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27z THE MAID

none of them) ; also the feeling (which
no one expressed, but all would have
been disappinted of) that honest black
Evan, after knocking so many men
down in both parishes and the extra-
parochial manor, was designed, by this
downright blow from above, to repent
and to entertain every one ; and most of
all, the fact that five of a highly respect-
able family were to be buried at once, to
the saving of four future funerals, all of
which must have been fine ones,— these
universal sympathies compelled the house
and the people therein to exert themselves
to the uttermost.

Enough that it gave satisfaction, not
universal, but general ; and even that last
is a hard thing to do in such great out-
bursts of sympathy. Though Moudlin
church is more handy for Sker, and the
noble Portreeve of Kenfig stood upon his
right to it, still there were stronger rea-
sons why old Newton should have the
preference.  And Sker being outside
either parish, Crowner Bowles, on receipt
of a guinea, swore down the Portreeve to
his very vamps.  For Moxy Thomas was
a Newton woman, and loved every scrape
of a shoe there; and her uncle, the
clerk, would have ended his days if the
fees had gone over to Kenfig. Our par-
son, as well, was a very fine man, and a
match for the whole of the service ; while
the little fellow at Moudlin always cough-
ed at a word of three syllables.

There was one woman in our village
who was always right. She had been
disappointed, three times over, in her
early and middle days ; and the effect of
this on her character was so lasting and
so wholesome, that she never spoke
without knowing something.  When from
this capital female I heard that our
churchyard had won the victory, and
when I foresaw the demented condition
of glory impending upon our village (not
only from five magnificent palls, each
with its proper attendance of black, and
each with five hymns and good howling,
but yet more than that from the hot
strength of triumph achieved over vaunt-
ing Kenfig), then it came into my mind
to steal away with Bardie.

A stern and sad sacrifice of myself, I
assured myself that it was, and would
be; for few even of our oldest men
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could enjoy a funeral more than I did,
with its sad reflections and junketings,
And I might have been head-man of al|
that day, entitled not only to drop the
mould, but to make the speech afterwards
at the Inn.

But T abandoned all these rights, and
braved once more the opinions of ne'gh-
bors (vhich any man may do once too
often) ; and when the advance of sound
came towards us, borne upon the west-
ern wind from the end of Newton Wayn,
slowly hanging through the air, as if the
air Joved death ~f man—the solemn
singing of the people who must go that
way themselves, and told it in their mel-
ody; and when the Clevice rock rung
softly with the tolling bell, as well as
with the rolling dirges, we slipped away
at the back of it—that is to say, pretty
Bardie and 1. For Bunny was purer of
Newton birth than to leave such a sight
without tearing away.  And desiring some
little to hear all about it, I left her with
three very good young women, smelling
strongly of southernwood, who were be-
ginning to weep already, and promised to
tell me the whole of it.

As we left this dismal business, Bardie
danced along beside me, like an ostrich-
feather blown at. In amony the sand-
hills soon I got her, where she could see
nothing, and the thatch of rushes dead-
ened every pulse of the funeral bell
And then a strange idea took me, all
things being strange now, that it might
prove a rich wise thing to go for a quiet
cruise with Bardie. In that boat, and
on the waves, she might remember things
recovered by the chance of semblance.
Therefore, knowing that all living crea-
tures five miles either way of us were
sure to be in Newton churchyard nearly
all the afternoon, and then in the public-
houses, I scrupled not to launch my
boat and go to sea with the little one.
For if we steered a proper course no
funeral could see us. And so I shipped
her gingerly. The glory of her mind
was such that overboard she must have
jumped, except for my Sunday neck-tie
with a halfinch knot around her. And
the more I rowed the more she laughed,
and looked at the sun with her eyes
screwed up, and at the water with all
wide open. “’Hare is 'a going, old




