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women tin- labuurcrs' lot h;id Ixiii liurtkr than Dart-

moor winters; hut lor fh^iu the hfe of the master him-

self must have sunk iiiio a mere, sordid luatter of

business, lacking all principles but cxpedinu y.

Religion he had none; yet, until the present, ])ursucd

honest courts with nio.^t >cruiiul<njs ri^-our. But this

the man had d(;ne hccau>c lioncsty was the best policy

in hi> experieiut. Already matter^ .'ere falling out

that shook Iiim in !ii> o})ininn His (K.irest enemv
—a neighbouring I'armer—j)rospered amazingly,

tluaigh all Hie country-side knew huu foi a notorious

rogue.

This man was called Rng(.- H 'ijcywoll, and ho

owned oni' of the ancient Dartmoor tenen'tnt farms.

Of the<o not a. f . w exist; they lie scattered upon the

waste, and are ituiejxnd. tit of Du.hy ;|ur;^di(•tin^.

Vltifer Farm—a spot cultiv,•i^,d from r.M-i.ite periods

— was m„re liapy)ily situated than the homestead of

Mr. \ewcombe. It enjoyed greatc r facilities, and a

}>M<k-!inrse .'oad of good quality for those days—ex-

ttntKd between it and the adjacrnt \ illage of Wide-
combe, the metropolis of that region. This road
passed over F.;ivt Dart, some ch'stance below D,-sgcr
Farm, upon a clapper bridge, of which the rui-is may
still l)e seen.

Of late .Mr. Tloneywell, from mrrelv passive dislike,

had awakened his neighbour \ewcomhe into furious


