and 
women of advanced age because 
they quickly awaken the liver and 
ensure regular healthful action of 
the kidneys and bowels.

By reason of their direct and combined ac­
tion on the liver and kidneys Dr. A. W. 
Chase's Kidney and Liver Pills positively 
cure liver complaint, biliousness, constipa­
tion, backache and kidney disease.

uH. K.>n. 1

M-kpiSi
One pill a dose. 26 cts. n bex, at all 

or Edmanson, Bates & Co , Toronto.

Substitutes will only disappoint you.
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