ONE WRONG STEP.
: AN ORKNEY STORY.

BY MRS. AMELIA E. BARR¥

L

«Tuere’s few folk ken Ragon Torr as I do, mother. He is
hetter at heart than thou wad think; indeed he is!”

« If Letter were within, better would eome out, John. He’s been
drunk or dovering i’ the chimney-corner these past three weeks.
Hech! but he'd do weel i’ Fool’s Land, where they get half a
crown a day for sleeping.”

“«There’s nane can hunt a seal or spear a whale like Ragon;
thou saw him theesel’, mother, among the last school i’ Stromness.
Bay.”

«Isaw a ravi}lg, ranting heathen, wi’ the bonnic blue bay a
sca 0’ blood around him, an’ he shouting an’slaying like an old
pagan sea-king. Decent, God-fearing fisher-folk do their needful
wark ither gate than yon. Now there is but one thing for thee
to do: thou must break wi’ Ragon Torr, an* that quick an’ soon.”

«Know this, my mother, a friend is to be taken wi’ his faults.”

“Thou knows this, John: I hae forty years mair than thou hast,
an’ years ken mair than books. An’ wi’ a’ thy book skill hast
thou ne'er read that ¢Evil communications corrupt gude manners’?
Mak up thy mind that I shall tak it vera ill if thou sail again
this year wi’ that born heathen;” and with these words dame
Alison Sabay rose up from the stone beach at her cottage door
and went dourly into the houseplace.

John stood on the little jetty which ran from the very doorstep
into the bay, and looked thoughtfully over toward the sweet green
isle of Graemsay ; but neither the beauty of land or sea, nor the
spiendour of skies bright with the rosy banners of the Aurora
gave him any answer to the thoughts which troubled him. «T’ll
hae to talk it o'er wi’ Christine,” he said decidedly, and he also
turned into the house.

Christine was ten years older than her brother John. She had
known much sorrow but she had lived through and lived down all
her trials' and come out into peace on the other side. She was
sitting by the peat fire knritting, and softly crooning an old Scotch
psalm to the click of her needles. She answered John’s look with
a sweet, grave smile, and a slight nod towards the little round
table, upon which there was a plate of smoked goose and some
oaten cake for his supper.

«] carcna to eat a bite, Christine; this is what I want o’ thee:

* Those who have read Mrs. Barr’s strongly-written story, ‘‘Jan Ved-
der'’s Wife,” will be glad to read this sketch of Orkney life from the same
graphic pen.—Ep.



