10 THE DOMINION PRESBYTERIAN.

- = A SOUL

or FIRE - -

BY E. J. JENKINSON,

CHAPTER XX.
The Hunters' Gully.

Stealthy, dark shadows spread ov
er the glen, and buried the Huntors'
vully in night;—a nizht so still that
there seemed to be no  living thing
moving amid its vustness, N
was swallowed up in one black
of infinity.

Most of the clan were wrapped in
profound slumbec  but Helen  could
not sleep. She sat by the cam,; >
self-absorbed.

The drowsy tinkle of running
filled her ears with strangze,

W

wa s

musie. It took her thonehts Lo
that mystery-land wh 1 had
wandered as a child, bef theso 1

ter troubles had fallen to bar her en
trance, and make her face the rea!
and the solute.  But it was onl
glimpse that she eauzht now; for th
Present had its hand on her heart,
a hard, unrelenting hand, whose
grasp was too firm to be relaxed ev
en for a moment,
“Msteess Helen! have you seen the
hunters?” M came to her side and
12id her long, bony fingers on (he
girl’s arm. )
“The hunters!” repeated Helen
glowly, “what do you mean Morag?”’
The old woman made no answer,
She lifted her head and lstened, The
=od kerchief, that usually bound hey
hair, had fallen back, and the grey
locks straggled down «
face white and ghastly
Some mental agitation
her. It burnt in her eves
o' the wisp, a living, o 1
Both life and death were present in
those wild features,
Helen shivered: her
teacted and she
felt that if she
rae's nnnatural eves
1 Gorgon there who would freez
into stone.
“What's wrong?” she agked.
“Hark' T hear the bayinz of their
dogs — far-away — on the moor
They are after the deer. Don't you
hear them, Helen Vor? Nearer th
and nearer yvet, 1 see them —
shadows — racing down the gul
3 a noble stag leads the herd!
and the doss at their heels—, Yon-
der's BRig Neil, the first of the band
1 hear the wind whistling in s

side of

ooked

plaid; 1 hear the serape of his rowues
on the stones. Now, come the rest-—
hurrying — laughing — strauge th

should laugh! — There, they're past
the ghostly hunters — and the souaos
die away in the burn, TIve
them  already this night. It
come again, 1 shall ken it for a s

Helen shook off the old  wor
hand.

“Youwre dreaming, Morag™ said
she,

“Dreaming! never, 1 saw them
surely as 1 see you, Helen Vor;
with your worm youn: blood, your
life, your passion. You're no dream.”’

“Oh, God knows there's little Jott
for me to dream of!" answered the
airl. “All is past. T am real, terribly
real.”

She pressed her hand to her hreast
and stifled a soh.

Moragz drew back,

“Better to live in the tiath, thonch
f1 murders joy than lve in a le with
a heart full of laughter, Better, TTel
en Vor, ag it i3, And ! saw then
truly — the ghostly hunters. Heav-
eng? that 1 had not! But I saw thels

eves gleam with the fires of 1ife, their
cheeks flush with returning health
even the long red tongnes of the
hounds as they followed the dect
panting, with noses to the ground.”

“Don't say -a word of this to the
clan.”

Why not? Better they should
know it, If it's only a dream=-which
vou helieve—"twill not harm them.”

“My word is law.”

“I bend to no law, youngy mistress.
1 am a law_unto myseil.,”

The girl rose; standing sho was
taller than the old woman.

“I know what there's to fear if
vou breathe a word of th il

A silence fell on the two, brofien
only by the soft Iullalo of the buin,
and the whispered voi of some of
the clan. Morag strained her eyed
up the gully: ber form trembled as
though struck with an ague, and
drops ol moi hung like dew on
her shaggy eyebrows, Behind ha
rose the cliffs. Their wet walls glist
cned in the fireldight, and a Lule
stream, oozing out of a creviee near,
trickled down in faint silver, beyond
the circle of the fire however, was
blank night, a wide canvas on which
a troubled brain might paint illuaii
ably its strange fauncies and illusion

“They have passed for the (nird
time,” mugtered Morag,e “God-a-Mer-
cyl”

She covered her face with  her
bands and turncd away., Helen stop
ped her,

“What do you mean?” she asked

“Mean! But you'll ken soon enouzh
‘Thrice have the ghostly hunters pass
ed. Death is on our track: it giap
ples us: it polnts with warm finger to
Vastle Sarno. Death and Destiny  go
hand in hand, Helen Vor.”

Murmuring to herself, the old wo
man vanished into the darkness

Helen sat down again, uneasy, dis
turbed, shaken by preternatural fonis
What did Morag mean by her eng:
matieal words? There was an aw
mystery behind all the commonpla
nes and meanness of the world.
Things which some felt and knew to
he , the eyes and ears of othors
utterly demied, She had found (Lis
contradicgion in herself, Often  Lal
her inmost being stired to what noi
ther the sense of sight por hearing
more incomprehensible.  How  much
mor incomprehensible, then, must
that deep be which forever (i
human souls? Had Morag seen oy
ghosts of the murdered hunters? o
was there some more palpable danwor
on the moor, of which her marvellons
quickness of hearing and sight hal
warned her? Helen gould not gl
put the memery of the mad woman's
face with its wisps of grey hair uand
fierce eyes haunted her,

After a whle, however, she fell irto
a short slumber; but her dreams wore
tumultuous and stranze,  What W
it that she saw before her? Was it
Lher father's face, or Rory's, or Mo
rag's, ever vanishing and disappear-
ing? Was it her own? Yes horror of
aorrors! her own features, wild anl
white and haggard staring with zreat
poollike eves into her own eyes, Then
she heard tho hurried tramp of the
hunters, the deep bellmotes of the
hounds passing and repassing  con-
tinuallv. She woke up: it was the
Aead of night but she know that there
was no more sleep for her,

“rll send for Rory and Alaste
ghe sald to herself and summoning

guard bade him call the leaders,

They came, curious o know what
had made her send for them at that
hour. She told them of Morag and
ber vision,

Alaster gave a littie laugh,

“Poor old dume,” no said, “sho's
mad, stirk mad.,  Pui i all ot ot
your mind, Mstress Helea,”

she shook her head anxd looked at
Rory,

“What do you tnink, Roderick?”
ushca she,

“There may be more in it than we
dream of* he answered, “1  haven't
reen Morag since arriving heve, Shos
been away on the moor: she keus
ery glen and gully, every sheep track
for miies avovnd, I'll send out more
scoats.”

Saints and martyrs! Kory
going to s.out for ghosts?
the young soldier,

Dark Rory frowned.

“No,” he replied haaghti “hut 1
think theie's a reason for her fimtas-
tic delusion—worthless trasl you may
call it, Old, though she 1s, Moriss
sight is as keen as a hawk's and her
hearing—well! its perfect, Wo cant
tell vht ghe may have seen o heaid
on tie woor, You did well to tell mv,
Helen.,” .. ~

The night wore slowly away. 7The
sky turned palid, a dull, unpromising
colour, but imparting a faint lignt
on the moor; though mists still ove:
aung the gully and wripped it lu
darknes

Helen gave ner attention 0 the
women, (o whose ears a vague rumor
of danger had come, In the huaters’
nat were crowded all the ehildren and
thelr mothers, and thither she  took
ler courage and her confidence, They
wnow nothing, why, then, should they
fear the worst? But her eyes fell on
one face, the white, despairing face ol
a4 young woman clasping in her arms
a sleeping boy, and its dull, hopeless-
nesgs slaggered her,

“There's nothing to fear,” she said
zenutly.

“Nothing? oh, Mistress Helen,
vou've not lost father and brothers
uud husband in this wild work, Youve
no child to lose as 1 have, my bonuy,
wee, Alex, He must not fali into the
kands of the Macions. They'd toss
nim on their swords withoat nercy —
they have no merey, Poor, white, wee
lamb! If the worst comes, | wust lie
down with him in the burn and let it
drown us both, ochone!”

“1hat shall never be,” apsweired
Helen, “we've a good stout baund fo
protect us, Meanwhile—"

Rory touched her on the shoulder
and beckoned her outside,

“The Maclons are on our track,”
raid he,

“The Maclons!” repiied  Helen,
“where? "

“Over the Moor, They've killed the
scouts—all, save one, who has just
come in, Some one ig gulding tue
to the gully who does not know it
well, They're waiting till  theres
more light,”

“Oh! Rory, Roiy,” she eried in sp'te
of her brave words but a moment be-
fore, “what of the women?”

The ery broke from her unconscious-
ly, it was the ery of a woman fearinz
what lay before her and her sex.

“Keep up your heart, Nell,” he an-
swered and laid his hand on hers.
“My rievers are mustering, and Alas
ter's rallying the clan. Keep .up your
heart, Morag's dream has forewarned
vs all and we'll le in ambush at the
head of the gully, and give them a
tuste of what they least expect—cold
steel.”
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