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WESSEX TALES

the three carts came up, and Stockdale and Lizzy stood
in the ditch to let them pass.

Instead of being conducted by four men, as had
happened when they went out of the village, the horses
and carts were now accompanied by a body of from
twenty to thirty, all of whom, as Stockdale perceived
to his astonishment, had blackened faces. Among them
walked six or eight huge female figures, whom, from
their wide strides, Stockdale guessed to oe men in
disguise. As soon as the party discerned Lizzy and
her companion four or five fell back, and when the <

carts had passed, came close to the pair.

' There is no walking up this way for the present,'
said one of the gaunt women, who wore curls a foot
long, dangling down the sides of her face, in the
fashion of the time. Stockdale recognized this lady's
voice as Owlett's.

'Why not?' said Stockdale. 'This is the public
highway.'

' Now look here, youngster,' said Owlett. ' O, 'tis

the Methodist parson!—what, and Mrs. Newberry!
Well, you'd better not go up that way, Lizzy. They've
all run off, and folks have t;ot their own again.'

The miller then hastened on and joined his com-
rades. Stockdale and Lizzy also turned back. 'I
wish all this hadn't been forced upon us,' she said
regretfully. ' But if those excisemen had got off with
the tubs, half the people in the parish would have been
in want for the next month or two.'

Stockdale was not paying much attention to her
words, and he said, ' I don't think I can go back like
this. Those four poor excisemen may be murdered
for all I know.'

' Murdered !

' said Lizzy impatiently. ' We don't do
murder here.'

' Well, I shall go as far as Warm'ell Cross to see,'
said Stockdale decisively ; and, without wishing her safe
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