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CHAPTER XVIII

King Leax,

There was no further consideration of
Shottery and the dear ones tuere. The
wish to join them was forgotten in the
desire to be with those
new, new thoughts and that wonderful
letter anywhere in the fields, with only
the voice of Avon slipping past among
the sedges underneath a sky that not all
the blue and gold of summer could make
more fair. Unmindful of the direction

alone—alone

he had taken, Hamnpet passed along
down to the waterside and, turning

followed the river for a short distance

on the way toward Charlecote. He
loved to wander at will through the
pleasant meadows or, anon, keep to the

little path that wound up the wooded
steep and so on to Sir
and Bishop's Hampton.

Luey's demesne

Sometimes long lines ol grey willows
and green alders completely hid all
glimpses of the river, sometimes the
trees fell away and it curved throug!
low lying lands, one with the grassy
margin or again it was lost to sight by
enclosing thickets; but his quick ear
was ever heedfal of its voice as it went
laughing through the rushes along the

pebbly shore, or stole by some darkened
spot with a murmurs,
There was scant musie, however, in its
sluggisn flow tha
happy beart would have discovered only
its own meaning therein had the boy
chanced to listen, But with that little
serap of paper in his keeping which had
altered the whole aspect of earth
sky so wonderfully, how could he stop to

sad moan in its

day, though his

and

th.nk of aught else? He had read it
again and again as he walked along, and
now that he held it thrust ioto the
breast of his jerkin turn s here he

would
producing words,

He ran forward gayly, unconscious of
the lowering uncounscious of
the brearhless heat, most
of all, of the svealthy footsteps following
ever behind him, lagging when he lagged
and pressing on more quickly when he
accelerated  his Several times
Silver paused and gave utterance to a
low, snarling bark but he was speedily
recalled to his usual good behaviour by
a word of reproof from his master, and
no whit abashed continued on his way,
licking the pendent hand with a gently
apologetic tongue.

he could still see those magic

heavens,

uneonscious,

pace.

“[ eannot make thee out,” Hamnet
eried at last as Silver growled more
flercely than he had yet doue, * there's

naught abroad to vex thee that i wot ou.

Is't not enough that | happier tha

I ever thought to be but that thou
shouldst seek to mar my content wi’ thy
gramblings ? Nay, I meant not to
speak so roundly, de and 1 er
thee pardon. Come, Il go no
farther—we'll e'en rest here awhile and
then hie us home.”

As he spoke the boy seated himsell or
the ground and drew tl s head
on his breast with a soot ouch

It was a wild, tangled place; the

baunks of the river which 1
were sheer and densely w
stream, uncoiling at
in an almost perpetual darkness
lent a sense of danger to
depths. On fair
pleasant enough to turn from the daz-

irrowed here,
wded and the
their feet, was kept
whicl

the nocertain

war day

zling glow and to halt for a briel space
amid these cool shadows and glanee
alown into the eddying waters beneath
the overarching trees and ecateh the

sudden points of light where an occasion-
al shaft of sunshine pierced the thinner
leaves with its sharp lauce, probing its
way to the waves and shivering them
with its touch, or to see them disturbed
from their sullenness and brightened by
a kingfisher's quick dart for its prey.
But when the sky was overcast there
was something unlovely and sinister in
the grey gloom all around. The hush
that so often precedes a storm pervaded
the lonely soot that July afternoon and
gave it an additional air of solemnity.
It was as il Nature holding
breath in anxious

were

expe

her |
staney dreading

don, sweet, tor that | was wrotu with
| thee before 1 came away. Hadst thou |
told me all not one least cloud would
have lain betwixt us. Nay, never let
| there be thought of jealousy on thy
| part. 'Tis & viee to shun, for there is
no fair thing that it doth not poison,
| and every little trifle, to the jealous
mind, seemeth more réal than the great
| sun itself,

“+ 1 would I were back in Stratford

| again that | might wreak my vengeance

on thy cozeners, but shun their com-
pany—this charge I lay upon thee, 1
will not make this letter longer than to
say that I kiss thy dear lips and to pray
God, little lad, that He will have thee
in His holy keeping. From the Crown,
the—""

With a deep bark Silver bounded
away from the encireling arm, kuocking
the paper which his master held before
him upon the ground in his flight. Ham-
net possessed himself of it quickly and
smoothed out its crumpled folds, then
he thrust it into his breast
“ Thou art over-rude, | trow,” he cried,
half angrily, ** and need’st that that will
teach thee better manners i

“ Ay, that he doth,” a
him growled, *

again,

voice back of
call the
beast off, I'll give him summat that will

an thou dost na
stow Lis wouth foreve

Hamunet was
turning
ward

on his feet in a flash, and
Diceon Hobday trying to
if Silver with a b

SAW

behind him he

1ge stick, while
cau 1

g
Wat Cawdrey s vaaishing n a
moment the y's firm han tt

dog's collar and he had jerked the

mal back.
* Down, true heart, do

he eom-

manded, * thou art a friend
come, we'll €'en go home
* Nay, thou'lt na budge, Diccon

cried, his voice gaining 11
the unwillingly
master's feet ; * 1 to say
to thee, else I'd na tracked thee hither
from Stratford, and go thou shalt na."”

“1 may not
pass.”

* And why may'st na stay, thou little
whining thing ? A week ¢
wert willing enow to companion me
when I could serve thy turn, but now
thou may'st na stay. By the mass, who
hath laid behests on thee 2 Marry, 'tis
I, Diceon Hobday, that shall say what
thou wilt do."”

“ Nay then, I may have naught to do
wi' thee, for so my father hath said.”

bolduess, as
dog

crouched at his

have summat

stay, so prithee let us

one thou

“Thy ftather? Out upon thee, for a
tattling knave !”

“1 tattled not, ‘'twas thine own
friend there that told, and more be-
sides ; how 'twas all false that thou
didst tell about Ned, and 'twas only

said so that I should help thee to thine
own vevgeance.

* Besnrew
- arrant lie!

me, but

'tis a lie, Diecon,

Cawdrey vociferated

stoutly as he ecrept a trifle nearer,
though he still maintained a counsider-
able distand between himself and Sil
ver.

Hamnet east a look of scorn upon the
speaker who was now sworn friends
wgain with the unprincipled fellow,

* "Tis the very truth,” he exclaimed,
disdainfully.

*So th t slander thy better nd
and bre t ord, ti ly-1
ercd prating t ng, iec ( ed,
thir 1 sins and] t e u es in
th iin, jor I'll change s ) i
2 weasel, Thou needst na think t
fright me wi' that lazy cur, I've that
here that shall quiet him."”

here was a sudden gleam of steel as
he finished speaking, and Silver, with a
loud yelp of pain, bounded into mid-air
only to fall back again with a groan, a
stream of blood gushing from his
shoulder where the knife had gone
home,

For one moment Hamnet stood as if
paralyzed with the horror of what had

happened, while everything swam be-
fore him in a sickening mist, the next
with a great ery of grief—he threw him-
self upon his knees by the prostrate
animal and tried to staunch the wound
with his handkerchief.

* Alack ! mv dear heart,” he sobbed,
forgetful of the presence of his enemy,
forgetful of all else save the suffering in
the loving, upraised eyes, * look at me
tell me thou art not hurt overmuch.”

* So, thou gaby, I've found a scheme
to ake thee ery, eh?” Diccon
narled, as he gave the dog a brutal

she knew not what. A great heron, | kick “ methinks a bath in the river
alarmed by the invasion of its solitude, | WOt Id be a cure-all for that wound.
rose from the side of the river and | Lend a hand, Wat, and we'll cast the
flapped its heavy 4 noisily as it | beast in and his master after him.”
moved away further stream flying Hamnet laid Silver's head gently
low above the water. A little willow | upon the ground and sprang tc his feet,
wren piped in feeble dismay from its confronting his taunting foe.
nest, and f the ‘(Go thy ways,” he said brokenly,
reed sparro for a | *“ thou hast hurt me enow and thou
moment distur ed the broodi 2 1 hadst knife L me, t vould not have been
ness, then it presse lose again darker » bad, %
and gloomier for the toneh of life and “By m r Diceor neered
motion that had vouldst i er me? I'll g
Hamnet sittin 1 the ba when the t T eth me, and na he
mindful of y 'k of brightness his ¢ tha he end on't, And a8
surrounding n il | pathy for thir he aind s I’
Nature's varyin d oy led « { hir f tl '
perecive t wil 1 ( t
l thy « [
1
on | i 1
hat
fa h
« th
g 1 ? PG
ay 1 p
cansh 1 i
'l [ Y
y I i l
insfe 1 por \
ke 1 drew ( A f | i h
bre have td Hithe
* Se fa ¢ ( . he ith
went o ‘ A v elucta for to | ] nd
not make i ut « Ve 1 best to let wounded, like
thee, Lis I logs, a | and « |
“ ¢ Alderliefe I » my heart 1 feel Silver's teeth 1 hi
write that ord, but 'tis mos weak | weakened state
indeed. There hath come news to us, | ®"“Nay," he d, “let's be off
my brave | ny all the world—of the | Thou'st done enow for one da give
gore trouble thou hast known of late, | the lad a taste o' thy fists and so away
those wicked lies, which, working on the rain is « ing on,”
thy gentle nature, turned it to bitter A3 he finished speaking he approach-
ness until thon wert ready to do the | ed Hamnet, who was again kneeling pro-
villain's bidding. But in the end thine | teetingly by Silver, and cuffed him with
own true heart conquered, as true |Such force that he reeled over the dog's

hearts always must and shall,
“¢ Now 'fore heaven 'twas

for thy uncle's

a valiant
act that ran of thine through the night
ake, and I cry thee par-

body.

"'l‘hr‘*r 3" he said, triumphantly, “we
be quits now-—thou and me—wilt take
back that lie 2"

Nay,” Hamuet returned dauntlessly,
“it was nolie,
Master Sturley succoured thee or not
o Moudasy night,
because my father is away ye can wreak
what ill ye will, but have a care, Good
Master Page and others beside
already o' your villainy, and if aught o’
barm befalleth us here ye'll have short
reckoning wi' them.”’

“Tae lad's rignt,” Cawdrey cried, in
great consternation, retreating at the
same time to the thicket, “Come—come
—the beast is stirring now, and he'll do
for thee and thourt na watehful,
Prithee—hurt na the lad furder,  I'faith
the whole country-side will be upon us
for his sake. Thou'st given him drubbing
evow, and thou'lt pay dear for this day's
sport, but by cock and pie I bena in
it. 1 was loath to come, and that thou
know'st and thou speak'st truth. And
thou canst nasay | burt thee, boy, nor
thy dog neither, but only that I begged
yon fellow to stay his h and,
away Diceon whiles 'tis yet time.”

Come

Ay, run thou black-hearted traitor,”
Diccon shouted after the fleeing figure,
“save thine own skin, thou hemp-crack-

ing rascal I'tl be even wi' thee yet
for this, though 'twere a pity todo aught
to rob the gallows o' its fruit. As for

: rainine blow after

blow upon Hz
“pheshrew thee, thou'lt na forget
how one Strattord lad kept kis promise

He threw the half-senseless form from
him.

“Now, lie snarled,
“and home and
set the whole town by the ears, ‘tis little
I care. An they search far and wide
they will na find me, land is
the laud for me, and so—farewell,”

soon

thou there,” he

when thou canst, crawl

The new

He strode away with a contemptuous
laugh which the treshening breeze

back to the quiet spot—quiet, save for
the rising voice of the river and the
occasional cry of some bird hastening
to its nest. Then, on a sudden, a
great gust of wind came howling through
the long lines of willows and they bent,
cowering and shivering, before the fury
of the driving storm, which had broken
at last.

After a time the keen air blowing
the little lad revived him. He
struggled up into a sitting position ind
strove to disentangle his thoughts, It
was almost impossible to think
tively with that dull

hore

home

upon

consectl-

ache all through

his body, and the duller ache at his
heart. Wait something was coming
back. The next instant he was on his
feet If dazed still, and half blind in

his w

darkness

sakness,

but trying to pierce the
about him with his anxious
glance,
“Silver,” he
“where art thou, true heart ?
The river, roaring by, seemed to still
its anary voice, the trees held back their
swaying arms as if to lis

eried, tremulously,

“Silver !  Silver
Silence again—silence—aud then a
low whine near at hand, followed a
faint bark.
The river went on indifferently, with
lond tumult, the trees lashed their
in redoubled f In a moment
et was at the d side, his face
on theslender e.Siiver pn L
t ueand attempted to | the bruised
/| liv'st he ried e
his sobs, “thou liv's
TO BE CONTI )
o ——— "

LORNA DOONE

CHAPTER VI

NECESSARY

PRACTI

About the rest of all that winter I re- ;

member very little, being only a young
boy then, and missing my father most
out of-doors, as when it came to the
bird-catching, or the tracking of hares
in the snow, or the training of a sheep-
dog. Oftentimes I looked at his gun, an
ancient piece fonnd in the sea, a little
below Glenthorne, and of which he was
mighty proud, although it was only a
pnatchlock ; and I thought of the time |1
had held the fuse, while he got his aim
at a rabbit, and once even at a red deer
rubbing among the hazels. Butnothing
came of my looking at it, so far as I re-
member, save foolish tears of my own
perhaps, till John Fry took it down one
day from the hooks where father's hand
had laid it ; and it hurt me to see how
John handled it, as if he had no memory.

“ Bad job for he as her had not got
thicey the naight as
them Doones. Rackon Varmer Jan 'ood
i-shown them the wai to kingdom come,
stead of gooin' herzell And a
to market ne

her eoom acra

S0 aisy.

maight have been gooin'

‘stead of laying banked up over yanner.
Maister Jan, thee ean zee the
thee look alang this here goon
Bu w, whutt be b erin’ at ? Wish
I had never told thee
¢ John Fry,I a 10t blubbering ou
T ¢ 1 1 ¢, John 1 are
] 1 \ ( | 1 |
the 1 fathe
« T | 1
out 11 [ t 1 ( 1
¥ \ \
nl s d \ and
| ‘ he L CT ra ece,
ATIC \ r ure t I
i I I ] t 1
e« vall al | f it l
d 1 i he orchard B | 1
8 d not gi v link or fuse, and, o
( ole, 1 lad thongh carry
( t do, he I had heard
1 fathe say  that the Spanish "
cked like a horse, and becaunse the
load in it came from his hand, and 1 did
not hike to undo it.  But I never found
it kick very hard, when firmly set to the

shoulder, unless it was badly loaded.

In truth, the thickness of the metal
was enough almost to astonish one ; and
what our people d about it may have
been true enongh, althongh most of them
are such liars—at least, 1

mean they

Thou know'st whether | qier, with God and the weather helping

On ! ye think that | say to a mouth or so.

which we of England managed to con-

us, & hundred years ago or more—I can't

‘After a little while, when John had
fired away at a rat the charge I held so

know | sacred, it came to me as a natural thing |

to practice shooting with that great
gun, instead of John Fry's blunderbuss,
which looked like a bell with a stalk to
it. Perhaps for a boy there is nothing
better than a good windmill to shoot at,
as | have seen them in flat countries ;
but we have no windmills upon the
great moorland, yet here and there a few
barn doors, where shelter is, and a way
up the hollows. And up those hollows
you ean shoot, with the help of the sides |
to lead your aim, and there is a fair
chance of hitting the door, if you lay
your cheek to the barrel, and try not to
be afraid of it.

Gradually 1 won such skill, that I sent
nearly all the lead gutter from the north
poreh or our little ehureh through our
best barn door, a thing which has often
repented me sinee, especially as chureh-
warden, and made me pardon many bad
but father was not buried on that
side of the chureh,

boys ;

But all this time, while I was roving
r the hills or the farm,
aven listening to John Frey, my mother,

ov about and

nuet's defeuceless body,  being so much older and feeling tr yuhle

longer, went about inside the house, or
among the maids and fowls, not earing
to talk to the best of them, except when
she broke out sometimes about the good
master they had lost, all and every one
But the fowls would take no
it, except to cluck for barley ;
and the maidens, though they had liked
him well, were thinkiug of sweethearts
as the spring ¢ Mother thought
it wrong of them, selfish and ungrateful;
and yet sometimes she was proud that
none had such call as herself to grieve
tor him. Only Aagnie seemed to go
softly in and out, and cry, with nobody
along of her, chiefly in the correr where
the beesare in the grindstone, But some-
how she would never let anybody behold
her ; being set, as you may say, to think
it over by herself, and season it with
weeping. Many times I caught her,and
many times she turned upon me, and
theu I could not look at her, but
how long to diuner-time.

Now in the depth of the »inter month,
such as we call December, father being
dead and quiet in his grave a fortnight,
it happened me to be out of powder for

of us,

notice «

e on.

asked

practice against his enemies. 1 had
rever fired a shot without thinking,
“ This for father's murderer ;" and John

Fry said that I made such faces it was a
wonder the gun went off, But though |
uld hardly hold the gun, unless with

my back against a bar, it did me good to
hear it go off, and hope to have hitten
his enemies.

* Oh, mother, motl [ said that

directly after dinner, while she was

sitting looking at me, and almost ready

t ay {as now she did na

week How like your father you are

Jaek, come here and iss

me mother, if you ot new how
much I want a shilling

* Jack, yon shall never want a shilling

le 1 1 al to give thee one Bu

vhat 1s for, dear heart, dear hear
I something t Por
T Per " | | 1 on r
r If I tell nort, i be for r
1 for the sa f t childre
“ Ble I wi | hi he
18 thre e ears of ag ¢
Give v little kiss, you Jac i
shall have the st e
For 1 hated to kiss or be i

il honest

those days ; and so boys Ist
do, when God putsany strength in ther

But now I wanted the powder so much,
that I went and kissed mother very
hyly,looking round the corner first, for

Jetty 1

But mother gave me half a dozen and
only one shilling for all of them; aund 1
could not find it in my heart to ask her
for another, although I would have taken
it. In very quick time I ran away with
the shilling in my pocket, and got Peggy
out on the Perlock road without my
mother knowing it. For mother was
frightened of that road now, as if all the
trees were murderers, and would never
let me go alone so much as a hundred
yards on it. And, to tell the truth 1
was touched with fear for many years
about it; and even now, when I ride at
dark there, a man by a peat-rick makes
me shiver, until I go and collar him.
But this time | was very bold, having
John Fry's blunderbuss, and keeping a
sharp lookout wherever any lurking-
place was. However, I saw only sheep
and small red cattle, and the common
deer of the forest, until I nigh to
PPorlock town, and then rode straight to
Mr, Pooke's at the sign of the Spit and
Gridiron.

Mr. Pooke was
)t having much

t to see me,

was

sleep, as it happened,
» do that day

and so

I fastened Peggy by the handle of a
iich she had no better
t snort. and blow her
| ked with a ful
John Fry's lerb
©Was ape f n
t enjoyment of
it da L1 4 I and larg
y 5 of a riper M
| 18 he of I
r ed dd und 1
1 L \ I r
\, as if Do 1 t
o 1 wstly
1 r I e !
wnd e sthinks 1 18 p
i
1 er | « [
1 l Y Wor live I
1 1PPose 1wt | know n en
the way to carry AT \n it were
ol i chlock, in the lieu
yod ine, which \ "
orne t mile nore and never cl
ff, searcely ¢ dst thou seer 10T¢
weeds Tmight tat thee m eo
tsoasldor even for an hour or
more, and like « igh it uld
shoot thee, unle I pulled t}
hard, with a cro upon my ; 80,

you see; just so, Master Pooke, only a
trifle harder." ;

“God sake, John Ridd, God sake, dear
boy,” eried Pooke, knowing me by this
time; “don’t ‘e, for good love Im\\': don't
' show it to me, boy, as if I was to sack

t. Put un down, for good, now; and

make mistakes, as all mankind must do, | thee suall have the very best of all is in

Perchance it was no mistake at all to say

that this ancient gun had belonged to a |

the shop.”
“Ho!" I replied, with much contempt,

noble Spaniard, the captain of a fine | And swinging round the gun so that it
large ship in the “ Invineible Armada,” i fetched his hoop of candles down, all un-

kindled as they were: *“Ho! as if I had |
not attained to the handling of a gun

yet! My hands are cold coming over

the moors, else would 1 go bail o puint |
the mouth at you for aun hour, sir, aud

no cause for uneasiness,”

But in spite of all assurances, he

| showed himself desirous only to see the

last of my gun and me, 1 dare say “vil-
lainous saltpetre,” as the great play-
wright calls it, was never so cheap be-
fore nor since. For my shilling, Master
Pooke afforded me two great packages
over-large to go into my pockets, as well

| as a mighty chunk of lead, which I bound

upon Peggy's withers,  And as if all this
had not been enough, he presented me
with a roll of comfits for my sister
Annie, whose gentle face and pretty
manners won the love of every body.
There was still some daylight here and
there as I rose the hill above Porlock,
wondering whether my mother would be
in a iright, or would not know it. The
two great packages of powder slung be-
hind my back koocked so hard agaiost
one another that I feared they must
either spill or blow up, and hurry me
over Peggy's ears from the wooleu cloth
I rode upon. For father always liked a
horse to have some wool upon his loins
whenever he went far from home and had
to stand abont

where one pleased, hot
and and pantiong. And father
always said that saddles were meant for
men full-grown and heavy, and losing
their activity; and no boy or young man
on gur farm durst ever get into asaddle,
because they all kuew tuat the
would chuck them out pretty

As for me, I had tried it

wet

master
quickly.
onee, from a

kind of curiosity; and I eould not walk
for two or three days, the leather galled
my knees so. But now, as Peggy bore

me bravely,snorting every now and then

into a cloud of air, for the ght was
growing frosty, presently the moon arose
over the shoulder of a a hill, aud the

pony and [ were half glad to see her, and

half afraid of the shadow she threw, and
the images all around us, [ was ready
at any moment to shoot at any body,
having great faith in my blunderbuss,
but hoping not to prove it. 1as |
passed the narrow place where the

Coones had killed my father, such a fear
broke out upon me that | leaned upon the
neck of Peg

,and shut my eyesand was

cold all ov However, there was not
a soul to be se until we came bome t«
the old farm yard, and there was my
mother erying sadly, and Betty Mux

worthy scolding.
“Clomie

\hlu". the

if you

dlong, now,” 1

whispered to
r; and

mot

ent supper was ov

1 your to

will show you something.
lifted herself on the bench so
and flushed so rich with pleasure,

as obliged to stare hard away,
vy look peyond us, Betty
d someth
the ¢
mvince

ever found r

never d ¢ mother

¢. which r thing, not
y hen 1 gre I

have € bu at | eing
ronged t he f \ A
¢ rtw e, by a y wi
me eag 1 L} Ey a
‘ ¢ " ¢ wen ir
eradle ve are lia and  wome
1 ol K at the
V he Betty eould find crime of
mine, she cked me t the way
in i if I had bee nobod
and the she beza coax ** Mistress
Annie,” as she always called her, a
draw the soft hair her hands, and
whisper into the little ears. Mean-

hile, dear mother was falling
having been troubled so much abot

and ** Watch,’” my father's pet d

nodding closer and c¢loser up into her
lap.

*Now, Annie, will you come ?" I said
for I wanted her to ho'd the ladle for

melting of the lead; *“will you come at
once, Annie ? or must I go for Lizz
and let her see the whole of it.,”

“Indeed, then, you won't do that,”
said Annie : “Lizzie to come before me,
John, and she can't stir a pot of brewis,
and scarce knows a tongue from a ham,
John, and says it makes no difference,
because both are good to eat. Oh,
Betty what do you think of that to come
of all her book learning?"”

“Thank God he can't say that of me,
Betty answered shortly, for she never
cared about argument, except on her
own side; *thank he, [ says, every marn-
in' a'most, never to lead me astray so.
Men is desaving, and so is galanies; but
the most all is books, with
their heads and tails, and the speckots
in 'em, lik a peg as taken the
maisles, Some folk purtends to laugh
and ery over them., God forgive them
for liars!"™

It was |

she

desaving of

have

Jetty's obstinacy that
believe in reading or

never w

the possibility of it, but stoutly main-
tained to the very last that people first
learned things by heart, and then pre
tended to make t from patterns
done ) paper r the sake of
stor g hone f just as «
t conjurers \nd even t« ea the
par 1 vas not enough to cor
r © Saic 18, 1t made 1
dd ( re all the 18 the rest
« And n that she had been on
he far v upon forty years, and had
irsed ind wde his elothes
wd | that he had y eat, and then put
« She wa come to sueh
withorit that it was not worth the
ges of the best man on the place to
say a word in answer to Betty, even if
uld face the risk to have ten for

one, or twenty

Annie was her love and joy. F
Annie she would do anything, even so
far as to try to smile, when the little

W

maid laughed and danced to her. And
in truth I know not how it was, but
every ore was taken with Annie at the
very first time of seeing her. She had

such pretty ways and manners, and such
a look of and a sweet soft
light in her long blue eyes full of trust-
ful gladness, KEvery body who looked
at her seemed to grow the better for it,
bheesuse she knew no evil. And then
the turn she had for eooking, you never
would have expected it; and how it was

kindness,

| her richest mirth to see that she had

pleased you, I have been out on the
world a vast deal, as you will own here-
after, and yet have I never seen Annie's
equal for making a weary man comfort-
able,

CHAPTER VII
HARD IT 18 TO CLIMB

So many a winter-night wend by in a |
hopeful and pleasaut manoer, with the |
hissing of the vright round bullets, cast |
into the water, and the spluttering ot
the great red apples which Auvnie wes
roasting for me. We always mauaged
our evening's work in the chimney of
the back kitcheu, where there was room
to set chairs and table, in spite of the
fire burning. On the right hand side
was a mighty oven, where Betty threat-
ened to bake us; and on the left, long
sides of bacon, made of favored pigs, and
growing very brown sud comely, Annpie
kuew the names of all, and ran up
through the wood-smoke, every now
aud then, when a gentle memory moved
her, and asked them how they were get-
ting on, and when they would like to be
eaten, Then she came back with
foolish tears, at thinking of that neeces-
sity; and I, being soft ina different way,
would make up my mind against bacon.

But, Lord bless you! it was no good
Whenever it breakfast  time,
after three hours upon the moors, 1 re-
gularly forgot the pigs, but paid good

came to

heed to the rashers. For ours is a
hungry country, if such there
Eungland; a place, 1 mean, where

st eat, and are quick to discharge

the duty. Tne air
shrewd and wholesome

the moors 18 so

stirring a man's
recolleetion of the good which
have betided him, ng his
hope of something better in the
future, that by the time | + sits down to

a cloth, his heart and stomach are

turned too well to say
other,
\lmost everybody

“nay to one an-
knows, in our part
of the world at least, how pleasant and
soft the fall of the is round about
Plover's Barrows farm.  All

and
above it 1s

strong dark mountain, spread with
heath, and desolate, but near our house
the valleys cove, and open wa and
shelter, Here are trees, an

green grass, and orchards full of con-
tentment, and a man may scarce espy
the brook, although he hears it every-

where., And indeed a stout good piece
of it comes through our farm-yard, and
swells sometimes to a rush of waves,
when the clouds are on the hilltops.

But all below, where the vall

and the Lynn stream goes ale

bends,

with it,

pretty meadows slope their breast, and
the sun spreads on the water. And
nearly all of this is ours till you come
to Nicholas Snowe's land.

But about two miles below our farm,
the Bagworthy water runs into the
Ly and makes a real river of it
T t hurties away, with a stre
and a force of willful waters, under

hill, a

rain, where

foot of a barefaced

and woods the stream is

covered over and dark avy p le-
lay it. There aYe plenty of 1 a
downgthis way, and the further ) o
the ‘q they get, havi per
g 1s to feed in; and o8
the summer months, when mother co 1
spare me off the farm, I came down here,
with Annie to helj ecause it was s
lonely), and caught well-uigh a basket-
ful flittle trout and minnows,

hook and a bit of wor ,ora fern-
Wi A blow iy, | g Ir 1 a hazel pulse
sti For of all the ings I learned
At 1 \bode w I ‘
ved the knack of fisb-

ha rude
ma t for
the e and
put t t L certain  process,
which they g v call “sheep washing

In the third meadow from the gate of
the school, going up the river, there is
1 fine pool in the Lowman, where the

Taunton brook comes in, and they call
“Taunton I'he water runs
down with a strong, sharp stickle, and
then has a sudden elbow in it, where the
small brook trickles in; and on that side
the bank is steep, four or it may be five
feet high, overhanging loamily; but on
the other side it is flat, pebbly, and fit
to land upon. Now the large boys take
the small boys, erying saaly for mercy,
and thinking, mayhap, of their mothers;
with hands laid well at the back of their
necks, they bring them up to the crest
of the bank upon the eastern site, and
make them strip their clothes off. Then
the litdde boys, falling on their naked
knees, blubber upward piteously; but
the large boys know what is good for
them, and will not be entreated. So
ttey cast them down, one after another,
into the splash of the water, and watch
them go to the bottom first, and then
come up and fight for it, with a blowing
and a'bubbling. It is a very fair sight
to watch, when you know there is little
danger, because, although the pool is
deep, the current is sure to wash a boy
up on the stones, where the end of the
depth is, As for me, they had no need
to throw me more than once, because |
jumped of my own accord, thinking
small things of the Lowman, after the
violent Lynn. Nevertheless, I learned
to swim there, as all the other boys did;
for the greatest point in learning that
is to find that you must do it. 11
the water naturally, ¢

it the wol.

ved

could not long

be out of it; but even the boys who
hated it most came to swim in some
fasbion or other, alter they had bheen
flung for a year or two into the Taunton
pool

But now, althcugh my sister Annie

came company,
to be parted from me by t
the Lynn
my back

to keep me and was not
) e tricks of
stream, because [ put her on
carried her across, when-
ever she could not leap it, or
take
it happened that neither of us had been
up the Bagworthy water. We

that it brought a good stream down, as
full of fish as of pebbles
that it must be very
way where no way was, nor even a
lock came down to drink.
we were afraid or not, I am sure 1
not tell, because it is so long ago ;
I think that had something to do with
it. For Bagworthy water ran out of
Doone Valley, a mile or so from the
mouth of it.

anda
tuck up

her things and the stones ; yvet so

knew

and we thought
pretty to make a
bul-
But whether
ean-
but

But when | was turned fourteen years
old, and put into good small-clothes,
buckled at the knee, and strong blue
worsted hosen, knitted by my mother, it
happened to me without choice, I may
say, to explore the Bagworthy water.
| And it came about in this wise:
| My mother had long been ailing, and
| not well able to eat much ; and there
is nothing that frightens us so much as
for people to have no love of their

victuals, Now | chanced w remewmber
tust onee at the time of the holidays I
had brought dear mother from Tiverton
« jar ol pickled loaches, caught by my-
self in the Lowman River, aud baked in
the Kitehen oven, with vinegar, a lew
leaves of bay, and about a duzen pepper-
corus. And mother had said that in all
her life she had never tasted anything
fit to be compared with them, Whether
she said so goud a thing out of compli-
went to my skill in catching the fish
and covkiug them, or whether she really
meant 1it, 1s more than I ean tell, though
1 quite believe the latter, and so would
wost people who tasted them ; at any
rate, 1 uow resolved to get some loaches
tor ber, and do them o the sell-same
mauner, just to make her eat a bit,
There are many people, even now
who have not cowe Lo the right knowl-
edge what & loach 1s, sud where be lives,
and how to cateh aud pickle him,  And
I will not tell them all about 1t, because
if 1 did, very likely there would be uo
loacues lelit ten or tweuty years alter
A piekled
minuow is very good if you eaten bhim in
a stickle, with the scarlet Lingers upot
bim : but | count him o more than v
ropes 1 beer compared with a loach
done properly.
resolved to eateh some

ver trouble it

the appesrance ol tols book,

aches

cost me, 1 set forth

without a word to any oue, in the lore
noou of St Valentine's day 167076, 1
thinkitmust have been, Aunieshouldn

cote with me because the

cold ; tor the winter had been long, and

warer was L

suow lay here and there in patehes i

the hollow of the bauks, like a lady’s
gloves torgotten. Aud yet the spring
was breaking torth, as it always does in
Devonshire, when the turn of the day

is over : aud though there was little t
see of it, the air was full of feeling.
It puzzles me now thatl remember all

those young impressions so because |
took no heed of them at the tin e what-
ever: and yet they come upon
bright, when nothing else is evident

the gray tog of experience, 1 am like
an old man gazing at the outside of hi
spectacles, and geeing, as he rubs the
dust, the image of his grandson playiug
at bo-peep with him.

But let me be of
could forget that d:
cold the water

sge, I never
,and how bitter
For 1 doffed n

and hose, and put them in
ibout my wind left my litt ¢
it home, and tied my shirt-sleeves bac
to my shoulders. Then 1 took a three
pronged fork firmly bound to a rod witl
cord, and a piece of canvas kerchief witl
ind so
ing to think

any

was,

shoes

neck, |

v lump of bread inside it
the water, tr
warm it was. For more th
down the Lynn stream, scar
I left unturned, being
skilled in the tricks of the

went iut

pebbly how

knowing how he hides |

being ay-spotted, apd clear t et
and something likea cuttle fish
substantial, he will stay quite

still where a streak of weed s

rapid water, hoping to be overlo ked,

nor caring even to wag his tail. The

being disturbe he ips away like

vhalebone from

A shell ol

‘ t s hir

b s back-r
time to spear
fork very ginge
bent of it, whic
not how, at the

Or, if your weh should not be abroad
when first you come to look for him, but
keeping snug in his little home, ther
you may see him come forth amazed

the quivering of the shingles, and oar
himself and look at you, and then dart
up stream, like a little gray
and then you must try to
and follow very daintily
in a sandy place, you steal up behind his
tail to him, so that he cannot set eyes
on you, for his head is up stream always,
and there you him abiding still,
clear and mild, and affable. Then, as
he looks so innoeent, you make full sure
to prog him well, in spite of the wry of
the water,and the sun making elbows to
| everything, and the trembling of your
fingers, But when you gird at him
lovingly, and have as good as gotten
him, lo ! in the go-by of the river he is
gone as a shadow goes, ard only a little
cloud of mud carls away from the points
of the fork.
A long way down that limpid water,
chill and bright as an iceberg, went my

strealk
mark him in,
So after that,

see

d in hand
with Nature the cures it brings
aboutare both thoroughand lasting.
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little self that d
errand — destruct
fish seemed to knos
had taken out G
meant to have th
one of them was av
more than replenis
Ccow mignt eome an
and put her yellow
fisher, like a blue
through the dark
nel, or sit on a
with his beak s
feathers ; even
down stream, like
of wood, with his
water-top, and h
quietly ; and yet
other life, as it dc
man comes.

Now let not ar
thought ot these th
for 1 knew not t
proud enough in
versal fear | spre
places, where It
afraid, if anythii
It 1s all very pret
with their hopes
dumb as yet on
waters murmurin,
spread out with
takes none of thi
meant for a poe
charge upon me
have a good app!
he stole it.

When [ had tr
conquered now
coming out to 1
friction, and onl
because of the U
ly, in an open
spread about it
flowing softly in
And it brought
by the sweep of
a larger power
Lyun itseif ha
quietly down, u
stairs and step:
Lynn is, but gli
bly, as if upon s

Hereupon 1 d
reason was muc
water was bitt
were achi

toes
rubbed them we
sting-nettle, an
a while, was ki
Now all the
upon that mom
munching a eru
sweet brown |
bacon along wit
red heels agall
them warm, 1
under the fork
me. 1t seemed
now and tell
loaches ; and yi
knowing what
where no grow
worthy water,
that
fond enough «
like a man to
However, as

I was o

Spirit arose wi
what my fath
had told me a
a coward. A
my little hear
pating, and 1
father looks,
him.” Sol p
again, and b
from the knes
and crossing
under the brs
on the Bagac

I found it s
and torn wit
rocky
go evenly.

as the

stakes stretc
across t

f pi
last year's

way

riders «

quiet places
the transpar
olive moviug
the sun came
making dan
shadowing tl
Here, alth
deep, dark p
step I took
ward, on th
sport of I
forking
driving othe
I could bai
have
wonder that
about dange
time, but s
whenever |
called a bi
sooth there

SO

ever

having mor
the rough I
so large as
even taken
pound.

But in a

never was

rocky e
away, or th
and the pl

and the e
until 1 th
have a goo
of my cath

For now

hind the b
trees, bein
giants rea
moment as

white fros
worse and
with it.

came to al
a great b
whitened
gldes, till
Now, ti
ease and («
water, wi
yet I had
ears  into
cramped
in all con
the midd
shoulders
pit was ¢
into it,
sunshine
sun ever
dered an
pool itse
vhout 1t
ner, and
it in st
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