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ONE WRONG STEP.

AN ORKNEY STOIY.

BY MRS. AMELTA E. BARR.*

1.

"Trirt''s few folk ken Rag-on Torr as I do, mother. lie is
hettei' at heart than thou Nvad think; indeed le is "

"lIf better mcre ivitliin, 1-ctter would corne out, John. He's beeii
drunk or dovering P' the chiminey-corn.eù these past three weeks.
H-ecli! but he'd dIo wveel P Fool's Land, whcre they get hiaîf a
crown a, day for sepn.

"Thres nnecan hunt a seal or spear a wvhale like Ragon;
thou sa«.iw hinm theesel', inother, among the last sehool P' Stroinness.
Biay.")

IlI sa.wv a ravin g, ranting heathen, ivi' the bonnic blue bay a
Sea% o' blood around him, an'ble shouting ani'slaying like an old
pagan sea-king. Decent, God-fearing fisher-folk do their needful
warlc ithier gate than yen. Now there is but one thing for thc
to do: thou must break wi' Ragon Torr, an' that quick an' sooii."

"Know this, my mother, a friend is to bie taken -%l' his faults."
"Thou knows this, .John:- I hae forty yea rs mnair than thou hast,

an' years ken inair than books. An' wi' a' tlîy book skill hast
thou iie'er read that 'Evil communications corrupt gude manners'?
Mak up thy mind that I shall tak it vera iii if thou saîl ag-ain
this year wi' that born heathen; " and with these words damne
Alison Sabay rose up frem the stone beach at lier cottage door
aind wvent dourly into the houseplace.

John stood on the littie jetty which. ran froni the very doorstep
into the bay, and looked though tfully over toward the swveet green
isie of Graemsay; but neither the beauty of land or sea, nor the
spiendour of skies briglit with the rosy banners of the Aurora
gave hlm any answer to the thouglits which troubled him. "il
hiae to talk it o'er wl' Christine," lie said decidedly, and hie also
turned into the house.

Christine -%vas ten yea.rs older than lier brother John. She had
knowTn much ýorroiv but she liad lived through and lived down ail
lier trials- and corne ont into peace on the other side. She -%vas
sitting by the peat fire knitting, and softly crooning an olId Scotch
psalm to the click of her needies. She aiiswered John's lookc Nvitli
a sweet, grave smile, and a slight niod towards the littie round
table, upon which there 'vas a plate of smoked goose and some
oaten cake for lus supper.

III carena to eat a bite, Christine; this is wvhat I wvant o' thee:

* Those who have read Mrs. Barr's strongly-written story, "1Jan Yod-
der's Wife," wviIl lie glad te read this sketch of Orkney life from the saie
'Zr aphic peîl.-ED.


