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LORNA DOONE
B. R. D, BLACKMORE
CHAPTER XL
NOT TOO SOON

When I started on my road across the
hills and valleys (which now were pretty
much alike), the utmost I could hope to
do was to gain the erest of hills, and
look into the Doone Glen, Hence 1
might at least desery whether Lorna
still was safe, by the six nests still re-
maining, and the view of the Captain's
house. When | was come to the open
eountry, far beyond the sheltered home-
stead, and in the full brunt of the wind,
the keen blast of the cold broke on me,
and the mighty breadth of snow. Moor
and highland, field and common, eli
and vale and watercourse, over all the

| could manage most of thee,

| . "
“UUs be shut in here, and starving, and

|
durstn’t let anybody in upon us, Iwish
thou wer't good to ate, young man : I

[ was so frightened by her eyes, full
of wolfish hunger, that I could only say,
“Good God!"” naving never seen the
like before. Then drew I forth a large
piece of bread, which I had brought in
case of accidents, and placed it in her
bands. She leaped at it as a starving
dog leaps at the sight of his supper,
and she set her teeth in it, and then
witheld iv from her lips with something
very like oath at her own vile
greediness; and then awsy around the |
corner with it, no doubt for her young
mistress. | meanwhile was oceupied, to

| the best of my ability, in taking my

rolling folds of misty white were flung. |

There was nothing square or jagged
left, there was nothing perpendicular ;
all the rugged lines were eased, and all
the breaches smoothly filled. Curves,
and mounds, and rounded heavings took
the place of rock and stump ; and all
the country looked as if a woman's hand
had been on it.

Through the sparkling breadth of
white, which seemed to glanee my eyes
away, and past the humps of laden trees,
bowing their backs like a woodman, I
contrived to get along, half sliding and
balf walking, in places where a plain-
shodden man must have sunk, and
waited freezing, till the thaw should
come to him. For although there had
been such violent frost every night
upon the snow, the snow itself, having
pnever thawed, even an hour, had never
coated over. Hence it was as soft and
light as if all had fallen yesterday. In
places where no drift had been, but
rather off than on to them, three feet
was the least of depth ; but where the
wind has chased it round, or any draught

led like a funnel, or anything opposed |

it, there you might very safely say that
it ran up to twenty feet, or thirty, or
even fifty and 1 believe sometimes a
hundred.

As last I got to my spy-hill (as 1 had
begun to call it), although I never
should have known it but for what it
looked on. And even to know this last
again required all the eyes of love, so-
ever sharp and vigilant. Fo: all the
beautiful Glen Doone (shaped from out
the mountains, as if on purpose for the
Doones, and looking in the summer-time
like a sharp cut vase of green) now was
besnowed half up the sides, and at
either end so, that it was more like the
white basins wherein we boil plum-
puddings. Not a patch of grass was
there, not a black branch of a tree ; all
was white ; and the little river flowed
beneath an arch of snow, if it managed
to flow at all.

Now this was a great surprise to me ;
not only because 1 believed Glen Doone
to be a place outside all frost, but also
because 1 thought perhaps that it was
quite impossibie to be cold near Lorna.
And now it struck me all at once that
perhaps her ewer was frozen (as mine
had been for the last three weeks, re-
quiring embers around it), and perhaps
her window would not shut, any more
than mine would, and perl
wanted blankets.

ps she
This idea worked me
up to such a chill of sympathy, that
seeing no Doones now about, and
doubting if any guns would gooff in this
state of the weather, and knowing that
po man could cateh me up (except with
shoes like mine), I even resolved to
slide the cliffs, and bravely go to Lorna.

It helped me much in this resolve,
that the snow came on again, thick
enough to blind a man who had not
spent his time among it, as 1 had doue
now for days and days. Therefore 1
took my neatsfoot oil, which now was
clogged like honey, aud rubbed it hard
into my leg-joints, so far as 1 could reach
them. And then I set my back and
elbows well against a snow-drift bang
ing far adown the c¢liff, and saying some
of the Lord’s Prayer, threw myself on
Providence., Before there was time to
think or dream, I landed very beauti-
fully upon a ridge of run-up snow
quiet corner. My good shoes, or boots,
preserved me from going far beneath it;
though one of them was sadly strained,
where a grub had gnawed the ash in the
early summer-time. Having set my-
sell aright, and being in good spirits
made boldly across the valley (where
the snow was furrowed hard), being now
afraid of nobody.

it Lorna had looked out of the window
she would not have known me, with
those boots upon my feet, and a well
cleaned sheep-skin over me, bearing my
own (J. R.) in red just between my
shoulders, but covered n in snow-
flakes. The house was partly drifted up,
though not so much as ours was ; and [
crossed the little stream almost without
knowing that it was under me. At first,
being pretty safe against interference
from the other huts, by virtue of the
blinding snow and the diflieulty of walk-
ing, 1 examined all the windows ; but
these were coated so with ice, like ferns,
and flowers, and dazzling stars, that no
one could so much as guess what
be inside of them. Moreover, 1|
was afraid  of pryving narrowly
into them, as it was not a proper
thing where a maiden might be : only 1
wanted to know just this, whether sh
were thoere or not,

Taking nothing by the movement, 1
was foreed, much against my will, to
venture to the door and knoek in a
hesitating manner, not being sure but
what my auswer might be the mouth
of a carbine. However, it was not so ;
for 1 heard a pattering of feet and a
whispering going on, and then a shrill
voice through the
“Who's there?”

“Only me,
upon which tle ¢
and a litt obbing, or something that
was like it ; and then

might

key-hole asking,

John Ri

I heard a

"1 answered

opened about ouple of inches, w
bar Lehind it still ; and then the little
voice went on

“Pat thy finger in young man, with

the old ring on it. But mind thee, if it
be the wrong one, thou shalt never draw
it back again.”

Langhing at Gwenny’s r

thty threat,

I showed my finger in the cpening
upon which t me in, and barred
door again like lightning

at is the meaning of all this

y?" I asked, as I slipped about

floor I ¢ | not stand ther

ith my great snow-shoes on.

enough, and bad maning

the Cornish girl made answer.

snow-shoes off, yet wondering mueh my-
self why Lorna did not come to me,

Jut presently I knew the eause; for
Gwenny led me, and I ran, and found
my darling quite unable to say so much
as, “Jobn, how are you?" Between the
hunger, and the cold, and the excite-
ment of my coming, she had fainted
and lay back on a chair, as white
as the snow around us. In betwixt her
delicate lips Gwenny was Lhrusting
with all her strength the hard brown
crust of the rye bread which she had
ched from me so.

(et water, or get snow,’ I said;
“don’t you know what fainting is, you
very stupid child ?”

“Never heered on it in Carnwall, she
answered, trusting still to the bread;
“be un the same as bleeding ?"

“It will be directly, if you go en
squeezing away with that crust so.
Fat a piece: | have got some more.
Leave my darling now to me.,”

Hearing that I had some more, the
starving girl could resist no longer, but
tore it in two, and had swallowed half
before I had coaxed my Lorna back to
sense, and hope, and joy, and love.

“I never expected to see you again.

I had made up my mind to die, John, |

and to die without your knowing it.”
As I repelled this fearful thought in
a manner highly fortifying, the tender

hue lowed back again into her famished |
cheeks and lips, and a softer brilliance |

glistened from the depth of her dark
eyes. She gave me one little shrunken
hand, and I could not help a tear for it.

“After all, Mistress Lorna,” I said,
pretending to be gay, for a smile might
do her good, “you do not love me as
Gwenny does; for she even wanted to
eat me.”

“And shall afore I have done, young
man,” Gwenny answered, langhing;
“you come in here with they rek chakes,
and makes us think o’ sirloin.”

“Kat upjyour bitof brown bread, Gwenuny.

It is not good enoungh for your mistress.
Bless her heart, I have something here
such as she never tasted the like of,
being im such appetite. Look here,
Lorna; smell it first, 1 have had it
ever since Twelfth-day, and kept it all
the time for you. Anpnie made it.
That is enough to warrant it good
cooking."”

And then I showed my great mince-
piein a bag of tissue paper, and I told
them how the mince-meat was made of
zolden pippins finely shred, with the
under-cut of the sirloin, and spice and
fruit accordingly, and far beyond my
knowledge. But Lorna would not touch
a morsel until she had thanked God for
it, and given me the kindest kiss, and
put a piece in Gwenny's mouth.

| have eaten many things wmyself,
with very great enjoyment, and keen
perception of their merits, and some
thanks to God for them. But 1 never
did enjoy a thing that had found its
way between my own lips half or even
a quarter as much as I now enjoyed be-
holding Lorna, sitting proudly upward
(to show that she was faint no more),
entering into that mince-pie, and mov-
ing all her pearls of teeth (inside her
little mouth-place) exactly as I told
her. For I was afraid lest she should
be too fast in going through it, and
cause herself more damage so than she
got nourishment. But I had no need) to
fear at all, and Lorna could not help
laughing at me for thinking that she
had no self control.

Some creatures require a deal of food
(I myself among the pumber), and some
can do with a very little; making, no
doubt, the best of it. And I have often
noticed that the plumpest and most
perfect women never eat so hard and
fast as the skinny and three-cornered
ones, These last be often ashamed of
it, and eat most when the men be
absent. Hence it came to pass that
Lorna, being the loveliest of all
maidens, had as mueh as ste could do to
finish her own half a pie; whereas
Gwenny Carfax (though generous more
than greedy) ate hers without winking,

after finishing the brown loaf; and then
I begged to know the meaning of this
state of things.

“The meaning is sad enough,” said
Lorna and U see no way out of it
We are both to be starved until I let
them do what they liked with me."”

“That is to say, until you choose to
!Illr?‘.\ Carver
killed by him.”

“Slowly! No, John, gquickly. I hate
him so intensely, that less than a week
would kill me.

Doone, and be slowly

“Not a doubt of that,” said Gwenny:
“oh, she hates him nicely then: but not
half so much as I dc

1 told them both that this state of
things could be endured no longer; on
which point they agreed with me, but
gaw no means to help it. For even if
Lorna could make up her mind to come
away with me and live at Plovers
Barrows farm, under my good mother's
sare, as 1 had urged so often, behold the
snow was all around us, heaped as high

1w mountains; and how could any deli-
cate maiden ever get across it ?

I'hen 1 spoke, wit strange tingle
upon both ¢ heart, knowing
that this undertaking was a serious one
for all, and might burn our farm down.

“If T warrant to take you safe, and
without muech fright or hardship, Lorna,
will you come with me?"”’

“To be sure I will, dear,” said my
beauty, with a sn ile, and a ance to
follow “1 have small alternative—to
stary r go with you, John"

Gwenny, have yo urage for it?
Will  vou come  witl your young
mist ress G

“Will | stay behind cried Gwenny,

voice that settled it. And so we
began to arrange about it; and 1 was
much exeited, It was usel now to

il it could
111, it could not be too «

cave it longe done at

| saw such a jewel.

v done,

It was the Counselor who had ordered

| after all other schemes had failed, that

his niece should have no food until she
would obey him. He had strictly
watched the house, taking turns with
Carver, to insure that none came nigh it
bearing food or comfort. But this
evening they had thought it needless to
remain on guard; and it would have
been impossible, because themselves
were busy offering high festival to all
the valley, in right of their own com-
mandership. And Gwenny said that
nothing made her so nearly mad with
appetite as the account she received
from a woman of all dishes preparing.
Nevertheless, she had answered bravely :

“Go and tell the eounselor, and go |

and tell the Carver, whosent you to spy
upon us, that we shall have a finer dish
than any set before them.” And so, in
truth, they did although so little dream-
ing it; for no Doone that was ever born,
however much of a Carver, might vie
with our Annie for mince- meat.

Now while we sat reflecting much,
and talking a good deal more in spite of
all the cold—for I never was in a hurry
to go, when I had Lorna with me
she said, in her siivery voice, which
always led me so along, as if 1 were
slave to a beautiful bell :

“Now, John, we are wasting time,
dear. You have praised my hair till it
curls with pride, and my eyes till you

ecannot see them, even if they are brown |

diamonds, which 1 have heard for the
fiftieth time at least; though I never
Don't you think that
it is high time to put on your snow-
shoes, John?"

“Certainly not,” I answered, “till we
have settled something more. 1 was
80 cold when I came in ; and now | am as
warm as a cricket. And so are you, you

| lively soul; though you are not upon my

hearth yet.”

“Remember, John,” said Lorna, nest-
ling for a moment to me; “the severity
of the weather makes a great difference
between us. And you must never take
advantage.”

“I quite understand all that, dear.
And the harder it freezes the better,
while that understanding continues.
Now do try to be serious.”

“I try to be serious! AndIbave been
trying fifty times, and could not bring
you to it, John! Although I am sure
the situation, as the Counselor always
says, at the beginning of a speech, the
situation, to say the least is serious
enough for anything. Come, Gwenny,
imitate him."”

Gwenny was famed for her imitation
of the Counselor making a speech; and
she began to shake her hair, and mount
upon a footstool; but I really could not
have this, though even Lornaordered it.
The truth was that my darling maiden
was in such wild spirits at seeing me so
unexpected, and at the prospeet of re-
lease, and of what she had never known,
quiet life and happiness, that, like all
warm and loving natures, she could
scarce control herself,

“Come to this frozen window, John,
and see them light the stack-fire, They
will little know who looks at them.
Now be very good, John. You stay ir
that corner, de: and 1 will stand on
this side; and try to breathe yourself a
peep-hole through the lovely spears and

banners. Oh, you don’t know how to do "1'3,

it. 1 must do it for you. Breathe three
times like that, and that; and then you

rub it with your fingers before it has

time to freeze again.”

A1l this she did so beautifully, with
her lips put up like cherries, and her
fingers bent half back, as only girls can
bend them, and her little waist thrown

out against the white of the snowed-up

window, that I made her do it three
times over; and I stopped her every

time, and let it freeze again,

that so she might be the longer.
knew that all her love
much as
mine was hers; yet I must have her to
upon every proof,
Perhaps
the jealous heart is loath to own a life
Be that as it may,
I know that we thawed the window

Now 1

was mine, every bit as

show it, dwelling
lengthening out all certainty.

worth twice its own.

nicely.

And then | saw far down the stream

(or rather down the bed of it, for there
was no stream visible), a little form of

firearising, red, and dark, and flickering.
Presently it caught on something, and

went upward boldly; and then it struck
into many forks, and then it fell, and
rose again.

“Do you know what all that is, John?"
asked Lorna, smiling cleverly at the | grip of frost.

manner of my staring.

“How on earth should I know? Papists
burn Protestants in the flesh; and Pro-
testants burn Papists in efligy, as we
they going to

mock them., Lorna,a
burn anyone to-night 2"

“No, you dear, I must rid you of
I see that you are bigoted.
The Doones are firing Dunkery beacon,
to celebrate their new captain.”

these things.

“But how could they bring it here |

through the snow?
I can do nothing."
hey brought it before the snow
began. The moment poor grandfather
was gone, even before his funeral, the
young men, having none to check them,
began at onee upon it. They had
always borne a grudge against it; not
that it ever did them harm, but because
it seemed so insolent. ‘Can't a gentle-
man go home without a smoke behind
him?' I have often heard them saying.
And though they have

If they have sledges,

here for their candle; and now they
have done it. Ah, now look! The tar
is kindled."

Phough Lorna took it so in joke, I
looked upon it very gravely, knowing
that this heavy outrage to the feelings
of the neighborhood would cause more
stir than a hundred sheep stolen, or a
re of hous cked. Not, of course,
that the beacon was of the smallest use
to anyone, neitherstopped anybody from
stealing: nay, rather it was like the
parigsh knell, which begins when all is
over, and depresses all the survivors;

vet I knew that we valued, it and were |

proud, and spoke of it as a mighty in-
stitution; and even more than that, our
vestry had voted, within the last two
years, seven shillings and sixpence to
pay for it, in proportion with other
parishes, And one of the men who
attended to it, or at least who was paid

| for doing so, was our Jem Slocombe's

grandfather,

i
1

done it no |
serious harm, since they threw the fire- |
men on the fire many, many years ago, |
they have often promised to bring it |

However, 'in spite of all my regrets,
the fire went up very merrily, blazing
red and white and yellow, as it leaped
on different things. And the light |
| danced on the snow-drifts with a misty
| lilac hue. 1 was astonished at its burn-

ing in such mighty depths of snow, but
| Gwenny said that the wicked men
| had been three days hard work, elearing,

as it were, a coek-pit for their fire to
have its way. Andnow they had mighty
pile, which must have covered five land-
| yards square, heaped up to a goodly
height, and eager to take fire,
| In this 1 saw great obstacle to what 1
| wished to muna, For when this |
| pyramid should be kindled thoroughly,
and pouring light and blazes round, |
| would not all the valley be like a white
| room full of candles? Thinking thus, 1
| was half inclined to abide my time for
| another night; and then my second |
thoughts convinced me that I would be
| a fool in this. For lo, what an oppor-
| tunity! All the Doones would be
drunk, of course, in about three hour's
| time, and getting more and more in
| drink as the night went on. As for the
fire, it must sink in about three hours or

ca n shadows

| friendly to my purpose. And then the
| outlaws must cower round it as the
cold increased on them, helping the |
weight of the liquor; and in their jollity
any moise would be cheered as a false |
alarm. Most of all, and which decided

| onee for all my action, when these wild |

| and reekless villains should be hot with

| ardent spirits, what was door or wall to |
stand betwixt them and my Lorna? |

This thought quickened me so wuch |
that I touched my darling reverently,
and told her in a few short words how I
hoped to manage it.

“Sweetest, in two hours’ time, I shall
be again with you. Keep the bar up,
| and have Gweeny ready to answer any |
one. You are safe while they are
dining, dear, and drinking healths, and
| all that stuff; and before they have done
with that, I shall be again with you. |
Have every thing you care to take in a
very little compass; and Gwenny must |
have no baggage. [ shall knock loud,
and then wait a little: and then knock

twice very softly."”

With this I folded her in my aruws,
and she looked frightened at me, not
having perceived her danger; and then I
told Gwenny over again what I had told
her mistress; but she only nodded her
head, d, “Young man, go and
teach thy grandmother.”

CHAPTER XLIV
BROUGHT HOME AT LAST

To my great delight, I found that the
weather, not often friendly to lovers,
and lately seemi so hostile, had in
the most important matter done me a

. R n 1 had pro-
mised to take my love from the power of
these wretches, the only way of escape
apparent lay throngh the main Doone-
gate. For though I might climb the
cliffs myself, especially with the snow
to aid me, I durst not try to feteh Lorna
up them, even if she were not half-
starved, as well as partly frozen ; and as
for Gwenny's door, as we called it (that
is to say, the little entrance from the
wooded hollow), it was snowed up long

to the level of the hills around.
erefore, I was at my wit's end how to
get them out, the passage by the Doone-
gate being long, and dark, and difficult,
and leading to such a weary ecircuit
among the snowy moors and hills,
But now, being homeward bound by
the shortest possible track, 1 slipped
along between the bonfire and the
boundary eliffs, where I found a caved
way of snow behind a sort of avalanche;
so that il the Doones had been keeping
watceh (which they were not doing, but
reveling) they could scarcely have dis-
covered me. And when I came to my
old ascent, where I had often scaled the
cliff and made across the mountains, it
struck me that I would just have a look
at my first and painful entrance, to wit,
the water-slide. I never for a moment
imagined that this could lelp me now;
for [ never had dared to descend it,
even in the finest weather; still I had a
curiosity to know what my old friend
was like, with so much snow upon him.
But, to my very great surprise, there
was scarcely any snow there at all,
though plen curling high overheard
from the cliff, like bolsters over it.
Probably the sweeping of the northeast
| wind up the narrow chasm had kept the

showers from blocking it, although the

water had no power under the bitter
All my water-slide was
now less a slide than path of ice ; fur-
rowed where the waters ran over fluted
ridges ; seamed where wind had tossed
and combed them, even while congeal-
ing; and crossed with little steps
| wherever the freezing torrent lingered.

And here and there the ice was fibered
| with the trail of sludge-weed, slanting |
from the side, and matted, so as to make
resting-place,

Lo, it was easy track and channel, as
|if for the very purpose made, down
| which I eould guide my sledge, with
| Lorna sitting in it. There were only

two things to be feared ; one lest the

rolls of snow above should fall in and |
bury us ; the other lest we should rush
| too fast, and so be carried headlong
into the black whirlpool at the bottom, |
the middle of which was still unfrozen, |
| and looking more horrible by the con-
[ trast. Against this danger I made pro-
vision, by fixing a stout bar across; but
of the other we must take our chance,
and trust ourselves to Providence.

I hastenedjhome at my utmost speed,
and told my mother for God's sake to
keep the house up till my return, and to |
| have plenty of fire blazing, and plenty
| of water boiling, and food enough hot
| for & dozen people, and the best bed
| aired with the warming pan. Dear
| mother smiled softly at my excitement,
though her own was not much less, I am
sure, and enhanced by sore anxiety.
Then I gave very striet directions to
Annie, and praised her a little, and
kissed her; and I even endeavored to
flatter Kliza, lest she should be dis-
agreeable,

After this I took some brandy, both
within and about me; the former, be-
cause | had sharp work to do ; and the |
Jatter in ar of whatever might hap-
pen, in such great cold, to my comrades.
Also 1 earried some other provisions,
grieving much at their coldness; and
then 1 went to the upper linhay, and
took our new light pony-sled, which had
been made almost as muech for pleasure
| as for business ; though God only knows

V gopyics, Wor wi

| those ponies, coming from the forest,

| most of all in frosty weather,

| nothing on her head, but a lantern in

| said I, very calmly flinging it into the |

| no answer, set all my power at once

| Gwenny Carfax, stupid, yet with one

| my Lorna, trving to draw the chair

| plead for merey.

how our girls could have found any plea-
sure in bumping along so. On the snow,
however, it ran as sweetly as if it had
been made for it ; yet I durst not take
the pony with it; in the first place, be-
cause his hoofs would break through the
ever-shifting surface of the light and
piling snow; and secondly, because

have a dreadful trick of neighieg, and

Therefore I girded my own body with
a dozen turns of hay-rope, twisting both
the ends in under at the bottom of my
breast, and winding the hay on the skew
a little, that the hempen thong might
not slip between, and so cut me in the
drawing. 1 put a good piece of spare
rope in the sled, and the cross-seat with
the back to it, which was stuffed with
our own wool, as well as two or three
fur-coats : and then, just as I was start-
ing,out came Annie, in spite of the cold,
panting for fear of missing me, and with

ore hand.

“ Oh, John, here is the most wonder-
ful thing! Mother has never shown it
before ; and I can't think how she could
o up her mind,  She had gotten it
in a great well of a cupboard, with cam-
phor, and spirits, and lavender, Lizzie
says it is a most magnificent seal-skin
eloak, worth 50 pounds, or a farthing.”

“ At any rate, it is soft and warm,”

bottom of the sled. * Tell mother I will
put it over Lorna's feet.”

“ Lorna's feet | Oh you great fool !"
eried Annie, for the first time reviling |
me : “over her shoulders; and be |
proud, you very stupid John.”

“ It is not good enough for her feet ;"
1 answered, with strong emphasis ; “but |
don't tell mother I said so, Annie.
Ounly thank her very kindly."”

With that I drew my traces hard, and
set my ashen staff into the snow, and
struck out with my best foot foremost
(the best one at snow-shoes, I mean), and
the sled came after me as lightly as a |
dog might follow; and Annie, with the |
lantern, seemed to be left behind and
waiting. like a pretty lamp-post.

The full moon rose as bright behind
me as a paten of pure silver, casting on
the snow long shadows of the few things
left above, burdened rock, and shaggy
foreland, and the laboring trees, In the
great wide desolation, distance was a
mocking vision : hills looked nigh, and
valleys far; where hills were far and
valleys nigh. And the misty breath of
frost, piercing through the ribs of rock,
striking to the pith of trees, creeping
to the heart of man, lay along the hol-
low places, like a serpent sloughing.
Even as my own gaunt shadow (tra-
vestied as if I were the moonlight's
daddy-longlegs) went before me down
the slope ; even I, the shadow's master,
wh .071,.1 vain to ¢

o gh, when congh-
ing brought good liquorice, felt a pres-
sure on my bosom, and a husking in my
throat.

However, I went on quietly, and at a
very tidy speed ; being only too thank-
ful that the snow had ceased, and no
wind as yet arisen. And from the ring
of low white vapor girding all the verge
of skv and from the rosy blue above,
and the shafts of starlight set upon a
quivering bow, as well as from the
moon itself and the light behind it,
having learned the signs of frost from
its bitter twinges, I knew that we
should bhave a night as keen as ever
Fogland felt. Nevertheless, 1 had
work enough to keep me warm if I man-
aged it. The question was, could I
contrive to save my darling from it.

Daring not to risk my sled by any
fall from the valley eliffs, I dragged it
very carefully up the steep incline of
ice, through the narrow chasm, and so
to the very brink and verge where first
I {had seen my Lorna, in the fishing-
days of boyhood. As then I had a tri-
dent fork, for sticking of the loaches, so
now I had a strong ash stake to lay
across from rock to rock, and break the
speed of descending. With this I
moored the sled quite safe, at the very
lip of the chasm, where all was now sub-
stantial ice, green and black in the
moonlight ; and then I set off up the
valley, skirting along one side of it.

The stack-fire was burning strongly
but with more of heat than blaze ; and
many of the younger Doones were play- |
ing on tie verge of it, the children
making [rings of fire, and their mothers
watching them, All the grave and rev-
erend warriors, having heard of rheu-

| matism, were inside of log and stone, in

the two lowest houses, with enough of
candles burning to make our list of
sheep come short.

All these 1 passed without the small-
est risk or difficalty, walking up the
channel or drift which I spoke of once
before. And then I crossed with more
of care, and to the door of Lorna's
house, and made the sign, and listened,
after taking my snow-shoes off.

But no one came as I expected,
neither could I espy a light. And I
seemed to hear a faint low sound, like
the moaning of the snow-wind. Then I
knocked again more loualy, with a|
knocking at my heart ; and receiving

against the door. In a moment it flew
inward, and I glided along the passage,
with my feet still slippery. There in |
Lorna's room I saw, by the moonlight
flowing in, a sight which drove me be- |
yond sense. |

Lorna was behind a chair, crouching
in a corner with her hands up, and a
crucifix, or something that looked like
it. In the middle of the room lay

hand cluteching the ankle of a strugg-
ling man. Another man stood above

away. In a moment I had him around
the waist, and he went out of the win-
dow with a mighty erash of glass; luckily |
for him that window had no bars like |
some of them. Then I took the other |
man by the neck ; and he could not
I bore him out of the
house as lightly as I would bear a
baby, yet squeezing his throat a little
more than I fain would do to an infant. |
By the bright moonlight, I saw that I |
carried Marwood de Whichehalse. For
his ‘ather's sake I spared him, and be-
cause he had been my school-fellow ; |
but with every muscle of my body
strung with indignation, I cast him, like
a skittle from me into a ynn\v-drift,}
which elosed over him. Then I looked |
for the other fellow, tossed through |
Lorna's window; and found him |

lying s od and bleediog, neither |
obte to (T s o b i |

|

| up-hill and rough ;

| heveled, and she bent and kissed her

if his gushing blood did not much mis-
lead me.

It was no time to linger now, 1 fas-
tened my shoes in a moment, and caught
up my own darling, with her head upon \
my shoulder, where she whispered
faintly ; and telling Gwenny to follow
me, or else I would come back for her, |
if she could not walk the snow, I ran |
the whole distance to my sled, caring |
not who might follow me. Then, by |
the time I had set up Lorna, beautiful
and smiling, with the seal-skin cloak all |
over her, sturdy Gwenny came along, |
having trudged in the track of my snow- |
shoes, although with two bags on her
back. I set her in beside her mistress,
to support her, and keep warm ; and |
then with one look back at the glen,
which had been so long my home of
heart, I hung behind the sled, and

| could

and one, being very drunk indeed, had
given a greal thump, and then nothing
more to do with it ; and the other, bein

three-quarters drunk, had followed his
leader (as one might say) but feebly, and
making two of it.  Whereupon up jumped
Lorna, and declared that her John ws

there.

All this Gwenny told me shortly, b
tween the whiles of eating, and eves
while she licked the spoon: and the:
there came a message for me that w
love was sensible, and was seeking al)
around for me. Then I told Gwenny t
hold her tongue (whatever she did
among us), and not to trust to women
words ; and she told me they all w
liars, as she had found out long ag
and the only thing to believe in was a
honest man when found. Thereupor
have kissed her, as a sort

T

launched it down the steep and danger- | tribute liking to be appreciated ; yet

ous way.

the peas upon her lips made me this

Though the cliffs were black above us | about it, and theught is fatal to actio

and the road unseen in front, and a
great white grave of snow might at a
single word come down, Lorna was as
calm and happy as an infant in its bed. |
She knew that I was with her; and
when 1 told her not to speak, she
touched my hand in silence. Gwenny
was in a much greater fright, having
never seen such a thing before, neither

| knowing what it is to vield to pure

love's confidence. I could hardly keep
her quiet without making a noise my-
self. With my staff from rock to rock,
and my weight thrown backward, 1
broke the sled's too rapid way, and
brought my grown love safely out, by

the self-same road which first had led |

me to her girlish fancy, and my boyish
slavery.

Unpursued, yet looking back as if some
one must be after us, we skirted round

| the black whirling pool, and gained the

meadows beyond it. Here there was
hard collar-work, the track being all
and Gwenny wanted
to jump out, to lighten the sled and to
push behind. But I would not hear of

it, because it was now so deadly cold, |

and I feared that Lorna might get
frozen without having Gwenny to keep
her warm. And after all it was the
sweetest labor 1 had ever known in all
my life, to be sure that I was pulling
Lorna, and pulling her to our own farm-
house.

Gwenny's nose was touched with
frost before we had gone much farther,
because she would not keep it quiet and
snug beneath the seal-skin. And here
I had to stop in the moonlight (which
was very dangerous) and rub it with a
clove of snow, as Eliza had taught me ;
and Gwenny scolding all the time as if
myself had frozen it. Lorna was now
so far oppressed with all the troubles of
the evening, and the joy that followed
them, as well as by the piercing cold
and diffienlty of hreathing, that she lav
quite motionless, like fairest wax in the
moonlight—when we stole a glance at
her, beneath the dark folds of the
cloak ; and I thought that she was fall-
ing into the heavy snow-sleep, whence
there was no awakening.

Therefore I drew my traces tight, and
set my whole strength to the business ;
and we slipped along at a merry pace,
although with many joltings, which
must have sent my darling out into
the rough swow-drifts ‘but for the
short strong arm of Gwenny. And
S0 in about an hour's time,
in spite of many hinderances, we came
home to the old court-yard, and all the
dogs saluted us. My heart was quiver-
ing, and my cheeks as hot as the Doones
bonfire, with wondering both what Lorna
would think of our farm-yard, and what
my mother would think of her. Upon
the former subject my anxiety was
wasted, for Lorna neither saw a thing,
nor even opened her heavy eyes. And
as to what mother would think of her,
she was certain not to think at all until
she had eried over her.

And so, indeed, it came to pass. Even
at this length of time I can hardly tell
it, although so bright before my mind,
because it moves my heartso, The sled
was at the open door, with only Lorna
in it : for Gwenny Carfax had jumped
out, and hung back in the clearing,
giving any reason rather than the only
true one—that she would not be intrud-
ing. At the door were all our people ;
first, of course, Betty Muxworthy, teach-

| ing me how to draw the sled, as if she

had been born in it,and flourishing with
a great broom wherever a speck of snow
lay. Then, dear Annie, and old Molly
(who was very quiet, and counted almost
for nobody), and behind them mother,
looking as if she wanted to come first,
but doubted how the manners lay. In
the distance Lizzie stood, fearful of en-
couraging, but unable to keep out of it.

Betty was going to poke her broom
right in under the seal-skin cloak, where
Lorna lay unconscious, and where her
precious breath hung frozen, like a silver
cobweb ; but I caught up Bett: 's broom,
and flung it clean away over the corn-
chamber ; and then I put the others by,
and fetched my mother forward.

“ You shall see her first,” I said; “Is
she not your daughter 2 Hold the light
there, Annie.”

Dear mother's hands were guick and
trembling, as she opened the shining
folds ; and there she saw my Lorna
sleeping, with her black hair all dis-

forehead, and ouly said,* God bless her,
John 1" And then she was taken with
violent weeping, and I was forced to
hold her.

“ Us may tich of her now, I racken,” |

said Betty, in her most jealous way : |
“ Annie, tak her by the head, and I'll |
tak her by the toesen. No taime to
stand here like girt gawks.
on zo, missus. There be vainer vish in
the zea——Lor, but her be a booty !"

|
With this they carried her into the |

house, Betty chattering all the while,
and going on now about Lorna’s hands,
and the others crowding round her, so
that I thought 1 was not wanted among
so many women, and should only get the

worst of it, and perhaps do harm to my |

darling. Therefore I went and brought
Gwenny in and gave her a potful of
bacon and peas, and an iron spoon to eat
it with, which she did right heartily.

Then I asked her how she could have

been such a fool as to let those two vile |

fellows enter the house where Lorna |
was ; and she aceounted for it so natur-
ally that I counld only blame myself,
For my agreement had been to give one
loud knoek (if you happen to remember),
and after that two little knocks, Well,
these two drunken rogues had come;

Don’'ee tak |

So I went to see my dear,

That sight I shall not forget till:
dying head falls back, and my breast
can lift no more. I know not whether |
were then more than blessed,or | arrowed
by it. For in the settle was my Lorna

| propped with pillows round her, and }
clear hands spread sometimes to the
blazing fire-place. Inher eyes no knowl
edge was of anything around her, neithe:
in her neck the sense of leaning towar
anything. Only both her lovely hand
were entreating something to spare her
or to love her ; and the lines of suppl
| cation quivered in her sad, white face
| % All go away except my mother,’
said very quietly, but so that I would be
obeyed ; and everybody koew it. The:
mother came to me alcne ; and she said
“ The frost is in her brain ; I have heard
of this before, John.,” * Mother, I will
have it out,” was all that I could an
swer her; “leave her to me altogether
only you sit there and watch.” For 1
felt that Lorna knew me, and no other
soul but me ; and that if not interfered
with, she would soon come home to me
Therefore 1 sat gently by her, leaving
Nature as it were, to her own good time
and will. And presently the glance
that watched me, as at a distance and I
doubt, began to flutter and brighte
and to deepen into kindness, then t
beam with trust and love, and then wit
gathering tears to falter, and in sham:
to turn away. But the small entreatis
hands found their way, as if by instinct
to my great protecting palms, an
trembled there, and rested there.

For a little while we lingered thus,
neither wishing to move away, neither
caring to look beyond the presence of
the other ; both alike so full of hope
and comfort, and true happiness, if only
the world would let us be. And ther
little sob disturbed us,and mother tried
to make believe that she was only cough
ing. But Lorna, guessing who she was
jumped up so very rashly that she almost
set her frock on fire from the great ash-
log; and away she ran to the old oal
chair, where mother was by the cloe
case pretending to be knitting, and st
took the work from mother's hands, and
laid them both upon her head, kneeling
humbly and looking up.

“ God bless you, my fair mistress
said mother, bending nearer ; and ther
as Lorna's gaze prevailed, * God ble
you, my sweet child !’

And so she went to mother's heart
the very nearest road, even as she ha
come to mine ; I mean the road of pity
smoothed by grace, and youth, and
gentleness,

T0 BE CONTINUED,
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Cloak of Toleration
IT MUST COVER THE FAULTS OF FRIEN

We must not expect to find the coun
terpart of our great ideas of moral ex
cellence in daily life. He who seeks
perfection in a friend will never fi1 d
one. He who has found a friend must
take him with all his flaws and faults, or
lose him forever. And day by day, and
every day, he must throw the eloak of
toleration over many things which, if
they are to be pardouable in himself, he
must strive to regard as vernal in others.
All this means the pain of clasping
shadows, the torture of undeception, the
anguish of finding beneath the fairy
domino a death’s-head, and beneath the
purple and fine linen of a Dives a skel-
eton that hides everywhere.

But life is only tolerable by such delu-
sions. The world's work would eome to
a standstill if we meditated too much on
death ; and we should lose all faith and
hope for humanity if we examined the
microcosm too closely. It is difienlt to
say whether it is all a tragedy or a
comedy ; but we had better keep masked
under our vizards to the end of the last
act.—Rev. P. A. Sheehan.

The patronage of our great and glori-
ous St. Joseph is not monopolized by
any class or any country. He is the
patron and the protector of the univer-
sal Church, the mystical Body of Christ,
| not only on account of the relations
which he held and holds to Christ and
His Mother, but because the Church has
solemnly installed him in this office, and
bestowed the title upon him.—Rev.
Matthew Russell, S. J.

Many Forms of

Nervous Trouble
All yield to the blood enriching,

nerve building influence of DR.

A. W.CHASE'S NERVE FOOD

Picture to yourself the thousands of
cases of nervous prostration, of loco-
motor ataxia and of partial paralysis
that have been cured by Dr. Chase's
Nerve Food.

Then doubt if you can the effective-
ness of this treatment in the cure of
minor nervous troubles, such as head-
ache, sleeplessness, nervous indigestion,
and tired worn-out feelings of brain and
| body. Don't look for mere relief from
this treatment for it does not work on
that prineiple.

Its benefits are both thorough and
lasting because it supplies to the blood
the elements which are needed to re-
build the worn out human system.

The appetite is strengthened, diges-
tion is improved, all the organs are
(uickened into action by the restored
nerves and you feel yourself regaining
the old time vigor and strength. 50
cents a box, all dealers or Edmanson,
| Bates & Co., Toronto. Write for free
= copy of Dr. Chase's Recipes.
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THE GIFT

By Louise M. Whale

Matt, * the maid of all
ealled himself, put it well v
to Father Tom:

“ Sure, a genius is only sc
does one thing terrible well,
do everything else under t
rible bad, and that same
Ricardo. Sure, any one wo
was a genius, even if they
him at all, at all ; but sure
Spanish, he's not to blame

Matt put his pipe bac
mouth, He had spoken, an
the question was settled fc
oternity.

An amused look spread
Father Tom's strong, glad f:

“ And I suppose I am no
ish,”” he laughed, “even t
Ricardo's brother ?"

“Well, sure your rever
God help ye, ye'er no genit
ain't.  No one could throw
ve Father, no one, and G
one would want to,” he
afterthought and complir
knows no house is large en
two geniuses. Sure, no he
enough to hold one.”

Matt was right. Ricard
was a genius,

God had stooped down 1
Heaven and breathed mu
goul.  The only world th
the boy was the world of
sweet sounds, Seated at
Ricardo O'Donovan forgot
tie forgot that he was look
odd six-pence, as a foreign
own people. His world
with  strange dream-fo
mother. Tom never had «
beautiful musie stories he
piano.  But why should b
was different, quite differe
of them.

Ricardo inherited the
of his Irish father and the .

f his Spanish mother.
good looks of both races.

Father Tom, the matte
serious one, worried over |
to fathom where it wo

great love for only one th
no good eould eome of it,
i1l probability, er

e day; and in th
vould be driving ever

ild. He often t

it quaint

kill him to k

He is of my race.  But y
child, you are of your fat
“ And I lost in the race
and in the laugh that ac
remark none would have
the slightest tinge of bitt
He was looking at Mat
was full of Rieardo. 1
walked toward the cool
his mother was sewing f
poor. She
with a welcoming smile,
a vacant chair. * Sit do
keep thy madre compan;

“ Here comes Ricardc
the road. It does me g
take a little exercise o
A boy of sixteen and ¢
the house bending ov:
that 1 wish were at the
sea! I wish I could se
that oftener,” said her s

“ Madre, madre!”
springing up three steps

“ Madre, look ! look |
Anzelone, the great Ar
1o you think What
He's going to edueate
Berlin, Oh, you will l¢
will 2 You will, madre

The smile died on tl
She turned very whi
jumped up as though he
electrie shock. He wa
an instant.  Rieardo ¥
Instinetively she turnes
one. Tom clasped her
his big, bronzed ones.

“ Mother,” he cried |
voice, * you will not le
will not !  Oh, mother
him go!”

“ My baby to go aw:
cried, *away from me
mio, you would not !
do it. 1 can not!”

Ricardo looked up
brother.

“1If I do not go. it w
It is Tom, madre, wh
you against me, It is
stands between me al
sobbed. * Yes, you- de
her to lock up the piar
want to keep me aw
vant to keep me away
madre, don't refuse m

go. .

“ Ricardo mio,"” she
not.,” She disengag
Tom's grasp and tu
She stroked his wavy
with her hand, “1Tec
sobbed. “I can not.
me anything else.
You can go up to Chic
there. But Berlin!
me! I can not do it,
not !

But she did.

He paid no attenti
the great world of Eu
intently for his e
quite used to it. I
and struggling soc¢
stopped their sensele
they wanted to hear

He was looking dr
distance. Many a
audience flattered h
the burden of his t
caressed the ivory ke
Now " it seemed as
would die away in
low, rich tones were
dying on the perfum

It was strange tha
his mind lately. At
face was the only tl
her face looked 80 1
different than wher




