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A QUESTION OF FAITH

ClIAlyrER I

ON a mild day in February, an Encrlish

gentleman, by name Matthew Knighton,

was walking across a bit of moorland on the

borders of his own esute. He was bound

for a neighboring hamlet to meet a friend

who was expected to arrive there by the

weekly coach, wh*ch at this season was the

only public means of passenger transport in
the locality.

Knighton had just ascènded a short steep
hill to, reach the upland whieh he was now

érossing. Before him, stretching in ridge
beyond ridge, green fore-ground Mergmg

into gray and misty distance, was one of

the great moors that lie south of the BrIstol
Channel.


