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HACON BORK.—~4 TALE OF THE ORKNEY
IS: LS.

Cunrrer 1.

** As a aity broken down and wathout walls, so is he that hath norule
over his own spine,”

“Well, and so - but knuw this, Hacon; the maa who
has learnt to forbear is master of all knowledge. Thy friend
was very good a month syne, and he cannot be very bad
now,

** T came to thee, Saxa, because thou hast ever before gone
on my side; and make up thy mind that I shall take it il if
now thou doest not so ™

‘“But, my brother, thou art angry, and anger is worse
than the wrong that caused it. Is not a friend to be taken
with his faults? They would be queer folk that had no
failings, Hacon. But thou wilt come into the fore-house—
yes, thou wilt!—and I will call my husband from the peat-
stack, and he will talk with thee uatil the tide serves.®

‘I have no mind tov cume in."”

Saxa was silent, and she lovhed anxiously at the handsome
fellow leaning against the luw stune wall. “He was her twin-
brother, and she loved him with a great love; besides that,
there was no young man in the Otcades_that could match
Hacon Bork in whatever thing he put his hands to. If it
was a seal or otter hunt, Hacon was the leader, if a shoal of
ca'ing whales were driven into the bay, he was first and last
in their midst; if the herring fleet were to sail, every boat
followed Hacon's —for he knew as surely as the sea-gulls
where to find the fish: if the peat wasto cut, Hacon'sstacks
were first done; and when the storms of winter shutthem in
their rock-built homes, who could sing and play the violin,
and recite Sagas like Hacon Bork?

But he had an impulsive and passionate temper, and with
this fault few of his companions could sympathize. Slow
of speech and pulse, with a duuble portiun of Scutch caation,
the Orcadian is only roused by some aausual exatement.
Then, indeed, nothing is too great for his enthusiasm and his
exertiuns; the spirit of his furefathers is on him; he s at
once the sun of Thur and the descendant of the Vikings.
But these vutbreahs are the exceptivns, vnlinanly, his qu at
intensity of chamcter develops itself in a seligivusseventy of
murte than Cuvenanting strictives, vt inacummeruial Jdevar-
ness which makes even the canny Scut of Aberdeen acknon-
ledge that the Orcadian ““is o0 far north for Aim.”

Hacon had his shate of buth the faults and vistues of his

race; he was a character compacted of many extren s, guod |

and tad.  And many judged him severely, the, thuught
that L. consequence of his anusual abilities he ¢ ght to be
unusually wise; they did not consider that the *.roper man-
agement of ten talents is much more difficult Lhun that of
two. Even Saxa did not always understand her brother,
but then she loved him, and prayed for hir, and to Louve
and Faith all things scem possible. Both of them have
moved mountains.

In the complaint he had just been making about his friend,
Johna Darrel, she understecod him less than ever.  Darrel was
a young Englishman who had spent two or three summers
in Oshney, attracted, at first, by the delicious climate and
fine fishing, and afterwards by his love for Hacon. Every
one knew that duriag the last two summers the mea had
been always together, Juha someumes shaung in Hacoun's
laburs, and Hacon nut unfrequently making short excursions
with John to the neighboring islands and to the coasts of
Zetland.

But this sumn.er a shadow had come between them.
Saza was inclined to believe that o was Hacon's faait, for i
is impussibic tu iuve two ubjects waith an all-absurbang alfeu-
tion, and ~he knew that Hacus's heart had gone vut after the
beautifu! Margaiet Benis. Bat Hacon would lisicn tu acithes
blame of himself nar defense of his friend.

‘* Let as speak nomure of it,” ke said, sallenly, *“the end
of it will be scen.”

**And thou wilt not come in?"

“.-\”'o; the tide serves in an hour. I will go to my

““ Then ¢ Peace be with thee!™

He could not resist the force of the ood habit, =nd he
answesed—this tme with the ghmmer of a smile—** And
with thee, too!”

It was nine o'clock, bat the gloaming lingers there in the
sunamer until o bleads with the dawning, and in addition
to iis mellow beauty, the aurora was flashing soft green and
rosy red lights frum the honzon to the zenith. In that
wondrous _g%ow everything had a softencd and gpiritual as.
pect. Theold town of Stromaess was still as a dream; a
passing ripple of laughter, the distant wash of the waves,
the batk of a solitary sheep dog on ** the Links " only scemed
to intensify the air of sleepy peacefulness; and Hacon's feet
on the flagged streets had an individeal character and voice
they lost 1o the basicr daytime. They s3id to Saxz, as
plunl‘f as words could have done, *“We camry an angry
man.

When she went within, her husband, Auloer, had taken
down the Bible for the evening cxercise. ‘' Why did not
thy brother wait]” he asked. ‘I had sorted a chapter for
him, and it had been well if he had heard it.”

““Hacon has vomewhat to vex him to night, Auloer.”

¢ Hacon has always somewhat to vexgpum. It would be
a good hoaur that taught him the worldjwas made for other
folk beside Hacon Bosk.” o

** Aulocr, thon wilt not sayzuch things—no; then wilt
zot! Hard words once spoken can't bewiped oot wath a
sponge. No-—and then one gricves.”

In the mecantime Hacon went ragudly toward Kirkwall.
There were more sygms of life hetc?%rou of fishermen sat
smoking on the doot steps, some Dutch skippers were finish.
ing a bargain in a chanpge hoase, and 2 namber of matrons
an% yoang gwls were katung and ulkin&mnd tie pablic
fountzin. Baut nothing could vulgarize the pictaresque old
town in that supemataral light, and the handsome Hacon

threading its narrow streets had something of the grand sim-
plicity of one of its old sea-kings about him,

As he appioached a group of large houses built upon rocks
which the sea washed at all timcs,“ixis pace became slower.
One of them belonged to Bailie Bewis, and once or twice
Margaret had heen at the window to give him a good wish
as he went to the fleet.  To-night the Baillic himself sat in
the window drinking his glass of d/anda and talking to his
opposite neighbor. ~ He spoke cLeerily to Hacon and bade
hini in a while.

¢¢ Nay, sir, for the fleet wait for me,"

** Then there 1s but one thing to be dune, Hacon. thou
must to the.flcet; go, and good luck to thy hand. 1 saw
Darrel pass a bitago; I suppose he goes with thee.  You
two are finger and thumb,’

The greeting was so pleasant and hearty that Hacon for.
got his anper, and as he untied his skiff he determined to
sail around the back of the house; perhaps Margaret might
be at some of the sea-ward windows.  But he had scarcely
turned the little rocky bluff when his face grew black as
night, and an exclamativn of passionate hatmr escaped .
He rested on his oars as 3f to feed lus temper un the sight
that angered him.

It was snother boat approaching Margaret s residence
pulled by John Dareel. I& dnfted directly under a window
and called ** Margaret!” in a clear, happy voice. Then
Hacon saw the white swaying curtains put aside and Mar-
garet lean downwards to take frum the Kands of her wisitor
a small parcel,  There was a lutle difficulty 1n scaching cach
other’s hands, and the merry laughter over the failures and
the success initated him beyond enduraace.  He pulled fus
the herming flect like a madman, and gave orders fur immecd-
saie said, thuugh he had heard fuhn cail him,y and hacw diat
he was coming with all possible speed.

“* Master Darrel’s place can’t be supplied now, Hacon,”
said his mate, Nicol Vedder, **and it s my counsel that
thuu wast for him, he will be on boand in five munutes.”

Nicol spoke truth, and it would not do to be short-hand-
ed, so John was waited for. A merry, thusghtless, guud
natured fellow, he was yet a hule angry at Hacon,  But
Hacon had been daily growing more and mure uncyual
temper; for a munth their inicscourse had lust the sweetacss
of then first fricndship, and John was quite determined av
lunger to afiect sgnurance of the change.

Su next day as Hacon was mending a nel on the ruchy
beach Joha sat duwn beside hum.  ** Hacun, what have 1
Jdune, ut nut dune, that you are sv changed wwards me?
Y vu must hovw, sutesy, fus L deuare Lava'te 1 was ali but
angry wath you last sught, fur you saw and heaud me weli
cnough.”

* All but” saves many a man. It was goud for thee Jdud
nut speak then.”

*Come, come, Hawu, 1 am not likely to e alraid of
anything you can say. I had a message fur you frum luvely
Margaret Bewis, only—"

[ aawise thee aut tu speak of Margaret Bewis, all that
touches het is a thing by itsell.™

**Itcan't be that yuu are jealous, Hacon. 1 bLut touk
Marparet a bouk that she wanted (v read ™

*Have 1 not told thee not to name Margaret Bewis2”
Theo Hacun leaped savagely to his fect. Tt was in wain
that Juhn panied his blows, and strove with «aha patience
to contrul hes untcasvnable passivn.  The dispute suun at-
tracted attention, and sume fishermen diew near and sep-
arated them.

Tt was easy 1o sce thatevery onc touk John'spart, Hacon
recaived more than une reproof frum the ovides men, and
{uhn s surtowful, sct face cut hum to the beane o though

¢ had made much money out of John, Hacon's love was
by no means a seihsh one; the gay, guud-hearied Iranel was
really very deas o hum.

That aght he went to sce his ssster daxa again, and he
toid her what had happened.  He was tying to make hum-
self believe tha: Joha i’xad been faise o hun by cununaaily
asserung . ‘" He :s sich and gives iny men muncy,” he
sawd aggaly, " and iast aight they wonid aut sail wathout
ham. No une iikes his men ampeiad wah, aun dwes hic,
Saxa?"

**\Vell, that is so; but, Hacon—""

“*And then, Saxa, I saw himsell under Margaret’s
window in his beat; and she took something from his
hand. He says it was a book, but I don't believe at; no,
indced!™

** Angry -men tell many hies to themselves, my biother;
and 1t might well be 2 book. Thou knows that Margarét 1s
ever reading. 1 think myself she m:ght spend her time bet-
ter, and so thinks her good mother; butshe is an only child,
and the end 1s, that she has her way.”

Saxa easily percesved from tns conversation that Hacon
was bitterly jexlous, not only of John's mnfluence with Mar-

ret Bewis, but also of his general popularity. John was
F:cc of all the fishermen’s houses around, and welcome in all
their boats; his cheerful temper, his ready hand, his sizaple
manners and open purse, mmade him vniversally beloved.
In three summers Hacon's and John's relations had some-
what changed. When John first known tlacon he had
been his pupil 1n all seafanng and fishing matters, and he
had greatly admired him. John was now Hacon's equal in
these things, and his superior in many others.  Itis very
casy to fove those who admire us. It is not so casy to love
those whom we are comjxlled 1o admire.

*<Well, Hacon, T will tell thee what thou shalt do.  Go
home, and talk with thy good mother. Friends "gree best
separate, bat * Mother's truth keeps constant "oulh;' and
our father is sure to have a wise word for thee.’

Hacon's parents lived on a small island, divided from
Pomona by a rapid **race,” and during the fishing and
trading scason he very seldom visited his home. But he
saw them cvery Sunday, for the few familics inhabiting
Lambness had come to Stromness for divine worship, a duty
aothing but impossibilitics prevents an Orcadian from attend-
ing to.

So be thought a moment ove:r Saxa's advice, and then
answered, ¢ To-night I must to the hetriag fleet; to-morrow
there is the salting,-and the wages, and more than another

thing; then comes the Sabbath, and it may be roy father wilt
speak withme,"”

““That is a thing not 1o be thought of; neither our
father nor mother will speak on the Lord’s Day anent thy
private matters, Hacon. But if thy trouble be a real
trouble, a day’s time is surely no great matter to lose for
good advice,’

4 Arcal trouble!” Saxa, what mean you? Is not afalse -
friend and a lost love real enough?™

““ Be a friend to thyself; and as for Margaret, thon hast
not asked her *yea’ or ‘nay’ in the matter,  Art thou not
v passivnate and jealous?  This is what all think, though
I alone utter it.”

Then Hacon walked angrily away, and Saxa was hea
with anxiety. During the next day an old woman with
whum Darrel stayed brought over her knitung and spent the
afternoon at Auloer’s house; and she said that John was go-
ing back to En§land inafewdays. Saxa spoke toherabout
Hacon's quatrel, and very easily perceived that her brother
was generally much blamed in the matter.

“ ‘Deed 1 heard say, * conunued old Gesla, making her
needles.click emphaucally, **that Hacon drew s dirk, and
would have used 1t, too, if Bryce Snackoll hadna ta'en it
awa’ by man force.”

**To have 'heard say’1s half a he,” answered Saxa,
calmly, “*and 1t 13 not Bryce Snackoll that could take aught
out uf Hacon Bork's han:?."

* Ah, weel, my English l1ad has a kind heart, an’ a sweet
way wi' hun, and God aye arms the hanmless. Hacon
Butk is dootless ane o the sons of Anak, but fora’that when
i‘;'s Eq«_&'s will to plague a man a mouse can bite him to ~

cath, .

** Gesla, thuu ast white-haured, and I may not say ‘no’
to thy ‘yes;® but it is an ill office for the old to speir dool
to the young.”

** Thou hast got a dtog o’ Hacon Bork's hot blood 1° thee;
and i.l's"my advice that thou seck counsel o’ them that can:
give it.

‘* Thou art right, Gesla; I will seek it of Him who when
he was reviled answered not again.”

Then both were sileny, Gesla knitting wath double speed,
and daxa calmly spreading the lutle round tea-table—for
tea 1s to these island women all that tobacco is to the men.
Uwsla was much mollized by the delicious souchong, the
Luttered seed crkes, and the imported sweetmeats.  She had
tv go away without saying one-half of the itter things sbe
intended; fur after daxa’s mental resignation of her case no-
thing could dnve her into further discussion.  She followed
the example of Hum who had once chusen no answer at all,
as even better than the soft answer.

Gesla had not been lung gone when Auloer came home.
I met Hacon, wife,” he said.  ** The lad hath an evil
spasst an Lan, but he says he s guing home on Monday, and
will call fur dicc aad the lLutle ones.  Perhaps it were well
thou went; he was ever fond of our little Erland,”

** Now that 1s goud, Auloer, and there 1s need that some-
thing be done.  Here has been old Gesla, and she said many
things of vur Hacon very hand to bear.”

** Gesla would see faults if her eyes were out, The Eng-
lisher has brought her a silver penny every day, and she
Gudges that he should leave a week or two o'er soon.
shall take st well when he ts out of Otkney. I likenot men
who spead good gold so wastefully,™

** There is one thing Hacun complans of.  He says that
it 2> hard guiding those who are fee'd for doing naught at all
but their duty.”

** And there 1s Hacon nght.  And 1f 1t has brought the
stianger trouble, 1 tunk &¢ 13 well worthy of trouble that
buys 1t with his own siller.”

Auloer very seldum took Hacon's pan, and Saxa was much
pleased at the azcumstance. it was daturday night, and un.
tu the Sabbath was over she must put her uwn thoughts away
frum h=1 hicart; it was at tcast a comfort to dismiss her care
for Hacon pleasantly.

The Sadbath broke with a charmful stillness over the an-
acnt town; and the Sabbath bell rung musically chrough the
very sisccts where pagan sea kungs had shuuted ther wild
drinking songs to Thor and Woden. The silent, thoughtful
groups, scehing by many paths the one sacred house, were
groups of no ordinary character. The men, with their faces
of grave rererve and serious acuteness, were all of them
cvery-day heroes, and did constantly deeds of bravery and
heroism, for which no carthly stars and orders would be re-
compense sufficient; and the white-hooded, brown-faced
women, sedate znd grave, called up involuntarily visions of
lonely hfe and silent tragedies in dreary moorland huts.
Bul amung these sumbre groups were many lovlier ones—
fai mawdens whose beautsful forms and color and 2ut of pore
serenity made them sweet, welcome wonders, and hasdsome
stalwart youths with ali the glow and stateliness of unbroken
hope and undiminished strength.

Scf these none were to-day more remarkable than Hacon
Bork. The dark shadow was off his face; he had taiked
things over with Aaloer, and they looked brighter. John
Darrel was going away, and Margaret Bewis "ad smiled
sweetly on him as he d, the previous evening,.

Harcus Bork and his wife were in church when Hacon
entered, bat it was doubtfel if they saw citber him or their
daughter Saxa, for to them the house of God was far too holy
a place for the notice of any save spiritual things, There
was a strange minister also in thz pulpit, and though he bore
his great commission in his face Harcus was not assured of
his orthodoxy, and he watched his argument with a dubious
cnticising aspect, while Dame Bork pulled her hood over
her face and seemed lost in meditation.

After the service was not a favonble lime to speak to
Haicus; and when Hacon, in the fewest possible words,
told hum that Saxa and the chiidren and he were coming to-
Lambness on the following day, he only showed his accept-
ance of the news by thefaintest flicker of pleasure, 2 symptom
of worldly sympathy he instaniy checked. . Bat Hacon
all that the irrepresnble change of countenance meant, and
was satisfied; besides, he had seen his mother's eycs, and
the lovean them made lum very glad. .His whole soul was
sweetened,

Ia thé momiog he went out very easly, having some are



