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FOOD
For INFANTS and INVALIDS.

MELLIN'S FOOD BISCUITS.
TOKJESTIVE.
For Childrefi

after

N O U B I S H I . \ G . SUSTAIIVIIV«.

W^avin^., the Aged, Dyspeptic and for all who reqiiire a
Nutritions and Sustaini-ng Food. Price %l' per titi.

Simple,

AN ILLTJSTKATED PAMPHLET ON THE FEEDINO AND RE 4.RDTG OF INFANTS.
A Practical and Simple Treatise '^or Mothers, containing- a larg-e number of Portraits of Healthy
Children, together with Kacaitniles of Original Testimonials, which are of the greateit interest
LO all mothers, to ba had, with samples, free by post on application to

MELLIN'S FOOD WORKS, Stafford Street, PECKHAM, S.E.

EPPS'S GOOOAINE
COCOA-NIB

EXTRACT.

(TEA-ILTJLE.)
A thin beverage of full flavour, now with many beneficiallr
taking the place of tea. Its active principle, being a gentle nervj
stimulant, supplies the needed energy without unduly exciting th^
system.—Sold in Packets and Tins, by Grocers, labelled
E P P S AND CO., Ltd., Homoeopathic Chemists, London."

"JAMES

" The Queen " of Toilet Preparations.
IT HAS NO EQUAL FOR RENDERING

SOFT, SMOOTH &. WHITE

GLYCERINEI
CUCUMBER!

It entirely removes and prevents all
Eonglmess, Kedness, Stmburn, Chaps
and all other blemishes of the Skin
caused by

SUMJVIER'S HEAT OR WINTER'S CCLD.
Bottles,

IS., 2s. 6d. Of all Chemists.
Free for ^d. extra by
M.BEETHAM&S01f,Chemists,Chelteiiliaa.
[Cssl

Disorders,
ROBERT W WDDDRUFF
LIBRARY

riPATION,
) DIGESTION,
LE AILMENTS.
•es per
annum.
th full directions,
ifty-six
Pills.)
^or,
Lancasliire.

m
IND BAR WORK.

LASS
DENTISTRY.
JGstabUshed 1874.

PBICIS ZIST

FUEE.

^^
_^ *^
Moderate Fees for ExoeUent Work.
CONSULTING ROOMS CONNECTED by PRIVA TE
TELEPHONE.
APPOINTMENTS MADE EITHER AT
o n o 2 . ^ ^ 5 2 ? , ? ° U S ® ' 3 9 3 , HOLLOWAY ROAD, N . ; or
a 0 8 , GOSWELTi ROAD, E.G. (near the ANGEL, ISLINGTON).
n o u r s , 9 to 8 ; Saturdays, 9 to 4.

ROWLANDS'

ARTICLES

For the Hair, Complexion, and Teeth, are the PUREST AND BEST.

. ^ ^

A pure, non-gritty tooth
powder; it whitens the
teeth, prevents decay
& sweetens the breath;
is more efficacious than pastes or washes. 2/9.
is more efficacious than pasi

ODONTO
MACASSAR OIL

preserves and beautifies the hair and prevent! it
tailing off or turning; grey, is the best Brillianti (e
for ladies' and children's iair, being less greasy and
drying than ordinary Brilliantine, and can be had
f,j ITU .»«a»M[|u^^—ri~iniW ' ° * golden colour for fair hair. Sizes, 3/6, 7/-, 10/6,
I J ^ I ^ ^ M K B Q H O ^ I ^ ^ ^ L equal to four small.
equal to lour iiiiiaii,
^ ~ ~
~
is a most soolhiiig,
healing and refreshing milk for the faci,
hands and arms. It
prevents and removes Freckles, Tan, Sunburn, Redness and Roughness of t i e
Skin, soothes and heals all Irritation, Chaps, Chilblains, Cutaneous Eruption.'
&c., and produces a beautiful and delicate complexion. Bottles, 2/3 and 4/6.
effectually dyes red or grey hair a permanent
brown or black. 4/.
E l l l f n U I A * P"""^ toilet powder in three tints. White, Rose and Cream for
CUIVUIilH. ladies of a Brunette complexion and those who do not like
white powder. Boxes,!/-; large boxes, 2/6. Ask Chemists for ROWLANDS'

KALYDOR

ESSENCE OF TYRE

ARTICLES, of 20, HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, and avoid spurious imitations.

HOT WATER INSTANTLY BY NIGHT OR DAY.

ElffART'S
LIGHTNING
GEYSER.
3 4 6 to 3 5 0 , Euston Road, London, N.W.

fDWAROS"HARLENE'FOR THE HAIR
WORLD-RENOWNED

Hair Producer & Restorer.
Prevents the Hair Falling off and
Turning Grey. The World-Renowned
Remedy for Baldness. Also for Restoring Grey Hair to its Original Colour.
Specially prepared for Toilet Use.
Is., 2s. 6d. and Ss.' 6d. per Battle.
From Chemists and Peifumers.

EDWARDS & CO., 95, High Holborn, London, W.C.

THE
PICCADILLY
NOVELS.
LiiiRARY E D I T I O N S , many
Illustr<ited, crown Zvo., clotk extra, 3^. (id. each.
By F. M. ALLEN
By GRANT ALLEN

Green as Grass

FUUstla...
Babylon
Strange Stories
The Beckoning Hand
In &U Shades
016 Texifs of Shem
for Haimie's Sake
The De4>'s Die

This ^—'-'
Mortal Coil
"••'"The Great Taboo
Dumaresq's Daughter
Blood Royal
Dnchess of Powysland
Ivan Greet's Masterpiece
The Scallywag

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD

Phra the-Fhoenician
The Constable of St. Nicholas

By !^ev. S. BARING GOULD
| Eve
By ROBERT BARR
In i. Steamer Chair
" '|'-?rom Whose Bourne
By FRANK BARRETT
The Wcvaan of the Iron Bracelets
By ' B E L L E ' O F ' T H E W O R L D '
Vashtl w d Esther
BjTw. B E S A N T & J. RICE
Lly Little Girl
Bed Spider

~• •
The Ca^( of Mr. Lncraft
This t .a of Vulcan
The < -zden Butterfly
By Ci .a*s Arbour
The Moiiks of Thelema
The Seamy Side

The Ten Years' Tenant
Eeady-Money Mortiboy
With Harp and Crown
'Twas in Tratalgar's
Bay
The Cha,plain of the
Fleet
By WALTER B E S A N T
All Sorts and Conditions Uncle Jack
Children of Gibeon
of Hen
The Bell of bt. Paul's
The Captains' Room
To Call Her Mine
All in a Garden Fair
Herr Paulus
The Holy Rose
The Ivory Gate
Armorel of Lyonesse
The World Went Very St. Eatherinc's by the
Tower
Well Then.
Verbena Camellia SteFor Faith and Freedom
The Rebel Queen
phanotis
•Dorothy Forster

By ROBERT B U C H A N A N
The Shadow of the Sword Annan Water
A Child of Nature
The Heir of Linne
The Martyrdom of Madeline
God and the Man
Love me for Ever

The New Abelard
Foxglove Manor
Master of the Mine
Red and White Heather
Matt
Woman and the Man

By HALL CAINE

The Shadow of a Crime
A Son of Hagar

The Deemster

By J. MITCHELL CHAPPLE
By MACLAREN COBBAN
The Red Sultan
| The Burden of Isabel
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS

The Minor Chord

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK
Hi Vanished Star

By H. N . CRELLIN
Romances of the Old Seraglio

By MATT CRIM

The Advent'ores of a Fair Rebel
By B. M. CROKER
ProperBarrington
Pride
To Let'of Passage
Diana
AJBird
Village Tales and Jungl
A Family Likeness
Tragedies
Pretty Miss NaviU

By WILLIAM CYPLES
Hearts of Gold

By ALRHONSE D A U D E T
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation

By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON
Mr. Sadler's Daughters

By ERASMUS DAWSON
By JAMES DE MILLE
A Castle in Spain
By J. LEITH D E R W E N T
Our Lady of Tears
| Circe's Lovers
By DICK DONOVAN
Tracked to Doom
| Man from Manchester
By A. CONAN DOYLE
The Firm of Girdlestone
By S. J E A N N E T T E D U N C A N
A Daughter of To-day
| Vernon's Aunt
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES
Archie Loveil
By G. MANVILLE FENN

The Fountain of Youth

The New Mistress
Witness to the Deed

I The Tiger Lily
I The White Virgin

By PERCY FITZGERALD
Fatal Zero

By R. E. FRANCILLON

One by One
A Dog and his Shadow
A Real Queen

I King or Knave ?
Ropes of Sand
1 Jack Doyle's Daughter

Pret. by Sir BA.RTLE FREHE
Pandiirang Hari

By K D W A R D G A R R E T T
The Capel Girls

By P A U L GAULOT
The Red Shirts

By CHARLES GIBBON

Robin Gray
Loving a Dream
The Golden iihait

I Of High Degree
The Flower of the Forest

By E; GLANVILLE

Lest Heiress
I TlieFossicker
|rransmi|;ration
i From Midnight to Mid- The
A Fair Colonist
|
Slacksmitb ard Scholar
night
By
E.
J.
GOODMAN
the Village Comedy
I You Play me False
The Fate of Herbert Wayne
By WILKIE COLLINS
By CECIL GRIFFITH
^madale
The Frozen Deep
Corinthia Marazioa
The Two Destinies
^ e r Dark
By
SYDNEY GRUNDY
The Law and the Lady
^o Name
The Days of his Vanity
The Haunted Hotel
;usyHARDY
ftntonina
By THOIVIAS
The
Fallen
Leaves
Under the Greenwood Tree Kally Dows
iTsii
Jezebel's Daughter
AHARTE
Frot^g^e of Jack
By
BRET
Side and Seek
The Black Robe
Hamlin's
Sappho
of Green
A Waif
of the Plains
the Dead Secret
Heart and Science
A Springs
Ward of the Golden The Bell Ringer of
2aeen of Hearts
'
I
Say
No'
Angel's
Col.
Starbottle'3 Client.
Gate
UCy Miscellanies
Little Novels
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE
^he Woman in White
The Evil Genius
Garth
Beatrix Randolph
?he Moonstone
The
Legac7
of
Cain
David
DisEliice Quentin
-. Poindexter's
- . .
Han and Wife
A Rogue's Life
appearance
'oor Miss Finch
Sebastian Btrome
Blind Love
The Spectre of the
•r^ss or Mrs. 7
Dust
Camera
.'ne New Magdalen
Fortune's Fool
By D U T T O N COOK
By Sir A- H E L P S
i*aul Foster's Daughter
Ivan de Biron

By E. H. COOPER

ieoffory Hamilton

By V. CECIL COTES
^7o Girls on a Barge

By ISAAC H E N D E R S O N
By G. A. H E N T Y

Agatha Page

Rujub, the Juggler

( Dorothy's Double
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Lady Vomer's Flight
| The Red-House Mystery
_ By M r s . A L F R E D H U N T
The Leaden Casket
That Other Person

I Self-Condemned
| Mrs. Juliet

By R. A S H E KING

A Drawn Game
' The Wearing of the Green'

By E D M O N D L E P E L L E T I E R
Madame Sans-Gene
By E. LYNNSowing
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By MARGARET A. P A U L

Gentle and Simple

By M r s . C A M P B E L L P R A ^ D

Outlaw and Lawmaker | Chi-istma Charo
By E. C. P R I C E
,
Valentina
I Mrs. Lancaster s Rival
The Foreigners
I

By RICHARD P R Y C E
By C H A R L ESingleheart
S READE
and Double-

Miss Maxwell's Affections

It is Never Too Late to "-•--'-•-"-* -"•'
Mend
Good Stories of Men and
The Double Marriage
other Animals
The Atonement of Learn Love Me Little, Love Me
Under which Lord 7
Long
Hard
Cash
' My Love I'
Dun das
The cloister and the Peg WofB.n^ton
lone
The World Well Lost
Hearth
The One Too Many
Christie Johnstone
Paston Carew
The Course of True Love Grif&th Gaunt
By H E N R Y W. LUCY
The Autobiography of a Foul Play
Gideon Fleyce
Thief
Wandering Heir
By J U S T I N MCCARTHY
Put Yourself in His The
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A Fair Saxon
I Waterdale Neighbours
Place
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Linley Rochford
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A Terrible Temptation
A Perilous Secret
Miss Misanthrope
Dear Lady Disdain
The Jilt
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Donna Quixote
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By M r s . J. H R I D D E L L
Maid of Athens
Red Diamonds
Camiola
I The Dictator
Weird EtcriCj

By G E O R G E MACOONALD

Phantastes

| Heather and Snow
B y L. T. M E A D E
A Soldier of Fortune
By BERTRAM
MITFORD
The Gun-Runner
| The King's Assegai
The Luck of Gerard R e n s h a w F a n n i n ;
Ridgeley
| Quest
By J: E. M U O D O C K
Maid Marian and Robin Hood
By D. C H R I S T I E M U R R A Y
A Life s Atonement
By the Gate of the
Joseph's Coat
A Bit of Human Nature
Coals of Fire
First Person Singular
Old Blazer's Hero
Cynic Fortune
Val Strange
The Way of the World
Hearts
Bob Martin's Little Girl
A Model Father
A Wasted Criiae
Time's Revengej
In Direst Peril

ByD,C.MURRAY& H.HERMAN

The Bishops' Bible
One Traveller Returns
'Bail Up I'

I Paul Jones's Alias
|

By H U M E N I S B E T
By W. E. N O R R I S
By G. O H N E T

A Weird Gift
In a V/inter City
Held in Bondage By OUIDA
Friendship
Strathmore
Moths
Chandos
Ruffino
Under Two Flags
Pipistvello
Idalla
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage A Village Commune
Bimbi
Xricotrin
Wanda
Puck
Frescoes
FoUe Farine
Othmar
A Dog of Flanders
In Maremma
Fascarel
Syrlin
Signa
Guilderoy
Princess Napraxine
Santa Barbara
Ariadne
Two Little Wooden Shoes Two Offenders
By J A M E S P A Y N
High Spirits
Lost Sir Massingberd
lin
Less Black Than We're Under One Roof
From Exile
Painted
Glow-worm Tales
A Confidential Agent
The Talk of the Town
A Grape from a Thorn
Holiday Tasks
In Peril and Privation
The Mystery of Mir- For Cash Only
The Burnt Million
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The Word and the Will
The Canon's Ward
Sunny Stories
Walter's Word
A Trying Patient
By Proxy
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A:i Ocean Tragedy
| Alone on a Wide Wide Sea
My Shipmate Louise
] The Phantom Death
By A L A N S T . A U B Y N
A Fellow of Ti-inity
I To his Own Master
The Junior Dean
In Face of the World
Master of St. Benedict's 1 Orchard Damerel
B y J O H N
SAUNDERS
Guy Waterman
] The Two Dreamers
Bound to the Wheel
! The Lion in the Path
By K A T H A R I N E S A U N D E K S
Margaret and Elizabeth j Heart Salvage
Gideon's Rock
Sebastian
The High Mills

By H A W L E Y S M A R T

Without Love or Licence

By T. W. S P E I G H T
By R. A. STERND.A.LE
The Afghan Knife
By B E R T H A T H O M A S
Proud Maisie
I The Violin-Player
By A N T H O N Y T R O L L o P E
A Secret of the Sea
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By AMELIE
Barbara Dering

Th3 Way we Live Now I Mr.Scarborough'sFamil
Frau rrohmann
I The Land-Leaguers
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Lit 3 Ships upon the | Anne Furness
Sea
I Mabel's Progress

By IVAN T U R G E N I E F F , e t c .
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Lady Bell
I Buried Diamonds
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Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Zs. Gd.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 8scloth limp, 2s. Qd.

A SON OF HAGAE.
By H A L L OAINE,
AuTHOE OP ' T H E D E E M S T S B . '

A brllHdnt and powerful romance. There has not appeared In this country for
% long time past a story more brilliantly and forcibly told. It stands out from the
novels of the day as the work of an acute thlnlcer and powerful writer.'—ScOTSMAif.
' Quite as powerful a novel as " The Shadow r-f a Clime." The author's aims are
«s high and pure, his burning love of justice is as apparent.'—SATURDAY KEVIEW.
'The episode of Mercy Fisher and her child, though it is, like the Fantine
episode in " Les Mis^rables," almoet too painful for art, may really be compared with
that terrible picture for power and pathos.'—ATIIEXJEUSI .
'Shows the hand of a great master. . . A poet, preacher, prophet. The laat
book of the story rises to the sublimity of grandeur. The retribution on Hugh
Ritson has its forecasts in the last hours of Ralph Nickleby, and his death recall*
that of the hapless brother of Charlotte Bronte". The characters seem to live and
breathe on the pages before us. One of them. Parson Christian, is worthy to stand
beside the Vicar of Wakefleld.'—DUNDEE ADVERTISER.
' Taken altogether, the story is in every sense of the word a great story. _ It is
intensely dramatic. Quite apart from the central figure of the novel—which, in its
breadth of treatment and its minuteness of detail, is a marvellous piece of mental
portrai ture—the surroundings in which it is set have a freshness in conception, a
grace in finish, and ax; inner beauty of their own which are captivating in the
highest dfgree. . . In the way of the indigenous country clergyman of the past,
nothing better than Parscu Christian has been given us in a novel since Fielding's
Parson Adams. . , . Masterly fiction.'—LIVERPOOL MERCURY.
' We pronounce unhesitatingly that " A Son of Hagar" is a powerful and unique
work, with the stamp of genius marked indelibly upon it.'—WHITEHALL REVIEW.

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3.'!. dd.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2<.;
cloth limp, 2i'. &d.

T H E SHADOW OF A CEIMB.
By
AUTHOR

HALL
OF ' A

OAHSTE,

SON OP H A G A R . '

•To say that we derive from it much the same quality of literary pleasure aa
from Mr. Blackmore's masterpiece is to pay it a great compliment, but not an
undeserved one. In both we have strong and simple characters of the primitive
heroic type, and Ralph Ray is grander morally, if not physically, than the hero of
" Lorna Doone." . . It is a fine story finely told, full of racy humour, and rising
to true and unaffected pathos. Some of the more tragic scenes—e.?., the night on
which the body of Ralph's father is found, and the tailor (Simeon Stagg) is driven
from his cave in the mountain by the rain and thunder—are remarkable foi
sustained strength of tragic power, never degenerating into melodrama.'
SATURDAY RETIETV.

' There are in this novel passages which the most callous reviewer cannot read
without emotion of various kinds—of strong sympathy felt with the characters, as
well as admiration for the writer ; and there are scenes and descriptions which the
most cautious reviewer would be inclined to describe as little short of splendid.
The tone, too, is so wholesome and manly, and the fundamental conception is so fine,
that the most cynical reviewer cannot fail to be impresFed, ami to retord with ready
pen his cordial approbation. A novelist who presents to the public so noble an
example of life as the Cumbrian dalesman, Ralph R.iy, confers a benefit, whethei
advantage be taken of it or not, upon the community.'—ST. JAMES'S GAZETTE.
' This book is no ordinary novel; to treat it as such would be an injustice alike to
the author and the public. It is a character-study of a high order of merit—how
high we should not venture to say after a first perusal. , , . Mr. Caine has produced
B work of art which will live in the memory of all those vrho can put themselves in
the position of sympathy with deep feeling and highly-wrought emotion.'—AOADJUIT,

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3*. 6^^.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2». j
cloth limp, 2s. &d.

THE

DEEMSTEE:

A ROMANCE OF THE ISLE OF MAN.

By HALL OAINE,
AUTHOR OF ' THE SHADOW OF A CRIME.'
The SPECTATOR says: ' Robinson Crusoe hims-^lf did not tell the story of hl«
loneliness and repentance Iietter t h a n Dan Mylrea.'
Vie ATIIEX.ECM
says: 'As a picture of ilan.x life the story is marvellously faithful.
A really fine story.'
ne ACADEMY says: ' T h e spiritual grandeur of its conception and the tremendous
nature of the forces engaged, raise it to t h e region of tragic drama
Grandly conceived and grandly executed.'
The LITERARY
WuRLD says: ' I t is a ninrvellous study
by t h e creative
power of genius.'
The SVOTSM.iX says: ' I t is a most enthralling work of fiction. I t is simply the
t r u t h to say t h a t there is no writer of the present day who has produced anyt h i n g approaching to this romance in power and intensity.'
The MANCHE.iTER
GUARDIAN says: ' This is a profoundly impressive story.'
The ROCHDALE -OBSER VER says:' I t is a most powerful and indeed a tremendous
work.'
The BIRMINGHAM
PO.ST says: ' I t gives the note of a very real genius. I t is aa &
poem t h a t a book like this should be judged.'
The NEWCASTLE CHRONICLE says:' I t recalls t h e Biblical story of the Scapegoat.'
The WHITEHALL
REVIEW says: ' Sketched with a felicity peculiar to genius.'
LAND AXU WATER says: ' It is one of t h e strongest works of fiction any English
modern writer has pub!i.=bed.'
The GLASGOW HERALD sai.s: ' A noble piece of work.'
The MORNIXG POST says: 'Tl;e Manx Bishop can perfectly bear comparison with
a somewhat similar creation of Victor Hugo in his " Mis^rables." In fact
the entire book
has something of the heroic tone of ancient tragedy.'
The WESTMINSTER
REVIEW says: ' The most powerful scenes yet compassed by
this author.'
The GRAPHIC says: ' I t is a work of altogether exceptional power.'
The WESTMORELAND
GAZETTE says: ' N o t even in '>reek tragedy has the
relentless evolution of circnms+^ance been traced with ihore consummate art,
nor do we know any work outside t h e writings of the Hebrew prophets
equally imbued with the passion of moral rectitude. I t is the outcome of a
powerful and imaginative mind, alive with the strength of genius.'
The ILLUSTRATED
LONDON NEWS says: ' M r . Hall Caine will rank with the
late Charles Reade and with Mr. Walter Bcsant
The latter passnges of
Dan Mylrea's life, written with Defoe-like simplicity in his artless journal,
have an essential sublimity more impressive t h a n anything in Victor H u g o ;
t h e figure of Dan grows Titanic, and his attitude between heaven and earth a m a n cut oil from mankind, hopeless of escape, resif^ned to await t h e unknown future after death, faintly trusting to the Divine mercy t h a t he has
forfeited, is profoundly aCecting.'
The STANDARD says: ' As the portrait of a man, Dan Myh-ea stands ont grand ia
its solemn life-likeness.'
The GUARDIAN says: ' N o t h i n g could exceed the vividness and sustained power of
the description by his (Dan Mylrea's) own pen.'
The TIMES sLys: ' M r . Hall Caine is one of the most original of cur modern
novelists.'
The DAILY NEWS says : ' A dramatic and powerful novel.'
The SCHOOL BOARD CHRONICLE says: ' " T h e Deemster" is a great work of
fiction. I t is one of those books which stand cut from ^he literary feats of
the time.'
ThA CONGREGATIONAL
REVIEW says: ' M r . Hall Caine is no copyist but u i
Miginal writer of real power.'
"
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THE DEEMSTER
CHAPTER I,
THE DEATH OF OLD EWAN.

had waited long for a dead man's shoes, bat
he was wearing them at length. He was forty years of age;
his black hair was thin on the crown and streaked with grey
about the temples; the crows' feet were thick under his small
eyes, and the backs of his lean hands were coated with a reddish
down. But he had life in every vein, and restless energy in
every limb.
His father, Ewan Mylrea, had lived long, and mourned much,
and died in sorrow. The good man had been a patriarch
among his people, and never a serener saint had trod the waya
of men. He was already an old man when his wife died. Over
her open grave he tried to say,' The Lord gave, and the Lord
hath taken away; blessed
' But his voice faltered and
broke. Though he lived ten years longer, he held up his head
no more. Little by little he relinquished all active interest in
material affairs. The world had lost its light for him, and be
was travelling in the dusk.
On his sons, Thorkell, the elder, Gilcrist, the younger, with
nearly five years between them, the conduct of his estate
devolved. Never were brothers more unlike. Gilcrist, resembling his father, was of a simple and tranquil soul; Thorkell's
nature was fiery, impetuous, and crafty. The end was the inevi.
table one; the heel of Thorkell was too soon on the neck of
Gilcrist.
Gilcrist's placid spirit overcame its first vexation, and he
seemed content to let his interests slip from his hands. Before
a year was out Thorkell Mylrea was in effect the master of
Eallamona; his younger brother was nightly immersed in astronomy and the Fathers, and the old man was sitting daily, in his
•Uppers, in the high-backed arm-chair by the ingle, over which
these words were cut in the black oak; ' God's Providence ia
mine iulieritauce.'
THORKELL MYLEEA
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They were strange effects that followed. People said they
had never understood the extraordinary fortunes of BaUamona.
Again and again the rents were raised throughout the estate,
until the farmers cried in the grip of their poverty that they
would neither go nor starve. Then the waggons of Thorkell
Mylrea, followed close at their tail-boards by the carts of the
clergy, drove into the cornfields when the corn was cut, and
picked up the stocks and bore them away amid the deep curses
of the bare-armed reapers who looked on in their impotent rage.
Nevertheless, Thorkell Mylrea said, far and wide, without
any show of reserve, and with every accent of sincerity, that
never before had his father's affairs worn so grave a look. He
told Ewan as much time after time, and then the troubled old
face looked puzzled. The end of many earnest consultatione
between father and son, as the one sat by the open hearth and
the other leaned against the lettered ingle, was a speedy recoiirse
to certain moneys that lay at an English bank, as well as the
old man's signature to documents of high moment.
Old Ew£i,n's spirits sank yet lov/er year by year, but he lived
on peacefully enough. As time went by, he tallied less, and his
humid eyes seemed to look within in degree as they grew dim
to things without. But the day came at length when the old
man died in his chari:, before the slumberous peat fire on the
hearth, quietly, silently, without a movement, his graspless fingers
fumbling a worm-eaten hour-glass, his long waves of thin white
hair falling over his drooping shoulders, and his upturned eyes
fixed in a strong stare on the text carved on the rannel-tree shelf,
• God's Providence is mine inheritance.'
That night Thorkell sat alone at the same ingle, in the same
chair, glancing at many parchments and dropping them one by
one into the fire. Long afterwards, when idle tongues were set
to wag, it was said that the elder son of Ewan Mylrea had found
a means whereby to sap away his father's personalty. Then
it was remembered that through all his strange misfortunes
Thorkell had borne an equal countenance.
They buried the old man under the elder tree by the wall of
the churchyard that stands over against the sea. It seemed as
if half of the inhabitants of the island came to his funeral, and
six sets of bearers claimed their turn to carry him to the grave.
The day was a gloomy day of winter; there was not a bird or
a breath in the heavy air; the sky was low and empty; the
long dead sea was very grey and cold; and over the unploughed
land the withered stalks of the last crop lay dank on the mould.
"When the company returned to BaUamona they sat down to eat
and drink and make merry, for ' excessive sorrow is exceeding
dry.' No one asked for the wiU; there was no will because there
was no personalty, and the lands were by law the inheritance
of the eldest son. ThorkeU was at the head of his table, and bo
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Jmiled a little, and sometimes reached over the board to touch
with his glass the glass that was held out towards him. Gilcrist
had stood with these mourners under the empty sky, and his
heart was as bare and desolate, but he could endure their
company no longer. In an agony of grief and remorse, and
rage as weU, he got up from his untouched food and walked
away to his own room. It was a little, quiet nest of a room
that looked out by one small window over the marshy Curraghs
that lay between the house and the sea. There Gilcrist sat
alone that day in a sort of duU stupor.
The daylight had gone, and the lamps on the headland ol
Ayre were twinkling over the blank waters, when the door
opened and Thorkell entered. Gilcrist stirred the fire, and
it broke into a bright blaze» ThorkeU's face wore a curious
expression.
' 1 have been thinking a good deal about you, Gilcrist;
especiaUy during the last few days. In fact, I have been
troubled about you, to say the truth,' said Thorkell, and then
he paused. ' Affairs are in a bad way at BaUamona—very.'
Gilcrist made no response whatever, but clasped his hands
about his knee and looked steadily into the fire.
' We are neither of us young men now, but if you should
think of—of—anything, I should consider it wrong to stand—to
put myself in your way—to keep you here that is—to your disadvantage, you know.'
ThorkeU was standing with his back to the fire, and his
fingers interlaced behind him.
GUcrist rose to his feet. ' Very weU,' he said •with a strained
quietness, and then turned towards the window and looked out
at the dark sea. Only the sea's voice fi"om the shore beyond
the churchyard broke the sUence in that Uttle room.
Thorkell stood a moment, leaning on the mantelshelf, and
the. flickering lights of the fire seemed to make sinister emUes
on his face. Then he went out without a word.
Next morning at daybreak Gilcrist Mylrea was riding
towards Derby Haven with a pack in green cloth across his
saddle-bow. He took passage by the ' King Orry,' an old sea
tub plying once a week to Liverpool. From Liverpool he went
on to Cambridge to offer himself as a sizar at the University.
It had never occurred to anyone that ThorkeU Mylrea would
marry. But his father was scarcely cold in his grave, the old
sea tub that took his brother across the Channel had hardly
grounded at Liverpool, when ThorkeU Mylrea offered his heart
and wrinkled hand and the five hundred acres of BaUamona to
a lady twenty years of age, who lived at a distance of some six
mUes from his estate. It would be more precise to say that the
liberal tender was made to the lady's father, for her own will
W<iS little more than a cypher w the bargaining. She was a
B2
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girl of sweet spirit, very tender and submissive, and much under
the spell of religious feeling. Her mother had died during her
infancy, and she had been brought up in a household that was
without other chUdren, in a gaunt rectory that never echoed
with chUdren's voices. Her father was Archdeacon of the
island. Archdeacon Teare ; her own name was Joance.
If half the inhabitants of the island turned out at old Ewan'a
funeral, the entire population of four parishes made a holiday of
his son's wedding. The one foUowed hard upon the other, and
thrift was not absent from either. ThorkeU was married in the
early spring at the Archdeacon's church at Andreas.
It would be rash to say that the presence of the great
company at the wedding was intended as a tribute to the many
virtues of ThorkeU Mylrea. Indeed, it was as well that the
elderly bridegroom could not overhear the conversation with
which some of the homely folk beguiled the way.
' Aw, the murther of it,' said one buirdly Manxman, ' fiveand-forty if he's a day, and a wizened old polecat anyway.'
'You'd reaUy think the gel's got no feelin's. Aw, shockin*,
«hockin' extraordinary!'
' And a rael good gel too, they're sayin'. Amazin' I
Amazin'!'
The marriage of ThorkeU was a curious ceremony. First
there walked abreast the fiddler and the piper, playing vigorously the ' Black and Grey ' ; then came the bridegroom's men
carrying osiers, as emblems of their superiority over the bridesmaids, who foUowed them. Three times the company passed
round the church before entering it, and then they trooped up
towards the communion raU.
ThorkeU went through the ceremony with the air of a
whipped terrier. On the outside he was gay in frills and cuffs,
and his thin hair was brushed crosswise over the bald patch on
his crown. He wore buckled shoes and blue laces to his
breeches. But his brave exterior lent him small support as hfr
took the ungloved hand of his girlish bride. He gave his
responses in a voice that first faltered, and then sent out a
quick, harsh, loud pipe. No such gaunt and grim shadow of a
joyful bridegroom ever before knelt beside a beautiful bride, and
whUe the Archdeacon married this spectre of a happy man to
his own submissive daughter, the whispered comments of the
throng that fiUed nave and aisles and gallery sometimes reached
his own ears.
' You wouldn't think it, now, that the craythur's sold his own
gel, and him preaching there about the covenant and Isaac and
Bebecca, and aU that 1'
' Hush, man, it's Laban and Jacob he's meaning.'
When the ceremony had come to an end, and the bridegroom's eyes were no longer fixed in a stony stare on the wordf

THE

DEATH

OF OLD EWAN

5

of the Commandments printed in black and white under the
chancel window, the scene underwent a swift change. In one
minute ThorkeU was Uke another man. AU his abject bearing
feU away. When the party was clear of the churchyard four of
the groom's men started for the Rectory at a race, and the first
to reach it won a flask of brandy, with which he returned at
high speed to the wedding company. Then Thorkell, as the
custom was, bade his friends to form a circle where they stood
in the road, whUe he drank of the brandy and handed the flask
to his wife.
' Custom must be indulged with custom,' said h e , ' or custom
wiU weep.'
After that the company moved on untU they reached the
door of the Archdeacon's house, where the bridecake was broken
over the bride's head, and then thrown to be scrambled for by
the noisy throng that blew neat's horns and fired guns and sang
ditties by the way.
Thorkell, with the chivalrous bearing of an old courtier,
delivered up his wife to the flock of ladies who were ready to
pounce upon her at the door of the Rectory. Then he mingled
freely with the people and chatted and bantered, and made quips
and quibbles. Finally, he invited all and sundry to partake
freely of the oaten cake and ale that he had himself brought
from BaUamona in his car for the refreshment of his own tenants
there present. The fare was Lenten fare for a wedding day,
and some of the straggle-headed troop grumbled, and some
sniiiQed, and some scratched their heads, and some laughed outright. The beer and bread were left almost untouched.
ThorkeU was blind to the discontent of his guests, but the
Archdeacon perceived it, and forthwith called such of the tumultuous assemblage as came from a distance into his barns. There
the creels were turned bottom up, and four close-jointed gates
lifted off their hinges were laid on the top for tables. Then from
pans and boilers that simmered in the kitchen a great feast was
spread. First came the broth, well loaded with barley and
cabbage, and not destitute of the flavour of nimierous sheep's
heads. This was served in wooden piggins, sheUs being used as
epoons. Then suet pudding, as round as a well-fed salmon, and
us long as a 301b. cod. Last of all a fat hog, roasted whole, and
cut with a cleaver, but further dissected only by teeth and
fingers, for the unfastidious Manxman cared nothing for knife
and fork.
After that there were liquor and lusty song. And all the
time there could be heard over the boisterous harmony of the
feasters within the barn the yet noiser racket of the people
without.
By this time, whatever sentiment of doubtful charity had
been harbonred in the icy breast of the Manxman had been thawed
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away under the charitable effects of good cheer, and Thorkefl
Mylrea and Archdeacon Teare began to appear in truly Christian
character.
* It's none so ould he is yet, at aU at all.'
• Ould ? He hasn't the hayseed out of his hair, boy.'
' And a shocking powerful head-piece at him for all.'
There were rough jokes aud dubious toasts, and Thorkell
enjoyed them aU. There was dancing, too, and fiddling, and
the pipes at intervals, and aU went merry untU midnight, when
the unharmonious hai-monies of fiddle and pipes and unsteady
song went off over the Curraghs in various directions.
Next morning ThorkeU took his wife home to BaUamona.
They drove in the open springless car in which he had brought
down the oaten cake and ale. ThorkeU had seen that the remains of these good viands were thriftily gathered up. He took
tbem back home with him, carefully packed under the board on
which his young \vii'e sat.

CHAPTER IL
A MAN CHILD IS BOEN.

years passed and Thorkell's fortunes grew apace. He
toUed early and late. Time had no odd days or holiday in his
calendar. Every day was working day except Sunday, and then
ThorkeU, like a devout Christian, went to church. Thorkell
believed that he was a devoutly religious man, but rumour
whispered that he was better able to make his words fly up than
to prevent his thoughts from remaining belcw.
His wife did not seem to be a happy woman. During the
tluree years of her married Ufe she had not borne her husband
chUdren. It began to dawn upon her that ThorkeU's sole desire
in marriage had been a child, a son, to whom he coidd leave
what no man can carry away.
One Sunday morning as ThorkeU and his wife were on their
way to church, a young woman of about twenty passed them,
and as she went by she curtsied low to the lady. The girl had
a comely nut-brown face with dark wavy clusters of hair timibling over her forehead from beneath a white sun-bonnet ol
which the poke had been dexterously roUed back. It was
summer, and her light blue bodice was open and showed a white
under-bodice and a fuU neck. Her sleeves were rolled up over
the elbows, and her dimpled arms were bare and brown. There
was a look of coquetry in her hazel eyes as they shot up their
daik lustre under her long lashes, and then dropped as quickly
to her feet. She wore buckle shoes with the open clock tops.
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ThorkeU's quick eyes glanced over her, and when the girl
curtsied to his wife he feU back the few paces that he was in front
of her.
' Who is she ? ' he asked.
ThorkeU's wife replied that the girl was a net-maker firom
near Peeltown,
' What's her name ? '
ThorkeU's wife answered that the girl's name was MaUy
Kerruish.
' Who are her people ? Has she any ?'
ThorkeU's wife explained that the girl had a mother only,
who was poor and worked in the fields, and had come to BaUamona for help during the last hard winter.
' Humph ! Doesn't look as if the daughter wanted for much.
How does the girl jome by her fine feathers if her mother Uves
on charity ? '
Thorkell's wizened face was twisted into grotesque lines.
His wife's face saddened, and her voice dropped as she hinted
in faltering accents t h a t ' scandal did say—say
'
' Well, woman, what does scandal say ? ' asked Thorkell,
and his voice had a curious lUt, and his mouth wore a strange
smUe.
* It says—I'm afraid, Thorkell, the poor girl is no better than
she ought to be.'
ThorkeU snorted, and then laughed in his throat like a frisky
gelding.
' I thought she looked like a lively young puffin,' he said, and
then trotted on in front, his head roUing between his shoulders,
and his eyes down. After going a few yards further he slackened
speed again.
' Lives near Peeltown, you say—a net-maker—MaUy—is it
MaUy Kerruish ?'
ThorkeU's wife ansv/ered with a nod of the head, and then
her husband faced about, and troubled her with no further conversation until he drew up at the church door, and said,' Quick,
woman, quick, and mind you shut the pew door after you.'
But ' God remembered Rachel and hearkened to her,' and
then, for the first time, the wife of ThorkeU Mylrea began to show
a cheerful countenance. ThorkeU's own elevation of spirits was
yet more noticeable. He had heretofore showed no discontent
with the old homestead that had housed his people for six generations, but he now began to build another and much largei
house on the rising ground at the foot of Slieu Dhoo. His habits
underwent some swift and various changes. He gave away no
grey blankets that winter, the itinerant poor who were ' on the
houses ' often went empty from his door, and—most appaUing
change of aU—he promptly stopped his tithe. When the parBon's cart drove up to BaUamona, ThorkeU turned the horse's
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head, and gave the flank a sharp cut with his whip. The parson
came in white vsrrath.
,
' Let every pig dig for herself,' said ThorkeU. ' I U daub
grease on the rump of your fat pig no more.'
Thorkell's new homestead rose rapidly, and when the waUs
were ready for the roof the masons and carpenters went up to
BaUamona for the customary feast of Cowree and Jough and
Binjean.
'What! Is it true, then, as the saying is,' ThorkeU exclaimed at the sight of them, 'that when the sport is the
merriest it is time to give up ? '
They ate no cowree at BaUamona that night and they drank
no jough.
' We've been going to the goat's house for wool,' grunted one
of them as they trudged home.
' Aw, weU, man, and what can you get of the cat but his
Ekin ? ' growled another.
Nest day they put on the first timbers of the roof, and the
following night a great storm swept over the island, and the roof
timbers were torn away, not a spar or purlin being left in it?
place. Thorkell fumed at the storm and swore at the men, and
when the wind subsided he had the work done afresh. The old
homestead of BaUamona was thatched, but the new one must be
slated, and slates were quarried at and carted to Slieu Dhoo, and
run on to the new roof. A dead calm had prevailed during these
operations, but it was the calm that lies in the heart of the storm,
and the night after they were completed the other edge of the
cyclone passed over the island, tearing up the trees by their roots,
and shaking the old BaUamona to its foundations. Thorkell
Mylrea slept not a wink, but tramped up and down his bedroom
the long night through ; and next morning, at daybreak, he drew
the blind of his window, and peered through the haze of the dawn
to where his new house stood on the breast of Slieu Dhoo. He
could just descry its blue walls—it was roofless.
The people began to mutter beneath their breath.
' Aw, man, it's a judgment,' said one.
' He has been middhn' hard on the widda and fatherless, and
it's like enough that there's Them aloft that knows it.'
' What's that they're saying ? ' said one old crone, ' what
comes with the wind goes with the water.'
* Och, I knew his father—him and me were same as brothers
—and a good ould man for aU.'
' WeU, and many a good cow has a bad calf,' said the old
woman.
ThorkeU went about like a cloud of thunder, and when he
heard that the accidents to his new homestead were ascribed to
supernatural agencies he flashed like forked lightning.
'Where there are geese there's dirt,' he said, 'and where
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there are women there's talking. Am I to be firightened if an
old woman sneezes ?'
But before ThorkeU set to work again he paid his tithe. He
paid it with a rick of discoloured oats that had been cut in
the wet and threshed before it was dry. ThorkeU had often
wondered whether his cows would eat it. The next Sunday
morning the parson paused before his sermon to complain
that certain of his parishioners, whom he would not name at
present, appeared to think that what was too bad for the pigs
was good enough for the priests. Let the Church of God have no
more of their pig-swiU. ThorkeU in his pew chuckled audibly
and muttered something about paying for a dead horse.
It was spring when the second roof was blown down, and the
new house stood roofless untU early summer. Then Thorkell
sent four lean pigs across to the Rectory, and got his carpenters
together and set them to work. The roofing proceeded without
interruption.
The primrose was not yet gone, the swallow had not yet
come, and the young grass under the feet of the oxen was stiU
smaU and sweet when ThorkeU's wife took to her bed. Then
all BaUamona was astir. Hommy-beg, the deaf gardener of
BaUamona, was sent in the hot haste of his best two mUes an
hour to the village, commonly known as the Street, to summon
the midwife. This good woman was caUed Kerry Quayle ; she
was a spinster of forty, and she was all but blind.
' I'm thinking the woman-body is after going on the straw,"
said Hommy-beg, when he reached the Street, and this was the
sum of the message that he deUvered.
' Then we'd better be off, as the saying is,' remarked Kerry,
who never accepted responsibUity for any syUable she ever
uttered.
When they got to BaUamona, ThorkeU Mylrea bustled
Hommy-beg into the square springless car, and told him to drive
to Andreas, and fetch the Archdeacon without an hour's delay.
Hommy-beg set off at fine paces that carried him to the Archdeaconry a matter of four miles an hour.
ThorkeU followed Kerry Quayle to the room above. When
they stepped into the bedroom Thorkell drew the midwife aside
t o a table on which a large candle stood in a tall brass candlestick with gruesome gargoyles carved on the base and upper
flange. From this table he picked up a small Testament bound
in shiny leather, with sUver clasps.
' I'm as great a man as any in the island,' said ThorkeU, in
his shrill whisper,' for laughing at the simpletons that talk about
witches and boaganes and the like of that.'
' So you are, as the saying is,' said Kerry.
• I'd have the law on the lot of them, if I had my way,' said
ThorkeU, stUl holdin<i: the book.
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' Aw, and shockin' powerful luck it would be, as the old body
said, if aU the witches and boaganes in the island coUld be run
into the sea,' said Kerry.
' Pshaw! I'm talking of the simpletons that believe in them,'
said ThorkeU, snappishly. ' I'd clap them aU in Castle Rushen.'
' Aw, yes, and clean law and clean justice, too, as the Irishman said.'
' So don't think I want the midwife to take her oath in my
house,' said ThorkeU.
' Och, no, of coorse not. You wouldn't bemean yourself, as
they say.'
' But, then, you know what the saying is, Kerry. " Custom
must be indulged with custom, or custom wiU weep,"' and,
saying this, ThorkeU's voice took a most insinuating tone.
' Aw, now, and I'm as good as here and there one at standing
np for custom, as the saying is/ said the midwife.
The end of it aU was that Kerry Quayle took there and then
a solemn oath not to use sorcery or incantation of any kind in
the time of trayaU, not to change the infant at the hour of its
birth, not to leave it in the room for a week afterwards without
spreading the tongs over its crib, and much else of the like
solemn pm-port.
The dusk deepened, and the Archdeacon had not yet arrived.
Night came on, and the room was dark, but ThorkeU would not
aUow a lamp to be brought in, or a fire to be lighted. Some
time later, say six hours after Hommy-beg had sot out on his
six-mUe journey, a lumbrous, jolting sound of heavy wheels came
from the road below the Curragh, and soon afterwards the Archdeacon entered the room.
' So dark,' he said, on stumbling across the threshold.
' Ah! Archdeacon,' said Thorkell, with the unaccustomed greeting of an outstretched hand, ' the Chm'ch shaU bring Ught to the
chamber here,' and Thorkell handed the tinder-box to the Archdeacon and led him to the side of the table on which the candle
stood.
In an instant the Archdeacon, laughing a little or protesting
meekly against his clerical honours, was striking the flint, when
Thorkell laid a hand on his arm.
' Wait one moment; of course you know how I despise sunerBtition ? '
' Ah ! of course, of course,' said the Archdeacon.
•But, then, you know the old saying, Archdeacon, "Custom
must be mdulged with custom," you knov/ it ? ' And ThorkeU's
face shut up like a nutcracker.
' So I must bless the candle. Eh, is that it ? ' said the Archdeacon, with a low gurgle, and the next moment he was gabbUna
^ a quick undertone through certain words that seemed to ba
au one word:—'0-Lord-Jesus-Christ-bless-Thou-this-creaturs-
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of a-waxen-taper-that-on-what-place- soever - it - be-lighted-or-setthe-devU -may-flee- from- that - habitation-and- no - more-disquietthem-that-serve—Thee I'
After the penultimate word there was a short pause, and at
the last word there was the sharp crack of the flint, and in an
instant the candle was lighted.
Then the Archdeacon turned towards the bod and exchanged
some words with his daughter. The bed was a mahogany fourost one, with legs like rocks, a hood like a pulpit soundingoard, and tapestry cm'tains like a muddy avalanche. The
Archdeacon—he was a smaU man, with a face like a russet
apple—^leaned against one of the bed-posts, and said, in a tone
of banter:
' Why, ThorkeU, and if you're for indulging custom, how
comes it that you have not hung up your hat ? '
* My hat—my hat 1' said Thorkell, in perplexity.
' Aw, now,' said the midwife, ' the master's as great a man
as any in the island at laughing at the men craythurs that hang
up their hats over the straw to fright the boaganes, as the old
woman said.'
ThorkeU's laughter instantly burst forth to justify the midwife's statement.
' Ha, ha! Hang up my hat 1 WeU now, weU now I Drives
away the black spirits from the birth-bed—isn't that what the
dunces say ? It's twenty years since I saw the like of it done,
and I'd forgotten the old custom. Must look funny, very, the
good man's hat perched up on the bed-post ? What d'ye say,
Archdeacon, shall we have it up ? Just for the laugh, you know,
ha, ha 1'
In another moment ThorkeU was gone from the room, and
his titter could be heard from the stairs; it ebbed away and
presently flowed back again, and Thorkell was once more by
the bedside, laughing immoderately, and perching his angular
soft hat on the topmost knob of one of the posts at the foot of
the bed.
Then ThorkeU and the Archdeacon went down to the little
room that had once been GUcrist's room, looking over the
Curragh to the sea.
Before daybreak next morning a man chUd was bom to
ThorkeU Myhrea, and an heir to the five hundred acres of
BaUamona.
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CHAPTER I I I .
THE CHRISTENING OF YOUNG EWAH,

IN the dead waste of that night the old waUs of BaUamona
echoed to the noise of hurrying feet. ThorkeU himself ran like
a squirrel, hither and thither, breaking out now and again into
shriU peals of hysterical laughter; whUe the women took the
kettle to the room above, and employed themselves there in
sundry mysterious ordinances on which no male busybody
might intrude. Thorkell dived down into the kitchen, and
rooted about in the meal casks for the oaten cake, and into the
larder for the cheese, and into the cupboard for the bread-basket
known as the ' peck.'
Hommy-beg, who had not been permitted to go home that
night, had coUed himself in the settle drawn up before the
kitchen fire, and was now snoring lustily. ThorkeU roused
him, and set him to break the oatcake and cheese into smaU
pieces into the peck, and, when this was done, to scatter it
broadcast on the staircase and landing, and on the garden-path
immediately in front of the house, whUe he himself carried a
similar peck, pUed up like a pyramid with similar pieces of oatcake and cheese, to the room whence there issued at intervals a
thin, small voice, that was the sweetest music that had ever yet
faUen on ThorkeU's ear.
What high commotion did the next day witness 1 For the
first time since that lurid day when old Ewan Mylrea was laid
imd3r the elder tree in the churchyard by the sea, BaUamona
kept open house. The itinerant poor, who made the circuit of
the houses, came again, and lifted the latch without knocking,
and sat at the fire without being asked, and ate of the oatcake
and the cheese. And upstairs, where a meek white face looked
out with an unfamiliar smile from behind sheets that were
hardly more white, the robustious statespeople from twenty
miles around sat down in their odorous atmosphere of rude
health and high spirits, and noise and laughter, to drink their
glass of new brewed jough, and to spread on their oaten bread
a thick crust of the rum-butter that stood in the great blue
china bowl on the Uttle table near the bed-head. And Thorkell
—how nimbly he hopped about, and encouraged his visitors to
drink, and raUied them if they ceased to eat I
'Come man, come,' he said a score of times, 'shameful
leaving is worse than shameful eating—eat, drink 1'
And they ate, and they drank, and they laughed, and they sang,
tiU the bedroom reeked with the fumes of a pot-house, and the
confusion of tongues therein was worse than at the foot of Babel
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Throughout three long jovial weeks the visitors came and
went, and every day the ' bUthe bread' was pUed in the peck
for the poor of the earth, and scattered on the paths for the good
spirits of the air. And when people jested upon this, and said
that not since the old days of their grandfathers had the boaganes
and the fairies been so civUly treated, Thorkell laughed noisily,
and said what great fun it was that they should think he was
superstitious, and that custom must be indulged with custom,
or custom would weep I
Then came the christening, and to this ceremony the whole
coimtry round was invited. ThorkeU was now a man of consequence, and the neighbours high and low trooped in with
presents for the young Christian.
Kerry, the midwife, who was nurse as weU, carried the chUd
to church, and the tiny red burden lay cooing softly at her
breast in a very hiUock of white swaddlings. ThorkeU walked
behind, his little eyes twinkling under his bushy eyebrows ; and
on his arm his wife leaned heavUy after every feeble step, her
white waxwork face bright with the smUe of first motherhood.
The Archdeacon met the company at the west porch, and
they gathered for the baptism about the font in the aisle : halfblind Kerry with the infant, ThorkeU and his young wife, the
two godfathers, the Vicar-General and the Water BaUiff of Peeltown, and the godmother, the Water BaUiff s wife, and behind
this circle a mixed throng of many sorts. After the gospel and
the prayers, the Archdeacon, in his white surplice, took the
infant into his hands and caUed on the godparents to name the
chUd, and they answered Ewan. Then as the drops fell over
the wee blinking eyes, and aU voices were hushed in sUence and
awe, there came to the open porch and looked into the dusky
church a little fleecy lamb, aU soft and white and beautiful. It
lifted its innocent and dazed face where it stood in the morning
•unshine, on the grass of the graves, and bleated, and bleated, as
if it had strayed from its mother and was lost.
The Archdeacon paused with his drooping finger half raised
over the other innocent face at his breast, ThorkeU's featiures
tvritched, and the tears ran down the white cheeks of his wife.
In an instant the baby-lamb had hobbled away, and before
the Archdeacon had restored the child to the arms of blind
Kerry, or mumbled the last of the prayers, there came the hum
of many voices from the distance. The noise came rapidly
nearer, and as it approached it broke into a tumult of men's
deep shouts and women's shrill cries.
The iron hasp of the lych-gate to the churchyard was heard
to chink, and at the same moment there was the sound of hurrying footsteps on the paved way. The company that had gathered
about the font broke up abruptly, and made for the porch with
looks of inquiry and amazement. There, at the head of a mixed
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throng of the riff-raff of the parish, bareheaded men, woman
with bold faces, and children with naked feet, a man held a
young woman by the arm and pulled her towards the church.
He was a stahvart fellow, stern of feature, iron grey, and he
gripped the girl's bare brown arm Uke a vice.
' Malie way there! Come, mistress, and no struggUng,' he
shouted, and he tugged the girl after him, and then pushed her
before him.
She was young; twenty at most. Her comely face was
drawn hard with Unes of pain; her hazel eyes flashed with
wrath; and where her white sun-bonnet had fallen back from
her head on to her shoulders, the knots of her dark hair, draggled
and tangled in the scuffle, tumbled in masses over her neck
and cheeks.
It was MaUy Kerruish, and the man who held her and
forced her along was the parish stunner, the church constable.
' Make way, I teU you !' shouted the sumner to the tlirong
that crowded upon him, and into the porch, and through the
company that had come for the christening. When the Aixhdeacon stepped dovrai from the side of the font, the sumner with
his prisoner drew up on the instant, and the noisy crew stood
and was sUent.
' I have brought her for her oath, your reverence,' said the
sumner, dropping his voice and his head together.
' Who accuses her ? ' the Archdeacon asked.
' Her old mother,' said the sumner; ' here she is.'
From the middle of the throng behind him the sumner drew
out an elderly woman with a hard and wizened face. Her head
was bare, her eyes were quick and restless, her Ups firm and
long, her chin was broad and heavy. The woman elbowed her
way forward; but when she was brought face to face with the
Archdeacon, and he asked her if she charged her daughter, she
looked around before answering, and seeing her girl MaUy
standing there with her white face, under the fire of fifty pau-a
of eyes, aU her resolution seemed to leave her.
' It isn't natheral, I know,' she said, ' a mother speaking up
agen her child,' and with that her hard mouth softened, her
quick eyes reddened and fiUed, and her hands went up to her
face. ' But nature goes down v/ith a flood when you're looking
to have another beUy to fill, and not a shiUing at you this fortnight.'
The gurl stood without a word, and not one streak of colour
came to her white cheeks as her mother spoke,
' She denied it, and denied it, and said no, and no; but
leave it to a mother to know what way her girl's going.'
There was a low murmur among the people at the back and
some whispering. The girl's keen ear caught it, and she turned
her head over her shoulder with a defiant glance.
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• Who is the man ? ' said the Archdeacon, reeaUing her with
a touch of his finger on her arm.
She did not answer at first, and he repeated the question.
' Who is the guilty man ? ' he said in a voice more stern.
' It's not true. Let me go,' said the girl in a quick undertone.
• Who is the partner of your sin ? '
• It's not true, I say. Let me go, wiU you ? ' and the girl
struggled feebly in the sumner's grip.
'Bring her to the altar,' said the Archdeacon. He faced
about and walked towards the communion and entered it. The
company foUowed him and drew up outside the communion rail.
He took a Testament from the reading desk and stepped towards
the girl. There was a dead hush.
'The Church provides a remedy for slander,' he said In a
cold, clear tone. ' If you are not guUty swear that you are
innocent, that he who tampers with j'our good name may beware.' With that the Archdeacon held the Testament towards
the girl. She made no show of taking it. He thrust it into her
hand. At the touch of the book she gave a faint cry and stepped
a pace backward, the Testament faUing open on to the penitentform beneath.
Then the murmur of the bystanders rose again. The girl
heard it once more, and dropped on her knees and covered her
face, and cried in a tremulous voice that echoed over the church,
' Let me go, let me go.'
The company that came for the christening had walked
up the aisle. Blinking Kerry stood apart, hushing the infant
in her arms; it made a fretful whimper. Thorkell stood
behind, pawing the paved path with a restless foot. His wife
had made her way to the girl's side, her eyes overflowing with
compassion.
' Take her to prison at the Peel,' said the Archdeacon, ' and
keep her there untU she confesses the name of her paramour.'
At that ThorkeU's wife dropped to her knees beside the kneeling
girl, and putting one arm about her neck raised the other
against the sumner, and cried,' No, no, no; she will confess.'
There was a pause and a long hush. MaUy let her hands
faU from her face, and turned her eyes full on the eyes of the
young mother at her side. In dead silence the two rose to
their feet together.
' Confess his name; whoever he is, he does not deserve that
you should suffer for him as well,' said the wife of Thorkell
Mylrea, and as she spoke she touched the girl's white forehead
with her pale lips.
' Do you ask that ? ' said MaUy with a strange quietness.
For one swift instant the eyes of these women seemed to see
into each other's heart. Tbe face of ThorkeU's wife became
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very pale; she grew faint, and clutched the communion rail as
she staggered back.
At the next instant MaUy Kerruish was being hurried by the
sumner down the aisle ; the noisy concourse that had come with
them went away with them, and in a moment more the old
church was empty save for the company that had gathered
about the font.
There was a great feast at BaUamona that day. The new
house was finished, and the young Christian, Ewan Mylrea, of
BaUamona, was the first to enter i t ; for was it not to be his
house, and his children's, and his chUdren's children's ?
ThorkeU's vrife did not join the revels, but in her new home
she went back to her bed. The fatigue and excitement of the
day had been too much for her. ThorkeU himself sat in his
place, and laughed noisUy and drank much. Towards sunset
the sumner came to say that the girl who had been taken to
prison at the Peel had confessed, and was now at large. The
Archdeacon got up and went out of the room. ThorkeU caUed
lustUy on his guests to drink again, and one stupefied old crony
clambered to his feet and demanded sUence for a toast.
' To the father of the girl's by-blow,' he shouted, when the
glasses were charged; and then the company laughed tiU the
roof rang, and above all was the shrUl laugh of Thorkell Mylrea.
Presently the door opened again, and the Archdeacon, with a
long grave face, stood on the threshold and beckoned to Thorkell
at the head of his table. ThorkeU went out with him, and when
they returned together a Uttle later, and the master of BaUamona resumed his seat, he laughed yet more noisily than before,
and drank yet more liquor.
On the outside of BaUamona that night an old woman,
hooded and caped, knocked at the door. The loud laughter and
the ranting songs from within came out to her where she stood
in the darkness, under the sUent stars. When the door was
opened by Hommy-beg the woman asked for Mylrea BaUamona.
Hommy-beg repulsed her, and would have shut the door in her
face. She caUed again, and again, and yet again, and at last, by
reason of her importimity, Hommy-beg went in and told ThorkeU, who got up and foUowed him out. The Archdeacon heard
the message, and left the room at the same moment.
Outside, on the gravel path, the old woman stood with the
Ught of the lamp that burned in the hall on her wizened face.
It was Mrs. Kerruish, the mother of MaUy.
' It's fine times you're havmg of it. Master Mylrea,' she said,
• and you, too, your reverence, but what about me and mv nooi
girl?'
•'^
' I t was yourself that did it, woman,' said Thorkell; and he
tried to laugh, but under the stars his laugh fell short.
•Me, you say? Me, was it for aJl? May the good God
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udge between us, Master Mylrea. D'ye know what it is that's
lappened ? My poor girl's gone.'
' Gone I'
' Eh, gone—^gone off—gone to hide her shameful face; God
help her.'
' Better luck,' said ThorkeU, and a short gtu:gle rattled in his
dry throat.
' Luck, you caU it ? Luck ! Take care, BaUamona.'
The Archdeacon interposed. ' Come, no threats, my good
woman,' he said, and waved his hand in protestation. ' The
Church has done yoi*justice in this matter.'
' Threats, your reverence ? Justice ? Is it justice to punish
the woman and let the man go free ? What 1 the woman to
stand penance six Sabbaths by the church-door of six parishes,
and the man to pay his dirty money, six pounds to you and
three to me, and then no mortal to name bis name \ '
The old woman rummaged in the pocket at her side and
puUod out a few coins. ' Here, take them back ; I'm no Judas
to bay my own girl. Here, I say, take them 1'
ThorkeU had thrust his hands in his pockets, and was
making a great show of laughing boisterously.
The old woman stood silent for a moment, and her pale face
turned livid. Then by a sudden impulse she lifted her eyes and
hor two trembling arms. ' God in Heaven,' she said in a hoarse
whisper, 'let Thy wrath rest on this man's head; make this
house that he has built for himself and for his children a curse
to him and them and theirs; bring it to pass that no birth come
to it but death come with it, and so on and on untU Thou hast
done justice between him and me.'
ThorkeU's laughter stopped suddenly. As the woman spoke
his face quivered, and his knees shook perceptibly under him.
Then he took her by the arms and clutched her convvdsively.
' Woman, woman, what are you saying ? ' he cried in his shriU
treble. She disengaged herself and went away into the night.
For a moment Thorkell tramped the hall with nervous footsteps. The Archdeacon stood speechless. Then the sound of
laughter and of song came from the room they had left, and
Thorkell flung in on the merry-makers.
' Go home, go home, every man of you ! Away with you!'
he shouted hystericaUy, and then dropped like a log into a chair.
One by one, with many wise shakes of many sapient heads,
the tipsy revellers broke up and went off, leaving the master ol
BaUamona alone in that chamber, dense with dead smoke, and
noisome with the fumes of liquor.
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CHAPTER IV.
THE DEEMSTER OF MAN.

times that night Thorkell devised expedients to break
the web of fate. At first his thoughts were of revengeful defiance. By fair means or foul the woman Kerruish should
suffer. She should be turned out of house and home. She
should tramp the roads as a mendicant. He would put his foot
on her neck. Then they would see what her uncanny threats
had come to.
He tried this unction for his affrighted spirit, and put it
aside as useless. No, no; he would conciliate the woman. He
would settle an annuity of five pounds a year upon her; he
iv^ould give her the snug gate cottage of old BaUamona to live
in; his wife shottld send her warm blankets in winter, and
sometimes a pound of tea, such as old folks love. Then must
her imprecation fall impotent, and his own fate be undisturbed.
ThorkeU's bedroom in his new house on Slieu Dhoo looked
over the Curraghs to the sea. As the day dawned he opened
the window, and thrust out his head to drink of the cool morning air. The sun was rising over the land behind, a strong
breeze was sweeping over the marshes from the shore, and the
white curves of the breakers to the west reflected here and there
the glow of the eastern sky With the salt breath of the sea in
his nostrUs, it seemed to Thorkell a pitiful thmg that a man
should be a slave to a mere idea ; a thing for shame and humiliation that the sneezing of an old v/oman should disturb the peace
of a strong man. Superstition was the bugbear of the Manxman, but it would die of shame at its sheer absurdity, only that
it was pampered by the law. Toleration for superstition!
Every man who betrayed faith in omens or portents, or charms
or spells, or the power of the evil eye, should be instantly
clapped in the Castle. It was but right that a rabid dog should
be muzzled.
Thorkell shut the window, closed the shutters, threw off his
clothes, and went back to bed. In the silence and the darkness,
his thoughts took yet another turn. What madness it was,
what pertness and imbelief, to reject that faith in which the best
and wisest of aU ages had lived and died I Had not omens
and portents, and charms and spells, and the evil eye been believed in in all ages? What midget of modern days should
now arise with a superior smile and say, ' Behold, this is folly :
Saul of Israel and Saul of Tarsus, and Samuel and Solomon rose
up and lay down in folly.'
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ThorkeU leapt out of bed, sweating firom every pore. The
old woman, Kerruish, should be pensioned; she should Uve in
the cosy cottage at the gates of BaUamona; she should have
blankets and tea and many a snug comfort; her daughter should
be brought back and married—^yes, married—to some honest
fellow.
The lark was loud in the sky, the rooks were stirring In the
lofty ash, the swallows pecking at the lattice, when sleep came
at length to ThorkeU's blood-shot eyes, and he stretched himself in a short and fitful slumber. He awoke with a start. The
lusty rap of Hommy-beg was at the door of his room. There
was no itinerant postman, and it was one of Hommy-beg's daily
duties to go to the Post Ofi&ce. He had been there this morning, and was now returned with a letter for his master.
ThorkeU took the letter with nervous fingers. He had recognised the seal—it was the seal of the insular Government.
The letter came from Castle Rushen. He broke the seal and
read:
' Castle Bushen, Jnne 3.

' Sir,—I am instructed by his ExceUency to beg you to come
to Castletown without delay, and to report your arrival at the
Castle to Madam Churchill, who wiU see you on behalf of the
Duchess.
• I have the honour to be, &c.'
The letter was signed by the Secretary to the Governor.
What did it mean ? ThorkeU could make nothing of It but
that in some way it boded iU. In a bewUdered state of semiconsciousness he ordered that a horse should be got ready and
brought round to the fi:ont. Half an hour later he had risen
from an untouched breakfast and was seated in the saddle.
He rode past Tynwald HiU and through Foxdale to the
south. Twenty times he drew up and half-reined his horse in
another direction. But he went on again. He could turn
about at any time. He never turned about. At two o'clock
that day he stood before the low gate of the Castle and pidled
at the great clanging bell.
He seemed to be expected, and was immediately led to •
chamber on the north of the courtyard. The room was smaU
and low; it was dimly lighted by two lancet windows set deep
into waUs that seemed to be three yards thick. The floor was
covered with a rush matting; a harp stood near the fireplace.
A lady rose as ThorkeU entered. She was elderly, but her
dress was youthful. Her vi'aist was short; her embroidered
skirt was very long; she wore spangled shoes, and her hair waa
done into a knot on the top of her head.
ThorkeU stood before her with the mien of a culprit. Sh«
BmUed and motioned him to a seat, and eat herself.
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• You have heard of the death of one of our two Deemsters ? '
she asked.
ThorkeU's face whitened, and he bowed his head.
' A successor must soon be appointed, and the Deemster ia
always a Manxman ; he must know the language of the common
people.'
ThorkeU's face wore a bewUdered expression. The lady's
manner was very suave.
' The appointment is the gift of the Lord of the island, and
the Countess is asked to suggest a name.'
ThorkeU's face lightened. He had regained aU his composure.
' The Countess has heard a good account of you, Mr. Mylrea.
She is told that by your great industry and—wisdom—you
have raised yourself in life—become rich, in fact.'
The lady's voice dropped to a tone of most insinuating
suavity. Thorkell stammered some commonplace.
' Hush, Mr. Mylrea, you shaU not depreciate yourself. The
Countess has heard that you are a man of enterprise—one who
does not begrudge the penny that makes the pound.'
ThorkeU saw it aU. He was to be made Deemster, but he
was to buy his appointment. The Countess had lost money of
late, and the swashbuckler court she kept had lately seen some
abridgment of its gaieties.
' To be brief, Mr. Mykea, the Countess has half an intention
of suggesting your name for the post, but before doing so she
wished me to see in what way your feelings lie with regard
to it.'
ThorkeU's Uttle eyes twinkled, and his lips took an upward
curve. He placed one hand over his breast and bent his head.
' My feelings, madam, Ue in one way only—the way of
gratitude,' he said meekly.
The lady's face broadened, and there was a pause.
' It is a great distinction, Mr. Mylrea,' said the lady, and she
drew her breath inwards.
' The greater my gratitude,' said ThorkeU.
'And how far would you go to show this gratitude to the
Countess?'
' Any length, madam,' said Thorkell, and he rose and bowed.
' The Countess is at present at Bath
'
' I would go so far, and—farther, madam, farther,' said ThorkeU, and as he spoke he thrust his right hand deep into his
pocket, and there—by what accident may not be said—it touched
some coins that chinked.
There was another pause, and then the lady rose and held
•)ut her hand, and said in a significant tone .•
' I think, sir, I may already venture to hail you as Deemater
Tan.'
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Thorkell cantered home in great elevation of soul. The
milestones fell behind him one after one, and he did not feel the
burden of the way. His head was in his breast; his body waa
bent over his saddle-bow; again and again a trill of light laughter
came from his lips. Where were his dreams now, his omens
his spells, and the power of the evU eye ? He was judge of his
island. He was master of his fate.
Passing through St. John's, he covered the bleak top of the
hUl, and turned down towards the shady copse of Kirk MichaeL
Where the trees were thickest in the valley he drew rein by a
low, long house that stood back to the road. It was the residence
of the Bishop of the island, but it was now empty. The bishopric
had been vacant these five years, and under the heavy rains from
the hiUs and the strong winds from the sea the old house had
fallen into decay.
ThorkeU sat in the saddle under the taU elms in the dim
light, and his mind was busy with many thoughts. His memory
went back with something akin to tenderness to the last days of
old Ewan his father; to his brother, GUcrist, and then, by a
sudden transition, to the incidents of that morning at Castle
Rushen. How far in the past that morning seemed to be!
The last rook had cawed out its low guttural note, and the
last gleam of dayUght died off between the thick boughs of the
dark trees that pattered lightly overhead, as Thorkell set off
afresh.
When he arrived at BaUamona the night was dark. The
Archdeacon was sitting with his daughter, who had not left her
room that day. Thorkell, still booted and spm-red, ran Uke a
squirrel up the stairs and into the bedroom. In twenty hot
words that were fired off like a cloud of small shot fi:om a
blunderbuss, ThorkeU told what had occurred. His wife's white
face showed no pleasure and betrayed no surprise. Her sUence
acted on ThorkeU as a rebuke, and when her eyes rested on his
face he turned his own eyes aside. The Archdeacon was almost
speechless, but his look of astonishment was eloquent, and when
ThorkeU left the room he foUowed him out.
At supper the Archdeacon's manner was that of deep amity.
' They are prompt to appoint a Deemster,' he said. ' Has it
not struck you as strange that the bishopric has been vacant so
long?'
ThorkeU laughed a Uttle over his plate, and answered that it
was strange.
' Maybe it oiily needs that a name should be suggested,' continued the Archdeacon. ' That is to say, suggested by a man of
influence, a man of position—by the Deemster, for instance.'
' Just that,' said ThorkeU vsdth a titter.
Then there was an interchange of further amity. When
the two men rose from the table the Archdeacon said, with a
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conscious smUe,' Of course, if you should occur—^if you should
ever think—^if, that is, the Deemster should ever suggest a naine
for the bishopric—of course, he will remember that-—that blood, in
short, is thicker than water—tafuillny a'chee na ushtey, as the
Manxman says.'
' I will remember it,' said ThorkeU in a significant tone, and
with a faint chuckle.
Satisfied with that day's work, with himself, and with the
world, ThorkeU then went off to bed, and lay down in peace and
content, and slept the sleep of the just.
In due course ThorkeU Mylrea became Deemster BaUamona.
He entered upon his duties after the briefest study of the
Statute Laws. A Manx jttdge dispensed justice chiefly by the
Breast Laws, the unwritten code locked in his own breast, and
supposed to be handed down from Deemster to Deemster. The
popular superstition served ThorkeU in good stead: there was
none to challenge his knowledge of jurisprudence.
As soon as he was settled in his office he began to make
inquiries about his brother Gilcrist. He learned that after leaving
Cambridge GUcrist had taken deacon's orders, and had become
tutor to the son of an EngUsh nobleman, and afterwards chaplain
to the nobleman's household. ThorkeU addressed him a letter,
and received a reply, and this was the first intercourse of the
brothers since the death of old Ewan. Gilcrist had lately
married; he held a smaU Uving on one of the remote moors of
Yorkshire; he loved his people and was beloved by them.
ThorkeU wrote again and again, and yet again, and his letters
ran through every tone of remonstrance and entreaty. The end
of it was that the Deemster paid yet another visit to the lady
deputy at Castle Rushen, and the rumour passed over the island
that the same potent influence that had madt ThorkeU a Deemster was about to make his brother the Bishop of Man.
Then the Archdeacon came down in white wrath to BaUamona, and reminded his son-in-law of his many obUgation.q,
touched on benefits forgot, hinted at dark saymgs and darker
deeds, mentioned, with a significant accent, the girl MaUy
Kerruish, protested that from causes not to be named he had
lost the esteem of his clergy and the reverence of his flock, and
wound up with the touching assurance that on that very morning, as he rode from Andreas, he had overheard a burly Manxman say to the tawny-headed feUow who walked with him—
both of them the scabbiest sheep on the hiUs ' There goes the
pazon that sold his daughter and bought her husband '
ThorkeU Ustened to the torrent of reproaches, and then said
quietly, as he turned on his heel,' Near is my shirt, but nearer
is my skin.'
The Deemster's wife held up her head no more. After the
ohristening she rarely left her room. Her cheeks grew thinner
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they could not grow, and her meek eyes lost their faint
ustre. She spoke little, and her interest in life seemed to be
fallialer
but gone. There was the same abject submission to her
husband, but she saw less of him day by day. Only the sight
of her babe, when Kerry brought it to be nursed, restored to her
face the light of a fleeting joy. If it stayed too long at her
breast, if it cried, if its winsome ways made her to laugh outright,
the swift recoil of other feelings saddened her to melancholy,
and she would put the child from her with a sigh. This went
on for several months, and meantime the Deemster was to&
deeply immersed in secular affairs to make serious note of the
shadow that hung over his house. ' GoU sheese ny Ihiargagh
—she's going down the steep places,' said Kerry.
It was winter when Gilcrist Mylrea was appointed to reach
the island, but he wrote that his wife's health was failing her,
that it was not unlikely that she was to bear a child, and that
he preferred to postpone his journey until the spring. Before
the gorse bushes on the mountains had caught their new spears
of green, and before the fishermen of Peeltown had gone down
to the sea for their first mackerel, ThorkeU's wife was lying in
her last illness. She sent for her husband and bade him farewell. The Deemster saw no danger, and he laughed at her
meek adieu. She was soon to be the mother of another of his
children—^that was all. But she shook her head when he rallied
her, and when he lifted the little creeping, cooing, babbling
Ewan from the floor to his mother's bed, and laughed and held
up his long, lean, hairy finger before the baby face and asked the
little one with a puff how he would like a little sister, the white
face on the piUow twitched and fell, and the meek eyes fiUed,
and the shadow was over all.
' Good-bye, ThorkeU, and for baby's sake
'
But a shrill peal of ThorkeU's laughter rang through the
chamber, and at the next instant he was gone from the room.
That day the wife of the Deemster passed beyond the
sorrows of the life that had no joys, The angels of life and
death had come with linked hands to the new homestead of
BaUamona, and the young mother had died in giving birth to a
girl.
When the Deemster heard what had happened his loud
scream rang through every room of the house. His soul was
in ferment; he seemed to be appaUed and to be stricken not
with sorrow, but with fright and horror.
• She's dead; why, she's dead, she's dead,' he cried hystericaUy ; ' why did not somebody tell me that she would die ? '
The Deemster buried his wife by the side of old Ewan, under
the elder tree that grew by the wall of the churchyard that
stands over by the sea. He summoned no mourners, and few
Stood with him by the open gi-ave. During the short funeral
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his horse was tied to the cross-timbers of the lych-gate, and
while the earth was stUl fallmg ui hollow thuds fifom the
sexton's spade ThorkeU got into the saddle and rode away.
Before simset he waited by the wooden landing jetty at
Derby Haven. The old sea tub, the ' King Orry,' made the port
that day, and disembarked her passengers. Among them was
the new Bishop of Man, Gilcrist Myhrea. He looked much
older for the six years he had been away. His tall figure
stooped heavUy; his thick hair fell in wavelets on his shoulders,
and was already sprinkled with grey; his long cheeks were
deeply lined. As he stepped from the boat on to the jetty he
carried something very tenderly in his arms. He seemed to be
alone.
The brothers met with looks of constraint and bewilderment.
* Where is your wife ?' asked ThorkeU.
' She is gone,' said GUcrist. ' I have nothing left of her but
this,' and he looked down at the burden at his breast.
It was a baby boy. ThorkeU's face whitened, and terror was
in his eyes.
CHAPTER V.
THE MANXMAN'S BISHOP.

GiLCEisT MYLREA had been confirmed Bishop, and consecrated
in England ; but he had to be instaUed in his cathedral church
at Peeltown with aU the honours of the insular decrees. The
ceremony was not an imposing one. Few of the native population witnessed it. The Manxman did not love the Church vrith
a love too fervent. ' Pazon, pazon,' he would say, ' what can
you expect fi-om the Uke o' that? Never no duck wasn't
hatched by a drake.'
It was no merit in the eyes of the people that the new Bishop
was himself a Manxman. ' Aw, man,' they would say,' I knew
his father,' and knowledge of the father implied a limitation of
the respect due to the son. ' What's his famUy ? ' would be
asked again and again across the hearth that scarcely knew its
own family more intimately. ' Maybe some of the first that's
going,' would be the answer, and then there would be a laugh.
The Bishop was enthroned by Archdeacon Teare, who fiUed
his function with what grace his chagrin would aUow. ThorkeU
watched his father-in-law keenly during the ceremony, and
more than once his little eyes twinkled, and his Ups were sucked
inwards as if he rolled a delectable morsel on his tongue.
Archdeacon Teare was conscious of the close fire of his son-inlaw'B gaze, and after the instaUation was done, and the clergy

THE

MANXMAN'S

BISHOP

aj

that constituted priests and congregation were breaking up, he
approached the Deemster with a benevolent smUe, and said,
' WeU, Thorkell, we've had some disagreements, but we'U aU
meet for peace and harmony in heaven.'
The Deemster tittered audibly, and said,' I'm not so sure of
that, though.'
' No ? ' said the Archdeacon, with elevated eyebrows. ' Why,
why?'
' Because we read in the good Book that there wUl be no
more tears. Archdeacon,' said ThorkeU, with a laugh like the
whinny of a colt.
The Bishop and his brother, the Deemster, got on their
horses, and turned their heads towards the episcopal palace. It
was late when they drove under the tall elms of Bishop's Court.
The old house was Ut up for their reception. Half-bUnd Kerry
Quayle had come over fi-om BaUamona to nurse the Bishop's
chUd, and to put him to bed in his new home. ' Och, as sweet
a baby-boy as any on the island, I'll go bail, as the old body
said,' said Kerry, and the Bishop patted her arm with a gentle
familiarity. He went up to the little room where the chUd lay
asleep, and stooped over the cot and touched with his lips the
soft Ups that breathed gently. The dignity of the Bishop as he
stood four hours before under the roof of St. German's had sat
less weU on this silent man than the tenderness of the father by
the side of his motherless child.
ThorkeU was in great spirits that night. Twenty times he
drank to the health of the new Bishop; twenty times he reminded him of his own gracious offices towards secmring the
bishopric to one of his own family. Gilcrist smUed and responded
In few words. He did not deceive himself; his eyes were open.
He knew that ThorkeU had not been so anxious to make him a
Bishop as to prevent a place of honour and emolument firom
going to anyone less near to himself than his own brother.
' Near is my shirt,' as Thorkell had told the Archdeacon,' but
nearer is my skin.'
Next day the Bishop lost no time in settling to his work.
His people watched him closely. He found his palace in a
forlorn and dUapidated state, and the episcopal demesne, which
was about a square mile of glebe, as fallow as the rough top of
the mountains. The money value of this bishopric was rather
less than 500i. a year, but out of this income he set to work to
fence and drain his lands, plant trees, and restore his house to
comfort if not to stateUness. ' I find my Patmos in ruins,' he
said, ' and that wiU obUge me to interrupt my charity to the
poor in some measure.'
He assumed none of the social dignity of a Bishop. Ha
had no carriage and no horse for riding. When he made hia
pastoral visitations he went afoot. The journey to Douglas he
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caUed crossing the Pyrenees; and he likened his toilsome tramp
across the heavy Curraghs from Bishop's Court to Kirk Andreas
to the passing of a pilgi-im across a desert. ' To apeak truth,' he
would say, ' I have a title too large for my scant fortune to
maintain.'
His first acts of episcopal authority did not conciliate either
the populace or their superiors in station. He set his face
against the contraband trade, and refused communion to those
who foUowed it. ' Och, terrible, wonderful hard on the poor
man he is, with his laws agen honest trading, and his by-laws
and his customs and his canons and the like o" that messing.'
It was soon made clear that the Bishop did not court popularity. He started a school in each of the parishes by the help
of a lady, who settled a bounty, payable at the Bishop's pleasure,
for the support of the teachers. The teachers were appointed
by his vicars-general. One day a number of the men of his
own parish, with Jabez Gawne, the sleek little taUor, and
Matthias Jubman, the buirdly maltster, at their head, came up
to Bishop's Court to complain of the schoolmaster appointed to
Kirk Michael. According to the malcontents the schoolmaster
was unable to di%dde his syUables, and his home, which was the
sehoolhouse also, was too remote for the convenience of the
chUdren. ' So we beseech your Lordship,' said little Jabez, who
was spokesman,' to aUow us a fit person to discharge the office,
and with suhmission ive will recommend one.' The Bishop
took in the situation at a glance ; Jabez's last words had let the
cat out of the bag, and it could not be said to be a Manx cat, for
it had a most prodigious tail. Next day the Bishop went to the
school, examined master and scholars, then caUed the petitioners
together and said, ' I find that James Quirk is qualified to teach
an EngUsh school, and I cannot remove him ; but I am of your
opinion that his house is in a remote part of the parish, and I
ehaU expect the parishioners to buUd a new sehoolhouse in a
convenient place, near tlie church, within a reasonable time,
otherwise the bounty cannot be continued to them.' The
answer staggered the petitioners, but they were men with the
saving grace of humour, and through the mouth of little Jabez,
which twisted into curious lines, they forthwith signified to hii
Lordship their earnest desire to meet his wish by building their
sehoolhouse within the churchyard.
Though a zealous upholder of Church authority, the Bishop
was known to temper justice with mercy. He had not been a
month in the diocese when his sumner told him a painful story
of hard penance. A young girl from near Peeltown had been
presented for incontinence, and with the partner of her crime
she had been ordered to stand six Simdays at the door of six
churches. The man, who was rich, had compounded with the
Archdeacon, paying six pounds for exemption, and being thence-
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forward no more mentioned; but the woman, being penniless
and appalled at the disgrace before her, had fled from the island.
The Archdeacon had learned her whereabouts in England, and
had written to the minister of the place to acquaint him that
she was under the Church's censure. The minister, on his part,
had laid before her the terror of her position if she died out of
communion with God's people. She resisted all appeals until
her time came, and then, in her travail, the force of the idea
had v/orked upon her, and she could resist it no more. When
she rose from bed she returned voltmtarily to the island, with
the sign of her shame at her breast, to undergo the penance of
her crime. She had stood three Sundays at the doors of three
churches, but her health was feeble, and she could scarcely carry
her child, so weak was she, and so long the distances from her
lodging In Peeltown. 'Let her be pardoned the rest of her
penance,' said the Bishop. 'The Church's censure was not
passed on her to afflict her with overmuch shame or sorrow.'
It was not untU years afterwards that the Bishop learned the
fuU facts of the woman's case, and comprehended the terrible
significance of her punishment. She was MaUy Kerruish.
The island was in the province of York, and bound by the
English canons, but the Bishop made his own canons and none
were heard to demur. Some of his judgments were strange,
but all leaned towards the weaker side. A man named Quayle
the Gyke, a blusterous feUow, a thorn in the side of every
official within a radius of miles, died after a long iUness, leaving
nothing to a legitimate son who had nursed him affectionately.
This seemed to the Bishop to be contrary to natural piety, and
in the exercise of his authority he appointed the son an executor
with the others. Quayle the younger lived, as we shall see. to
retm'n evil for the Bishop's good. A rich man of bad repute,
Thormod Mylechreest, died intestate, leaving an illegitimate son.
The Bishop directed the ordinary to put aside a sum of money
out of the estate for the maintenance and education of the child.
But ThorkeU came down in the name of the civil power, reversed
the spiritual judgment, ordered that the whole belongings of the
deceased should be confiscated to the Lord of the Isle, and left
the base-begotten to charity. We shall also see that the bastard
returned good for ThorkeU's evil.
The canons and customs of Bishop Mylrea not only leaned
—sometimes with too great indulgence—to the weaker side, but
they supposed faith in the people by allowing a voluntary oath
IS evidence, and this made false swearing a terror. Except in
the degree of superstition, he encouraged belief in all its forms.
He trusted an oath implicitly, but no man ever heard him gain
say his yea or nay.
A hoary old dog known as Billy the Gawk, who had never
worked within living memory, who lived as they said ' on the
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nouses,' and fi'equented the pot-house with more than the regularity of religious observance, was not long in finding out that
Bishop's Court had awakened from its protracted sleep. The
Bishop was abroad for his morning's ramble, and whUe leaning
against the sunny side of a high tm-f hedge, looking vacantly
out to sea, he heard footsteps on the road behind him, and then
a dialogue, of which this is a brief summary;
' Going up to the Coort, eh ? Ah, weU, it's plenty that's
there to take the edge off your stomach; plenty, plenty, and a
rael welcome too.'
' Ah, it's not the stomach that's bothering me. It's the
narves, boy, the narves, and a drop of the rael stuff is worth a
Jew's eye for studdying a man after a night of it, as the saying is.'
'Aw, BUly, BUly, aw well, weU, well.'
The conversation died off on the Bishop's ear in a loud
roystering laugh and a low gurgle as undertone.
Half an hour later BUly the Gawk stood before the Bishop
inside the gates of Bishop's Court. The old dog's head hung
low, his battered hat was over his eyes, and both his trembling
hands leaned heavUy on his thick blackthorn stick.
' And how do you Uve, my man ?' asked the Bishop.
' I ' m getting a bite here, and a sup there, and I've had
terrible Httle but a bit o' barley bread since yesterday morning,'
said the Gawk.
'Poor man, that's hard fare,' said the Bishop; 'but mind
you call here every day for the fiiture.'
BUly got a measure of corn worth sixpence, and went
straightway to the viUage, where he sold it at the pot-house for
as much Uquor as could have been bought for three-halfpence,
And as Billy the Gawk drank his drop of the real stuff he
laughed very loud and boasted that he could outwit the Bishop.
But the Uquor got into his head, and from laughing he went on
to swearing and thence to fighting, un til the innkeeper turned him
out into the road, where, under the weight of his measure of
corn taken in solution, BUly sank into a dead slumber. The
Bishop chanced to take an evening walk that day, and he found
his poor pensioner, who fared hard, lodged on a harder bed, and
he had him picked up and carried into the house. Next mornmg, when BiUy awoke and found where he was, and remembered what had occurred, an unaccustomed sensation took
possession of him, and he stole away unobserved. The hoarj
old dog was never seen again at Bishop's Court.
But if Billy never came again his kith and kin came frequently. It became a jest that the Bishop kept tne beggars from
every house but his own, and that no one else coiUd get a beggar.
He had a book, which he caUed his • Matricula Paupervun,'
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in which he entered the names of his pensioners, with notes
of their circumstances. He knew aU the bits of family history—
when Jemmy Corkell's wife was down with lumbago, and when
Robbie Quirk was to kUl his little pig.
Billy the Gawk was not alone in thinking that he could
outwit the Bishop. When the Bishop wanted a new pair of
boots or a new coat, the taUor or shoemaker came to Bishop's
Court, and was kept there until his job of work was finished.
The first winter after his arrival in his Patmos, he wanted a
cloak, and sent for Jabez Gawne, the sleek little fox who had
been spokesman for the conspirators against James Quirk, the
schoolmaster. Jabez had cut out the cloak, and was preparing
it for a truly gorgeous adornment when the Bishop ordered him
to put merely a button and a loop on it to keep it together.
Jabez thereupon dropped his cloth and held up his hands where
he sat cross-legged on the kitchen dresser, and exclaimed with
every accent of aggrieved surprise :
' My Lord, what would become of the poor button-makers
and their families if everyone ordered his tailor In that way ? '
' How so, Jabez ? '
' Why they would be starved outright.'
' Do you say so, Jabez ? '
' Yes, my Lord, I do.'
' Then button it aU over, Jabez,' said the Bishop.
The Deemster was present at that interview, and went away
from it tltteriug audibly.
' Give to the raven and he'U come again,' he muttered.
' I forgot that poor Jabez would have his buttons in his
breeches pocket,' said the Bishop.
The Manxman had not yet made up his mind concerning the
composite character of Bishop Mylrea, his dignity and his
humility, his reserve and his simplicity, when a great event
settled for the Manxman's heart the problem that had been too
much for his head. This was no less a catastrophe than a
general famine. It came upon the island in the second year of
the Bishop's residence, and was the cause of many changes. One
of the changes was that the Bishop came to be regarded by his
people with the reverence of Israel for Samuel, and by his
brother, the Deemster, with the distrust, envy, and, at length,
mingled fear and hatred of Saul for Israel's prophet.
"The land of the island had been held under a tenure of straw,
known as the three lives tenure; the third life was everywhere
running out, and the farms were reverting to the Lord of the
Isle. This disheartened the farmers, who lost all Interest in
agriculture, let their lands lie faUow, and turned to the only
other industry in which they had an interest, the herring fishing.
The herrings faUed this season, and without fish, with empty
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tarns, and a scant potato crop, caused by a long summer of
drought, the people were reduced to poverty.
Then the Bishop opened wider the gates of Bishop's Court,
which since his coming had never been closed. Heaven seemed
to have given him a special blessing. The drought had parched
np the grass even of the damp Curragh, and left bleached on the
whitening mould the poor, thin, dwarfed corn, that could never
be reaped. But the glebe of Bishop's Court gave fair crops, rmd
when the people cried in the grip of thek necessity the Bishop
sent round a pastoral letter to his clergy, saying that he had
eight hundred bushels of wheat, barley, and oats more than his
household required. Then there came firom the north and the
south, the east and the west, long straggling troops of buyers with
little or no money to buy, and Bishop's Court was turned into
a public market. The Bishop sold to those who had money at
the price that corn fetched before the famine, and in his bam
behind the house he kept a chest for those who came in at the
back with nothing but a sack in their hands. Once a day he
inspected the chest, and when it was low, which was frequently,
he replenished it, and when it was high, which was rarely, he
smiled, and said that God was turning away his displeasure
from his people.
The eight hundred bushels were at an end In a month, and
still the famine continued. Then the Bishop bought eight hundred other bushels: wheat at ten shilUngs, barley at six shiUings,
and oats at fom- shillings, and sold them at half these prices. He
gave orders that the bushel of the poor man was not to be stroked,
but left in heaped-up measure.
A second month went by; the second eight hundred bushels
were consumed, and the famine showed no abatement. The
Bishop waitftd for vessels fi-om Liverpool, but no vessels came.
He was a poor priest, with a great title, and he had little money;
but he wrote to England asking for a thousand bushels of grain
and five hundred kischen of potatoes, and promised to pay at six
days after the next annual revenue, A week of weary waiting
ensued, and every day the Bishop cheered the haggard folk that
came to Bishop's Court with accounts of the provisions that
were coming; and every day they went up on to the head
of _ the hiU, and strained their bleared eyes seaward for the
sails of an English ship. When patience was worn to despair,
the old ' King Orry' brought the Bishop a letter saying that
the drought had been general, that the famine was felt
throughout the kingdom, and that an embargo had been put on
aU food to forbid traders to send it from English shores. Then
the voice of the hungry multitudes went up in one deep cry of
pain. ' The hunger is on us,' they moaned. ' Poor once, pool
for ev,er^' they muttered; and the voice of the Bishop was sUent.
Just at that moment a further disaster threatened the people.
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Their cattle, which they could not sell, they had grazed on the
mountains, and the milk of the cows had been the chief food of
the chUdren, and the wool of the sheep the only clothing of the
old men. With parched meadows and Curraghs, where the turf
Was so dry that it would take fire from the sun, the broad tops of
the furze-covered hUls were the sole resource of the poor. At daybreak the shepherd with his six ewe lambs and one goat, and the
day labourer with his cow, would troop up to where the grass
looked greenest, and at dusk they would como down to shelter,
with weary limbs and heavy hearts. ' What's It sayin',' they
would mutter,' a green hill when far fi'om m e ; bare, bare, when
It is near.'
At this crisis it began to be whispered that the Deemster had
made an offer to the Lord to rent the whole stretch of mountain •
k n d from Ramsey to Peeltown. The rumour created consternation, and was not at first believed. But one day the Deemster,
with the Governor of the Grand Enquest, drove to the glen at
Sulby and went up the hill-side. Not long after, a light cart was
seen to foUow the high road to the glen beyond Ballaugh and
then turn up towards the mountains by the cart track. The
people who were grazing their cattle on the hills came down and
gathered with the people of the valleys at the foot, and there
were dark faces and firm set lips among them, and hot words
and deep oaths were heard. ' Let's off to the Bishop,' said one,
and they went to Bishop's Court. Half an hour later the Bishoj)
came fi-om Bishop's Court at the head of a draggled company
of men, and his face was white and hard. They overtook the
cart halfway up the side of the mountain, and the Bishop caUed
on the driver to stop, and asked what he carried, and where he
was going. The man answered that he had provisions for the
Governor, the Deemster, and the Grand Enquest, who were
surveying the tops of the mountains.
The Bishop looked round, and his lip was set, and his nostrils
quivered. ' Can any man lend me a knife ? ' he asked with 9
strained quietness,
A huge knife was handed to him, such as shepherds carried
in the long legs of their boots. He stepped to the cart and ripped
up the harness, which was rope harness, the shafts feU and the
horse was free. Then the Bishop tm-ned to the driver and said
very quietly:
' Where do you live, my man ?'
' At Sulby, my Lord,' said the man, trembling with fear.
' You shall have leather harness to-morrow.'
Then the Bishop went on, his soiled and draggled company
foUowing him, the cart lying helpless in the cart track behind
them.
When they got to the top of the mountain they could see the
Governor and the Deemster and their associates stretching the
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chain in the purple distance. The Bishop made in their direetioiii
and when he came up with them he said:
' Gentlemen, no food wiU reach you on the mountains to-day;
the harness of your cart has been cut, and cart and provisions
are lying on the hill side.'
At this ThorkeU turned white with wrath, and clenched his
fists and stamped his foot on the turf, and looked piercingly
into the faces of the Bishop's followers.
'As sure as I'm Deemster,' he said with an oath,' the man
who has done this shall suffer. Don't let him deceive himself—
no one, not even the Bishop himself, shaU step in between that
man and the punishment of the law.'
The Bishop listened with calmness, and then said, ' Thorkell,
the Bishop wiU not intercede for him. Punish him If you can,'
'And so by God I will,' cried the Deemster, and his eye
traversed the men behind his brother.
The Bishop then took a step forward. ' I am that man,' he
said, and then there was a great sUence.
ThorkeU's face flinched, his head fell between his shoulders,
his manner grew dogged, he said not a word, his braggadocio
was gone.
The Bishop approached the Governor, ' You have no more
right to rent these mountains than to rent yonder sea,' he said,
and he stretched his arm towards the broad blue Une to the
west. ' They belong to God and to the poor. Let me warn you,
sir, that as sure as you set up one stone to enclose these true
God's acres I shaU be the first to pull that stone down.'
The Grand Enquest broke up in confrision, and the motmtalii.g were saved to the people.
It blew hard on the hUl top that day, and the next morning
the news spread through the island that a ship laden with barley
had put in fi-om bad weather at Douglas Harbour. 'And a
terrible wonderful sight of com, plenty for all, plenty, plenty,'
was the word that went round. In three hours' time hundreds
of men and women trooped down to the quay with money to
buy. To aU comers the master shook his head, and refused to
seU.
' SeU, man—seU, sell,' they cried.
' I can't seU. The cargo is not mine. I'm a poor man myself,' said the master,
'WeU, and what's that it's sayin', "When one poor man
helps another poor man, God laughs." '
The Bishop came to the ship's side and tried to treat for th«
cargo.
'I've given bond to land it all at Whitehaven," said the
master.
Then the people's faces grow black, and deep oaths rose to
their Ups, and they turned and looked into each other's eyes in
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tbeir impotent rage, ' The hunger is on us—we can't starve—
let every herring hang by its own giU—let's board her,' they
muttered among themselves.
And the Bishop heard their threats. ' My people,' he said,
•what will become of this poor island unless God averts his
awful judgments, only God himself can know; but this good
man has given his bond, and let us not bring on our heads God's
further displeasure.'
There was a murmur of discontent, and then one long sigh
of patient endurance, and then the Bishop lifted his hands, and
down on their knees on the quay the people with famished faces
fell around the tall, drooping figure of the man of God, and from
parched throats, and hearts well nigh as dry, sent up a great cry
to heaven to grant them succour lest they should die.
About a week afterwards, another ship put in by contrary
winds at Castletown, It had a cargo of Welsh oats bound to
Dumfries, on the order of the Provost, The contrary winds
continued, and the corn began to heat and spoU, The hungry
populace, enraged by famine, caUed on the master to sell. He
was powerless. Then the Bishop walked over his ' Pyrenees,'
and saw that the food for which his people hungered was perishing before their eyes. When the master said ' No ' to him, as
to others, he remembered how in old time David, being an hungered, did that which was not lawful in eating of the shewbread,
and straightway he went up to Castle Rushen, got a company of
musketeers, returned with them to the ship's side, boarded the
ship, put the master and crev/ in Irons, and took possession of
the com.
What wild joy among the people 1 What shouts were heard;
what tears rolled down the stony cheeks of stern men 1
' Patience!' cried the Bishop. ' Bring the market weights
and scales.'
The scales and weights were brought down to the quay and
every bushel of the cargo was exactly weighed, and paid for at
the prime price according to the master's report. Then the
master and crew were liberated, and the Bishop paid the ship's
freight out of his own purse. When he passed through the
market-place on his way back to the Bishop's Court the people
foUowed with eyes that were almost too dim to see, and they
blessed him in cheers that were sobs.
And then God remembered his people, and their troubles
passed away. With the opening spring the mackerel nets came
back to the boats in shining silver masses, and peace and plenty
came again to the hearth of the poorest.
The Manxman knew his Bishop now; he knew him for th«
strongest soul in the dark hour, the serenest saint in the hour of
light and peace. That hoary old dog, Billy the Gawk, took his
knife and scratched ' B.M,,' and the year of the Lord on the
D
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inside of his cupboard door to record the advent of Bishop
Mylrea.
A mason from Ireland, a Catholic named Patrick Looney,
\vas that day at work building the square tower of the church
of the market-place, and when he saw the Bishop pass under
him he went down on his knees on the scaffold and dropped his
head for the good man's blessing.
A Uttle girl of seven with sunny eyes and yellow hair stood
by at that moment, and for love of the child's happy face the
Bishop touched her head and said, ' God bless you, my sweet
chUd.'
The Uttle one lifted her innocent eyes to his eyes, aud
answered with a curtsey, ' And God bless you, too, sir.'
' Thank you, chUd, thank you,' said the Bishop. ' I do not
doubt that your blessing wUl be as good as mine.'
Such was GUcrist Mylrea, Bishop of Man, He needed aU
his strength and aU his tenderness for the trials that were to
come.

CHAPTER VI.
THE COSY NEST AT BISHOP'S COURT.

'THE children of the Deemster and Bishop spent the first five
years as one Uttle brood in the cosy nest at Bishop's Court,
The arrangeraent was agreeable to both brothers while it lasted.
It left BaUamona a silent place, but the master recked little of
that. The Deemster kept no company or next to none. He
dismissed aU his domestics except one, and Hommy-beg, who
had been gardener hitherto, became groom as weU. The new
BaUamona began to gather a musty odour, and the old BaUamona
took the moss on its waU and the lichen on its roof. The
Deemster rose early and went late to bed. Much of the day
was spent in the saddle passing from town to town of his
northern circuit, for he held a court twice weekly at Ramsey
and Peeltown, Towards nightfall he was usually back at hia
house, sitting alone by the fireplace, whether, as in the long
nights of winter, a peat fire bm-ned there, or, as in the summer
evenings, the hearth was empty. Hardly a sound broke the
dead quiet of the soUtary place, save when some litigious farmer
who had caught his neighbour in the act of trespass brought
him there and then for judgment to the Deemster's house by
that most summary kind of summons—the force of superior
museles. On such occasions the plaintiff and defendant, with
their noisy witnesses, would troop into the haU ^\ith the yaps
and snaps of a pack of dogs, and ThorkeU v/ould twist in hia
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chair and fine one of them, or perhaps both, and pocket their
money, and then drive them all away dissatisfied, to settle their
dispute by other means in the darkness of the road outside.
Meantime Bishop's Com-t was musical with chUdren's
voices, and with the patter of tiny feet that ferreted out every
nook and cranny of the old place. There was Ewan, the
Deemster's son, a slight, sensitive boy, who listened to you with
his head aslant, and with absent looks. There was wee Mona,
Ewan's meek sister, with the big eyes and the quiet ways, who
liked to be fondled, and would cry sometimes when no one knew
why. And then there was Daniel—Danny—Dan, the Bishop's
boy, a braw Uttle rogue, with a slice of the man in him, as broad
as he was long, with tousled fair head and face usuaUy smudged,
laughing a good deal and not crying over much, loving a good tug
or a delightful bit of a fight, and always feeling high disdain at
being kissed. And the Bishop, God bless him I was father and
m.other both to the motherless brood, though Kerry Quayle was
kept as nurse. He would tell a story, or perhaps sing one, whUe
Mona sat on his knee with her pretty head resting on his breast,
and Ewan held on to his chair with his shy head hanging on his
own shoulder, and his eyes looking out at the window, listening
intently in his queer little absent way. And when Dan, in
lordly contempt of such doings, would break in on song or story,
and tear his way up the back of the chair to the back of the
Bishop, Mona would be set on her feet, and the biggest baby of
the four there present would sUde down on to his hands
and knees and creep along the fioor with the great Uttle man
astride him, and whinny like a horse, or perhaps bark Uke a dog,
and pretend to leap the four-bar gate of the baby's chair tumbled
down on its side. And when Dan would slide from his saddle,
and the restless horseman would turn coachman and tug the
mane of his steed, and aU the Bishop's long hair would tumble
over his face, what shrieks of laughter, what rolling on the ground
and tossing up of bare legs ! And then when supper time came,
and the porridge would be brought in, and little Mona would
begin to whimper because she had to eat it, and Ewan to fret
because it was barley porridge and not oaten cake, and Dan to
devour his share with silent industry, and then bellow for more
than was good for him, what schemes the good Bishop resorted
to, what promises he made, what crafty tricks he learned, what
an artful old pate his simple head suddenly became ! And then,
when Kerry came with the tub and the towels, and three little
naked bodies had to be bathed, and the Bishop stole away to his
unfinished sermon, and little Mona's wet hands clung to Kerry's
dress, and Ewan, standing bolt upright in the three inches of
water, blubbered while he rubbed the sponge over an inch and a
half of one cheek, and Dan sat on his haunches in the bottom
of the tub splashing the water on every side, and shrieking at
D2
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every splash; then the fearful commotion would bring the
Bishop back from the dusky room upstairs, where thfi shaded
lamp burned on a table that was littered with papers. And at
last, when the day's big battle was done, and night's bigger battle
began, and three night-dresses were popped over three wary
heads that dodged them when they could, the Bishop would
carry three sleepless, squealing piggies to bed—Mona at hia
breast because she was little, E w a n on his back because he was
big, and Dan across his shoulders because he could not get to any
loitier perch. Presently there would be three little pairs of
knees bj' the crib-side, and then three little flaxen polls on the
piUow, tumbling and tossing, and with the great dark head of the
Bishop shaking gravely at them from over the counterpane, and
then a hush broken by a question lisped drowsUy, or a baby
r h y m e that ran a line or two and stopped, and at length the long
deep quiet and the silence of sleep, and the Bishop going off on
tiptoe to the dusky room with the shaded lamp, and to-morrow's
sermon lying half-vn-itten beneath it.
And so five tearing, romping years went by, and though they
were the years of the famine and the pestUence, and of many
another dark cloud that hung blackest over Bishop's Court, a
world of happiness was crowded into them. Then when Ewan
was six years old, and Danny and Mona were five, and the boys
were buttoning their own corduroys, the Deemster came ovei
from BaUamona and broke up the Uttle nest of hummuigbirds,
' GUcrist,' said Thorkell, ' you are ruining the children, and I
must take m y own away from you,'
The Bishop's grave face grew suddenly white, and when,
after a pause he said, ' No, no, ThorkeU, you don't mean that,'
there was a tremor in his deep voice,
' I do mean it,' said the Deemster, ' Let a father treat his
children as the world will treat tliem when they have nothing
but the world for their father—that's m y maxim, and I'U act
up to it with m y own.'
• That's hard treatment, ThorkeU,' said the Bishop, and his
eyes began to fill.
' Spare the rod, spoil the child,' said Thorkell,
' Maybe you're right,' said the Bishop in a quavering voice,
and he could say no more.
But the Deemster was as good as his word. E w a n and Mona
were removed to BaUamona. There they had no nurse, and
shifted a good deal for themselves. They ate oaten cake and
barley porridge three times a day, and that was to buUd up their
bone and b r a i n ; they were bathed in cold water summer and
winter, and that was to make them h a r d y ; they wore frocks
with low necks, and that was to strengthen their lungs ; they
went to bed without a light and fell asleep while trembling m
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9ach other's arms, and that was to make them brave and prevent
them from becoming superstitious.
If the spirit and health of the little ones did not sink under
their Spartan training it was because Nature was stronger than
3ustom, and because God is very good to the bruised hearts of
children. They did not laugh too loud when the Deemster was
near, and they were never seen to pull his vest, or to tug him
by his hair, or to ride across his back, which was never known to
stoop low for their Uttle legs to mount. The house was not much
noisier, or dirtier, or less orderly for their presence; they did
not fiU it with their voices, or tumble it out of its propriety with
their busy fingers, as with Cousin Danny's powerful assistance
they had fiUed and tumbled Bishop's Court, untU every room in
the comfortable old place seemed to say to you with a wink and
a nod, ' A child Uves here; this is his own home, and he is
master of the whole house.' But when they stole away to their
own Uttle room at the back, where no fire burned lest they
should grow 'nesh,' not aU the masks that were ever made to
make Ufe look like a sorry tragedy could have hidden the joy
that was always waiting to break out on their Uttle faces. There
they would romp and laugh and crow and sing, and Ewan would
play at preaching with the back of a chair for a pulpit, and his
pinafore for surplice, and Mona of the big eyes sitting on the
floor below for choir and congregation. And if In the middle of
their play it happened that aU at once they remembered Danny,
then Ewan's head would fall aside, and his look in an instant be
far away, and Mona's lower lip would hang suddenly, and the
sunshine would straightway die out of her laughing face.
When the Bishop lost the Deemster's children he found a
great void in his heart; but Uttle Danny troubled his big head
not at all about the change that had taken place. He laughed
just as loud, and never cried at all, and when he awoke in the
morning and his cousins were not there, their place forthwith
knew them no more. In a vague way he missed his playmates,
but that only meant that the Bishop had to be his playmate even
more than before, and the Bishop was nothing loath. Away
they ran through the copse together, these boon companions, and
if the Bishop hid behind a tree, of course Danny found him, and
if It was Danny that hid, of course the Bishop searched high
and low, and never once heard the merry titter that came from
behind the gorse bush that was arm's length away, untU, with
a burst of laughter, Danny leapt out on him like an avalanche.
They talked one jargon, too, for Danny's industrious tongue
eould not say its w, and it made an s of Its f. ' How many
'heels has your cart got, carter ? ' ' Sour.' ' Very srosty to-day,
master.' ' Well, then, come in to the sire.'
In a strange and unconscious way the Bishop developed a
Bort of physicaJ af&nity with this sworn aUy. When no sound
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seemed to break the silence he could hear the little man's cry
through three stout stone waUs and up two flights of stairs. If
the child feU and hurt himself half a mile from the house, the
Bishop at home felt as if he had himself dropped on a sharp stone
and cut his knee. If he clambered to the top of a high wall that
was out of sight, the Bishop in his study felt dizzy.
But extraordinary as was this affinity of the Bishop and his
boy, the intercourse that subsisted between Danny and his nurse
was yet more marvellous. The Bishop had merely a prescience
of disaster threatening his darling; but Kerry seemed, by an
exercise of some nameless faculty, to know the child's whereabouts at any moment of day or night. Half-blind at the time
of the birth of little Ewan, Kerry Quayle had gro^vn stone-blind
since, and this extraordinary power was in truth her second
sight. It was confined to Danny, her nursling, but over hia
movements it was an absolute gift,
' Och,' she cried, leaping up from the spinning-wheel, ' the
wee craythur's Into the chapel, as the sayin' is,'
'Impossible!' the Bishop answered; ' I've only this moment
locked the door.'
But Kerry and the Bishop went to the chapel to search for
him, and found the ftigitive, who had clambered In through an
open window, lighting the candle at the reading-desk, after
washing his black hands in the font.
' Aw, now,' said Kerry, lifting up her hands and her blind
face in horror, ' what's that it's sajdng, " The little hemlock is
sister to the big hemlock; " ' which was as much as to say that the
small sin was akin to the great sin, and that little Danny, who
had been caught in an act of sacrUege, would one day be guilty
of worse.
'Nonsense, woman, nonsense; a child is but a child,'said
the Bishop, leading the deUnquent away.
That day—it was Thursday of Whitsun week—Convocation
was to be held at Bishop's Court, and the clergy had already
begun to gather in the library that looked west towards the sea.
To keep Danny out of further mischief the Bishop led him to
his own room, and there he poured water into a bowl and proceeded to bathe his eyes, which had latterly shown signs of
weakness. To do this he had need to remove his spectacles,
and he set them down on the table by his hand, Danny watched
these proceedings with a roguish look, and when the Bishop's
face was in the bowl he whipped up the spectacles and pushed
them down his neck between his frock and his breast. With a
whirr and a puff the Bishop shook the water from his face and
dried it, and when the lash comb had tossed back his long hair
he stretched his hand out for his spectacles. He could not
feel them, and when he looked he could not see them, and
then he caUed on Danny to search for them, and straightway
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ihe rogue was on hands and knees hunting In every possible
and impossible place. But Danny could not find them, not
he. Convocation was waiting for its chief, but the spectacles
could not be found, and the Bishop, for all bookish services, was
blinder than a bat without them. High and low, up and down,
on every table, under every paper, into every pocket, and still
no spectacles. At length the Bishop paused and looked steadUy
into the eyes of the little man sitting on his haunches and tittering audibly,
' Where are the glasses ? '
Danny laughed very loud,
' Where are my glasses, Danny vog ? '
Danny veg laughed still louder.
There was nothing to be made of an answer like that, so
down on his knees went the Bishop again to see if the rogue had
hidden the spectacles beneath the hearthrug, or under the seat
of the settle, or inside the shaving-pot on the hearth. And all
the time Danny, with his hands clasped under his haimches,
hopped about the room like a frog with great starry eyes, and
crowed and laughed tiU his face grew scarlet and the tears
trickled down his cheeks.
Blind Kerry came to say that the gentlemen wanted to know
when the Bishop would be with them, as the saying was; and
two minutes afterwards the Bishop strode into the library through
a line of his clergy, who rose as he entered, and bowed to him In
silence when his tall figure bent slightly to each of them in turn.
'Your pardon, gentlemen, for this delay,' he said, gravely,
and then he settled himself at the head of the table.
Hardly had the clergy taken their seats when the door of
the room was dashed open with a lordly bang, and into the
muggy room, made darker stUl by twenty long black coats, there
shot a gleam of laughing sunshine—Danny himself, at a hop^
skip, and a jump, with a pair of spectacles perched insecurely on
the sliding bridge of his diminutive nose.
The Archdeacon was there that day, and when the intruder
had been evicted by bUnd Kerry, who came in hot pursuit of
him, he shook his head and looked as solemn and as wise as his
Uttle russet face would admit, and said:
'Ah, my Lord, you'U kill that child with kindness. May
you never heap up for yourself a bad harvest I'
The Bishop made no answer, but breathed on the restored
spectacles, and rubbed them with his red sUk handkerchief.
' I hold with the maxim of my son-in-law the Deemster,' the
Archdeacon continued; ' let a child be dealt with In his father's
house as the world hereafter will deal with him.'
' Nay, nay, but more gently,' said the Bishop. ' If he is a
good man, ten to one the world will whip him—let him remember
bis father's house as a place of love.'
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'Ah, my Lord,' said the Archdeacon, 'but what of the injunction against the neglect of the rod ? '
T^e Bishop bent his head and did not answer.
Once in a way during these early years the Biishop took
Danny across to BaUamona, and then the two little exiles in
their father's house, banished from the place of love, would rush
into the Bishop's arms, Mona at his chin, Ewan with hands
clasped about his leg and flaxen head against the great seals that
hung from his fob-pocket. But as for Danny and his cousins,
and the cousins and Danny, they usually stood awhile and inspected each other with that solemnity and aloofness which is
one of the phenomena of child manners, and then, when the
reserve of the three hard little faces had been softened by a
smile, they would forthwith rush at each other with mighty
clenched fists and pitch into one another for five minutes together, amid a chorus of squeals. In this form of salutation
Danny was never known to fail, and as he was too much of a
man to limit his greeting to Ewan, he always pitched into Mona
with the same masculine impartiality.
But the time came again when the salutation was unnecessary, for they were sent to school together, and they saw each
other daily. There was only one school to which they could be
sent, and that was the parish school, the same that was taught
by James Quirk, who ' could not divide his syUables,' according
to the account of Jabez Gawne, the tailor.
The parishioners had buUt their new sehoolhouse near the
church, and it lay about midway between Bishop's Court and
BaUamona, It was also about haff-way down the road that led
to the sea, and that was a proximity of never-ending delight.
After school on the long summer evenings the scholars would
troop down to the shore in one tumultuous company, the son of
the Bishop with the son of the cobbler, the Deemster's little girl
with the big girl of Jabez, who sent his child on charity. Ragged
and well clad, clean and dirty, and the biggest lad 'rigging'
the smallest, and not caring a ha'porth if his name was the
name of the Deemster or the name of BiUy the Gawk. Hand
in hand, Danny and Ewan, with Mona between, would skip
and caper along the sands down to where the red rocks of
the Head jutted out into the sea and bounded the universe; Mona
prattling and singing, shaking o®t her wavy hair to the wind,
dragging Danny aside to look at a seaweed, and puUing Ewan to
look at a sheU, tripping down to the water's edge, until the big
bearded waves touched her boots, and then back once more with
a half-frightened, half-affected, laughter-loaded scream. Then
the boys would strip and bathe, and Mona, being only a woman,
would mind the men's clothes, or they would shout altogether at
the guUs, and Danny would mock Mother Cary's chicken and
oatoh the doleful cry of th© cormorant, and pelt with pebbleH
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the long-necked bird as It sat on the rocks; or he would clamber
np over the sUppery seaweed, across the sharp slate ribs to where
the sea pinks grew in the corries and the sea duck laid her eggs,
and sing out from some dizzy height to where Ewan held his
breath below and Mona stood crying and trembling on the
sands.
What times for Danny 1 How the lad seemed to swell and
grow every day of life 1 Before he was ten he had outgrown
Ewan by half an inch, and gone through a stand-up fight with
every ruffian under twelve. Then down among the fishermen
on the beach, what sport! Knocking about among the boats,
pulling at the oars like mad, or tugging at the sheets, baUng out
and pushing off, and riding away over the white breakers and
shouting for pure devUment above the plash of the water,
' Aw, man, it's aU for the happy the lad feels inside,' said
BUly QuiUeash,
Danny and BUly QuiUeash were sworn chums, and the little
sand-boy learned all the old salt's racy sayings, and went home
to Bishop's Court and fired them off at his father.
' There's a storm coming,' the Bishop said one day, looking
up at the scudding clouds. ' Ay, ay,' said Danny, with his
small eye askew, ' the long cat's tail was going off at a slant
awhile ago, and now the round thick skate yonder is hanging
mortal low.' ' The wind is rising,' the Bishop said on another
occasion. ' Ay, Davy's putting on the coppers for the parson,'
said the young heretic.
School, too, was only another playground to Danny, a little
less tumultuous but no less delightful than the shore. The
schoolmaster had grown very deaf since the days when the
Bishop pronounced him qualified to teach an English school.
This deafuess he did his best to conceal, for he had a lively recoUection of the dissatisfaction of the parishioners, and he had a
natural unwillingness to lose his bread and butter. But his
scholars were not easily hoodwinked, and Danny, the daring
young dog, would play on the master's infirmity. ' SpeU me the
word arithmetic,' the schoohnaster might ask when the boys
were ranged about his desk in class. And Danny would answer
with a face of tragic solemnity, ' Twice one are two, twice two
are four.' 'Very good,' the schoolmaster would reply. 'And
now, sir, repeat me your multiplication table^twice times.'
And then, while the master held his head aside, as if in the act
of intent listening, and the other boys twisted their faces to hide
their grins or sniggered openly, Danny, still with the face of a
judge, would repeat a paraphrase of the familiar little hymn,
'Jemmy was a Welshman, Jemmy was a thief. Jemmy
'
' Don't speak so fast, sir, say your fig^es more plainly,' the
schoolmaster would interrupt. And Danny would begin again
with a more explicit emmciation, 'Jimmy Quirk was a Welsh.
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man. Jemmy
' Then the sniggers and the snorts would rise
to a tumult. And down would come the master's cane on the
desk. ' Silence, boys, and let the boy say his table. Some of
you big lads might take example by him, and be none the worse.
Go on, Daniel—you are quite right so far—twice five are ten,
twice six
'
There was one lad in the school who could not see the humour of the situation, a slim, quiet boy, only a little older than
Danny, but a long way ahead of him in learning, and one evening
this solemn youngster hung behind when school was breaking
np, and blurted out the mischief to the schoolmaster. He did
not get the reception he expected, for in dire wrath at the imputation that he was deaf, Mr. Quirk birched the informant
soundly. Nor did the reward of his treachery end with birching.
It did not take half an hour for the report of both birching and
treachery to travel by that swiftest of telephones, the schoolboy
tongue, through that widest of kingdoms, the world of school,
and the same evening while Mona, on her way home, was
gathering the blue-beUs that grew on the lea of the yellow-tipped
gorse, and Ewan was chasing the humming-bee through the hot
air that was thick with midges, Danny, with a face as white as
a haddock, was striding alone by a long circuit across the moor,
to where a cottage stood by the path across the Head, There
he bounded in at the porch, caught a boy by the coat, dragged
him into the road, pummeUed him with silent vigour, while the
lad beUowed and struggled to escape.
In another Instant, an old woman hobbled out of the cottage
on a stick, and with that weapon she made for Danny, and gave
him sundry hard raps on the back and head,
' Och, the craythur,' she cried, ' get off with ye—the damon—
extraordinary—would the Lord think it now—it's in the breed of
ye—get off, or I'll break every bone in your skin.'
Danny paid as little heed to the old woman's blows as to her
threats, and was up with his fist for the twentieth time to come
down on the craven traitor who bellowed in his grip, when all
at once a horse's feet were tramping about their limbs where
they struggled in the road, and a stern voice from over their
heads shouted, ' Stop, stop, or must I bring the whip across your
flanks ?'
It was the Deemster. Danny fell aside on the right of the
horse, and the old woman and the boy on the left.
' What does this mean ? ' asked the Deemster, turning to his
nephew; but Danny stood there panting, his eyes like fire, his
fists clenched, his knuckles standing out like ribs of steel, and he
made no answer.
' Who is this blubbering coward ? ' asked the Deemster,
pointing with a contemptuous gesture to the boy half hidden by
the old woman's dress.

THE COSY NEST

AT BISHOP'S

COURT

4j

' Coward, is it ? ' said the woman. ' Coward, you say ? '
' Who is the brat, Mrs. Kerruish ? ' said the Deemster,
sharply.
At that Mrs, Kerruish, for it was she, pulled the boy from
behind her, plucked off his hat, ran her wrinkled hand over his
forehead to his hair, and held up his face and said :
' Look at him. Deemster; look at him. You don't come this
way often, but look at him while you're here. Did you ever see
his picture before ? Never ? Never see a face like that ? No ?
Not when you look in the glass. Deemster ? '
' Get into the house, woman,' said the Deemster, in a low,
thick tone, and, so saying, he put the spurs to his horse.
'As for this young demon here,' said the old woman, pushing
the boy back and pointing with her stick at Danny, ' he'll have
his heel on your neck yet, Deemster—and remember tlie word
I'm saying,'

CHAPTER VII.
DANNY, THE MADCAP,

Now Danny was a great favourite with the Deemster, and
nothing that he could do was amiss. The spice of mischief in
the lad made him the darling of the Deemster's heart. His own
son disappointed the Deemster. He seemed to have no joy in
him. Ewan was quiet, and his father thought him a milksop.
There was more than one sense in which the Deemster was an
Indifferent judge of his species, but he found no difficulty in
comprehending the idiosyncrasy of his brother's son. Over the
pathetic story of Danny's maddest prank or the last mournful
account of his daring devilry, the Deemster would chuckle and
shake, and roll his head between his shoulders, then give the boy
a slap on his hindmost part, accompanied by a lusty name, and
finaUy rummage for something in his pocket, and smuggle that
something into the young rascal's palm,
Danny would be about fifteen years of age—a lump of a lad,
and therefore out of the leading-strings of his nurse, Kerry
Quayle—when he concocted a most audacious scheme, whereof
Kerry was the chief subject and victim. This had nothing less
for its aim and object than to get Kerry married to Hommy-beg
—the blind woman to the deaf man. Now Hommy was a gaunt,
raw-boned man, dressed in a rough blue jacket and a short grey
petticoat. His full and proper name was now quite lost. _ He
was known as Hommy-beg, sometimes as Hommy-beg-BiU, a
name which at once embodied a playful allusion to his great
physique, and a certain genealogical record in showing that he
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was little Tom, the son of Bill. Though scarcely short of stone
deaf, he was musical. He played two instruments, the fiddle and
the voice. The former squeaked like a rasp, and the latter
thundered like a fog-horn. Away to BaUamona Master Danny
went, and found Hommy-beg thinning a bed of peonies,
' Aw, man, the terrible fond she is of the like o' that swate
flower,' said the young rogue, who spoke the home-spun to the
life. ' Aw, dear, the way she smells at them when you bring
them up for the Bishop !'
' "What, ould Kerry ? Smelling, is it ? And never a whiff of
a smeU at the breed o' them !'
' Och no, it's not the flowers, it's the man, the man, Hommy.'
' That'U do, that'U do. And bluid, too ! WeU, weU.'
' But the swate temper that's at her, Hommy! And the
coaxing and coaxing of her! And, man alive, the fond she is of
you 1 A fine sort of a man anyways, and A rael good voice at
him. Aw, extraordinary, extraordinarj
' D'ye raely mane it ? '
' Mane it ? Aw, weU, weU, and who but you doesn't know
it, Hommy ? '
' Astonishing, astonishing 1'
' Come up to the Coort and take a cup o' tay with her,'
Hommy-b9g scratched his head. ' Is it raely true, Danny
veg?'
' I'll lave it with you, Hommy,' said Danny, and straightway
the young rascal went back to Bishop's Co-art, lighted upon
blind Kerry, and entered upon a glowing description of the
personal charms of Hommy-beg.
' Aw, the good-looking he is, astonishing I My gough I You
should see him in his Sunday hat, or maybe with a frill on his
shirt, and smiling, and all to that 1 Terrible dacent sort is
Hommy-beg! '
' What, the loblolly-boy in the petticoat ? '
' Aw, but the tender-hearted he is for all, and, bless me,
Kerry woman, the swate he is on you!'
' What, the ould red-head that comes singing, as the saying
is?"
' Aw, no, woman, but as black as the raven, and the way
he looks sorrowful Uke when he comes beside of you. You
wouldn't beUeve it! And, bless me, the rael bad he is to
come up to the Coort and take a cup of tay with you, and the
like o' that,'
' Do you raely mane it, Danny, my chree ? '
The very next day Hommy-beg arrived at the kitchen door
of Bishop's Court in his Sunday hat, in the shirt with the frill to
it, and with a peony as big as a March cabbage in his fist. The
end of it aU was that Kerry and Hommy-beg were forthwith
asked in church. WUd as tbe freak was that made tie deaf man
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and the blind woman man and wife, their marriage was none
the less happy for their infirmities.
The Deemster heard of the plot on his way to church on
Sunday morning, and he laughed in his throat all through the
service, and when the first of the askings was solemnly proclaimed from the reading-desk, he tittered audibly in his pew.
' Danny was tired of the woman's second sight—found it inconvenient, very—wanted to be rid of her—good!' he chuckled.
But not long afterwards he enjoyed a jest that was yet more to
his taste, for his own prime butt of ridicule, the Church itself, was
then the victim.
It was an old Manx custom that on Christmas Eve the
church should be given up to the people for the singing of their
native carols or carvals. The curious service was known a?
Oiel Verree (the Eve of Mary), and at every such service for the
last twenty years Hommy-beg, the gardener, and Mr. James
Quirk, the schoolmaster, had officiated as singers in the strange
Manx ritual. Great had hitherto been the rivalry between these
musical celebrities, but word had gone round the town that at
length their efforts were to be combined in a carol which they
were to sing together, Dan had effected this extraordinary
combination of talent by a plot which was expected to add
largely to the amusement of the listeners,
Hommy-beg could not read a syllable, yet he never would
sing his carol without having the printed copy of it in his hand.
Of course Mr. Quirk, the schoolmaster, could read, but, as we
have seen, he resembled Hommy-beg in being almost stonedeaf. Each could hear himself sing, but neither could hear
another.
And now for the plot. Master Dan called on the gardener
at his cottage on the Brew on the morning of the day before
Christmas Day, and ' Hommy,' said he, ' it's morthal strange
the way a man of your common sense can't see that you'd
wallop that squeaking ould Jemmy Qukk in a jiffy if you'd only
consent to sing a ballad along of him. Bless me, man alive,
it's then they'd be seeing what a weak, ould cracked pot of a
voice is at him,'
Hommy-beg's face began to wear a smile of benevolent
condescension. Observing his advantage, the young rascal continued, ' Do it at the Oiel Verree to-night, Hommy. He'U sing
his treble, and you'U sing seconds to him.'
It was an unlucky remark. The gardener frowned austerely. ' Me sing seconds to the craythur ? No; never 1'
Dan explained to Hommy-beg, with a world of abject
apologies, that there was a sense in which seconds meant firsts,
and at length the gardener was mollified, and consented to the
proposal; but one idea was firmly rooted in his mind—namely,
that if he was to sing a carol with the schoolmaster, he musi
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take the best of care to sing his loudest, in order to drown at
once the voice of his rival, and the bare notion that it was he
who was singing seconds to such a poor creature as that.
Then Master Danny trotted off to the sehoolhouse, where he
was now no longer a scholar, and consequently enjoyed an old
boy's privUege of approaching the master on equal terms, and
'Jemmy,' he said,'it's morthal strange the way a man of your
common sense can't see that you'd wallop that squeaking old
Hommy-beg in a jiffy if you'd only consent to sing a baUad
along of him. Do it at the Oiel Verree to-night. Jemmy, and
bless me! that's the when they'll be seeing what a weak, ould
crackpot of a voice is at the craythur.'
The schoolmaster fell even an easier prey to the plot than
the gardener had been. A carol was selected; it was to be the
ancient Manx carol on the bad women mentioned in the Bible
as having (fi-oin Eve downward) brought evU on mankind.
Now, Hommy-beg kept his carols pinned against the walls
of his cottage. The ' Bad Women' was the carol which was
pinned above the mantel-piece just under the pendulum of the
clock with the facetious face. It resembled the other prints in
being worn, crumpled, and dirty; but Hommy-beg knew it by
its position, and he could distinguish every other carol by its
place on his waUs.
Danny had somehow got a ' skute ' into this literary mystery,
and after arranging with the schoolmaster the carol that was to
be sung, he watched Hommy-beg out of his cottage, and then
went into it under pretence of a friendly caU upon blind Kerry.
Before he left the cottage he had taken down the carol that
had been pinned above the mantel-piece and fixed up another
in place of It from the opposite side of the room. The substituted carol happened, oddly enough, to be a second copy of the
carol on ' Bad Women,' with this radical difference : the copy
taken from under the clock was the version of the carol in English, and the copy ptit up was the version in Manx, Towards
ten o'clock that night the church beUs began to ring, and
Hommy-beg looked at the clock, took the carol from under the
pendulum, put on his best petticoat, and went off to church.
Now, there were to be seasonable rejoicings at the Court on
the morrow, anfl Kerry had gone over to help at the Christmas
preparations. Ewan and Mona had always spent their Christmas at Bishop's Court since the day when they left it as children.
That night they had arrived as usual, and after they had spent
some hours with Danny in dressing the bouse in a green and
red garment of hibbin and hoUin, the Bishop had turned them
off to bed. Danny's bedi-oom was the little crib over the librarj;
and Ewan's was the room over that. All three bade the Bishop
good-night and went into their rooms. But Danny did not go
to bed; he listened until he heard the Bishop in the Ubrary
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twisting his chair and stirring the peats, and then he whipped
off his boots and crept upstairs to Ewan's room. There in
bated breath he told of the great sport that was to come off at
the Oiel Verree, announced his intention of going, and urged
Ewan to go with him. They could just jump through the Uttle
window of his room and light on the soft grass by the Ubrary
waU, and get in again by the same easy means. No one would
know that they had been out, and what high jinks they must
have ! But no, Ewan was not to be persuaded, and Danny set
off alone.
Hommy-beg did not reach the church until the parson's
sermon was almost over. Prayers had been said in a thin congregation, but no sooner were they done than crowds of young
men and maidens trooped down the aisles. The young women
went up into the gallery, and from that elevation they shot down
at their bachelor friends large handfuls of peas. To what ancient
spirit of usage, beyond the ancient spirit of mischief, the strange
practice was due, we must be content to leave, as a solemn
problem, to the learned and curious antiquaries. Nearly everybody carried a candle, and the candles of the young women were
adorned with a red ribbon or rosette.
In passing out of the church the parson came face to face
with Hommy-beg, who was pushing his way up the aisle. The
expression on his face was not at the moment one of peculiar
grace, and he stopped the gardener and said sharply in his ear,
' Mind you see that aU is done in decency and order, and that
you close my church before midnight.'
'Aw, but the church is the people's, I'm thinkin',' said
Hommy-beg with a shake of his tousled head.
' The people are as ignorant as goats,' said the parson angrUy.
' Aw, well, and you're their shepherd, so just make sheeps of
them,' said Hommy-beg, and he pushed on.
Danny was there by this time, and, with a face of mighty
solemnity, he sat on the right of Hommy-beg, and held a candle
in his left hand. When everything was understood to be ready,
and WiU-as-Thom, the clerk, had taken his station inside the
communion rail, the business of the Oiel Verree began. First
one man got up and sang a carol in English; then another sang
a Manx carol. But the great event of the night was to be the
carol sung by the sworn enemies and rivals, Hommy-beg and
Mr. James Quirk.
At last the time came for these worthies. They rose from
opposite sides of the church, eyed each other with severe looks,
stepped out of their pews and walked down the aisle to the door
of the porch. Then they turned about in sUence, and, standing
side by side, faced the communion.
The tittering in the gallery and whispering in the body
were audible to aU except the persons who were the cause of
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both. ' Hush, hush, man alive, that's him, that's him.' • Bless
me, look at Hommy-beg and the petticut, and the handkercher
pinnin'round his throat.' 'Aw, dear, it's what he's used of,'
'A regular Pimch and Judy.'
Danny was exerting himself at that moment to keep order
and silence. ' Hush, man, let them make a start for all.'
The carol the rivals were about to sing contained some thirty
verses. It was an ancient usage that after each verse the carol
singers should take a long stride towards the communion. By tha
time the carol of' Bad Women ' came to an end the carol singers
must, therefore,.be at the opposite end of the church.
There was now a sublime scorn printed on the features of
Mr, Quirk, As for Hommy-beg, he looked, at this last instant,
Uke a man who was rather sorry than otherwise for his rash
adversary.
'The rermantic they're looking,' whispered a girl in the
gaUery to the giggling companion beside her.
Expectation was at its highest when Hommy-beg thrust big
hand into his pocket and brought out the printed copy of the carol.
Hommy unfolded it, glanced at it with the air of a conductor
taking a final look at his score, nodded his head at it as if in
approval, and then, with a magnanimous gesture, held it between
himself and Mr. Quirk. The schoolmaster in turn glanced at it,
glanced again, glanced a third time at the paper, and up into the
lace of Hommy-beg.
Anxiety was nc w on tiptoe. ' Hush, d'ye hear, hush,' whispered Damiy fr-om his pew ; ' hush, man, or it's spoiling It aU
you'U be, for sure,'
At the moment when Mr. Quirk glanced into the face of
Hommy-beg there was a smUe on that countenance. Mr, Quirk
mistook that smile. He unagined he saw a trick. The schoolmaster could read, and he perceived that the carol which the
gardener held out to him was not the carol for which he had
been told by Master Danny to prepare. They were, by arrangement, to have sung the English version of ' Bad Women.' This
was the Manx version, and though the metre was the same, it
was a.hvays sung to a different tune. Ah ! Mr. Quirk understood
it aU ! The monster wanted to show that he, James Quirk,
schoolmaster, could only sing one carol; but, as sure as his
name was Jemmy, he would be equal with him! He could sing
this Manx version, and he would. It was now Mr. Quirk's turn
to smUe.
' Aw, look at them—the two of them—grinnin' together like
a pair of old gurgoils on the steeple ! '
At a motion of the gardener's hand, intended to beat the
time, the singers began. Hommy-beg sang the carol agreed
upon—the EngUsh version of ' Bad Women.' Mr. Quirk sang
the carol they held in their hands—the Manx version of ' Bad
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Women.' Neither heard the other, and to dispel the bare notion
that either was singing seconds, each bawled at the utmost reach
of his lung power. To one tune Hommy-beg sang—
Thus from the days of Adam
Her mischief you may trace.

And to another Mr. Quirk sang—
She ish va'n voir ain ooilley
Sou T'ee da Adam ben.

Such laughter 1 How the young women in the gaUery lay back
in their seats with hysterical shrieks I How the young feUows
in the body made the sacred edifice ring with guffaws! But
the singers, with eyes steadfastly fixed on the paper, heard
nothing but each his own voice.
Three verses had been sung, and three strides made towards
the communion, when suddenly the laughter and shouting of the
people ceased. AU eyes had turned towards the porch. There
the Bishop stood, with blank amazement printed on his face, his
head bare, and one hand on the half-opened door.
If a spectre had appeared the consternation had scarcely been
greater. Danny had been rolling in his pew with unconstrained
laughter, but at sight of the Bishop his candle fell from his
hand and sputtered on the book rail. The Bishop turned about,
and before the people had recovered from their surprise he was
gone. h% the next moment everybody got up without a word
and left the church. In two minutes more not a sotd remained
except Hommy-beg and Mr. Jemmy Quirk, who, with eyes
riveted on the printed carol in their hands, still sang lustily,
oblivious of the fact that they had no audience.
When Danny left the church that night it was through the
lancet window of the vestry. Dropping on the turf at the northeast of the church, he leapt the waU that divided the churchyard
from a meadow on the north, and struck upon a path that
went round to Bishop's Court by way of the cUff head. The path
was a long one, but it was lonesome, and Its lonesomeness was
no smaU merit in Danny's view that night. The Bishop must
return to the Court by the highway through the viUage, and the
Bishop must be ia front of him.
The night was dark and dumb, and, laden with salt scent,
the dank vapour fioated up from the sea. Danny walked quickly.
The deep boom of the waters rolling on the sand below came up
to him through the dense air. Late as was the hour, he could
hear the Uttle sand-piper screaming at Orris Head. The sea
swaUow shot over him too, with its low mournful cry. Save for
these sounds, and the quick beat of his own feet, aU was still
around him.
Beneath his stubborn bit of scepticism Danny was supet<
B
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Btltious. He was fuU to the throat of fairy lore and stories of
witchcraft. He had learned both from old BiUy QuUleash and
his mates as they sat barking their nets on the shore. And that
night the ghostly memories would arise, do what he might to
keep them down. To banish them Danny began to whistle, and,
failing to enliven himself much by that exercise, he began to
sing. His selection of a song was not the happiest under the
circumstances. It was the doleful ballad of _' Myle Charaine.
Danny sang it in Manx, but here is a stave of it in English:
Oh, Mj'le Charaine, where got you your gold ?
Loue, loiie, you have left me here;
Oh, not in the Curragh, deep under the mould—
lA>ne, lone, and void of cheer.

He had come -np to Bishop's Court on the sea front, and there
tbe Bishop's library stood out from the body of the old house,
between the chapel porch and the kitchen offices, A light was
In the library, and passing over the soft grass with the soft flight
of a lapwing, Danny peered in at the curtainless window. The
famiUar room was empty. On the hearth a turf fire btirnod
without flame, and bathed the book-encased walls in a rosy red.
The Bishop's easy chair, in its white covering, stood at one side
of the ingle, his slippers in front of i t ; and beside It, on the little
three-legged mahogany table, were the ink-horn and the long
quIU, and the Bishop's four-cornered library cap. The door
stood ajar, and the two candles in the two brass brackets at each
side of the fire-place were tipped by their extinguishers.
The Bishop had not returned; but the faint smile of triumph
which at that thought rested like a ray of pale sunshine on Danny's
face suddenly vanished. In a lad's vague way Danny now realised that it had not been merely because the night was dark and
the road lonely that he had whistled and sung. He hung his
head where he stood in the night, and as if by an involuntary
movement he lifted his cap and fumbled it.
At the next instant Danny was clambering up the angle of
the waU to the lead flat that covered the projecting part of the
Ubrary. From this lead flat there opened the window of his
own bedroom, and in a moment he was striding through it. AIL
was darkness within, but he needed no light to see his way in
that room. He knew every crib and corner ; the place where
he kept his fishing lines, the nail from which his moth net hung,
the bottle on the drawers in which he had his minnows, and the
can with the lid well down that contained the newts that were
the terror of all the women in the house. If Danny had been
as blind as old Kerry he could have found everything his room
had in it, except, perhaps, his breeches, or his shirt, or his other
coat, or that cap that was always getting itself lost, and of course
no sight and no light would help a lad to find things Bke these.
Hardly had Danny taken a step into his room before he
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reaUsed that someone had been there since he left it. Derry,
his white-eyed colUe, who had been lying on the bed, dropped
on the floor, and frisked about him. ' Down, Derry, down 1'
he whispered, and for a moment he thought it might have been
Derry that had pushed open the door. But the dog's snout
could not have turned down the counterpane of the bed, or
opened the top drawer that held the fishing flies, or rummaged
among the long rods in the corner. The counterpane lay double,
the drawer stood open, the rods were scattered—someone had
been there to look for him, and, not finding him, had tried to
find a reason for his absence, and that someone had either coma
into the room In the dark, or—been blind.
' Aw, It's always Kerry that's in it,' Danny told himself, and
with an unpleasant remembrance of Kerry's strange faculty,
whereof he was the peculiar victim, he reflected that his race
home had been vain. Then on the instant Danny found himself
3oncocting a trick to defeat appearances. He had a foot on the
stairs to carry out his design when ho heard the door at the
front of the laouse open and close, and a familiar step pass
through the hall. The Bishop had returned, Danny waited
and Ustened. Now there was talking in the library. Danny's
quick ear could scarcely distinguish the words, but the voices
he could not mistake—they were the voices of the Bishop
and blind Kerry. With a stealthy stride Danny went up to
Ewan's room. Ewan was sleeping. FeeUng hot and cold
together, Danny undressed and turned into bed. Before he had
time to bury his head under the clothes he heard the Bishop on
the stairs. The footsteps passed into the room below, and then
after an interval they were again on the stairs. In another
moment Danny knew, though of course his eyes were fast shut,
and he was sleeping most profoundly, that the Bishop with a
lighted candle in his hand was leaning over him.
It would -wrong the truth to say that Master Danny's
slumber was disturbed that night; but next morning when the
boys awoke together, and Ewan rose on his elbow with a
puzzled gaze at his unexpected bedfeUow, Danny sidled out
of the bed on to the floor, and, without looking too much into
Ewan's face, he began his toUet, as was his wont, by putting on
his cap. He had got this length, and was standing in cap and
shirt, when he blurted out the mischief of last night's adventure,
the singing, the sudden appearance of the Bishop, the race
home along the cUff, and the coming up to bed. ' B u t you
won't let on, Ewan, wiU you ? ' he said. Ewan looked at that
moment as if the fate of the universe hung on his answer, but
he gave the promise that was required of him. Then the boys
went downstairs and found Mona, and imparted the dread
secret to her. Presently the Bishop came in to breakfast with a
face that was paler than usual, and more than ordinarily solemn.
E 1
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' Danny,' he said,' why did you not sleep in your own bed
last night, my boy ? '
' I slept with Ewan, father,' Danny answered promptly.
The Bishop said no more then, and they aU sat down at the
table.
' And so you two boys went to bed together—together ? ' he
said, and, with a dig of emphasis on his last word, repeated, he
looked at Ewan.
Ewan's face crimsoned, and his tongue faltered,' Yes, uncle,'
The Bishop's eyes fell, 'Boys,' he said in another tone,
•would you thmk It ? I have done you a great wrong,'
The boys were just then most intent on the table-cloth.
'You must know,' the Bishop went on, 'that there was a
most unseemly riot at the Oiel Verree, and aU night long I have
been sore troubled by the bad thought that Danny was in the
midst of it,'
The boys held their heads very low over their plates, and
Mona's big eyes fiUed visibly. Danny's impulse was to blurt
cut the whole mischief there and then, but he reflected that to
do eo would be to charge Ewan with falsehood. Ewan, on his
part, would have confessed to the deception, but he knew that
this would mean that Danny must be punished. The boys' -wise
heads could see no way out of a tangle like that. The breakfast
was the quietest ever eaten on a Christmas morning at Bishop's
Court, and, Uttle as the talking was, the Bishop, strangely
enough, did it all. But when they rose from the table, and the
boys slunk out of the room with most portentous gravity,
Mona went up to the Bishop with a face full of liquid grief, and
turning the whole depths of her great troubled eyes upon him,
the Uttle maiden said, 'Ewan didn't mean to tell you what
wasn't true—and cousin Danny didn't intend to deceive—but
he was—that is, Danny—I mean—dear uncle, you won't
'
' You mean that Danny was at the Oiel Verree last night—
I know it, child, I know it,' said the Bishop, and he patted her
head and smUed.
But the Bishop knew also that Danny had that day made
one more step down the steep of life, and left a Uttle ghost of
his chUd-self behind him, and in his secret heart the Bishop saw
(hat shadowy form, and wept over it.
CHAPTER VIIL
PASSINa THE LOVE OF WOMEN.

Now the facts of this history must stride on some six years, and
in that time the Deemster had lost nearly all the little interest
he ever felt in his chUdren. Mona had budded into womanhood.
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tender, gracious, quiet, a ta.U, fair-haired maiden of twenty, with
a drooping head like a flower, with a voice soft and low, and the
fiiU blue eyes with their depths of love and sympathy shaded by
long fluttering lashes as the trembling sedge shades the deep
mountain pool. It was as ripe and beautiffil a womanhood as
the heart of a father might dream of, but the Deemster could
take Uttle pleasure in it. If Mona had been his son, her quiet
ways and tractable nature might have counted for something;
but a woman was only a woman in the Deemster's eyes, and the
Deemster, like the Bedouin chief, would have numbered his
chUdren without counting his daughter. As for Ewan, he had
falsified every hope of the Deemster, His Spartan training had
gone for nothing. He was physicaUy a weakling; a tall, spare
youth of two-and-twenty, fair-haired like his sister, with a face
as spiritual and beautiful, and hardly less feminine. He was of
a self-torturing spirit, constantly troubled with vague questionings, and though in this regard he was very much his father's
son, the Deemster held his temperament in contempt.
The end of all was that Ewan showed a strong desire to enter
the Church. The Deemster had intended that his son shoiUd
study the law and follow him in his place when his time came.
But Ewan's womanly temperament co-existed with a manly
temper. Into the law he would not go, and the Church he was
resolved to foUow. The Bishop had then newly opened at
Bishop's Court a training college for his clergy, and Ewan sought
and obtained admission. The Deemster fumed, but his son was
not to be moved even by his wrath. This was when Ewan was
nineteen years of age, and after two more years the spirituality
of his character overcame the obstacle of his youth, and the
Bishop ordained him at twenty-one. Then Ewan was made
chaplain to the household at Bishop's Court.
Hardly had this been done.when Ewan took another step in
Ufe. With the knowledge of the Bishop, but without consulting
the Deemster, he married, being now of age, a pretty chUd of
sixteen, the daughter of his father's old foe, the vicar of the
parish. When knowledge of this act of unwisdom reached the
Deemster his last remaining spark of interest in his son expired,
and he sent Mona across to Bishop's Court with a curt message
saying that Ewan and his wife were at liberty, if they liked, to
take possession of the old BaUamona. Thus he turned his back
upon his son, and did his best to wipe him out of his mind.
Ewan took his young wife to the homestead that had been
the place of his people for six generations, the place where he
himself had been born, the place where that other Ewan, his
good grandfather, had lived and died.
More than ever for these events the Deemster became a
BoUtary man. He kept no company; he took no pleasures.
Alone he sat night after night in his study at BaUamona, and
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BaUamona was asleep before he slept, and before it awoke he
was stirring. His daughter's presence in _the_ house was no
society for the Deemster. She grew beside him like her mother's
youth, a yet fairer vision of the old days coming back io him
hour by hour, but he saw nothing of aU that. Disappointed in
his sole hope, his son, whom truly he had never loved for love's
sake, but only for his own sorry ambitions, he sat down under
his disappointment a doubly-soured and thrice-hardened man.
He had grown noticeably older, but his restless energy suffered
no abatement. Bi-weekly he kept his courts, but few sought the
law whom the law did not first find, for word went round that
the Deemster was a hard judge, and deemed the laws in rigour.
If men differed about money, they would say,' Och, why go to
the Deemster ? It's throwing a bone into the bad dog's mouth,'
and then they would divide their difference.
The one remaining joy of the Deemster's lonely life was
centred in his brother's son, Dan, That lusty youth had not
disappointed his expectations. At twenty he was a braw, brownhaired, brown-eyed lad of six feet two inches In stature, straight
and upright, and -with the thews and sinews of an ox. He was
the athlete of the Island, and where there was a tough job of
wrestling to be had, or a delightful bit of fighting to be done,
there was Dan in the heart of it. ' Aw, and middling few could
come anigh him,' the people used to say. But more than in
Dan's great stature and great strength, the little Deemster took,
a bitter pleasure in his daring irreverence for things held sacred.
In this regard Dan had not improved with improving years.
Scores of tricks his sad pugnacity devised to help the farmers to
cheat the parson of his tithe, and it added not a Uttle to the
Deemster's keen reUsh of freaks like these that it was none other
than the son of the Bishop who perpetrated them. As for the
Bishop himself, he tried to shut his eyes to such foUies. He
meant his son to go into the Chm-ch, and, in spite of aU outbursts
of spirits, notwithstanding wrestling matches and fights, and even
some tipsy broils of which rumour was in the air, he entered
Dan as a student at the coUege he kept at Bishop's Court.
In due course the time of Dan's examination came, and then
aU further clinging to a forlorn hope was at an end. The Archdeacon acted as the Bishop's examining chaplain, and more than
once the little man had declared in advance his conscientious
intention of dealing with the Bishop's son as he would deal with
any other. The examination took place in the library of Bishop's
Court, and besides the students and the examiner there were
some six or seven of the clergy present, and Ewan Mylrea, then
newly-made deacon was among them. It was a purely oral examioation, and when Dan's turn came the Archdeacon assumed
his loftiest look, and first tackled the candidate where he was
known to be weakest.
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• I suppose, sir, you thmk you can read your Greek Testament ?'
Dan answered that he had never thought anjrthing about it.
' I dare'say for aU your modesty that you have an Idea that
you know it weU enough to teach it,' said the Archdeacon.
Dan hadn't an idea on the subject.
'Take down the Greek Testament, and imagine that I'm
your pupU, and proceed to expound it,' said the Archdeacon.
Dan took the book from the bookcase and fumbled it In his
fingers.
' WeU, sir, open at the parable of the tares,'
Dan scratched his big head leisurely, and he did his best to
find the place, ' So I'm to be tutor—is that It ? ' he said, with
a puzzled look.
' That is so.'
' And you are to be the pupil ? '
' Precisely—suppose yourself my tutor—and now begin.'
At this Ewan stepped out with a look of anxiety. ' Is not
that a rather difficult supposition, Archdeacon ? ' he said timidly.
The Archdeacon glanced over his grandson loftUy and made
no reply.
' Begin, sir, begin,' he said, with a sweep of his hand towards
Dan, and at that he sat down in the high-backed oak chair at
the head of the table.
Then on the instant there came into Dan's quick eyes a mosli
mischievous twinkle. He was standing before the table with
the Greek Testament open at the parable of the tares, and ha
knew too well he could not read the parable.
' When do we change places. Archdeacon ? ' he asked.
' We have changed places—you are now the tutor—I am your
pupU—begin, sir.'
' Oh I we have changed places, have we ? ' said Dan, and at
that he lifted up the Archdeacon's sUver-tipped walking cane
which lay on the table and brought it down again with a bang.
' Then just you get up off your chair, sir,' he said with a tone
of command.
The Archdeacon's russet face showed several tints of blue at
that moment, but he rose to his feet. Thereupon Dan handed
him the open book.
' Now, sir,' he said,' first read me the parable of the tares.'
The clergy began to shuffle about and look Into each other's
faces. The Archdeacon's expression was not amiable, but he
took the book and read the parable.
' Very fair, very fair Indeed,' said Dan in a tone of mild condescension—' a few false quantities, but very fair on the whole.'
' Gentlemen, gentlemen, this Is going too far,' said one of the
dergy.
' Silence, sir,' said Dan, with a look of outraged authority.
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Then there was dire confusion. Some of the clergy laughed
outright, and some giggled under their breath, and some protested In white wrath, and the end of it aU was that the examination came to a sudden termination, and, rightly or wrongly,
wisely or foolishly, Dan was adjudged to be unfit for the ministry
of the Church.
When the Bishop heard the verdict his pale face whitened
visibly, and he seemed to see the beginning of the end. At that
moment he thought of the Deemster with bitterness. This blow
to his hopes did not cement the severed Uves of the brothers.
The forces that had been dividiag them year by year since the
days of their father appeared to be drawing them yet wider
apart in the lives and fortunes of their chUdren. Each felt that
the other was frustrating his dearest expectations in his son, and
that was an offence that neither could forgive. To the Deemster it
seemed that the Bishop was bearing down every ambition of hia
life, tearing him up as a naked trunk, leaving hun a chUdlesi
man. To the Bishop it seemed that the Deemster was wrecking
the one Ufe that was more to him than his own soul, and standing between him and the heart that with all its follies was
dearer than the world beside. From this time of Ewan's
marriage and Dan's disgrace the Bishop and the Deemster rarely
met, and when they passed on the road they exchanged only the
coldest salutation.
But if the fates were now more than ever fostering an
unnatural enmity between the sons of old Ewan, they were
cherishing at the same time the loves of their children. Never
were cousins more unlike or more fondly attached. Between
Dan, the reckless scapegrace, and Mona, with the big soft eyes
and the quiet ways, the affection was such as neither understood.
They had grown up side by side, they had seen each other daUy,
they had scampered along the shore with clasped hands, they
had screamed at the sea-gulls with one voice, and stiU they were
boy and girl together. But once they were stooking the barley
In the glebe, and, the day being hot, Mona tipped back her white
sun bonnet, and it fell on to her shoulders. Seeing this, Dan
came stealthily behind and thought very craftily to whisk it away
unobserved; but the strings by which it was tied caught in her
hair and tugged at its knot, and the beautiful wavy shower feU
rip-rip-rippl'ug down her back. The wind caught the loosened
hair and tossed it about her, and she stood up erect among the
com -with the first blush on her cheeks that Dan had ever brought
there, and turned fuU upon him all the glorious Ught of her deep
blue eyes. Then, then, oh then, Dan seemed to see her for the
first time a girl no longer, but a woman, a woman, a woman!
And the mountains behind her were in one instant blotted out
of Dan's eyes, and everything seemed to spin about him.
When next he knew where he was, and what he was doing,
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behold there were Mona's rosy Ups under his, and she was pantmg and gasping for breath.
But if the love of Dan and Mona was more than cousinly,
though they knew it not as yet, the love of Ewan for Dan -was
wonderful and passing the love of women. That pure soul, with
its vague spiritual yearnings, seemed to have nothing in common with the jovial roysterer, always fighting,^always laughing,
taking disgrace as a duck takes water, and losing the trace of it
as easUy. Twenty times he stood between the scapegrace and
the Bishop, twenty times he hid from the good father the foUies
of the son. He thought for that thoughtless head that never had
an ache or a care under its abundant curls; he hoped for that
light heart that hoped for nothing; he trembled for the soul that
felt no fear. Never was such loyalty between man and man
since David wept for Jonathan. And Ewan's marriage disturbed
this affection not at all, for the love he bore to Dan was a
brotherly passion for which language has yet no name.
Let us tell one story that shall show this friendship in it!
double bearings—Ewan's love and temper and Dan's heedless
harshness and the great nature beneath it, and then we wUl pass
on with fuller knowledge to weightier matters.
Derry, the white-eyed collie that had nestled on the top of
his master's bed the night Dan sneaked home in disgrace from
the Oiel Verree, was a crafty little fox, with cunning and dupUcity
bred in his very bones. If you were a tramp of the profession of
BUly the Gawk, he would look up at you with his big innocent
eyes, and Uck your hand, and thrust his nose into your pahn, and
the next moment he would seize you by the hindmost parts and
hold on like a leech. His unamiable qualities grew as he grew
in years, and one day Dan went on a long journey, leaving
Derry behind, and when he returned he had another dog with
him, a great shaggy Scotch coUie, with bright eyes, a happy phiz,
and a huge bush of a taU. Derry was at the gate when his
master came home, and he eyed the new-comer 'with looks
askance. From that day Derry turned his back on his master,
he would never answer his call, and he did not know his whistle
from the croak of a corn-crake. In fact, Derry took his o-wn
courses, and forthwith fell into all manner of dissolute habits.
He went out at night alone, incognito, and kept most unchristian
hours. The farmers around complahaed that their sheep were
found dead In the field, torn and worried by a dog's teeth.
Derry was known to be a dog that did not live a reputable Ufe,
and suspicion fell on him. Dan took the old fox in hand, and
thenceforward Derry looked out on the world through a rope
muzzle.
One day there was to be a sheep-dog match, and Dan entered
his Scotch coUie, Laddie. The race was to be in the meadow
at the foot of Slieu Dhoo, and great crowds of people came to
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witness it. Hurdles were set up to make aU crooks and cranks
of difficulty, and then a drift of sheep were turned loose in the
field. The prize was to the dog that would, at the word of its
master, gather the sheep together and take them out at the gate
in the shortest time. Ewan, then newly married, was there, and
beside him was his child-wife. Time was caUed, and Dan's turn
came to try the mettle of his Laddie. The dog started weU, and
in two or three minutes he had driven the whole flock save two
into an alcove of hurdles close to where Ewan and his wife stood
together. Then at the word of his master Laddie set off over
the field for the stragglers, and Dan shouted to Ewan not to
stir a hand or foot or the sheep would be scattered again. Now
just at that instant who should pop over the hedge but Derry in
his muzzle, and quick as thought he shot down his head, put up
his paws, threw off his muzzle, dashed at the sheep, snapped at
their legs, and away they went in twenty directions.
Before Ewan had time to cry out Derry was gone, with his
muzzle between his teeth. When Dan, who was a perch or two
up the meadow, turned round and saw what had happened, and
that his dog's chances were gone, his anger overcame him, and
he turned on Ewan with a torrent of reproaches.
' There—you've done it with your lumbering—curse it.'
With complete self-possession Ewan explained how Derry
had done the mischief.
Then Dan's face- was darker with wrath than It had ever
been before.
' A pretty tale,' he said, and his lip curled in a sneer. He
turned to the people around. ' Anybody see the dog slip his
muzzle ? '
None had seen what Ewan affirmed. The eyes of everyone
had been on the two stragglers in the distance pursued by Dan
and Laddie.
Now when Ewan saw that Dan distrusted him, and appealed
to strangers as v/itness to his word, his face flushed deep, and
his delicate nostrUs quivered.
' A pretty tale,' Dan repeated, and he was twisting on his
heel when up came Derry again, his muzzle on his snout,
whisking his tail, and frisking about Dan's feet with an expression of quite lamb-like simplicity.
At that sight Ewan's livid face turned to a great pallor, and
Dan broke mto a hard laugh.
' We've heard of a dog slipping his muzzle,' he said, ' but
who ever heard of a dog putting a muzzle on again ? '
Then Ewan stepped fr-om the side of his girl-wife, who stood
there with heaving breast. His eyes were aflame, but for an
instant he conquered his emotion, and said, with a constrained
quietness, but with a deep pathos in his tone, 'Dan, do you
think I've told you the truth ?'
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Dan wheeled about. • I think you've told me a Ue,' he said,
and his voice came thick from his throat.
AU heard the word, and aU held their breath. Ewan stood
a moment, as if rooted to the spot, and his paUid face whitened
every Instant. Then he feU back, and took the girl-wife by the
hand and turned away with her, his head down, his very heart
surging itself out of his choking breast. And, as he passed
through the throng, to carry away from that scene the madness
that was working in his brain, he overheard the mocking comments of the people. *• Aw, well, well, did ye hear that now ?—
caUed him a Uar, and not a word to say agen It.' ' A Uar I
Och, a Uar ? and him a parzon, too 1' ' Middling chickenhearted anyways—a Uar 1 Aw, well, well, weU!'
At that Ewan flung away the hand of his wife, and, quivering from head to foot, he strode towards Dan.
'You've called me a Uar,' he said in a shrUl voice that was
Uke a cry. ' Now, you shaU prove your word—you shaU fight
me—you shaU, by God.'
He was completely carried away by passion.
' The parzon, the parzon I' ' Man alive, the young parzon I '
the people muttered, and they closed around.
Dan stood a moment. He looked down from his great
height at Ewan's quivering form and distorted face. Then he
turned about and glanced into the faces of the people. In
another instant his eyes were swimming In tears; he took a
step towards Ewan, flung his arms about him, and buried his
head in his neck, and the great stalwart lad wept like a little
chUd. In another moment Ewan's passion was melted away,
and he kissed Dan on the cheek.
' Blubbering cowards 1' ' Aw, blatherskites I' • Och, man
alive, a pair of turtle-doves 1'
Dan Ufted his head, and looked around, raised himself to his
fuU height, clenched his fists, and said :
' Now, my lads, you did your best to make a fight, and you
couldn't manage it. I won't fight my cousin, and he shan't
fight m e ; but if there's a man among you would like to know
for himself how much of a coward I am, let him step out—I'm
ready.'
Not a man budged an Inch.
CHAPTER IX,
SHE SERVICE ON THE SHOES.

I T was the spring of the year when the examining chaplain gave
the verdict which for good or Ul put Dan out of the odour of
sanctity. Then in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes he
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haunted the shore where old BUly and his mates were spreading
their nets and barking them in preparation for the herring
season that was soon to begin. There it was, while stretched
on the warm shingle, with old BUly QuiUeash sitting near,
smoking his black cutty and mending the meshes broken by the
dog-fish of last year, that Dan hit on the idea of a new course in
Ufe. This was nothing better or worse than that of turning fisherman. He woiUd buj' a smack and make old BiUy his skipper;
he would follow the herrings himself, and take up his own share
and the share of the boat. It would be delightful, and, of course,
it would be vastly profitable. Everything looked plain and
straight and simple, and though old BUly more than half shook
his grey head at the project, and let faU by several inches his
tawny face, and took his pipe out of his mouth and cleared his
throat noisUy and looked vacantly out to sea, and gave other
ominous symptoms of grave internal dubitation, Dan leapt to
his feet at the sudden access of new purpose, and bowled off In
hot haste to tell the Bishop.
The Bishop Ustened in silence at first, and with a sidelong
look out at the window up to the heights of SUeu Dhoo, and when
Dan, In a hang-dog manner, hinted at certain new-born intentions
of reform, there was a perceptible trembling of the Bishop's
eyeUds, and when he gathered voice and pictured the vast
scheme of profit without loss, the Bishop turned his grave eyes
slowly upon him, and then Dan's own eyes suddenly feU, and
the big world began to shrivel up to the pitiful dimensions of an
orange -with the juice squeezed out of it. But the end of It all
was that the Bishop undertook to become responsible for the
first costs of the boat, and, having made this promise with the
air of a man who knows too weU that he Is pampering the whim
of a spoiled boy, he turned away rather suddenly with his chin a
thought deeper than ever in his breast.
What hurry and bustle ensued! What driving away to
north, south, east, and west, to every fishing port in the Island
where boats were buUt or sold ! At length a boat was bought on
the chocks at Port le Mary, a thirty-tons' boat of lugger-buUd,
and old BiUy QuUleash was sent south to bring it up through
the Calf Sound to the harbour at Peeltown.
Then there was the getting together of a crew. Of course,
old BiUy was made skipper. He had saUed twenty years in a
boat of Kinvig's with three nets to his share, and half that time
he had been admiral of the Peeltown fleet of herring boats, with
five pounds a year for his post of honour. In Dan's boat he was
to have four nets by his own right, and one for his nephew, Da-vy
Fayle. Da-vy was an orphan, brought up by BUly QuiUeash.
He was a lad of eighteen, and was to sail as boy. There were
other four hands—Crennel, the cook; Teare, the mate; Corkell,
and Corlett,
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Early and late Dan was down at the harbour, stripped to the
wooUen shirt, and tackling any odd job of painting or carpentry,
for the opening of the herring season was hard upon them. But
he found time to run up to the new BaUamona to teU Mona that
she was to christen his new boat, for it had not been named when
it left the chocks; and then to the old BaUamona, to persuade
Ewan to go with him on his first trip to the herrmgs_.
The day appointed by custom for the first takings of the
herring came quickly round. It was a briUiantday m early
Jime. Ewan had been across to SUeu Dhoo to visit his father
for the first time since his marriage, more than half a year ago,
in order to say that he meant to go out for the night's fishing in
Dan's new boat, and to beg that his young wife, who was just
then na deUcate health, might be invited to spend the night of
his absence with Mona at the new BaUamona. The Deemster
compUed with a grim grace; Ewan's young wife went across in
the early morning, and In the afternoon aU four, the Deemster
and Mona, Ewan and his wife, set off in a lumbering, springless
coach—the first that the island had yet seen—to witness the
departure of the herring fleet from Peeltown, and to engage in
that day's ceremony.
The salt breath of the sea was in the air, and the Ught ripples
of the bay gUstened through a drowsy haze of warm sunshine.
It was to be high-water at six o'clock. When the Deemster's
company reached Peelto-wn, the sun was stUl high over Contrary
Head, and the fishing boats in the harbour, to the number of two
hundred, were roUing gently, with their brown saUs half Bet^ to
the motion of the rising tide.
There was Dan in hia guernsey on the deck of his boat, and,
as the coach drew up near the bottom of the wooden pier, he
Ufted his red cap from his cm-ly head, and then went on to tie a
bottle by a lopg blue ribbon to the tUler. There was old BiUy
QuiUeash in his sea-boots, and there was Davy Fayle, a shambUng
sort of lad, long rather than tall, with fair hair tangled over his
forehead, and a face which had a simple, vacant look that came
of a lagging lower lip. Men on every boat in the harbour were
washing the decks, or bailing out the dingy, or laying down the
nets below. The harbour-master was on the quay, shouting to
this boat to pull up or to that one to lie back. And down on thft
broad sands of the shore were men, women, and children in
many hundreds, sitting and lying and lounging about an empty
boat with a hole in the bottom that lay high and dry on the
beach. The old fishing town itself had lost its chiU and cheerless
aspect, and no longer looked hungrily out over miles of bleak
sea. Its blind alleys and dark lanes, its narrow, crabbed, crooked
streets were bright with little flags hung out of the Uttle stuffedup windows, and yet brighter -with bright faces that hurried
to and frOi
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About five o'clock, as the sun was dipping seaward across the
back of Contrary, leaving the brown saUs in the harbour In
shade, and glistening red on the sides of the cathedral church on
the island-rock that stood twenty yards out from the mainland,
there was a movement of the people on the shore towards the
town behind them, and of fisher-fellows from their boats towards
the beach. Some of the neighbouring clergy had come down to
Peeltown, and the little Deemster sat in his coach, thrown open,
bUnking in the sun under his shaggy grey eyebrows. But someone was still looked for, and expectation w.is plainly evident in
every face untU a cheer came over the tops of the houses from
the market-place. Then there was a general rush towards the
mouth of the quay, and presently there came labouring over
the rough cobbles of the tortuous Castle Street, flanked by a
tumultuous company of boys and men, bare-headed women, and
children, who halloed and waved their arms and tossed up their
caps, a rough-coated Manx pony, on which the tall figure of the
Bishop sat.
The people moved on with the Bishop at their head until
they came to the beach, and there, at the disused boat lying dry
on the sand, the Bishop aUghted. In two minutes more every
fisherman in the harbour had left his boat and gathered with his
feUows on the shore. Then there began a ceremony of infinite
pathos and grandeur.
In the open boat the pale-faced Bishop stood, his long hair,
sprinkled with grey, Ufted gently over his drooping shoulders by
the gentle breeze that came with its odom- of brine from the sea.
Around him on theu- knees on the sand were the tawny-faced,
weather-beaten fishermen in their sea-boots and guernseys, bareheaded, and fumbUng their soft caps in their hard hands. There,
on the outside, stood the multitude of men, women, and young
chUdren, and on the skirts of the crowd stood the coach of the
Deemster, and it was half-encircled by the pawing horses of
some of the black-coated clergy.
The Bishop began the service. It asked for the blessing of
God on the fishing expedition which was about to set out. First
came the lesson, 'And God said, let the waters bring forth
abundantly;' and then the story of Jesus in the ship, when
there arose a great tempest while He slept, and His disciples
awoke Him, and He arose and rebuked the waves; and then
that other story of how the disciples toiled aU night and took
nothing, but let down their nets again at Christ's word, and
there came a great multitude of fishes, and their nets brake.
' Restore and continue to us the harvest of the sea,' prayed the
Bishop with his face uplifted ; and the men on their knees on
the sand, with uncovered heads and faces in their caps, murmured their responses In their own tongue, ' Yn MeaUley."
And while thoy prayed, the soft boom of the unraffled wateri
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on the shore, and the sea's deep murmur from away beyond the
headland, and the -wUd jabbering cries of a flight of sea-guUs,
disportmg on a rock In the bay, were the only sounds that
mingled with the Bishop's deep tones and the men's hoarse
voices.
Last of aU the Bishop gave out a hymn. It was a simple
old hymn, such as every man had known since his mother had
crooned it over his cot. The men rose to their feet, and their
lusty voices took up the strain; the crowd behind, and the clergy
on their horses, joined it; and from the Deemster's coach two
women's voices took it up, and higher, higher, higher, like a lark,
it floated up, until the soft boom and deep murmur of the sea and
the wild cry of the sea-birds were drowned in the broad sweU of
the simple old sacred song.
The sun was sinking fast through a red haze towards the
sea's verge, and the tide was near the flood, when the service on
the shore ended, and the fishermen returned to their boats.
BiUy QuiUeash leaped aboard the new lugger, and his foul
men foUowed him. ' See aU clear,' he shouted to Davy Fayle ;
and Davy stood on the quay with the duty of clearing the ropes
from the blocks, and then foUowing in the dingy that lay moored
to the wooden steps.
Dan had gone up to the Deemster's coach and helped Mona
and the young wife of Ewan to aUght. He led them to the quay
steps, and when the company had gathered about, and aU was
made ready, he shouted to old BUly to throw him the bottle
that lay tied by the blue ribbon to the tUler. Then he handed
the bottle to Mona, who stood on the step, a few feet above the
water's edge.
Mona was looking very fresh and beautiful that day, with a
delicious joy and pride in her deep eyes. Dan was talking to
her with an awkward sort of consciousness, looking askance at
his big brown hands when they came in contact with her dainty
white fingers, then glancing down at his great clattering boots,
and up into her soft smooth face.
' What am I to christen her ? ' said Mona, with the bottle
held up in her hand.
' " M o n a , " ' answered Dan, with a shamefaced look and one
band in his brown hair.
' No, no,' said she, ' not that.'
' Then what you like,' said Dan.
' Well, the " Ben-my-Chree," ' said Mona, and with that the
bottle broke on the boat's side.
In another instant Ewan was kissing his meek little wife, and
bidding her good-bye, and Dan, in a fumbling way, was, for the
first time in his life, demurely shaking Mona's hand, and trying
hard to look her in the face.
'Tail on there,' shouted QtuUeash from the lugger, Then
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the two men jumped aboard,' Davy Fayle ran the ropes from
the blocks, the admiral's boat cleared away from the quay, and
the admiral's flag was shot up to the masthead. The other boats
in the harbour foUowed one by one, and soon the bay was fuU
of the fleet.
As the ' Ben-my-Chree ' stood out to sea beyond the islandrock, Dan and Ewan stood aft, Dan in his brown guernsey,
Ewan In his black coat; Ewan waving his handkerchief, and
Dan his cap ; old BiUy was at the tiller, Crennel, the cook, had
his head just above the hatchways, and Davy was clambering
hand-over-hand up the rope by which the dingy was hauled to
the stern.
Then the herring fleet saUed away under the glow of the
setting sun.
CHAPTER X.
THE FIEST NIGHT WITH THE HERRINGS.

THE svm went down, and a smart breeze rose off the land as the
•Ben-my-Chree,' with the fleet behind her, rounded Contrary
Head, and crossed the two streams that flow there. For an hour
afterwards there was stUl light enough to see the coast-line curved
into covelets and promontories, and to look for mUes over the
hUls with their moles of gorse, and tussocks of lush grass. The
twUight deepened as the fleet rounded Niarbyl Point, and left
the islet on their lee, with Cronk-ny-Irey-Lhaa towering into
the gloomy sky. When they sailed across Fleshwick Bay the
night graduaUy darkened, and nothing was seen of Ennyn Mooar.
But after an hour of darkness the heavens lightened again, and
glistened with stars, and when old Billy QuiUeash brought his
Soat head to the wind in six fathoms of water outside Port Erin,
the moon had risen behind Bradda, and the rugged headland
showed clear against the sky. One after another the boats and
the fleet brought to about the ' Ben-my-Chree.'
Dan asked old BiUy if he had found the herrings on this
ground at the same time in former seasons.
' Not for seven years,' said the old man.
' Then why try now ? '
BiU stretched out his hand to where a flight of sea-gulls were
dipping and saUing in the moonUght. ' See ihe guU there ?' he
said. ' She's skipper to-night; she's showmg us the fish.'
Davy Fayle had been leaning over the bow, rapping with a
stick at the timbers near the water's edge.
' Any signs ? ' shouted Billy QuiUeash.
'Ay,' said Davy,' the mar-fire's risin','
The wind had dropped, and Ituninous patches of phosphoreB-
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cent Ught in the water were showing that the herrings were
Stirring.
' Let's make a shot; up with the gear,' said QuiUeash, and
preparations were made for shooting the nets over the quarter.
'Ned Teare, you see to the line. Crennel, look after the
corks. Davy—Where's that lad ?—look to the seizings, d'ye
hear ?'
Then the nets were hauled from below, and passed over a
bank-board placed between the hatchway and the top of the bulwark. Teare and Crennelj shot the gear, and as the seizings
oame up, Davy ran aft with them, and made them fast to the
warp near the taffrail.
When the nets were all paid out, every net in the drift being
tied to the next, and a solid waU of meshes nine feet_ deep had
been swept away along the sea for half a mile behind them,
QuiUeash shouted,' Down with the sheet*.'
The ropes were hauled, the sails were taken in, the mainmast—which was so made as to lower backward—was dropped,
and only the drift-mizzen was left, and that was to keep the
boat head on to the wind.
' Up with the light there,' said QuiUeash.
At this word Davy Fayle popped his head out of the hatchways.
' Aw, to be sure, that lad's never ready. Ger out of that,
quick.'
Davy jumped on deck, took a lantern and fixed It to the top
of the mitch board. Then vessel and nets drifted together, and
Dan and Ewan, who had kept the deck untU now, went below
together.
It was now a calm, clear night, with just light enough to
show two or three of the buoys on the back of the net nearest to
the boat as they floated under water. Old BiUy had not mistaken his ground. Large white patches came moving out of the
surrounding pavement of deep black, lightened only by the image
of a star where the vanishing ripples left the dark sea smooth.
Once or twice countless faint popping sounds were to be heard,
aiid minute points of shooting silver were to be seen on the
water around. The herrings were at play, and shoals on shoals
soon broke the black sea into a glistening foam.
But no 'strike' was made, and after an hour's time Dan
popped his head over the hatchways and asked the skipper to
try the 'look-on' net. The warp was hauled In untU the first
net was reached. It came up as black as coal, save for a dog-fish
or two that had broken a mesh here and there.
'Too much moon to-night,' said QuiUeash; 'they see the
nets, and 'cute they are extraordinary.'
But half an hour later the moon went out behind a thick
ridge of cloud that floated over the land; the sky became grey
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and leaden, and a rising breeze ruffled the sea. Then honi
after hour wore on, and not a fish came to the look-on net. Towards one o'clock in the morning the moon broke out again.
' There'U be a heavy strUie now,' said QuiUeash, and in another
instant a luminous patch floated across the line of the nets, sunk,
disappeared, and finaUy puUed three of the buoys down with them.
' Pull up now,' shouted QuiUeash, in another tone.
Then the nets were hauled, Davy, the boy, led the warp
through a snatch-block fixed to the mast-hole on to the capstan.
Ned Teare disconnected the nets from the warps, and Crennel
and Corlett puUed the nets over the gunwale. They came up
silver-white in the moonlight, a solid block of fish. BUly QuUleash and Dan passed them over the scudding-pole and shook
the herrings into the hold.
' Five maze at least,' said QuiUeash, with a chuckle of satisfaction. ' Try ag&in.' And once more the nets were shot. The
other boats of the fleet were signalled, by a blue light run up the
drift-mizzen, that the ' Ben-my-Chree ' had struck a scale of fish.
In a few minutes more the blue light was answered by other
blue lights on every side, and these reported that the fishery waa
everywhere faring well.
One, two, three o'clock came and went. The night was
wearing on ; the moon went out once more, and in the darkness
which preceded the da-wn the lanterns burning on the fleet oi
drifting boats gave out an eerie glow across the waters that lay
black and flat aroimd. The grey Hght came at length in the
east, and the sun rose over the land. Then the nets were hauled
in for the last time and that night's fishing was done. The mast
was Ufted, but before the boat was brought about the skipper
shouted, ' Men, let us do as we're used of,' and instantly the
admiral's flag was run up to the masthead, and at this sign the
men dropped on one knee with their faces in their caps, and old
Billy offered up a short and suuple prayer of thanks for the
blessings of the sea.
When this was done every man leapt to his feet, and all
was work, bustle, shouting, singing out, and some lusty curses,
' Tumble up the sheets—bear a hand there—d
the lad,'
bawled QuUleash; ' ger out of the way, or I'll make you walls
handsome over the bricks,'
In five mmutes more the ' Ben-my-Chree,' with the herring
fleet behind her, was running home before a stiff breeze.
' Nine maze—not bad for the first night,' said Dan to Ewan
' Souse them weU,' said QuiUeash, and Ned Teare sprinkled
salt on the herrings as they lay in the hold.
Crennel, the cook, better known as the slushy, came up th(
hatchways with a huge saucepan, which he fiUed with the fish
As he did so there was a faint ' cheep, cheep ' from below~th<
herrings were stUl alive.
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All hands went down for a smoke except Corlett, who stood
at the tiUer, Davy, who counted for nobody and stretched himself out at the bow, and Ewan. The young parson, whp had
been taking note of the lad during the night, now seated himself
on a coU of rope near where Davy lay. The ' cheep, cheep' waa
the only sound in the air except the plash of the waters at the
boat's bow, and, with an inclination of the head in the direction
of the fish in the hold, Ewan saidj ' It seems cruel, Da-vy,
doesn't it ?'
' Cmel ? Well, pozzible, pozzible. Och, 'deed now, they've
got their feelings same as anybody else.'
The parson had taken the lad's measure at a glance.
' You should see the shoals of them lying round the nets,
watching the others—their mothers and sisters, as you might
say—who've got their gUls 'tangled. And when you haul the
net up, away they go at a slant in millions and millions, just the
same as lightning going through the water. Och, yes, yes,
leave them alone for having their feelings.'
' It does seem cruel, Davy, eh ? '
Davy looked puzzled ; he was reasoning out a grave problem.
' Well, sir, that's the mortal strange part of it. It does look
cruel to catch them, sarten sure; but then the herrings themselves catch the sand-eels, and the cod catch the herring, and
the porpoises and grampuses catch the cod.'
Ewan did his best to look astonished.
' Aw, that's the truth, sir. It's terrible, wonderful, strange,
but I suppose it's all nathur. You see, sir, wo do the same ourselves.'
' How do you mean, Davy ? We don't eat each other, I
hope,' said the young parson,
' Och, don't we though ? Lave us alone for that.'
Ewan tried to look appalled,
'Well, of coorse, not to say ate, not 'xactly ate', but the
biggest chap allis rigs the rest; and the next biggest chap allia
rigs a littler one, you know, and the littlest chap, he gets rigged
by everybody all round, doesn't he, sir ? '
Da-vy had got a grip of the knotty problem, but the lad's
poor, simple face looked sadly burdened, and he came back to
his old word.
' Seems to me it must be all nathur, sir.'
Ewan began to feel some touch of shame at playing with this
simple, earnest, big little heart, ' So you think it all nature.
Davy,' he said, with a lump gathering in his tliroat.
'WeU,_weU,I do, you know, sir; it does make a feUow fit
to cry a bit, somehow ; but it must be nathur, sir.'
And Davy took off his blue worsted cap and fumbled it and
gave his troubled young head a grave shake.
Then there was some general talk about Davy's early history.
F3
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and leaden, and a rising breeze ruffled the sea. Then hotu
after hour wore on, and not a fish came to the look-on net. Towards one o'clock in the morning the moon broke out again.
' There'll be a heavy strike now,' said QuiUeash, and in another
instant a luminous patch floated across the line of the nets, sunk,
disappeared, and finally pulled three of the buoys down with them.
' PuU up now,' shouted QuiUeash, in another tone.
Then the nets were hauled, Davy, the boy, led the warp
through a snatch-block fixed to the mast-hole on to the capstan.
Ned Teare disconnected the nets from the warps, and Crennel
and Corlett puUed the nets over the gunwale. They came up
silver-white in the moonlight, a soUd block of fish. BUly QuUleash and Dan passed them over the scudding-pole and shook
the herrings Into the hold,
' Five maze at least,* said QuUleash, with a chuckle of satisfaction, ' Try again.' And once more the nets were shot. The
other boats of the fleet were signalled, by a blue light run up the
drift-mizzen, tjiat the ' Ben-my-Chree ' had struck a scale of fish.
In a few minutes more the blue Ught was answered by other
blue lights on every side, and these reported that the fishery was
everywhere faring well.
One, two, three o'clock came and went. The night was
wearing on; the moon went out once more, and in the darkness
which preceded the da-wn the lanterns bm-ning on the fleet of
drifting boats gave out an eerie glow across the waters that lay
black and flat around. The gi-ey Ught came at length in the
east, and the sun rose over the land. Then the nets were hauled
in for the last time and that night's fishing was done. The mast
was Ufted, but before the boat was brought about the skipper
shouted, ' Men, let us do as we're used of,' and instantly the
admiral's flag was run up to the masthead, and at this sign the
men dropped on one knee with their faces in their caps, and old
Billy offered up a short and sunple prayer of thanks for the
blessings of the sea.
When this was done every man leapt to his feet, and all
was work, bustle, shouting, singing out, and some lusty curses,
' Tumble up the sheets—bear a hand there—d
the lad,'
bawled QuUleash; ' ger out of the way, or I'll make you walk
handsome over the bricks,'
In five minutes more the ' Ben-my-Chree,' with the herring
fleet behind her, was running home before a stiff breeze.
' Nine maze—not bad for the first night,' said Dan to Ewan.
' Souse them well,' said QuiUeash, and Ned Teare sprinkled
salt on the herrings as they lay in the hold.
Crennel, the cook, better known as the slushy, came up the
hatchways with a huge saucepan, which he fiUed with the fish.
As he did so there was a faint ' cheep, cheep ' from below—the
herrings were stUl aUve.
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All hands went down for a smoke except Corlett, who stood
at the tiller, Davy, who counted for nobody and stretched himself out at the bow, and Ewan. The young parson, who had
been taking note of the lad during the night, now seated himself
on a coU of rope near where Davy lay. The ' cheep, cheep' was
the only sound in the air except the plash of the waters at the
boat's bow, and, with an inclination of the head in the direction
of the fish in the hold, Ewan saidj ' It seems cruel, Davy,
doesn't It ?'
' Cruel ? Well, pozzible, pozzible. Och, 'deed now, they've
got their feelings same as anybody else.'
The parson had taken the lad's measure at a glance.
' You should see the shoals of them lying round the nets,
watching the others—their mothers and sisters, as you might
say—who've got their gUls 'tangled. And when you haul the
net up, away they go at a slant in millions and millions, just the
same as lightning going through the water, Och, yes, yes,
leave them alone for having their feelings,'
' I t does seem cruel, Davy, eh? '
Davy looked puzzled ; he was reasoning out a grave problem.
' Well, sir, that's the mortal strange part of it. It does look
cruel to catch them, sarten sure ; but then the herrings themselves catch the sand-eels, and the cod catch the herring, and
the porpoises and grampuses catch the cod.'
Ewan did his best to look astonished,
' Aw, that's the truth, sir. It's terrible, wonderful, strange,
but I suppose It's all nathur. You see, sir, we do the same ourselves.'
' How do you mean, Davy ? VV''e don't eat each other, I
hope,' said the young parson.
' Och, don't we though ? Lave us alone for that.'
Ewan tried to look appalled.
'Well, of coorse, not to say ate, not 'xactly ate; but tho
biggest chap allis rigs the rest; and the next biggest chap allia
rigs a littler one, you know, and the littlest chap, he gets rigged
by everybody all round, doesn't he, sir ? '
Davy had got a grip of the knotty problem, but the lad's
poor, simple face looked sadly burdened, and he came back to
his old word.
' Seems to me it must be all nathur, sir.'
Ewan began to feel some touch of shame at playing with this
simple, earnest, big little heart. ' So you think it all nature,
Davy,' he said, with a lump gathering in his throat.
' Well, weU, I do, you know, sir; it does make a feUow fit
to cry a bit, somehow ; but it must be nathur, sir,'
Ajid Davy took off his blue worsted cap and fumbled it and
gave his troubled young head a grave shake.
Then there was some general talk about Davy's early history,
F 2
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Davy's father had been pressed into the army before Davy was
born, and had afterwards been no more heard of; then his mother
had died, and BUly QuiUeash, being his mother's elder brother,
had brought him up, Davy had always sailed as boy with
Uncle Billy, he was sailmg as boy then, and that was to the
end that Uncle Billy might draw his share, but the young
master (Mastha Dan) had spoken up for him, so he had, and he
knew middlin' well what that would come to. ' He's a tidy lump
of a lad now,' says Mastha Dan,' and he's well used of the boats,
too,' says he, ' and if he does weU this time,' he says,' he must
sail man for himself next season. Aw, yes, sir, that was what
Mastha Dan said.'
It was clear that Dan was the boy's hero. When Dan waa
mentioned that lagging lip gave a yearning look to Davy's
simple face. Dan's doubtful exploits and his dubious triumphs
all looked glorious in Davy's eyes, Davy had watched Dan, and
listened to him, and though Dan might know nothing of his
silent worship, every word that Dan had spoken to him had
been hoarded up in the lad's heart like treasure. Davy had the
dog's soul, and Dan was his master.
' Uncle BiUy and him's same as brothers,' said Davy; ' and
Uncle BiUy's uncommon proud of the young master, and middhn' jealous, too. Aw, well! who's wondering at it ? '
Just then Crennel, the cook, came up to say that breakfast
was ready, and Ewan and Davy went below, the young parson's
hand resting on the boy's shoulder. In the cabin Dan was
sitting by the stove, laughing immoderately. Ewan saw at a
glance that Dan had been drinking, and he forthwith elbowed
his way to Dan's side and lifted a brandy bottle fi-om the stove
top into the locker, under pretence of finding a place for his hat.
Then aU hands sat do'U'n to the table. There was a huge dish
of potatoes boiled in their jackets, and a simUar dish of herrings.
Every man dipped into the dishes with his hands, lifted his
herring on to his plate, ran his fingers fi-om tail to head, swept
aU the flesh off the fi-esh fish, and tlu-ew the bare backbone into
the crock that stood behind,
' Keep a corner for the MeaUley at the " Three Legs,"'
said Dan.
There was to be a herring breakfast that morning at the
' Three Legs of Man,' to celebrate the opening of the fishing
season.
' YoTii'U come, Ewan, eh ? '
The. young parson shook his head,
Dan. was in great spirits, to which the spirits he had imbibed
contributed a more than common share. Ewan saw the too
famUiar light of dangerous mischief dancing in Dan's eyes, and
made twenty attempts to keep the conversation within ordinary
bounds of seriousness. But Dan was not to be restrained, and

THE FIRST NIGHT

WITH

THE HERRINGS

69

breaking away into the homespun—a sure indication that the
old Adam was having the upper hand—he forthwith plunged
into some chaff that was started by the mate, Ned Teare, at
Davy Fayle's expense.
' Aw, ye wouldn't think it's true, would ye, now 1' said Ned,
with a wink at Dan and a ' glime' at Da-vy.
' And what's that ? ' said Dan, with another ' glime' at
the lad.
• Why, that the Uke o'yander Is tackin' round the gels.'
' D'ye raely mane it ? ' said Dan, dropping his herring and
lifting his eyes.
Ewan coughed with some volume, and said, ' There, there,
Dan, there, there.'
'Yes, though, and sniffin' and snuffin' abaft of them astonishia',' Ned Teare put in again.
' Aw, weU, weU, well,' said Dan, turning up afresh the whites
of his eyes.
There was not a sign from Davy; he broke his potato more
carefully, and took both hands and both eyes to strip away its
jacket.
' Yes, yes, the craythur's doing somethin' in the spooney
line,' said Billy QuUleash; ' him as hasn't the hayseed out of his
hair yet.'
' Aw, weU,' said Dan, pretending to come to Davy's relief,
• it isn't raisonable but the lad should be coortin' some gel now.'
' What's that ? ' shouted QuiUeash, dropping the banter
rather suddenly. 'What, and not a farthing at him? And
owin' me fortime for the bringin' up,'
' No matter, BiUy,' said Dan,' and don't ride a man down
like a main-tack. One of these fine mornings Davy will be
payin' his debt to you with the foretopsaU.'
Davy's eyes were held very low, but It was not hard to see
that they were beginning to fill,
' That wiU do, Dan, that will do,' said Ewan. The young
parson's face had grown suddenly pale, but Dan saw nothing of
that.
' And look at him there,' said Dan, reaching round Ewan to
prod Davy in the ribs,' look at him there pretendin' he never
knows nothin'.'
The big tears were near to toppling out of Da-vy's eyes. Ha
oould have borne the chaff from anyone but Dan.
'Dan,' said Ewan, with a constrained quietness, ' stop i t ; I
can't stand it much longer.'
At that Davy got up from the table, leaving his unfinished
breakfast, and began to climb the hatchways.
' Aw, now, look at that,' said Dan with affected solemnity,
and so saying, and not heeding the change in Ewan's manner,
Dan got up too and followed Davy out, put an arm round the
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lad's waist, and tried to draw him back. ' Don't mind the
lobloUy boys, Da-vy veg,' he said coaxingly. Davy pushed him
away with an angry word.
' What's that he's after saying ? ' asked QuUleash.
' Nothin'; he only cussed a bit,' said Dan.
' Cussed, did he ? He'd better show a leg if he don't want
the rat's tail,'
Then Ewan rose from the table, and his eyes flashed and his
pale face quivered,
' I'U tell you what it is,' he said in a tense, tremulous
voice; ' there's not a man among you. You're a lot of skulking
cowards.'
At that he was making for the deck ; but Dan, whose face,
full of the fire of the liquor he had taken, grev/ in one moment
old and ugly, leapt to his feet in a tempest of wrath, overturned
his stool and rushed at Ewan with eyes aflame and uplifted
hand, and suddenly, instantly, Uke a flash, his fist feU, and Ewan
roUed on the floor.
Then the men jumped up and crovvded round in confusion.
' The parzon 1 the parzon ; God preserve me, the parzon I'
There stood Dan, -with a ghastly countenance, white and
con-vulsed, and there at his feet lay Ewan.
' God A'mighty ! Mastha Dan, Mastha Dan,' cried Davy.
Before the men had found time to breathe, Davy had leapt
back from the deck to the cockpit, and had lifted Ewan's head
on to his knee,
Ewan drew a long breath and opened his eyes. He was
bleeding from a gash above the temple, having faUen among
some refiiae of u-on chain, Davy, still moaning piteously, ' Oh,
Mastha Dan, God A'mighty, Mastha Dan,' took a white handkerchief from Ewan's breast, and bound it about his head over
the woimd. The blood oozed through and stained the handkerchief,
Ewan rose to his feet pale and trembling, and without
looking at anyone steadied himself by Davy's shoulder, and
clambered weakly to the deck. There he stumbled forward, sat
down on the coil of rope that had been his seat before, and
buried his uncovered head in his breast.
The sun had now risen above Contrary, and the fair young
morning light danced over the rippling waters far and near. A
fresh breeze blew from the land, and the boats of the fleet
aroimd and about scudded on before the wind like a flight of
happy birds, with outspread wings.
The ' Ben-my-Chree' was then rounding the head, and the
smoke was beginning to coU up in many a slender shaft abov«
the chimneys of the Uttle town of Peel, But Ewan saw nothing
of this; with head on his breast, and his heart cold within him,
he sat at the bow.
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Down below Dan was then doing his best to make himself
beUeve that he was unconcerned. He whistled a little, and
sang a Uttle, and laughed a good deal; but the whistle lost its
tune, and the song stopped short, and the laugh was loud and
empty. When he first saw Ewan lie where he fell, all the fire
of his evU passion seemed to die away, and for the instant his
heart seemed to choke him, and he was prompted to drop down
and Ifft Ewan to his feet; but at that moment his stubborn
knees would not bend, and at the next moment the angel of God
troubled the waters of his heart no more. Then the fisherfeUows overcame their amazement, and began to crow, and to
side with him, and to talk of his pluck, and what not,
' The parzons—och, the parzons—they think they may ride
a man down for half a word inside his giUs.'
' " Cowards "—och," skulking cowards," if you plaize—right
sarved, say I I '
Dan tramped about the cabin restlessly, and sometimes
chuckled aloud and asked himself what did he care, and then
laughed noisily, and sat down to smoke, and presently jumped
up, threw the pipe into the open stove, and took the brandy
bottle out of the locker. Where was Ewan ? What was he
doing ? What was he looking like ? Dan would rather have
died than humbled himself to ask; but would none of these
grinning boobies tell him ? When 'Teare, the mate, came down
from the deck, and said that sarten sure the young parzon was
afther sayin' his prayers up forrard, Dan's eyes flashed again,
and he had almost lifted his hand to fell the sniggering waistrel.
He drank half a tumbler of brandy, and protested afresh, though
none had yet disputed it, that he cared nothing, not he, let them
Bay what they liked to the contrary.
In fifteen minutes from the time of the quarrel the fleet was
running into harbour. Dan had leaped on deck just as the
* Ben-my-Chree ' touched the two streams outside Contrary.
He first looked forward, and saw Ewan sitting on the cable in
the bow with his eyes shut and his pallid face sunk deep in his
breast. Then a strange, wUd light shot into Dan's eyes, and he
reeled aft and plucked the tiUer from the hand of Corlett, and
set it hard-aport, and drove the boat head on for the narrow
neck of water that flowed between the mainland and the islandrock on which the old castle stood.
' Hould hard,' shouted old Billy QuiUeash,' there's 'aot water
enough for the like o' that—you'U run her on the rocks.'
Then Dan laughed wUdly, and his voice rang among the
ooves and caves of the coast.
'Here's for the harbour or—heU,' he screamed, and then
another wUd peal of his mad laughter rang in the air and echoed
from the land.
' What's agate of the young mastha ?' the men muttered one
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to another; and with eyes of fear they stood stock-still on the
deck and saw themselves driven on towards the shoals of the
little sound.
In two minutes more they breathed fi-eely. The ' Ben-myChree ' had shot like an arrow through the belt of water and
was putting about in the harbour.
Dan dropped the tUler, reeled along the deck, scarcely able
to bear himself erect, and stumbled under the hatchways. Old
BUly brought up the boat to its moorings.
' Come, lay down, d'ye hear ? Where's that lad ? '
Davy was standing by the young parson.
' You idiot waistrel, why d'ye stand prating there ? I'U pay
you, you beachcomber.'
TJtie skipper was makmg for Davy, when Ewan got up,
stepped towards him, looked him hard in the face, seemed about
to speak, checked himself, and turned away.
Old BiUy broke into a bitter Uttle laugh, and said, ' I'm right
up and down Uke a yard o' pump water, that's what I am.'
The boat was now at the quay side, and Ewan leapt ashore.
Without a word or a look more he walked away, the white
handkerchief, clotted with blood, stiU about his forehead, and
his hat carried in his hand.
On the quay there were numbers of women with baskets
waiting to buy the fish. Teare, the mate, and Crennel, the
cook, counted the herrings and sold them. The rest of the crew
stepped ashore.
Dan went away with the rest. His face was livid In the
soft morning sunUght. He was stiU keeping up his brave outside, whUe the madness was growing every moment fiercer
within. As he stumbled along the paved way with an unsteady
step his hoUow laugh grated on the quiet air.

CHAPTER XL
THE HERRING BREAKFAST.

IT was between four o'clock and five when the fleet ran into
Peeltown harbour after the first night of the herring season, and
towards eight the fisher-fellows, to the number of fifty at least,
had gathered for their customary first breakfast in the kitchen
of the ' Three Legs of Man.' What sport! What noisy
laughter! What smging and roUicking cheers! The men
stood neither on the order of their coming nor their going,
their sitting nor their standing. In they trooped in their
wooUen caps or their broad sou'westers, their oUskins or their
long sea-boots swung across their arms. They wore their caps
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or not as pleased them, they sang or talked as suited them,
they laughed or sneezed, they sulked or snarled, they were
noisy or sUent, precisely as the whim of the individual prescribed, the individual rule of manners. Rather later than the
rest Dan Mylrea came swinging in, with a loud laugh and a
shout, and something Uke an oath, too, and the broad homespun
on his Ups.
' BiUy QuUleash—I say, BiUy, there—why don't you put up
the young mastha for the chair ? '
' Aw, lave me alone,' answered BUly QuiUeash, with a contemptuous toss of the head.
' Uncle Billy's proud uncommon of the mastha,' whispered
Davy Fayle, who sat meekly on a form near the door, to tho
man who sat cross-legged on the form beside him.
' It's a bit free them chaps is making,' said old Billy, in a
confidential undertone to Dan, who was stretching himself out on
the settle. Then rising to his feet with gravity,' Gen'l'men,'
said QuiUeash,' what d'ye say now to Mistha Dan'l Mylrea for
the elber-cheer yander ? '
At that there was the response of loud raps on the table
jvlth the heels of the long boots swung over various arms, and
with several clay pipes that lost their heads in the encounter.
Old BiUy resumed his seat with a lofty glance of patronage at
the men about him, which said as plainly as words themselves,
' I tould ye to lave it aU to me.'
' Proud, d'ye say ? Look at him,' muttered the fisherman
sitting by Davy Fayle.
Dan staggered up, and shouldered his way to the elbow-chair
at the head of the table. He had no sooner taken his seat than
he shouted for the breakfast, and without more ado the breakfast
was lifted direct on to the table from the pans and boilers that
simmered on the hearth.
First came the broth, well loaded with barley and cabbage;
then suet puddings; and last of all the frying-pan was taken
down from the wall, and four or five dozen of fresh herrings
were made to grizzle and crackle and sputter over the fire.
Dan ate ravenously, and laughed noisily, and talked incessantly as he ate. The men at first caught the contagion of his
boisterous manners, but after a time they shook their touzled
heads and laid them together in gravity, and began to repeat in
whispers,' What's agate of the young mastha, at all at all ? '
Away went the dishes, away went the cloth, an oU lamp
with Its open mouth—a relic of some monkish sanctuary of the
middle ages—was lifted from the mantelshelf and put on the
table for the receipt of custom; a brass censer, choked with
spiUs, was placed beside it; pipes emerged from waistcoat
pockets, and pots of Uquor, with glasses and bottles, came in
ffom the outer bar.
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' Is it heavy on the liquor you're going to be, Billy ? ' said
Ned, the mate; and old BUly repUed with a superior smile and
the lifting up of a whisky bottle, from which he had just drawn
the cork.
Then came the toasts. The chairman arose amid hip, hip,
hooraa! and gave ' Life to man and death to fish !' and QuUleash gave ' Death to the head that never wore hair 1'
Then came more noise and more Uquor, and a good deal of
both In the -vicinity of the chair. Dan struck up a song. He
sang ' Drink to me only,' and the noisy company were at first
hushed to sUence and then melted to audible sobs.
' Aw, man, the voice he has, any way !'
'And the loud it is, and the tender, too, and the way he
sUdders up and down, and no squeaks and jumps.'
' No, no ; nothin' Uke squeezin' a time out of an ould sow
by pulling the taU at her.'
Old BiUy Ustened to this dialogue among the fisher-fellows
about him, and smUed loftUy. ' It's nothin',' he said, condescendingly, 'that's nothin', You should hear him out in the
boat, when we're lying at anchor, and me and him together, and
the stars just makin' a peep, and the moon, and the mar-fire,
and aU to that, and me and him lying aft and smookin', and
having a glass maybe, but nothin' to do no harm—that's the
when you should hear him. Aw, man aUve, him and me's
same as brothers.'
' More liquor there,' shouted Dan, climbing with difficulty
to his feet.
' Ay, look here. D'ye hear do-wn yander ? Give us a s-wipe
o' them speerits. Eight. More liquor for the chair!' said
BUly QuUleash. ' And for some one besides ?—is that what
they're saying, the lobloUy boys ? WeU, look here, bad cess to
it, of coorse, some for me, too. It's terrible good for the narves,
and they're telUng me it's morthal good for steddyin' the vice.
Going to sing ? Coorse, coorse. What's that from the elbercheer ? Enemy, eh ? Confound it, and that's true, though.
^Vhat's that it's sayin' ? " Who's fool enough to put the enemy
into his mouth to stale away his brains ? " Aw, now, it's the
good ould Book that's fine at summin' it all up.'
Then there was more Uquor and yet more, tUl the mouth of
the monastic lamp ran over with chinking coin. Old BiUy
struck up his song. It was a doleful ditty on the loss of the
herring fleet on one St. Matthew's Day not long before.
An hour before day,
Tom Grimshaw, they say.
To run for the port had resolved;
Himself and John More
Were lost in that hour,
And also unfortunate Kiuved.

The last three Unes of each verse were repeated by the whole
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Bompany in chorus. Doleful as the ditty might be, the men
gave it voice with a heartiness that suggested no special sense
of sorrow, and loud as were the voices of the fisher-feUows,
Dan's voice was yet louder,
' Aw, Dan, man, Dan, man alive, Dan,' the men whispered
among themselves. ' What's agate of Mastha Dan 1 it's more
than's good, man, aw, yes, yes, yes,'
StUl more liquor and yet more noise, and then, through the
dense fumes of tobacco smoke, old Billy QuiUeash could be seen
struggling to his feet, ' Silence !' he shouted; ' aisy there 1'
and he lifted up his glass, ' Here's to Mistha Dan'l Mylrea,
and if he's not going amongst the parzons, bad cess to them,
he's going amongst the Kays, and when he gets to the big house
at Castletown, I'm calkerlatin' it'll bo all up -with the lot o'
them parzons, with their tithes and their censures, and their
customs and their canons, and their regalashuns agen the
countin' of the herrin,' and all the rest of their messin'. What
d'ye say, men? " SkuUdng cowards?" Coorse, and right
sarved, too, as I say. And what's that you're grinning and
winkin' at, Ned Teare ? It's middlin' free you're gettin' with
the mastha anyhow, and if it wasn't for me he wouldn't bemane
himself by comin' among the like of you, singin' and makin'
aisy. Chaps, fiU up your glasses every man of you, d'ye hear ?
Here's to the best gen'l'man in the island, bar none—Mistha
Dan'l Myh-ea, hip, hip, hooraa 1'
The toast was responded to with alacrity, and loud shouts of
' Dan'l Mylrea—best gen'l'man—bar none.'
But what was going on at the head of the table ? Dan had
risen from the elbow-chair; it was the moment for him to
respond, but he stared wildly around, and stood there in silence,
and his tongue seemed to cleave to his moutli. Every eye was
now fixed on his face, and that face quivered and turned white.
The glass he had held in his hand fell from his nerveless fingers,
and broke on the table. Laughter died on every lip, and the
voices were hushed. At last Dan spoke; his words came slowly,
and fell heavily on the ear,
' Men,' he said, ' you have been drinking my health. You
call me a good fellow. That's wrong. I'm the worst man
among you. Old Billy says I'm going to the Hottse of Keys,
That's wrong, too. Shall I tell you whore I am going ? ShaU I
tell you ? I'm going to the devil,' and then, amid breathless
silence, he dropped back in his seat, and buried his head in his
hands.
No one spoke. The fair head Jay on the table among broken
pipes and the refuse of spUled liquor. There could be no more
drinking that morning. Every man rose to his feet, and, picking up his waterproofs or his long sea-boots, one after one
uront shambling out. The room was dense with smoke; but
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outside the air was Ught and free, and the morning sun shone
brightly.
' Strange now, wasn't it ? ' muttered one of the feUows.
' Strange uncommon I'
' He's been middlin' hea-vy on the Uquor lately.'
' And he'd never no right to strike the young parzon, and
him his cousin, too, and terrible fond of him, as they're saying.'
' Well, weU, it's middlin' wicked any way.'
And so the croakers went their way. In two minutes more
the room was empty, except for the stricken man, who lay there
with hidden face, and Davy Fayle, who, with big tears gUstening
in his eyes, was stroking the tangled curls.

CHAPTER XII.
P A N ' S PENANCE.

DAN rose to his feet a sobered man, and went out of the smoky
pothouse -without a word to anyone, and without lifting his
bleared and bloodshot eyes unto any face. He took the lane to
the shore, and behind him, with downcast eyes, like a dog at
the heels of his master, Davy Fayle slouched along. When
they reached the shore Dan turned towards Orris Head, walking
within a yard or two of the water's edge. Striding over the
sands, the past of his childhood came back to him with a sense
of pain. He saw himself flying along the beach with Ewan and
Mona, shouting at the guU, mocking the cormorant, clambering
up the rocks to where the long-necked bird laid her spotted
eggs, and the sea-pink grew under the fresh grass of the corries.
Under the head Dan sat on a rock and Ufted away his cap from
his burning forehead; but not a breath of wind stirred his soft
hair.
Dan rose again with a new resolve. He knew now what
course he must take. He would go to the Deemster, confess to
the outrage of which he had been guilty, and submit to the just
punishment of the law. With quick steps he strode back over
the beach, and Davy followed him until he turned up to the
gates of the new BaUamona, and then the lad rambled away
under the foot of Slieu Dhoo, Dan found the Deemster's house
In a tumult. Hommy-beg was rushing here and there, and Dan
called to him, but he waved his arm and shouted something in
reply, whereof the purport was lost, and then disappeared.
BUnd Kerry was there, and when Dan spoke to her as she went
up the stairs, he coiUd gather nothing from her hurried answer
except that someone was morthal bad, as the saying was, and
in another moment she, too, had gone, Dan stood In the ball
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with a sense of impending disaster. What had happened ? A
dread idea struck him at that moment like a blow on the brain.
The sweat started from his forehead. He could bear the uncertainty no longer, and had set foot on the stairs to follow the
blind woman when there was the sound of a light step descending. In another moment he stood face to face with Mona. She
coloured deeply, and his head fell before her.
' Is it Ewan ?' he said, and his voice came Uke a hoarse
whisper.
' No, his wife,' said Mona.
I t turned out that not long after daybreak that morning the
young wife of Ewan, who had slept with Mona, had awakened
with a start, and the sensation of having received a heavy blow
on the forehead. She had roused Mona, and told her what
seemed to have occurred. They had looked about and seen
nothing that could have fallen. They had risen from bed an;'
examined the room, and had found everything as it had been
when they lay down. The door was shut and there was no hood
above the bed. But Mona had drawn up the window bUnd, and
then she had seen, clearly marked on the white forehead of
Ewan's young wife, a little above the temple, en the spot where
she had seemed to feel the blow, a streak of pale colour such as
might have been made by the scratch of a thorn that had not
torn tho skin. It had been a perplexing difficulty, and the girls
had gone back to bed, and talked of it in whispers until they
had faUen asleep in each other's arms. When they had awakened
again, the Deemster was rapping at their door to say that he
had taken an early breakfast, that he was going off to hold his
court at Ramsey, and expected to be back at midday. Then,
half timidly, Mona had told her father of their strange experience, but he had bantered them on their folly, and they had
still heard his laughter when he had leapt to the saddle in front
of the house, and was cantering away over the gravel. Reassured by the Deemster's unbelief, the girls had thrown off
their vague misgivings, and given way to good spirits. Ewan's
young wife had said that all morning she had dreamt of her
husband, and that her dreams had been bright and happy.
They had gone down to breakfast, but scarcely had they been
seated at the table before they had heard the click of the gate
from the road.
Then they had risen together, and Ewan had come up the
ath with a white bandage about his head, and with a streak of
lood above the temple. With a sharp cry, Ewan's young wife
had faUen to the ground insensible, and when Ewan himself
had come into the house they had carried her back to bed.
There she was at that moment, and from a peculiar delicacy of
her health at the time, there was but too much reason to fear
that the shock might have serious results.
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All this Mona told to Dan fi-om where she stood three steps
up the stairs, and he listened with his head held low, one hand
gripping the stair-rail, aud his foot pawing the mat at the bottom.
When she finished, there was a pause, and then there came from
overhead a long, deep raoan of pain.
Dan Ufted his face ; its sudden pallor was startling. ' Mona,
he said, in a voice that was husky in his throat, ' do you know
who struck Ewan that blow ? '
There was silence for a moment, and then, half in a whisper,
half with a sob, Mona answered that she knew. It had not been
fi-om Ewan himself, but by one of the many tongues of scandal
that the news had come to BaUamona.
Dan railed at himself in bitter words, and called God to
witness that he had been a curse to himself and everyone about
him. Mona let the torrent of his self-reproach spend itself, and
then she said;
' Dan, you must be reconcUed to Ev/an.'
' Not yet,' he ans-ivered,
' Yes, yes, I'm sure he would forgive you,' said Mona, and
she turned about as if in the act of going back to seek for Ewan.
Dan grasped her hand firmly, ' No,' he said, ' don't heap
coals of fire on my head, Mona; don't, don't.' And after a
moment, with a calmer manner, ' I must see the Deemster first,'
Hardly had this been spoken when they heard a horse's
hoofs on the gravel path, and the Deemster's voice callmg to
Hommy-beg as he threw the reins over the post near the door
and entered the house. The Deemster was in unusual spirits,
and slapped Dan on the back and laughed as he went into his
room. Dan foUowed him, and Mona crept nervously to the
open door. With head held do-wn, Dan told what had occurred.
The Deemster listened and laughed, asked further particulars
and laughed again, tlirew off his riding boots and leggings, looked
knowingly from under his shaggy brows, and then laughed once
more.
' And what d'ye say you want me to do for you, Danny veg ?'
he asked, with one side of his wrinkled face twisted awry.
' To punish me, sir,' said Dan,
At that the Deemster, who was buckling his slippers, threw
himself back in his chair, and sent a shrill peal of mocking
laughter through the house.
Dan was unmoved. His countenance did not bend as he
said slowly, and in a low tone, ' If you don't do it, sir, I shall
never look into Ewan's face again,'
The Deemster fixed his buckles, rose to his feet, slapped Dan
on the back, said ' Go home, man veen, go home,' and then
hurried away to the kitchen, where in another moment his testy
voice could be heard directing Hommy-beg to put up the saddle
on the ' lath.
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Mona looked into Dan's face, ' Will you be reconciled to
Ewan now ? ' she said, and took both his hands and iield
them.
' No,' he answered firmly,' I wiU see the Bishop.' His eyes
were dUated; his face, that had hitherto been very mournful to
gee, was alive with a strange fire. Mona held his hands with a
passionate grasp.
' Dan,' she said, with a great tenderness,' this is very, very
noble of you; this is like our Dan, this——'
She stopped; she trembled and glowed; her eyes were close
to his.
' Don't look at me like that,' he said.
She dropped his hands, and at the next instant he was gone
from the house,
Dan found the Bishop at Bishop's Court, and told him all.
The Bishop had heard the story already, but he said nothing of
that. He knew when Dan hid his provocation and painted his
offence at its blackest. With a grave face he listened while Dan
accused himself, and his heart heaved within him.
It is a serious offence,' he said; ' to strike a minister is a
grievous offence, and the Church provides a censure.'
Dan held his face very low, and clasped his hands in front ol
him.
' The censure is that on the next Sabbath morning following,
in the presence of the congregation, you shall walk up the aisle
of the parish church from the porch to the communion behind
the minister, who shaU read the 51st Psalm meantime.'
The Bishop's deep tones and quiet manner concealed his
strong emotion, and Dan went out without another word.
This was Friday, and on the evening of the same day Ewan
heard what had passed between Dan and the Deemster and between Dan and the Bishop, and with a great lump in his throat
he went across to Bishop's Court to pray that the censure might
be taken off.
' The provocation was mine, and he is penitent,' said Ewan;
and with heaving breast the Bishop heard him out, and then
shook his head.
' The censures of the Church were never meant to pass bj
the house of the Bishop,' he said.
' But he is too deeply abased already,' said Ewan.
' The offence was committed in public, and before the eyes
of aU men the expiation must be made.'
' But I, too, am ashamed—think of it, and remove the censmre,' said Ewan, and his voice trembled and broke.
The Bishop gazed out at the window with blurred eyes that
saw nothing. ' Ewan,' he said, ' it Is God's hand on the lad.
Let it be; let it be.'
Next day the Bishop sent his svmmsr round the parish*
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asking thai every house might send one at least to the parish
church next morning.
On Sunday Ewan's young wife kept her bed; but when
Ewan left her for the church the shock to her nerves seemed in a
measure to have passed away. There was still, however, one
great disaster to fear, and Mona remained at the bedside.
The meaning of the sumner's summons had eked out, and
long before the hour of service the parish church was crowded.
The riff-raff that never came to church from year's end to year's
end, except to celebrate the Oiel Verree, were there with eager
eyes. While WiU-as-Thorn toUed the beU from the rope suspended in the porch there was a low buzz of gossip, but when
the bell ceased its hoarse clangour, and WiU-as-Thorn appeared
with his pitch-pipe in the front of the gallery, there could be heard
in the sUence that foUowed over the crowded church the loud
tick of the old wooden clock in fi-ont of him.
Presently from the porch there came a low tremulous voice
reading the Psalm that begins, ' Have mercy upon me, 0 God,
after thy great goodness: according to the multitude of thy
mercies do away mine offences.'
Then the people who sat in front turned about, and those who
sat at the side strained across, and those who sat above craned
forward.
Ewan was walking slowly up the aisle in his surplice, with his
pale face and scarred forehead bent low over the book in his
hand, and close behind him, towering above him in his great
stature, with head held down, but with a steadfast gaze, his hat
in his hands, his step firm and resolute, Dan Mylrea strode along.
There was a dead hush over the congregation.
' Wash me throughly from my wickedness : and cleanse me
from my sin. For I acknowledge my faults; and my sin is ever
before me.'
The tremulous voice rose and feU, and nothing else broke the
silence except the uncertain step of the reader, and the strong
tread of the penitent behind him.
' Against thee only have I sinned, and done this evil in thy
sight
-'
At this the tremulous voice deepened, and stopped, and went
on and stopped again, and when the words came once more they
came in a deep, low sob, and the reader's head feU into Lis
breast.
Not until the Psalm came to an end, and Ewan and Dan
had reached the communion, and the vicar had begun the
morning prayer, and WUl-as-Thorn had sent out a blast from
his pitch-pipe, was the hard tension of that moment broken.
When the morning service ended, the Deemster rose from
his pew and hurried down the aisle. As usual, he was the
first to leave the church. The ghostly smUe with which he
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had witnessed the penance that had brought tears to the tjyes
of others was stUl on the Deemster's lip, and a chuckle was in
his throat when at the gate of the churchyard he met Hommybeg, whose face was Uvid fi-om a long run, and who stood for
an instant panting for breath.
' Well, weU, weU ?' said the Deemster, sending the words
like small shot into Hommy-beg's deaf ear.
' Terrible, terrible, terrible,' said Hommy-beg, and he Ufted
his hands.
' What is it ? What ? What ? '
' The young woman-body is dead in child-bed.'
Then the ghostly smUe fled from the Deemster's face.

CHAPTER XIIL
HOW EWAN MOURNED FOE HIS WIFE.
WHAT passed at the new BUlamona on that morning of Dan's
penance was very pitiful. There in the death-chamber, already
darkened, lay Ewan's young wife, her eyes lightly closed, her
girlish features composed, and a faint tinge of colour in her
cheeks. Her breast was half open, and her beautifi J head lay
in a pillow of her soft brown hair. One round arm was stretched
over the counterpane, and the delicate fingers were curved inwards until the thumb-nail, like an acorn, rested on the inner
rim of a ring. Quiet, peaceful, very sweet and tender, she lay
there like one who slept. After a short, sharp pang she had died
gently, without a struggle, almost without a sigh, merely closing
her eyes as one who was weary, and drawing a long, deep breath.
In dying she had given premature birth to a child, a girl, and
the infant was alive, and was taken from the mother at the
moiuent of death.
When the Deemster entered the room with a face of great
pallor and eyes of fear, Mona was standing by the bed-head
ga/.ing down, but seeing nothing. The Deemster felt the pulse
of the arm over the counterpane with fingers that trembled
visibly. Then he shot away from the room, and was no more
seen that day. The vicar, the child-wife's father, came with
panting breath and stood by the bedside for a moment, and then
turned aside in silence. Ewan came, too, and behind him Dan
walked to the door and there stopped, and let Ewan enter the
chamber of his great sorrow alone. Not a word was said until
Ewan went down on his knees by the side of his wife, and put
his arms about her, and kissed her lips, still warm, with his own
far colder lips, and called to her softly by her name, as though
sho slept gently, and must not be awakened too harshly, and
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drew her to his breast, and caUed again in a tenderer tone that
brushed the upturned face like a caress:
' Aileen! AUeen ! Aileen!'
Mona covered her eyes in her hands, and Dan, where hs
stood at the door, turned his head away.
' AUeen I Ailee 1 Ailee ! My Ailee 1'
The voice went like a whisper and a kiss into the deaf ear,
and only one other sound was heard, and that was the faint cry
of an infant from a room below.
Ewan raised his head and seemed to listen; he paused and
looked at the faint colour in the quiet cheeks; he put his hand
Ughtly on the heart, and looked long at the breast that did not
heave. Then he drew his arms very slowly away, and rose to
his feet.
For a moment he stood as one dazed, like a man whose
brain is benumbed, and with the vacant light stiU in his eyes
he touched Mona on the arm and drew her hand from her eyes,
and he said, as one who teUs you something that you coiUd not
think, ' She is dead!'
Mona looked up Into his face, and at sight of it the tears
rained down her own. Dan had stepped into the room noiselessly, and came behind Ewan, and when Ewan felt his presence, he turned to Dan with the same vacant look, and repeated
in the same empty tone, ' She is dead !'
And never a tear came into Ewan's eyes to soften their look
of duU torpor; never again did he stretch out his arms to the
sUent form beneath him; only with dazed, dry eyes, he looked
do-wn, and said once more,' She is dead 1'
Dan could bear up no longer; his heart was choking, and he
went out without a word.
It was the dread silence of feeling that was frozen, but the
thaw came in its time. They laid out the body of the young
wife in the darkened room, and Ewan went away and rambled
over the house aU day long, and when night fell in, and the
lighted candles were set in the death chamber, and aU in
BaUamona were going off to bed, Ewan was still rambling
aimlessly fi-om room to room. He was very quiet, and he
spoke little and did not weep at all. In the middle of that
eight the Deemster opened his bedi-oom door and Ustened, and
Ewan's step was still passing fi-om room to room, and Mona
heard the same restless footfall in every break of her fitful
sleep. But later on, in the dark hour that comes before day, the
Deemster opened his door and listened again, and then aU was
quiet in the house. ' He has gone to bed at last,' thought the
Deemster; but in the early morning as he passed by Ewan's room
he found the door open, and saw that the bed had not been
slept in.
Ths second day weiat by like the first, and tho next night
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like the former one, and again in the dead of night the Deem»ter opened his door and heard Ewan's step. Once more in
the dark hour that goes before the day he opened his door
and listened again, and aU was quiet as before. ' Surely he is in
bed now,' thought the Deemster. He was turning back into his
own room when he felt a sudden impulse to go to Ewan's room
first and see If It was as he supposed. He went, and the door
was open and Ewan was not there, and again the bed had not
been slept in.
The Deemster crept back on tiptoe, and a gruesome feeUng
took hold of him. He could not lie, and no sleep had come near
his wakeful eyes, so he waited and listened for that unquiet
beat of restless feet, but the sound did not come. Then, as the
day was breaking over the top of Slieu Dhoo, and all the
Curraghs around lay veUed in mist, and far away to the west a
deep Une stretched across where the dark sea lay with the
Ughtening sky above it, the Deemster opened his door yet
again, and went along the corridor steadily until he came to
the door of the room where the body was. ' Perhaps he Is
sitting with her,' he thought, with awe, and he turned the
handle. But when the door s-mmg open the Deemster paused;
a faint sound broke the sUence; it was a soft and measured
breathing from within. Quivering with dread, the Deemster
stepped into the death-chamber, and his head turned rigidly
towards the bed. There, in the gloom of the dawn that came
over the Ught of the last candle that flickered in its socket, Ewan
lay outstretched by the side of the white, upturned face of his
dead wife, and his hand lay on her hand, and he was in a deep
sleep.
To the Deemster it was as if a spirit had passed before his
face, and the hair of his flesh stood up.
They buried Ewan's yotmg wife side-by-side with his mother
under the elder-tree (now thick with clusters of the green berry)
by the wall of the churchyard that stood over by the sea. The
morning was fine, but the sxm shone dimly through a crust of
hot air that gathered and slumbered and caked above. Ewan
passed through aU without a word or a sigh or a tear. But
when the company returned to the Deemster's house, and Mona
spoke to Ewan and he answered her without any show of feeling, and Dan told him of his own remorse and accused himself
of every disaster, and stUl Ewan gave no sign, but went in and
ovit among them aU with the vacant light in his eyes, then the
Bishop whispered to Mona, and she went out and presently
came again, and in her arms was the infant in its white linen
clothes.
The sun was now hidden by the heavy cloud overhead, and
against the window-panes at that moment there was a light
pattering of rain-drops. Ewan had watched with his vacant
a2
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gaze when Mona went out, but when she came again a new
light seemed to come into his eyes, and he stepped up to her and
looked do-wn at the Uttle face that was sleeping softly against
her breast. Then he put out his arms to take the child, and
Mona passed it to him, and he held it, and sat do-wn with it, and
BU at once the tears came into his dry eyes and he wept aloud.

CHAPTER XIV.
WRESTLING WITH FATE.

Bo far as concerned the Deemster this death of Ewan's wife was
the beginning of the end. Had she not died under the roof of
the new BaUamona ? Was it not by the strangest of accidents
that she had died there, and not in her own home ? Had she
not died in childbed ? Did not everything attendiug her death
TOggest the force of an irresistible fate ? More than twenty
years ago the woman Kerruish, the mother of MaUy Kerruish,
had cursed this house, and said that no life would come to It
but death would come with it.
And for more than twenty years the Deemster had done his
best to laugh at the prediction and to forget it. Who was he
that he should be the victim of fear at the sneezing of an old
woman ? What was he that he should not be master of his
fate ? But what had occurred ? For more than twenty years
one disturbing and distinct idea had engrossed him. In aU
his waking hours it exasperated him, and even in his hours of
sleep it lay heavy at the back of his brain as a dull feeling of
dread. On the bench. In the saddle, at table, alone by the
winter's fire, alone in summer walks, the obstinate Idea was
always there. And nothing but death seemed likely to shake
it off.
Often he laughed at it in his long, lingering, nervous laugh;
but it was a chain that was slowly tightening about him. Everything was being fulfilled. First came the death of his wife at
the birth of Mona, and now, after an interval of twenty years,
the death of his son's wife at the birth of her chUd, In that
stretch of time he had become in his own view a childless man;
his hopes had been thwarted in the son on whom alone his hopes
had been buUt; the house he had fotmded was but an echoing
vault; the fortune he had reared an empty bubble. He was
accursed; God had heard the woman's voice; he looked too
steadUy at the facts to mistake them, and let the incredulous
Cools laugh if they liked.
When, twenty years before, the Deemster realised that ho
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was the slave of one tyrannical idea, he tried to break the fate
that hung over him. He bought up the cottage on the Brew,
and turned the woman Kerruish into the roads. Then he put
his foot on every sign of superstitious belief that came in his
way as judge.
But not with such brave shows of unbelief could he conquer
his one disturbing idea. His nature had never been kindly, but
now there grew upon him an obstinate hatred of everybody.
This was in the days when his children, Ewan and Mona, lived
in the cosy nest at Bishop's Court. If in these days any man
mentioned the Kerruishes in the Deemster's presence, he showed
irritation, but he kept his ears open for every syllable said about
them. He knew all their history; he knew when the girl MaUy
fled away from the island on the day of Ewan's christening; he
knew by what boat she saUed; he knew where she settled herself in England; he knew when her child was born, and when
in terror at the unfulfiUed censure of the Church that hung over
her (separating her from aU communion with God's people in
life or hope of redemption in death) she came back to the Island,
dra-wn by an irresistible idea, her chUd at her breast, to work
out her penance on the scene of her shame.
Thereafter he watched her daUy, and knew her Ufe. She
had been taken back to work at the net-looms of Kinvlg, the
Peeltown netmaker, and she lived with her mother at the cottage
over the Head, and there in poverty she brought up her child,
her boy, Jarvis Kerruish, as she had called him. If any pointed
at her and laughed with cruelty; if any pretended to sympathise
with her and said, with a snigger, ' The first error is always forgiven, MaUy woman'; if any mentioned the Deemster himself,
and said, with a wink,' I'm thinking it terrible strange, MaUy,
that you don't take a slue round and put a sight on him'; If any
said to her when she bought a new garment out of her scant
earnings, a gown or even a scarf or bit of bright ribbon such as
she loved in the old days,' Dearee dear! I thought you wouldn't
take rest, but be up and put a sight on the ould crooky'—the
Deemster knew it aU. He saw the ruddy, audacious girl of
twenty sink into the pallid slattern of thirty, without hope, without joy in life, and with only a single tie.
And the Deemster found that there grew upon him daUy his
old maUcious feeling; but so far as concerned his outer bearing
matters took a turn on the day he came upon the boys, Dan
Mylrea and Jar-vis Kerruish, fighting In the road. It was the
first time he had seen the boy Jarvis. ' Who is he ? ' he had
asked, and the old woman Kerruish had made answer,' Don't
you know him. Deemster ? Do you never see a face like that ?
Not when you look in the glass ? '
There was no need to look twice into a mirror like the £aee
of that lad to know whose son he was.
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The Deemster went home to BaUamona, and thought over
the fierce encounter. He could tolerate no longer the living
reproach of this boy's presence within a few miles of his own
house, and, by an impulse no better than humbled pride, he
went back to the cottage of the Kerruishes at night, alone, and
afoot. The cottage was a lone place on the top of a bare heath,
-with the bleak sea in front, and the purple hUls behind, and
•with a fenceless cart-track leading up to it. A lead mine,kno-svn
as the Cross Vein, had been worked there forty years before.
The shaft was stiU open, and now full of dark, foul water almost
to the surface. One roofless wall showed where the gear had
stood, and under the shelter of this waU there crouched a low
thatched tool-shed, having a door and a small window. This
was the cottage ; and untU old Mrs. Kerruish had brought there
her few rickety sticks when, by the Deemster's orders, they had
been thrown into the road, none had ever occupied the tool-shed
as a house.
The door was open, and the Deemster stepped in. One of
the women, old Mrs, Kerruish, was sitting on a stool by the fire
—It was a fire of sputtering hazol sticks—shredding some scraps
of green vegetables into a pot of broth that swung from the iron
hook of the chimney. The other v.oman, MaUy, was doing
something in the dark crib of a sleeping room, shut off from the
Uving room by a wooden partition like the stanchion-board of a
stable. The boy was asleep; his soft breathing came fi-om the
dark crib.
' Mrs. Kerruish,' said the Deemster, ' I am wUling to take
the lad, and rear him, and when the time comes to set him to
business, and give him a start in life.'
Mrs. Kerruish had risen stiffly fr-om her stool, and her face
was set hard,
' Think of it, woman, think of It, and don't answer in haste,'
said the Deemster,
'We'd have to be despard hard put to for a bite and a sup
before we'd take anything fi-om you. Deemster,' said the old
woman.
The Deemster's quick eyes, under the shaggy grey brows,
glanced about the room. It was a place of poverty, descending
to squalor. The floor was of the bare earth trodden hard, the
roof was of the bare thatch, with here and there a lath pushed
between the unhewn spars to keep it up, and here and there a
broken patch dropping hay-seed,
'You are desperate hard put to, woman,' said the Deemster,
and at that MaUy herself came out of the sleeping crib. Her
face was thin and pale, and her bleared eyes had lost then* sharp
light; it was a countenance without one ray of hope.
' Stop, mother,' she said,' let us hear what the Deemster has
to offer.'
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' Offer ? Offer ?' the old woman rapped out; ' you've had
enough of the Deemster's offers, I'm thmking,'
' Be quiet, mother,' said MaUy, and then she tm-ned to the
Deemster and said, ' Well, sir, and what is it ? '
' Aw, very nate and amazing civil to dirks Uke that—go on,
girl, go on,' said the old woman, tossing her head and hand in
anger towards MaUy.
' Mother, this is my concern, I'm thinlcing—what is it, sir ? '
But the old woman's wrath at her daughter's patience was
not to be kept down, ' Behold ye !' she said, ' it's my own girl
that's after telling me before strangers that I've not a farthing
at me, and me good for nothing at working, and only fit to hobble
about on a stick, and fix the house tidy maybe, and to have no
sayin nothing—go on, och, go on, girl.'
The Deemster explained his proposal. It was that the boy
Jarvis should be given entirely into his control, and be no more
known by his mother and his mother's mother, and perhaps no
more seen or claimed or acknowledged by them, and that the
Deemster should provide for him and see him started in life,
Mrs, Kerruish's impatience knew no bounds, ' My gough!'
she cried, ' my gough, my gough 1' But MaUy listened and reflected. Her spirit was broken, and she was thinking of her
poverty. Her mother was now laid aside by rheumatism, and
could earn nothing, and she herself worked piecework at the
net-making—so much for a piece of net, a hundred yards long
by two hundred meshes deep, toUing without heart from eight
to eight, and earning four, five, and six shillings a week. And if
there was a want, her boy felt it. She did not answer at once,
and after a moment the Deemster turned to the door. ' Think
of it,' he said; ' think of it.'
' Hm-roo! hurroo 1' cried the old woman derisively from her
stool, her untameable soul aflame with indignation,
' Be quiet, mother,' said MaUy, and the hopelessness that had
spoken from her eyes seemed then to find a way into her voice.
The end of it was that Jarvis Kerruish was sent to a
school at Liverpool, and remained there three years, and then
became a clerk in the counting-house of Benas Brothers, of the
Goree Piazza, ostensibly African merchants, reaUy English
money-lenders. Jarvis did not fret at the loss of his mother, and
of course he never wrote to her; but he addressed a careful
letter to the Deemster twice a year, beginning ' Honoured sir,'
and ending ' Yours, with much respect, most obediently.'
MaUy had miscalculated her self-command. If she had
thought of her poverty it had been because she had thought of
her boy as weU. He would be lifted above it aU if she could
but bring herself to part with him. She wrought up her feelings to the sacrifice, and gave away her son, and sat do-wn as a
broken-spirited and childless woman. Then she realised the price
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she had to pay. The boy had been the cause of her shame; but
he had been the centre of her pride as well. If she had been a
hopeless woman before, she was now a heartless one. Little by
little she fell into habits of idleness and intemperance. Before
young Jarvis sat in his frUled shirt on the stool In the Goree
Piazza, and before the down had begun to show on his lea»
cheeks, his mother was a lost and abandoned woman.
But not yet had the Deemster broken his fate. When Ewan
disappointed his hopes and went into the Church and married
without his sanction or knowledge, it seemed to him that the
chain was gradually tightening about him. Then the Deemster
went over once more to the cottage at the Cross Vein, alone, and
in the night,
' Mrs. Kerruish,' he said, ' I am willing to allow you six
potmds a year pension, and I will pay it in three pound notes on
Lady Day and Martinmas,' and putting his first payment on the
table he tiu-ned about and was gone before the rheumatic old
body could twist in her chair.
The Deemster had just made his third -visit to the cottage at
the Cross Vein, and left his second payment, when the death of
Ewan's young wife came as a thunderbolt and startled him to
the sotd. For days and nights thereafter he went about like a
beaten horse, trembling to the very bone. He had resisted the
truth for twenty years ; he had laughed at it in his long lingering laugh at going to bed at night and at rising in the morning;
he had ridiculed superstition in others, and punished it when he
could; he was the judge of the island, and she through whose
mouth his fate fell upon him was a miserable ruin cast aside on
life's high Avay; but the truth would be resisted no longer: the
house over his head was accursed—accursed to him, and to his
chUdren, and to his children's chUdren.
The Deemster's engrossing idea became a dominating terror.
Was there no way left to him to break the fate that hung over
him ? None ? The Deemster revolved the problem night and
day, and meantime lived the life of the damned. At length he
hit on a plan, and then peace seemed to come to him, a poor
paltering show of peace, and he went about no longer like a
beaten and broken horse. His project was a strange one; it
was the last that prudence would have suggested, but the firsi
that the evil spirit of his destiny could have hoped for—it was
to send to Liverpool for Jarvis Kerruish, and establish him in
BaUamona as his son.
In that project the hand of his fate was strongly upon him;
he could not resist i t ; he seemed to yield himself to its power;
he made himself its wiUing victim ; he was even as Sard when
the Spirit of the Lord had gone from him and an evU spirit
troubled him, sending for the anointed son of Jesse to play on
the harp to him and to supplant him on the throne.
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CHAPTER XV.
THE LIB THAT EWAN TOLD.

IT was not for long that Dan bore the signs of contrition. As
soon as Ewan's pale face had lost the weight of its gloom, Dan's
ciuly poll knew no more of trouble. He foUowed the herrings
all through that season, grew brown with the sim and the briny
air, and caught the sea's laughter in his roUicking voice. He
drifted into some bad habits from which he had hitherto held
himself in check. Every morning when the boats ran into
harbour, and Teare, the mate, and Crennel, the cook, stayed
behind to sell tho fish, Dan and old Billy QuiUeash trooped up
to the ' Three Legs of Man ' together. There Dan was made
much of, and the lad's spirit was not proof against the poor
flattery. It was Mastha Dan here, and Mastha Dan there, and
Where is Mastha Dan ? and What does Mastha Dan say ? and
great shoutings, and tearings, and sprees ; and all the time the
old cat with the whiskers who kept the pothouse was scoring
up against Dan at the back of the cupboard door.
Did the Bishop know ? Know ? Did ever a young feUow
go to the dogs but some old woman of either sex found her wajto the very ear that ought not to be tormented with Job's comfort, and whisper,' Aw, dear! aw, dear I' and ' Lawk-a-day!'
and ' I'm the last to bring bad newses, as the saying is,' and
' Och, and it's a pity, and him a fine, brave young fellow too !'
and ' I wouldn't have told it on no account to another Uving
soul!'
The Bishop said Uttle, and tried not to hear ; but when Dan
would have hoodwinked him he saw through the device as the
sun sees through glass, Dan never left his father's presence
without a sense of shame that was harder to bear than any
reproach would have been. Something patient and trustful,
and strong in hope, and stronger in love seemed to go out from
the Bishop's silence to Dan's reticence, Dan wotUd slink off
with the bearing of a whipped hound, or, perhaps, with a
muttered curse under his teeth, and always with a stem resolve
to pitch himself or his cronies straightway into the sea. The
tragical purpose usuaUy lasted him over the short mUe and a half
that divided Bishop's Court from the ' Three Legs of Man,' and
then it went down with some other troubles and a long pint of
Manx jough.
Of all men, the most prompt to keep the Bishop informed of
Dan's sad pranks was no other than the Deemster. Since the
death of Ewan's wife the Deemster's feelings towards Dan had
imdergone a complete change. From that time forward he
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looked on Dan -with eyes of distrust, amounting in its intensity
to hatred. He forbade him his house, though Dan laughed at
the prohibition and ignored it. He also went across to Bishop's
Court for the first time for ten years, and poured into the
Bishop's ears the story of every bad bit of business In which
Dan got involved, Dan kept him fuUy employed in this regard,
and Bishop's Court saw the Deemster at frequent intervals.
If it was degrading to the Bishop's place as father of the
Church that his son should consort with aU the ' raggabash' of
the island, the scum of the land, and the dirtiest froth of the
sea, the Bishop was made to know the full bitterness of that
degradation. He would listen with head held down, and when
the Deemster, passing from remonstrance to reproach, would
caU upon him to set his ov/n house in order before he ever
ascended the pulpit again, the Bishop would lift his great heavy
eyes with an agonised look of appeal, and answer in a voice lil;e
a sob, ' Have patience, ThorkeU, have patience with the lad; he
Is my sdn, my only son.'
It chanced that towards the end of the herring season an
old man of eighty, one William Callow, died, and he was the
captain of the parish of Michael, The captaincy was a semicivU, semi-miUtary office, and it included the functions of parish
head-constable, CaUow had been a man of extreme probity,
and his walk in life had been without a slip. ' The ould man's
left no living craythur to fill his shoes,' the people said when
they buried him, but when the name of the old man's successor
came do-wn from Castleto-wn, who should be the new captain
but Daniel Mylrea ? The people were amazed, the Deemster
laughed in his throat, and Dan himself looked appaUed.
Hardly a month after this event, the relations of Dan and
the Deemster, and Dan and the Bishop reached a climax.
For months past the Bishop had been hatching a scheme for
the subdivision of his episcopal glebe, the large extent of which
had long been a biu-den on the dwindling energies of his advancing age ; and he had determined that, since his son was not to
be a minister of the Church, he should be its tenant, and farm
its lands. So he cut off from the demesne a farm ef eighty
acres of fine Cm-ragh land, well drained and tiUed. This would
be a stay and a solid source of UveUhood to Dan when the herring
fishing had ceased to be a pastime. There was no farm-house
on the eighty acres, but barns and stables were to be erected,
and Dan was to share with Ewan the old BaUamona as a home.
Dan witnessed these preparations, but entered into them
with only a moderate enthusiasm. The reason of his lukewarmness was that he found himself deeply involved in debts
whereof his father knew nothing. When the fishing season
finished and the calculations were made, it was found that the
boat had earned no more than 240Z. Of this, old BiUy QuiUeash
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took four shares, every man took two shares, there was a share
Bet aside for Davy, the boy, and the owner was entitled to eight
shares for himself, his nets, and his boat. So far aU was reasonably satisfactory. The difficulty and dissatisfaction arose when
Dan began to count the treasury. Then It was discovered that
there was not enough in hand to pay old Billy and his men and
the boy, leaving Dan's eight shares out of the count.
Dan scratched his head and pondered. He was not brilliant
at figures, but he totted up his numbers again with the same
result. Then he computed the provisioning—tea, at four shillings a pound, besides fresh meat four times a week, and fine
flour biscuits. It was heavy but not ruinous, and the season
had been poor but not bad, and, whatever the net results, there
ought not to have been a deficit where the principle of co-operation between master and man was that of share and share.
_ Dan began to see his way through the mystery^—It was most
painfuUy transparent In the light of the score that had been
chalked up from time to time on the inside of the cupboard of
the ' Three Legs of Man,' But it was easier to see where the
money had gone than to make it up, and old BiUy and his
chums began to mutter and to grumble,
' It's raely wuss till ever,' said one.
'The tack we've been on hasn't been worth workin',' said
another.
Dan heard their murmurs, and went up to Bishop's Court.
After all the deficit was only forty pounds, and his father would
lend him that much. But hardly had Dan sat down to breakfast than the Bishop, who was clearly in lower spirits than
usual, began to lament that his charities to the poor had been
interrupted by the cost of buUding the barns and stables on the
farm intended for his son,
' I hope your fishing wiU turn out weU, Dan,' he said,' for
I've scarce a pound In hand to start you.'
So Dan said nothing about the debt, and went back to the
fisher-feUows with a face as long as a haddock's. ' I'U teU you,
men, the storm Is coming,' he said.
Old BiUy looked as black as thunder, and answered with an
unpatient gesture,' Then keep your weather eye liftin', that's
all.'
Dan measured the old salt from head to foot, and hitched
his hand into his guernsey. ' You wouldn't talk to me like
that, BUly QuiUeash, if I hadn't been a fool with you. It's a
true saying, that when you teU your servant your secret you
make him your master.'
Old BUly sniggered, and his men snorted. BUly wanted to
know why he had left Kmvig's boat, where he had a sure thirty
pounds for his season; and Ned Teare wished to be told what
his missus would say when he took her five pound ten; and
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Crennel, the slushy, asked what sort of a season the mastha waa
afther callin' it, at all, at all.
Not a man of them remembered his share of the long scores
chalked up on the inside of the cupboard door,
' Poor old dad,' thought Dan, ' he must find the money after
aU—no way but that, and once again he turned towards Bishop's
Court.
BiUy QuiUeash saw him going off, and foUowed him. ' I've
somethin' terrible fine up here,' said Billy, tapping his forehead
mysteriously.
' What is it ? ' Dan asked.
' Och, a shockin' powerful schame. It'll get you out of the
shoal water anyways,' said BUly,
It turned out that the ' shockin' powerfiU schame' was the
ancient device of borrowing the money from a money-lender.
Old BiUy knew the very man to serve the turn. His name
was Kisseck, and he kept the ' JoUy Herrings' In Peeltown,
near the bottom of the crabbed little thoroughfare that wound
and twisted and descended to that part of the quay which overlooked the castle rock,
' No, no; that'U not do,' said Dan.
' Aw, and why not at all ? '
' Why not ? Why not ? Because It's blank robbery to
borrow what you can't pay back,'
' Robbery ? Now, what's the use of sayin' the Uke o' that ?
Aw, the shockin' notions! Well, well, and do you raely think
a person's got no feelin's ? Robbery ? Aw, weU now, well
now.'
And old BiUy tramped along with the air of an injured man.
But the end of it was that Dan said nothing to the Bishop
that day, and the same night found him at the ' Jolly Herrings,'
The landlord had nothing to lend, not he, but he knew people
who would not mind parting with money on good security, or
on anybody's baU, as the sayin' was, Coaldn't Mastha Dan
get a good man's name to a bit o' paper, like ? Coorse he
oould, and nothing easi •^r, for tt gentl'man same as him. Who
was the people ? They belonged to Liverpool, the Goree Peaizy
—Benas they were callin' them.
Three days afterwards the forty pounds, made up to fifty for
round numbers, came to Kisseck, the landlord, and the bit o'
paper came with it. Dan took the paper and went off with it to
the old BaUamona, Ewan would go bail for him, and so the
Bishop need know nothing of the muddle. But when Daii
reached his new home Ewan was away—a poor old Quaker
named Christian, who had brought himself to beggary by
neglecting Solomon's injunction against suretyship, was dying,
and had sent for the parson.
Dan was in a hurry; the fisher-feUows were grumbling,and
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their wives were hanging close about their coat-taUs; the money
must be got without delay, and of course Ewan would sign for
it straight away if he were there. An idea struck Dan, and
liade the sweat to start from his forehead. He had put the
paper on the table and taken up a pen when he heard Ewan's
voice outside, and then he threw the pen down and his heart
leapt with a sense of relief,
Ewan came In, and rattled on about old Christian, the
Quaker. He hadn't a week to live, poor old soul, and he hadn't
a shiUing left in the world. Once he farmed his hundred acres,
but he had stood surety for this man and surety for that
man, and paid up the defalcations of both, and now, whUe they
were eating the bread of luxury, he was dying as a homeless
pauper,
' Well, he has been practising a bad -virtue,' said Ewan. • I
wouldn't stand surety for my own brother—^not for my own
brother if I had one. It would be helping him to eat to-day the
bread he earns to-morrow.'
Dan went out without saying anything of the bit of paper
from Liverpool, The fisher-feUows met him, and when they
heard what he had to say their grumblings broke out again.
' WeU, I'm off for the Bishop—and no disrespec',' said old
BUly.
He did not go; the bit 0' paper was signed, but not by
Ewan; the money was paid; the grateful sea dogs were sent
home with their wages in their pockets and a smart cuff on
either ear.
A month or two went by, and Dan grew quiet and thoughtful,
and sometimes gloomy, and people began to say, ' It's none so
wild the young mastha is at all at all,' or perhaps, ' Wonderful
studdy he's growing,' or even, ' I wouldn't trust but he'U turn
out a parson after all,' One day in November Dan went over
to new BaUamona and asked for Mona, and sat with her m
earnest talk. He told her of some impending disaster, and she
listened with a whitening face.
From that day forward Mona was a changed woman. She
seemed to share some great burden of fear with Dan, and it lay
heavy upon her, and made the way of life very long and cheerless to the sweet and sUent girl.
Towards the beginning of December, sundry letters came out
of their season from the young clerk of Benas Brothers, Jarvis
Kerruish. Then the Deemster went over more than once to
Bishop's Court, and had grave interviews with the Bishop,
' If you can prove this that you say, Thorkell, I shaU turn
my back on him for ever—yes, for ever,' said the Bishop, and
his voice was husky and his sad face was seamed with Unes of
pain.
A few days passed and a stranger appeared at BaUamona,
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and when the stranger had gone the Deemcter said to Mona,
• Be ready to go to Bishop's Court with me in the morning,'
Mona's breath seemed to be suddenly arrested. ' WiU Ewan
be there ? ' she asked,
' Yes—isn't it the day of his week-day service at the chapel
—Wednesday—isn't it ? '
' And Dan ?' she said,
' Dan ? Why Dan ? WeU, woman, perhaps Dan too—who
knows ? '
The Bishop had sent across to the old BaUamona to say that
he wished to see his son in the Ubrary after service on the foUowing morning.
At twelve next day, Dan, who had been ploughing, turned in
at Bishop's Court in his long boots and rough red shirt, and
there In the Ubrary he found Mona and the Deemster seated,
Mona did not speak when Dan spoke to her. Her voice seemed
to fail; but the Deemster answered in a jaunty word or two;
and then the Bishop, looking very thoughtftil, came in with
Ewan, whose eyes were brighter than they had been for many
a day, and behind them walked the stranger whom Mona had
seen at BaUamona the day before,
' Why, and how's this ? ' said Ewan, on perceiving that so
many of them were gathered there.
The Bishop closed the door, and then answered with averted
face,' We have a painful interview before us, Ewan—be seated.'
It was a dark day; the clouds hung low, and the dull rumble
of the sea came through the dead air. A fire of logs and peat
burned on the hearth, and the Deemster rose and stood with his
back to it, his hands interlaced behind him. The Bishop sat ia
his brass-clamped chair at the table, and rested his pale cheek
on his hand. There was a pause, and then without lifting his
eyes the Bishop said,' Ewan, do you know that it is contrary to
the customs of the Church for a minister to stand security for a
debtor ? '
Ewan was standing by the table fumbling the covers of s
book that he had Ufted. ' I know it,' he said, quietly.
' Do you know that the minister who disregards that custom
stands Uable to suspension at the hands of his Bishop ? '
Ewan looked about with a stare of bewUderment, but he
answered again and as quietly, ' I know it.'
There was silence for a moment, and then the Deemster,
clearing his throat noisUy, turned to where Dan was pawing up
a rug that lay under a column and bust of Bunyan.
' And do you know, sir,' said the Deemster in his shrUl tones,
' what the punishment of forgery may be ? '
Dan's face had undergone some changes dm-ing the last few
minutes, but when he Ufted it to the Deemster's it was as firm
as a rock.
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•Hanging, perhaps,' he answered suUenly; transportation,
perhaps. What of it ? Out with it—be quick.'
Dan's eyKS flashed; the Deemster tittered audibly; the
Bishop looked up at his son from under the rims of his spectacles
and drew a long breath. Mona had covered her face in her
hands where she sat in silence by the in^le, and Ewan, still
fumbUng the book in his nervous fingers, was glancing from Dan
to the Deemster, and from the Bishop to Dan, with a look of
blank amazement.
The Deemster motioned to the stranger, who thereupon
advanced from where he had stood by the door, and stepped up
to Ewan.
' May I ask if this document was dra-wn by your authority ? '
and saying this the stranger held out a paper, and Ewan took it
in his Ustless fingers.
There was a moment's silence. Ewan glanced do-wn at tha
document. It showed that fifty pounds had been lent to Daniel
Mylrea, by Benas Brothers, of the Goree Piazza, Liverpool, and
it was signed by Ewan's own name as that of surety.
' Is that yoiu' signature ? ' asked the stranger.
Ewan glanced at Dan, and Dan's head was on his breast and
his Ups quivered. The Bishop was trembling visibly, and sat
with head bent low by the sorrow of a wrecked and shattered hope.
The stranger looked from Ewan to Dan, and from Dan to
the Bishop. The Deemster gazed steadUy before him, and his
face wore a ghostly smile.
' Is it your signature ? ' repeated the stranger, and his words
fell on the silence like the clank of a chain.
Ewan saw it aU now. He glanced again at the document,
but his eyes were dim, and he could read nothing. Then he
Ufted his face, and its lines of agony told of a terrible struggle.
' Yes,' he answered, ' the signature is mine—what of it ? '
At that the Bishop and Mona raised their eyes together.
The stranger looked incredulous.
' It is quite right if you say so,' the stranger repUed with a
cold smile.
E-svan trembled in every Umb. ' I do say so,' he said.
His fingers crumpled the document as he spoke, but his head
was erect, and the truth seemed to sit on his Ups. Dan dropped
heavily into a chau: and buried his face in his hands.
The stranger smUed again the same cold smile, 'The
lenders wish to withdraw the loan,' he said.
' They may do so—in a month,' said Ewan.
' That wUl suffice.'
The Deemster's face twitched; Mona's cheeks were wet with
tears ; the Bishop had risen and gone to the window, and waa
gazmg out through blurred eyes into the blindmg rain that was
now pelting against the glass.
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' It would be cruel to prolong a painful interview,' said the
stranger; and then, with a glance towards Dan wherfl he sal
convulsed with distress that he made no effort to conceal, he
added in a hard tone—
' Only the lenders came to have reasons to fear that perhaps
the document had been drawn without your knowledge.'
Ewan handed the paper back with a nerveless hand. He
looked at the stranger through swimming eyes and said gently,
but with an awful inward effort, ' You have my answer, sir—I
knew of it.'
The stranger bowed and went out, Dan leapt to his feet and
threw his arras about Ewan's neck, but dared not to look into
his troubled face. Mona covered her eyes and sobbed.
The Deemster picked up his hat to go, and in passing out he
paused in front of Ewan and said, in a bitter whisper—
' Fool 1 fool I You have taken this man's part to your own
confusion.'
When the door closed behind the Deemster the Bishop turned
from the window. ' Ewan,' he said, in a voice like a cry, ' the
Recording Angel has set down the lie you have told to-day in
the Book of Life to your credit in heaven.'
Then the Bishop paused, and Dan Ufted his head from
Ewan's neck.
'As for you, eir,' the Bishop added, turning to his son, ' I am
done with you for ever—go from me—let me see your face no
more,'
Dan went out of the room with bended head.
CHAPTER XVL
THE PLOUGHING MATCH.

Ewan got back home Dan was sitting before the fire in
the old hall, his legs stretched out before hmi, his hands thrust
deep in his pockets, his head low in his breast, and his whole
mien indicative of a crushed and broken spirit. He glanced up
furtively as Ewan entered, and then back -with a stony stare to
the fire. If Ewan had given him one word of cheer, God knows
what tragic consequences would have been spared to both of
them. But Ewan had saved Dan from the penalty of his crime
at the cost of truth and his self-esteem.
' Dan,' he said,' you and I must part—we can be fiiends no
longer.'
He spoke with a strong effort, and the words seemed to
choke him. Dan shambled to his feet; he appeared to coUect
his thoughts for a moment, like one who had fainted and return*
to consciousness.
WHEN
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• Mind—I don't turn you out of the house,' said Ewan,' only
jf we are to share this place together we must be strangers.'
A hard smUe broke out on Dan's face. He seemed to be
trying to speak, but not a word would come. He twisted slowly
on his heel, and Ufted the latch of the door that led to the Inner
part of the house.
' One thing more," said Ewan, speaking quickly, and m a
tremulous voice, ' I wiU ask you to look upon yourself as a
stranger to my sister also.'
Dan stopped and turned about. Over the forced smUe his hard
face told of a great struggle for self-command. He said nothing,
and after a moment he went out, drawing his breath audibly.
Then straightway Ewan flung himself in the chair from
which Dan had risen, and his slight frame shook with suppressed sobs. After some minutes the sense of his o-wn degradation diminished, and left room for a just idea of Dan's
abject humlUation. ' I have gone too far,' bethought; ' I will
make amends.' He had risen to foUow Dan, when another
thought trod hea-vUy on the heels of the first. ' Leave him alone,
it -wiU be best for himself—leave him alone, for his own sake.'
And so, with the madness of -wrath fermenting In his own brain,
he left it to ferment in Dan's brain as well.
Now when Dan found himself left alone he tried to carry off
his humiliation by a brave show of unconcern. He stayed on
at the old BaUamona, but he never bothered himself—not he,
forsooth—to talk to folks who passed him on the stairs without
a word of greeting, or met in the haU without a glance of recognition.
It chanced just then that, in view of a threatened invasion,
the authorities were getting up a corps of volunteers, known as
the Manx Fencibles, and that they called on the captains of the
parishes to establish companies. Dan threw himself into this
enterprise -with uncommon vigour, took drills himself, acquired
a competent knowledge of the rudiments in a twinkling, and
forthwith set himself to band together the young fellows of his
parish. It was just the sort of activity that Dan wanted at the
moment, and in following it up the ' Three Legs' saw him something oftener than before, and there the feUows of the baser sort
drank and laughed with him, addressing him sometimes as
captain, but oftener as Dan, never troubling themselves a ha'p'orth
to put a handle to his name.
This was a turn of events which Ewan could not understand.
' I have been mistaken in the man,' he thought; ' there's no
heart left in him.'
Towards the middle of December Jarvis Kerruish arrived at
Bailamona, and forthwith established himseU there in a position
that would have been proper to the Deemster's heir. He was
a young man of medium height and size, closely resembUng the
H
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Deemster in face and figure. His dress was EngUsh: he wo?8
a close-fitting undercoat with tails, and over it a loose cloak
mounted with a brass buckle at the throat; he had a beaver hat
of the shape of a sugarloaf; and boots that fitted to his legs like
gloves. His manner was expansive, and he betrayed a complete
unconsciousness of the sinister bar of his birth, and of the false
position he had taken up in the Deemster's house. He showed
no desire to visit the cottage at the Cross Vein; and he spoke of
the poor with condescension. When he met with Ewan he displayed no imeasiness, and Ewan on his part gave no sign of
resentment. Mona, on the other hand, betrayed an Instinctive
repulsion, and in less than a week from his coming their relations
had reached an extraordinary crisis, which involved Ewan and
Dan and herself In terrible consequences. This Is what occurred.
On the day before Christmas Day there was to be a ploughing
match in a meadow over the Head, and Ewan stood pledged by
an old promise to act as judge. The day came, and it was a
heavy day, with snow-clouds hanging overhead, and misty
vapours floating down from the hlUs and up from the Curraghs,
and hiding them. At ten In the morning Mona muffled herself
in a great cloak and went over to the meadow with Ewan,
There a crowd had already gathered, strong men in blue pUots,
old men in sheepskin coats, women with theu- short blue camblet
gowns tucked over their Unen caps, boys and girls on every side,
aU coming and going like shadows In the mist. At one end of
the meadow several pairs of horses stood yoked to ploughs, and a
few lads were In charge of them. On Ewan's arrival there was a
general movement among a group of men standing together and
a respectful salutation to the parson. The names were called
over of the ploughmen who had entered for the prize—a pound
note and a cup—and last of all there was a show of hands for
the election of six men to form a jury.
Then the stretch was staked out. The prize was to tha
ploughman who would make the stretch up and down the meado-w
in the shortest time, cutting the furrows straightest, cleanest,
and of the most regular depth.
When aU was ready, Ewan took up his station where the first
furrow would be cut into the field, with Mona at his side, and
the six jurors about him. The first ploughman to bring up his
plough was a brawny young fellow with a tanned face. The
loughman had brought up his horses in front of the stake, and
ad laid hands on his plough handles, and was measuring the
stretch with his eye for a landmark to sight by, when Jarvis
Kerruish came into the meadow and walked through the crowd
and took up a place by Mona's side. There were audible comments, and some racy exclamations as he pushed through the
crowd, not lifting an eye to any face; but he showed complete indifference, and began to talk to Mona in a loud, measured tone.
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•Ah! this is very gratifying,' he was saying, _*to see the
peasantry engaged in manly sports—useful sports—is, I confess,
very gratifying to me.'
' My gough 1' said a voice from one side._
' Hurroo!' said a voice from the other side.
' Lawk-a-day !' came from behind in a shriU female treble.
' Did ye ever see a grub turn butterfly ?'
Jarvis seemed not to hear. ' Now there are sports
^ he
began; but the ploughman was shouting to his horses,' Steady,
steady,' the plough was dipping into the succulent grass, the
fijst swish of the upturned soU v/as In the air, and Jarvis's wise
words were lost.
All eyes were on the bent back of the ploughman plodding
on in the mist. ' He cuts like a razor,' said one of the
spectators. ' He bears his hand too much on,' said another,
' Do better yourself next speU,' said a third.
When the horses reached the far end of the stretch the
ploughman whipped them round like the turn of a wheel, and
in another moment he was toiUng back, steadily, firmly, his
hand rigid, and his face set hard. When he got back to where
Ewan, with his watch In his hand, stood surrotmded by the
jurors, he was covered with sweat, ' Good, very good—six
minutes ten seconds,' said Ewan, and there were some plaudits
from the people looking on, and some banter of the competitors
who oame up to foUow.
Jarvis Kerruish, at Mona's elbow, was beginning again,' I
confess that it has always been my personal opinion
' but
hi the bustle of another pair of horses whipped up to the stake
no one seemed to be aware that he was speaking.
Five ploughmen came in succession, but all were behind the
first In time and cut a less regular furrow. So Ewan and the
jurors announced that the prize was to the stranger. Then as
Ewan twisted about, his adjudication finished, to where Mona
stood with Jarvis by her side, there was a general rush ol
competitors and spectators to a corner of the meadow, where,
from a little square cart, the buirdly stranger who was victor
proceeded to serve out glasses of ale from a smaU barrel.
WhUe this was going on, and there was some laughter and
shouting and singing, there came a loud Hello I as of many
voices from a little distance, and then the beat of many irregular
feet, and one of the lads in the crowd, who had jumped to the
top of the broad turf hedge, shouted, ' It's the capt'n—it's
Mastha Dan.'
In another half minute Dan and some fifty or sixty of the
scum of the parish came tumbling into the meadow on aU sides
—over the hedge, over the gate, and tearing through the gaps
in the gorse. They were the corps that Dan had banded
together towards the Manx Fencibles, but the only regimentals
H2
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they yet wore were a leather belt, and the only Implement of
war they yet carried was the small dagger that was fitted
into the belt. That morning they had been drilling, and after
driU they had set off to see the ploughing match, and on the
way they had passed the ' Three Legs,' and, being exceeding dry,
they had drawn up in front thereof, and every man had been
served with a glass, which had been diUy scored off to the captain's
account.
Dan saw Mona -with Ewan as he vaulted the gate, but he
gave no sign of recognition, and in a moment he was in the thick
of the throng at the side of the cart, hearing all about the match,
and making loud comments upon it in his broadest homespun.
' W h a t ! ' he said,' and you've let yourselves be bate by a
craythur like that. Hurroo !'
He strode up to the stranger's furrow, cocked his eye along
it, and then glanced at the stranger's horses.
' Och, I'U go baU I'U bate it with a yoke of oxen.'
At that there was a movement of the crowd around him,
and some cheering, just to egg on the rupture that was
imminent.
The big stranger heard aU, and strode through the people
with a face like a thunder-cloud.
' Who says he'll bate it with a yoke of oxen ?' he asked.
' That's just what I'm afther saying, my fine feUow. Have
you anything agen it ?'
In half a miuute a wager had been laid of a pound a side
that Dan with a pair of oxen would beat the stranger with a
pair of horses in two stretches out of three.
' Davy 1 Da-vy! ' shouted Dan, and in a twinkling there was
Davy Fayle, looking queer enough in his guernsey, and his long
boots, and his sea-cap, and withal his belt and his dagger.
Davy was sent for the pair of oxen to where they were leading
manure, not far away. He went off like a shot, and in ten
minutes he was back in the meadow, driving the oxen before him.
Now these oxen had been a gift of the Bishop to Dan,
They were old, and had grown wise with their years. For
fifteen years they had worked on the glebe at Bishop's Court,
and they knew the dinner hour as well as if they could have
taken the altitude of the sun. When the dinner bell rang at
the Court at twelve o'clock the oxen would stop short, no
matter where they were or what they were doing, and not
another budge would they make untU they had been unyoked
tmd led off for their midday mash.
It was now only a few minutes short of twelve, but no one
took note of that circumstance, and the oxen were yoked to •
plough.
' Same judge and jury,' said the stranger, but Ewan excused
himself.
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' Aw, what matter about a judge,' said Dan from his plough
handles, 'let the jury be judge as weU.'
Ewan and Mona looked on in sUence for some mornents.
Ewan coiUd scarce contain himself. There was Dan, stripped
to his red flannel shirt, his face tanned and glowing, his whole
body radiant with fresh Ufe and health, and he was shouting
and laughing as if there had never been a shadow to darken his
days.
' Look at him,' whispered Ewan, with emotion, in Mona's
ear. ' Look! this good-nature that seems so good to others is
almost enough to make me hate him.'
Mona was startled, and turned to glance into Ewan's face,
' Come, let us go,' said Ewan, with head aside,
• Not yet,' said Mona.
Then Jarvis Kerruish, who had stepped aside for a moment,
returned and said:
' WiU you take a wager with me, Mona—a pair of gloves ? •
• Very weU,' she answered.
•Who do you bet on ?'
•Oh, on the stranger,' said Mona, colouring sUghtly, and
laughing a little.
' How lucky,' said Jarvis,' I bet on the captain.'
' I can stand it no longer,' whispered Ewan,' wiU you come?'
But Mona's eyes were riveted on the group about the oxen.
She did not hear, and Ewan turned away, and walked out of the
meadow.
Then there was a shout, and the oxen started with Dan
behind them. On they went through the hard, tough ground,
tranquiUy, steadUy, with measured pace, tearing through roots
of trees that lay in their way as if nothing could stop them in
their great strength.
When the oxen got back after the first stretch the time was
caUed—five minutes thirty seconds—and there was a great
cheer, and Mona's pale face was triumphant.
The stranger brought up his horses, and set off again, straining every muscle. He did his stretch in six minutes four
seconds, and another cheer—but it was a cheer for Dan—went
up after the figures were called.
Then Dan whipped round his oxen once more, and brought
them up to the stake. The excitement among the people was
now very great. Mona clutched her cloak con-vulsively, and
held her breath. Jarvis was watching her closely, and she knew
that his cold eyes were on her face.
' One would almost imagine that you were anxious to loose
your bet,' he said. She made no answer. When the oxen
started again her lips closed tightly, as if she was in pain.
On the oxen went, and made the first half of the stretch
without a hitch, and, with tbe blade of the plough Ufted, they
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were wheeling over the ftirrow end when a bell rang across the
Curragh—it was the beU for the midday meal at Bishop's Court
—and instantly they came to a dead stand. Dan called to them,
but they did not budge; then his whip feU heavily across their
snouts, and they snorted, but stirred not an inch. The people
were in a tumult, and shouted with fifty voices at once. Dan's
passion mastered him. He brought his whip down over the
flanks and across the eyes and noses of the oxen; they winced
under the blows that rained down on them, and then shot away
across the meadow, tearing up the furrows they had made.
Then there was a cry of vexation and anger from the people,
and Dan, who had let go his reins, strode back to the stake.
• I've lost,' said Dan, with a muttered oath at the oxen.
AU this time Jarvis Kerruish had kept his eye steadUy fixed
on Mona's twitching face. ' You've won, Mona,' he said, in a
cold voice and with an icy smile.
' I must go. Where is Ewan ? ' she said tremulously, an^l
before Jarvis was aware she had gone over the grass.
Dan had heard when Ewan decUned to act as judge, he had
seen when Ewan left the meadow, and, though he did not look,
he knew when Mona was no longer there. His face was set
hard, and it glowed red under his sunburnt skin.
' Davy, bring them up,' he said; and Davy Fayle led back
the oxen to the front of the stake.
Then Dan unyoked them, took out the long swinging tree
that divided them—a hea-vy wooden bar clamped with iron—and
they stood free and began to nibble the grass under their feet.
' Look out!' he shouted, and he swung the bar over his
shoulder.
The crowd receded and left an open space in which Dan stood
alone -with the oxen, his great limbs holding the ground Uke
their own hoofs, his muscles standing out like bulbs on his bare
arms,
' What is he going to do—kiU them ?' said one.
' Look o u t ! ' Dan shouted again, and in another moment
there was the swish of the bar through the air. Then down the
bar came on the forehead of one of the oxen, and it reeled, and
its legs gave way, and it feU dead.
The bar was raised again, and again it feU, and the second of
the oxen reeled Uke the first and feU dead beside Its old yokefeUow.
A cry of horror ran through the crowd, but heeding it not at
BU Dan threw on his coat and buckled his belt about him and
strode through the people and out at the gate.
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CHAPTER XVII.
THE WRONG WAY WITH DAM.
WHAT happened next was one of those tragedies of be-mldering
motive, so common and so fatal. In which It is impossible to decide whether evU passion or evil circumstance plays the chief
maUcious part.
Dan walked straight to the new BaUamona, and pushed
through the house without ceremony, as it had been his habit to
do in other days, to the room where Mona was to be found. She
was there, and she looked startled at his coming.
' Is it you, Dan ?' she said in a tremulous whisper.
He answered sullenly—
' It is I. I have come to speak with you—I have eomethmg
to say—^but no matter
'
He stopped and threw himself into a chair. His head ached,
his eyes were hot, and his mind seemed to him to be in darkness
and confusion.
' Mona, I think I must be going mad,' he stammered after a
moment.
' Why talk Uke that ?' she said. Her bosom heaved and her
face was troubled.
He did not answer, but after a pause turned towards her,
and said in a quick, harsh tone,' You did not expect to see me
here, and you have been forbidden to receive me. Is It not so?'
She coloured deeply, and did not answer at once, and then
she began with hesitation—
' My father—it is true, my father
'
• It is so,' he said sharply. He got on to his feet and tramped
about the room. After a moment he sat do-wn again, and leaned
his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands,
' But what of Ewan ? ' he asked,
'Ewan loves you, Dan, and you have been at fault,* said
Mona in broken accents.
'At fault?'
There was a sudden change in his manner. He spoke
brusquely, even mockingly, and laughed a short grating laugh.
' They are taking the wrong way with me, Mona—that's the
fact,' he said, and now his breast heaved and the words came
with difficulty,
Mona was gazing absently out at the -window, her head
aslant, her fingers interlaced before her. ' Oh, Dan, Dan,' she
murmured in a low tone,' there is your dear, dear father, and
Ewan and—and myself
'
Dan had leapt to his feet again, • Don't turn my eyes into
my head, Mona,' he said.

«04

THE

DEEMSTER

He tramped to and fro in the room for a moment and then
broke out nervously, 'AU last night I dreamt such an ugly
dream. I dreamt it three times, and, 0 God! what an ugly
dream it was! It was a bad night, and I was walking in the
dark, and stumblmg first into bogs and then in cart ruts, when
all of a sudden a man's hand seized me unawares. I could not
see the man, and we struggled long In the darkness, and it
seemed as if he would master me. He gripped me by the waist,
and I held him by the shoulders. We reeled and feU together,
and when I would have risen his knee was on my chest. But a
great flood of strength seemed to come to me and I threw him
off, and rose to my feet and closed with him again, and at last I
was over him, covering him, with his back across my thigh and
my hand set hard in his throat. And aU this time I heard his loud
breathing in the darkness, but never once the sound of his voice.
Then Instantly, as if by a flash of Ughtning, I saw the face that
was close to mine, and—God Almighty 1 it was my own face—
my own;—and It was black already from the pressure of my stifi
fingers at the throat,'
He trembled as he spoke, and sat again and shivered, and a
cold chiU ran down his back,
' Mona,' he said, half in a sob,' do you beUeve In omens ?'
She did not reply. Her breast heaved visibly, and she could
not speak.
' Tush !' he said, in another voice,' omens I' and he laughed
bitterly, and rose again and picked up his hat, and then said in
a quieter way,' Only, as I say, they're taking the wrong way
with me, Mona.'
He had opened the door, and she had turned her swimming eyes towards him.
' It was bad enough to make himself a stranger to me, but
why did he want to make you a stranger, too? Stranger,
stranger ? ' He echoed the word in a mocking accent, and
threw back his head.
' Dan,' said Mona, In a low, passionate tone, and the blinding
tears rained do-wn her cheeks, ' nothing and nobody can make
us strangers, you and me—not my father, or your dear father,
or Ewan, or '—she dropped her voice to a deep whisper—' or
any misfortune or any disgrace.'
' Mona I' he cried, and took a step towards her, and stretched
out one arm with a yearning gesture.
But at the next moment he had swung about, and was going
out at the door. At sight of aU that tenderness and loyalty in
Mona's face his conscience smote him as it had never smitten
him before.
' Ewan was right, Mona, He is the noblest man on God's
earth, and I am the foulest beast on it,'
He was pulUng the door behind him when he encountered
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Jarvis Kerruish in the hall. That gentleman had just come
into the house, and was passing through the hall in hat and
cloak. He looked appaUed at seeing Dan there, and stepped
aside to let him go by; but Dan did not so much as recognise his presence by Ufting his head as he strode out at the
porch.
With head stUl bent, Dan had reached the gate to the road
and pushed through it, and sent it back with a swing and a
cUck, when the Deemster walked up to it, and half halted, and
would have stopped. But Dan went moodily on, and the
fro-wn on the Deemster's wizened face was lost on him. He
did not take the lane towards the old BaUamona, but foUowed
the turnpike that led past Bishop's Court, and as he went by
the large house behind the trees Ewan came through the
smaUer gate, and turned towards the new BaUamona, They
did not speak, or even glance at each other's faces.
Dan went on untU he came to the parish church. There
was singing -within, and he stopped. He remembered that this
was Christmas Eve. The chou: was practising the psalms for
the morrow's services.
'Before I was troubled, I went wrong; but now have I
kept Thy word.'
Dan went up to the church porch, and stood there and
listened,
' It is good for me that I have been in trouble, that I may
learn Thy statutes.'
The wooden door, clamped and barred and worm-eaten and
cut by knives, was ajar, and from where he stood Dan could
see into the church. There were the empty pews, the gaunt,
square, green-clad boxes on which he had sat on many a Christmas Eve at Oiel Verree. He could picture the old place as it
used to be in those days of his boyhood, the sea of faces, some
solemn and some bubbling over with mischief, the candles with
their ribbons, the old clerk, WUl-as-Thorn, standing np behind
the communion-rail with his pitch-pipo in his hand, and Hommybeg, in his linsey-wolsey petticoat, singing lustUy from a paper
held upside down. The singing stopped. Behind were the
hiUs Slieu Dhoo and SUeu VoUey, hidden now rmder a thick
veU of mist, and from across the flat Curragh there came in the
sUence the low moan of the sea. ' Once more,' said a voice
within the church, and then the psalm was sung again. Dan
began to breathe easier, he scarce knew why, and a great weight
seemed to be Ufted off his breast.
As he turned away from the porch a heavy web of cloud was
sweeping on and sweeping on from over the sea. He looked up
Bnd saw that a snow-storm was coming, and that the snowcloud would break when it reached the mountains.
The clock in the grey tower was striking—one—two—three
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—so it was now three o'clock. Dan went down towards the
creek known as the Lockjaw, imder Orris Head. There he expected to see old BUly QuUleash and his mates, who had liberty
to use the ' Ben-my-Chree' during the winter months for fishing
with the lines. When he got to the creek it was an hour after
high water, and the lugger, with QuiUeash and Teare, had gone
out for cod. Davy Fayle, who, like Dan himself, was still
wearing his mUitia belt and dagger, had been doing something
among scraps of net and bits of old rope, which lay in a shed
that the men had thrown together for the storing of their oddsand-ends.
Davy was looking out to sea. Down there a stiff breeze was
blowing, and the white curves of the breakers outside could
just be seen through the thick atmosphere.
' The storm is commg, Mastha Dan,' said Davy. ' See the
diver on the top of the white wave out there I D'ye hear her
wild note ?'
Davy shaded his eyes from the wind, which was blowing
from the sea, and looked up at the stormy petrel that was
careering over the head of the cliff above them and uttering its
dismal cry, 'Ay, and d'ye see Mother Carey's chickens up
yonder ? ' said Davy again. ' The storm's coming, and wonderful quick too,'
'Truly, a storm was coming, and it was a storm more terrible
than wind and snow.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE BLIND WOMAN'S SECOND SIGHT,

Now when Jarvis Kerruish encountered Dan in the act of com>
ing out of Mona's room his surprise was due to something mora
than the knowledge that Dan had been forbidden the house.
On leaving the meadow after the ploughing match, and the
slaughter of the oxen that followed it. Jar-vis had made a long
circuit of the Curragh, and returned to BaUamona by the road.
He had been pondering on Mona's deportment during the exciting part of the contest between Dan and the stranger, and had
just arrived at obvious conclusions of his o-wn by way of explaining the emotion that she could not conceal, when he recognised
that he was approaching the cottage occupied by Hommy-beg
and his vsdfe Kerry, A droning voice came from within, accompanied by some of the most doleful waUs that ever arrested
mortal ears,
Jarvis was prompted to stop and enter. He did so, and
found both the deaf husband and the blind wife at home.
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Hommy was squatting on a low three-legged stool, with his
fiddle at his shoulder, playing vigorously and singing as he played.
It was Christmas Eve to Hommy-beg also, and he was practising the carol that he meant to sing at the Oiel Verree that
night. Blind Kerry was sitting by the fire knitting with grey
yam. The deaf man's eyes and the blind woman's ears simultaneously announced the visit of Jarvis, and as Hommy-beg
dropped his fiddle from his shoulder, Kerry let faU the needles
on her lap, and held up her hand with an expression of concern.
'Och, and didn't I say that something was happenmg at
BaUamona ? ' said Kerry.
' And so she did,' said Hommy.
' I knew it,' said Kerry. ' I knew it, as the sayin' is.'
AU this in return for Jarvis's casual visit and mere salutation
surprised him.
'The sight 1 The sight! It's as true as the ould Book
itself. Aw, yes; aw, yes,' continued Kerry, and she began to
wring her hands,
Jarvis felt uneasy. ' Do you know, my good people,' he said
largely,' I'm at a loss to understand what you mean. What is
it that has happened at BaUamona ? '
At that the face of the blind wife looked puzzled.
' Have ye not come from BaUamona straight ?' she asked,
' No—it's four hours since I left there,' said Jarvis.
• Aw dear, aw dearee dear!' said Kerry. ' The sight I the
sight!'
Jarvis's uneasiness developed Into curiosity, and in answer
to many questions he learned that blind Kerry had that day
been -visited by another of those visions of Dan which never
came to her except when her nursling was in some disgrace or
danger, and never failed to come to her then. On this occasion
the -vision had been one of great sorrow, and Kerry trembled as
she recounted it.
' I saw him as plain as plain, and he was standing in
Misthress Mona's room, atween the bed and the wee craythur's
cot, and he went down on his knees aside ofit, and cried, and cried,
and cried morthal, and Misthress Mona her self was there sobbing
her heart out, as the sayin' is, and the wee craythur was sleeping soft and quiet, and it was dark night outside, and the candle
was In the misthress's hand. Aw, yes, I saw it, sir, I saw it,
and I tould my man here, and, behould ye, he said, " Drop it,
woman, drop it," says he, " it's only drames, it's only drames." '
Jarvis did not find tbe story a tragic one, but he Ustened
with an interest that was all his own,
' You saw Mr. Dan in Miss Mona's room—do you mean her
chamber ? '
' Sure, and he climbed in at the window, and white as a
haddock, and all amuck with sweat.'
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• Climbed in at the window—the window of her chamber—
her bedroom—you're sure it was her bedroom ? '
' Sarten sure. Don't I know it same as my own bit of a
place? The bed, with the curtains aU white and dimity, as
they're sayin', and the wee thing's cot carved over with the
lions and the tigers and the beasties, and the goat's rug, and the
sheepskin—aw, yes, aw, yes.'
The reality of the vision had taken such hold of Kerry that
she had looked upon it as a certain presage of disaster, and
when Jar-vis had opened the door she had leapt to the conclusion that he came to announce the catastrophe that she foresaw,
and to summon her to BaUamona,
Jarvis smUed grimly. He had heard in the old days of
Kerry's second sight, and now he laughed at it. But the blind
woman's stupid dreams had given him an idea, and he rose
suddenly and hurried away.
Jarvis knew the Deemster's weakness, for he knew why he
found himself where he was. Stern man as the Deemster might
be, keen of wit and strong of sotd, Jarvis knew that there was
one side of his mind on which he was feebler than a child. On
that side of the Deemster Jarvis now meant to play to his own
end and profit.
He was fuU to the throat of the story which he had to pour
into credtdous ears that never listened to a superstitious tale
•without laughing at it and mocldng at it, and beUe-ving It, when
he stepped into the haU at BaUamona, and came suddenly face to
face with Dan and saw the door of Mona's sitting-room open before
and close behind him,
Jarvis was bewUdered. CorUd it be possible that there was
something in the blind woman's second sight ? He had scarcely
recovered from his surprise when the Deemster walked into the
porch, looking as black as a thundercloud.
' That man has been here again,' he said. ' Why didn't you
turn him out of the house ? '
' I have something to teU you,' said Jarvis.
They went into the Deemster's study. It was a little place
to the left of the haU, half under the stairs, and with the fireplace buUt across one corner. Over the mantelshelf a number
of curious things were hung from hooks and naUs—a huge sUver
watch -with a smaU face and great seals, a mask, a blunderbuss,
a monastic lamp and a crucifix, a piece of sUvered glass, and a
pistol.
' What now ? ' asked the Deemster.
Jarvis told the blind woman's story -with variations, and the
Deemster Ustened intently and with a look of deadly rage.
' And you saw him come out of her room—you yourself saw
him ? ' said the Deemster.
• With my own eyes, dear sir,' said Jarvis.
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The Deemster's lip quivered. ' My God! It must be true,' he
said.
At that moment they heard a foot in the hall, and going to
the door in his restless tramping to and fro, the Deemster saw
that Ewan had come into the house. He called to him, and Ewan
went into the study, and on Ewan going in Jarvis went out.
There was a look of such affright on the Deemster's face
that before a word was spoken Ewan had caught the contagion of his father's terror. Then, grasping his son by the
wrist In the intensity of his passion, the Deemster poured his
tale into Ewan's ear. But it was not the tale that blind Kerry
had told to Jarvis, it was not the tale that Jarvis had told to
him; It was a tale compounded of superstition and of hate.
BUnd Kerry had said of her certain knowledge that Dan was
accustomed to visit Mona in her chamber at night alone, entering in at the window. Jarvis Kerruish himself had seen him
there—and that very day, not at night, but in the broad daylight,
Jarvis had seen Dan come from Mona's room. What ? Had
Ewan no bowels that he could submit to the dishonour of his
own sister ?
Ewan Ustened to the hot words that came from his father
in a rapid and ceaseless whirl. The story was aU so fataUy circumstantial as the Deemster told i t ; no visions ; no sights ; no
sneezings of an old woman; aU was clear, hard, deadly, damning circumstance, or seemed to be so to Ewan's heated brain and
poisoned heart.
' Father,' he said, very quietly, but with visible emotion,
' you are my father, but there are only two persons alive from
whose Ups I would take a story Uke this, and you are not one of
them.'
At that word the Deemster's passion overcame him. ' My
God,' he cried, 'what have I done that I should not be believed
by my own son ? Would I slander my own daughter ? '
But Ewan did not hear him. He had turned away, and waa
going towards the door of Mona's room. He moved slowly;
there was an awful silence, FiUl half a minute his hand rested
on the door handle, and only then did his nervous fingers turn it.
He stepped into the room. The room was empty. It waa
Mona's sitting-room, her workroom, her parlour, her nursery.
Out of it there opened another room by a door at the farther
end of the waU on the left. The door of that other room was
ajar, and Ewan could hear, from where he now stood quivering
in every limb, the soft cooing of the child—his child, his dead
wife's child—and the inarticulate nothings that Mona, the fostermother, babbled over it,
' Boo-loo-la-la-pa-pa,' ' Dearee-dearee-dear,' and then the
tender cooing died off into a murmur and an almost noiseless
long kiss on the foU round baby-neck

no

THE

DEEMSTER

Ewan stood irresolute for a moment, and the sweat started
from his forehead. He felt Uke one who has been kneeling at a
shrine when a foul hand besmudges it. He had half swung
about to go back, when his ear caught the sound of the
Deemster's restless foot outside. He could not go back: the
poison had gone to his heart.
He stepped into the bedroom that led out of the sitting-room.
Mona raised her eyes as her brother entered. She was leaning
over the cot, her beautiful face aUve with the light of a tender
love—a very vision of pure and deUcious womanhood. Almost
she had lifted the chUd fi-om the cot to Ewan's arms when at a
second glance she recognised the solemn expression of his face,
and then she let the Uttle one sUde back to its piUow.
' What has happened ? '
' Is it true,' he began very slowly, ' that Dan has been here ?'
Then Mona blushed deeply, and there was a pause.
' Is it true ?' he said again, and now with a hurried and
startled look, ' Is it true that Dan has been here—here ?'
Mona misunderstood his emphnsis, Ewan was standing in
her chamber, and when he asked if Dan had been there he was
inquiring if Dan had been with her in that very room. She did
not comprehend the evil thought that had been put in his heart.
But she remembered the prohibition placed upon her both by
Ewan and her father never to receive Dan again, and her confusion at the moment of Ewan's question came of the knowledge
that contrary to that prohibition she had received him.
' Is It true ? ' he asked yet again, and he trembled with the
passion he suppressed.
After a pause he answered himself with an awfiU composure,
' I t is true,'
The chUd lifted itself and babbled at Mona with its innocent
face aU smUes, and Mona turned to hide her confusion by leaning over the cot.
' Boo—loo—la-la,'
Then a great wave of passion seemed to come to Ewan, and
he stepped to his sister, and took her by both hands. He waa
like a strong man in a dream, who feels sure that he can only be
dreaming—struggUng in vain to awake from a terrible nightmare, and knowing that a nightmare it must be that sits on him
and crushes him.
' No, no, there must be a mistake; there must, there must,'
he said, and his hot breathiug beat on her face. ' He has never
been here—here—never.'
Mona raised herself. She loosed her hands from his grasp.
Her woman's pride had been stung. It seemed to her that her
brother was taking more than a brother's part.
' There is no mistake,' she said with some anger, ' Dan has
been here,'
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' You confess it ? '
She looked him straight in the eyes and answered,' Yea, if
you caU It so—I confess It, It is of no use to deceive you.'
Then there was an ominous sUence. Ewan's features became
deathlike In their rigidity. A sickening sense came over him.
He was struggUng to ask a question that his tongue would not
utter.
' Mona—do you mean—do you mean that Dan has—has—
outrage
Great God I what am I to say ? How am I to say
it?'
Mona drew herself up.
' I mean that I can hide my feelings no longer,' she said.
• Do with me as you may; I am not a child, and no brother
shaU govern me. Dan has been here—outrage or none—caU it
what you -wIU—yes, and
' she dropped her head over the
cot,' I love him.'
Ewan was not himself; his heart was poisoned, or then and
there he would have unraveUed the devilish tangle of circumstance. He tried again with another and yet another question.
But every question he asked, and every answer Mona gave,
made the tangle thicker. His strained jaw seemed to start from
his skin.
' I passed him on the road,' he said to himself in a hushed
whisper. ' Oh, that I had but kno-wn 1'
Then with a look of reproach at Mona he turned aside and
went out of the room.
He stepped back to the study, and there the Deemster was
stUl tramping to and fro.
'Simpleton, simpleton, to expect a woman to acknowledge
her o-wn dishonour,' the Deemster cried.
Ewan did not answer at once; but in sUence he reached up
to where the pistol hung over the mantelshelf and took it
down.
' What are you doing ? ' cried the Deemster.
' She has acknowledged It,' said Ewan, stiU In a suppressed
whisper.
For a moment the Deemster was made speechless and
powerless by that answer. Then he laid hold of his son's hand
and wrenched the pistol away.
' No violence,' he cried.
He was now terrified at the wrath that his own evil passions
had aroused; he locked the pistol in a cabinet.
' It is better so,' said Ewan, and In another moment he was
going out at the porch.
The Deemster foUowed him, and laid a hand on his arm.
'Remember—no violence,' he said; 'for the love of God,
see there is no -violence.'
But Ewan, without a word more, without relaxing a muscle
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of his hard, white face, without a glance or a sign, but with
bloodshot eyes and quivering nostrils, with teeth compressed
and the great veins on his forehead large and dark over the scar
that Dan had left there, drew himself away, and went out of
the house.

CHAPTER XIX,
HOW EWAN FOUND DAN,
EWAN went along like a man whose reason is clogged,
AU hia
faculties were deadened. He could not see properly. He could
not hear. He could not think. Try as he might to keep his
faculties from wandering, his mind would not be kept steady.
Time after time he went back to the passage of Scripture
which he bad fixed on that morning for his next lesson and
sermon. It was the story how Esau, when robbed of the birthright blessing, said in his heart,' I wiU slay my brother Jacob';
how Jacob fled from his brother's anger to the home of Laban;
how after many years Esau married the daughter of Ishmael,
and Jacob came to the country of Edom; how in exceeding
fear of Esau's wrath Jacob sent before him a present for Esau
out of the plenty with which God had blessed him ; and how
Jacob Ufted up his eyes and beheld Esau, and ran to meet him
and embraced him, and feU on his neck and kissed him, and
they wept.
Ewan would see the goats and the ewes, and the rams, and
the mUch camels toUing along tlirough the hot lush grass by
the waters of the Jordan; then aU at once these would vanish,
and he wotUd find himself standing alone in the drear winter
day, with the rumble of the bleak sea far in front, and close
overhead the dark snow-clouds sweeping on and on.
His strong emotion paralysed aU his faculties. He could
neither fix his mind on the mission on which he had set out,
nor banish the thought of it. Mission I What was it ? At
one moment he thought he knew, and then his eyes seemed to
jump from their sockets. ' Am I going mad ? ' he asked himself, and his head turned giddy.
He went on; a blind force impeUed him. At length he
reached the old BaUamona, His own especial room iu the
house was the Uttle book-encased closet, looking over the
Curraghs towards the sea—the same that had been the study of
Gilcrist Mylrea, before he went away and came back as bishop.
But Ewan turned mechanicaUy towards another part of the
house and entered a room hung about with muskets and the
horns of deer, fishing rods and baskets, a watchman's trtmoheon
lettered in red, loose pieces of net, and even some horse har-
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ness, A dog, a brown collie, lay asleep before the fire, and
over the rannel-tree shelf a huge watch was ticking.
But Dan was not in his room. Then Ewan reraembered in
a dazed way—how had the memory escaped him so long ?—that when Dan passed him on the road he was not going homewards, but towards the viUage, No doubt the man was on his
way to the low pot-house he frequented,
Ewan left BaUamona and went on towards the ' Three Legs of
Man,' He crossed the fields which the Bishop had cut off from
the episcopal demesne for his son's occupation as a farm. As
he walked, his wandering, aimless thoughts were arrested by
the neglected state of the land and the stock upon it. In one
croft the withered stalks of the last crop of cabbage lay rotten
on the ground; in a meadow a sheep was lying dead of the rot,
and six or seven of the rest of the flock were dragging their
falling wool along the thin grass.
Ewan came out of the fields to the turnpike by the footpath
that goes by Bishop's Court, and as he passed through the stile
he heard the Bishop in conversation with some one on the road
within.
' What is the balance that I owe you, Mr. Looney, for building those barns on my son's farm ? ' the Bishop was saying,
' Seven pounds five shilling, my lord,' the man answered,
' and rael bad I'm wanting the money, too, my lord, and three
months I'm afther waiting for it.'
' So you are, Mr, Looney, You would have been paid before this if I'd had wherewith to pay you.'
Then there was silence between the two, and Ewan was
going on when the Bishop added :
' Here—here—take this,' there was a sound as of the
rattle of keys and seals and a watch chain—' It was my old
father's last gift to me, all he had to give to me—God bless his
memory 1—and I Uttle thought to part with it—but there, take
it and seU it, and pay yourself, Mr, Looney.'
The man seemed to draw back,
' Your watch !' he said, ' Aw, no, no, no I Och, if I'm
never paid, never, it's not Patrick Looney that Is the man to
take the watch out of your pocket,'
' Take it—take it I Why, my good man'—the Bishop's voice
was aU but breaking—' you should not refuse to take the time
of day from your Bishop.' Then there was a jaunty laugh, with
a great sob at the back of it. ' Besides, I've foimd the old thing
a sore tax on my faUing memory this many day to wind it and
wear it. Come, it wUl wipe out my debt to you,'
Ewan went on; his teeth were set hard. Why had he
overheard that conversation ? Was it to whet his purpose ? It
seemed as if there might be some supernatural influence over
him. But this was not the only conversation he overheard that
I
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day. Wlien he got to the ' Three Legs of Man ' a carrier's cart
stood outside. Ewan stepped into the lobby of the house. The
old cat was counting up the chalk marks, vertical and horizontal, at the back of the cupboard door, and the carrier was
sitting on a round table recounting certain mad doings at
Castletown.
' " Let's down with the watch and take their lanterns," says
the captain, says he, laughing morthal and a bit sprung, maybe;
and down they went, one a top o' the other. Jemmy the Rei}
and Johnny-by-Nite, and aU the rest of them, bellowing strong
and the capt'n and his pals whipping up their lanterns and the'jr
truncheons, and away at a slant. Aw, it was right fine.'
The carrier laughed loud at his story.
' Was that when Mastha Dan was down at Castletown fixing
the business for the Fencibles ? '
' Aw, yes, woman, and middlin' stiff it cost him. Next morning Jemmy the Red and Johnny-by-Nite were off for the Castle,
but the captain met them, and " I ' m not for denying it," saj's
he, and " a bit of a spree," he says, and "Take this, Jemmy,"
says he, " and say no more."'
' And what did he give the watch to sweeten them ?'
' Three pound, they're saying. Aw, yes, woman, woman—
Uberal, very. None o' yer close-fisted about the captain,'
The blood rushed to Ewan's heart. In a moment he found
himself asking for Dan, and hearing from the old woman with
the whiskers, who spolie with a cm-tsey after every syUable, that
Master Dan had been seen to go down towards the creek, the
Lockjaw, under Orris Head,
Ewan went out of the pot-house and turned the lane
towards the creek. What was the mysterious influence on his
destiny that he of all men must needs overhear two such conversations, and hear them now of aU times ? The neglected
lands, the impoverished old Bishop, the reckless spendthrift, aU
rose before Ewan's mind in a bev/Udering haze.
The lane to the Lockjaw led past the shambles that stood
a Uttle out of the vUlage, Ewan had often noticed the butcher's
low wagon on the road, with sheep penned in by a rope across
the stern-board, or with a calf in a net, AU at once he now
realised that he was waUving behind this wagon, and that a dead
ox lay in it, and that the driver at the horse's head was talking
to a man who plodded along beside him, Ewan's faculties were
now more clouded than before, but he could hear, with gaps in
which his sense of hearing seemed to leave him, the conversation between the two men.
' WeU, weU, just to think—kilUng the poor beast for stopping
when the dinner beU rang at the Coort 1 And them iwed of il
for fifteen years!_ Aw, well, well.'
• lie's no Christian, anyway, and no disrespec','
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'Christian? Christian, is it? Brute beast as I'm sayin*.
The ould Bishop's son ? Well, weU.'
Bit by bit, scarcely listening, losing the words sometimes,
as one loses at intervals the tick of a clock when lying awake at
night with a brain distraught, Ewan gathered up the story of the
bad business at the ploughing match after he had left the
meadow.
' Christian ? Och, Christian ?' one of the men repeated with
a bitter laugh of mockery. ' I'm thinking it would be a middlin'
httle crime to treat a Christian like that same as he treated the
poor dumb craythurs.'
Ewan's temples beat furiously, and a fearful tumult was rife
fn his brain. One wild thought expelled aU other thoughts.
Why had he overheard three such conversations ? There could
be but one answer—he was designed by supernatural powers to
be the instrument of a fixed purpose. It was irrevocably decided
—he was impelled to the terrible business that was in his mind
by an irresistible force to which he was blind and powerless. It
was so, it was so. •
Ewan pushed on past the wagon, and heard the men's voices
die off to an indistinct mumble behind him. How hideous were
the meditations of the next few minutes! The beating of his
temple drew the skin hard'about the scar above it. He thought
of his young wife in her grave, and of the shock that sent her
there. He felt afresh the abject degradation of that bitter
moment in the library at Bishop's Court, when, to save the
honour of a forger, he had lied before God and man. Then he
thought of the grey head of that august old man, serenest of
saints, fondest of fathers, the Bishop, bowed down to the dust
with shame and a ruined hope. And after his mind had oscUlated among these agonising thoughts, there came to him over
all else, and more hideous than all else, the memory of what his
own father, the Deemster, had told him an hour ago.
Ewan began to run, and as he ran all his blood seemed to
rush to his head, and a thousand confused and vague forms
danced before his eyes. AU at once he recognised that he was
at the mouth of the creek, going down the steep gate to the sea
that ended in the Lockjaw. Before he was aware he was talking
with Davy Fayle, and asking for Dan. He noticed that his,
voice would scarcely obey him.
' He's in the crib on the shore, sir,' said Da-vy, and the lad
turned back to his work. He was hammering an old bent nail
out of a pitch-pine plank that had washed ashore with the last
tide. After a moment Davy stopped and looked after the young
parson, and shook his head and muttered something to himself.
Then he threw down his hammer, and followed slowly.
Ewan went on. His impatience was now feverish. He was
picturing Dan as he would find him—drinking, smokuig, laugh-
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ing one leg thrown over the end of a table, his cap a^wry, hia
face red, his eyes bleared, and his Ups hot.
It was growing dark, the snow-cloud was very low overhead,
the sea-birds were screaming down at the water's edge, and the
sea's deep rumble came up from the shingle below and the rocks
beyond.
Ewan saw the tent and made for it. As he came near to it
he sUpped and feU. Regaining his feet, he perceived that in the
dusk he had tripped over some chips that lay about a block.
Da-vy had been chopping firewood of the driftwood that the sea
had sent up, Ewan saw the hatchet lying among the loose
chips. In an instant he had caught it up, Recognisuig in every
event of that awful hour the mysterious influence of supernatural
powers, he read this incident as he had read all the others.
Until then he had thought of nothing but the deed he was to
do ; never for one instant of how he was to do it. But now the
hatchet was thrust into his hand. Thus was everything irrevocably decided.
And now Ewan was in front of the tent, panting audibly, the
hatchet in his hand, his eyes starting from their sockets, the
great veins on his forehead hard and black. Now, 0 God! for a
moment's strength, one Uttle moment's strength, now, now 1
The smoke was rising from the gorse-covered roof; the httle
black door was shut. Inside was Dan, Dan, Dan; and whUe
Ewan's young wife lay in her grave, and Ewan's sister was
worse than in her grave, and the good Bishop was brought low,
Dan was there, there, and he was drinking and laughing, and
his heart was cold and dead,
Ewan lifted the latch and pushed the door open, and stepped
into the tent.
Lord of grace and mercy, what was there ? On thefloorof
earth in one corner of the smaU place a fire of gorse, turf, and
logs burned slowly ; and near this fire Dan lay outstretched on
a bed of straw, his head pUlowed on a coU of old rope, one hand
twisted under his head, the other resting Ughtly on his breast,
and he slept peacefuUy Uke a chUd.
Ewan stood for a moment shuddering and dismayed. The
sight of Dan, helpless, and at his mercy, unnerved his arm and
drove the fever fr-om his blood. There was an awful power in
that sleeping man, and sleep had wrapped bim in its own
dl-vinity.
The hatchet dropped fr-om Ewan's graspless fingers, and he
covered his face. As a drowning man is said to see aU his hfe
pass before him at the moment of death, so Ewan saw aU the
past, the happy past—the past of love and of innocence, whereof
Dan was a part, rise up before him.
' It is true, I am going mad,' he thought, and he feU back
on to a bench that stood by the wall. Then there came aa
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instant of unconsciousness, and in that instant he was again by
the waters of the Jordan, and the ewes and the rams and the
mUch camels were toiling through the long grass, and Esau waa
falling on the neck of Jacob, and they were weeping together.

CHAPTER XX.
BLIND PASSION AND PAIN.

DAN moved uneasily, and presently awoke, opened his eyes, and
saw Ewan, and betrayed no surprise at his presence there,
' Ah 1 Is it you, Ewan ? ' he said, speaking quietly, partly In
a shamefaced way, and with some confusion, ' Do you know,
I've been dreaming of you—you and Mona ? '
Ewan gave no answer. Because sleep is a holy thing, and
the brother of death, whose shadow also it is, therefore Ewan's
hideous purpose had left him while Dan lay asleep at his feet;
but now that Dan was awake, the evil passion came again.
' I was dreaming of that Mother Carey's chicken—you remember It ? when we were lumps of lads, j'ou know—why, you
can't have forgotten It—^the old thing I caught In Its nest just
imder the Head ? '
StUl Ewan gave no sign, but looked down at Dan resting on
his elbows. Dan's eyes feU from Ewan's face, but he went on
in a confused way.
' Mona couldn't bear to see it caged, and would have me put
it back. Don't you remember I clambered up to the nest, and
put the bird ir again? You were down on the shore, thinking
sure I would tumble over the Head, and Mona—Mona
'
Dan glanced afresh into Ewan's face, and its look of terror
seemed to stupefy hiiu; still he made shift to go on with his
dream in an abashed sort of way,
' My gough 1 if I didn't dream it all as fr-esh as fresh, and
the fight in the air, and the screams when I put the old bird In
the nest—the young ones had. forgotten it clean, and they
tumbled It out, and set on it terrible, and drove it away—and
then the poor old thing on the rocks sitting by itself as lonesome
as lonesome—and little Mona crying and crying down below,
and her long hair rip-rip-rippling in the wind, and—and
'
Dan had got to his feet, and then seated himself on a stool
as he rambled on with the story of his dream. But once again
his shifty eyes came back to Ewan's face, and he stopped short.
' My God, what is it ? ' he cried.
Now Ewan, standing there with a thousand vague forma
floating in his brain, had heard Uttle of what Dan had said, but
he had noted his confused manner, and had taken tbis story
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of the dream as a feeble device to hide the momentary dis«
comfiture.
' What does it mean ? ' he said. ' It means that this IslancI
is not large enough to hold both you and me.'
'What?'
' It means that you must go away.'
• Away!'
' Yes—and at once,'
In the pause that foUowed after his first cry of amazement,
Dan thought only of the bad business of the killing of the oxen
at the ploughing match that morning, and so in a tone of utter
abasement, with his face to the ground, he went on, in a
blundering, humble way, to aUow that Ewan had reason for his
auger.
' I'm a blind headstrong fool, I know that—and my temper
is—well, it's damnable, that's the fact—but no one suffers from
it more than I do, and if I coiUd have felled myself after I
had felled tho oxen, why down
. . Ewan, for the sake of
the dear old times when we were good chums, you and I and
little Mona, with her quiet eyes, God bless her !
'
' Go away, and never come back to either of us,' cried Ewan,
stamping his foot,
Dan paused, and there was a painful silence,
' Why should I go away ? ' he said, with an effort at quietness,
' Because you are a scoundi-el—the basest scoundrel on God's
earth—the foidest traitor— the blackest-hearted monster
'
Dan's sunburnt face whitened tinder his tawny skin.
' Easy, easy, man veen, easy,' he said, struggling visibly for
eelfcommand, whUe he interrupted Ewan's torrent of re
proaches.
' You are a disfrrace and a by-word. Only the riff-raff of the
island are your fr-iends and associates.'
' That's true enough, Ewan,' said Dan, and his head feU
between his hands, his elbows resting on his knees.
' "What are you doing ? Drinking, gambling, roystering,
cheating—yes
'
Dan got on his feet uneasily and took a step to and fro
about the little place; then sat again, and bmied his head in
his hands as before.
' I've been a reckless, self-willed, mad fool, Ewan, but no
worse than that. And if you could see me as God sees me, and
know how I suffer for my folUes and curse them, for all I seem
to make so light of them, and how I am driven to them one on
the head of another, perhaps—perhaps—perhaps you would
have pity—ay, pity.'
' P i t y ? Pityfor you? You who have brought your father
to shame ? He is the ruin of the man he was. You have impoverished him ; you have spent his substance and wasted ii
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&y, and you have made his grey head a mark for reproach.
•' Set your own house in order "—that's what the world says to
the man of God, whose son is a child of the
'
' Stop,' cried Dan.
He had leapt to his feet, his fist clenched, his knuckles showing like nuts of steel.
But Ewan went on, standing there -with a face that was ashy
white above his black coat. ' Your heart Is as dead as your
honour. And that is not all, but you must outrage the honour
of anoth*,'
Now, when Ewan said this. Pan thought of his forged signature, and of the censure and suspension k> which Ewan was
thereby made Uable.
' Go away,' Ewan cried again, motioning Dan off with his
trembling hand.
Dan lifted his eyes. ' And what if I refuse ? ' he said in a
resolute way.
' Then take the consequences.'
' You mean the consequences of that—that—that forgery ? '
At this Ewan reaUsed the thought in Dan's mind, and perceived that Dan conceived him capable of playing upon his fears
by holding over his head the penalty of an offence which he had
already taken upon himself. ' God in heaven 1' he thought,
' and this is the pitiful creatine whom I have all these years
taken to my heart.'
' Is that what your loyalty comes to ? ' said Dan, and his lip
curled.
' Loyalty,' cried Ewan, In white wrath. ' Loyalty, and you
talk to me of loyalty—you who have outraged the honour of my
sister
'
' Mona! • _
' I have said it at last, though the word blisters my tongue.
Go away from the island for ever, and let me never see your
face again.'
Dan rose to his feet with rigid limbs. He looked about him
for a moment In a dazed silence, and put his hand to his forehead as if he had lost himself,
' Do you believe that ? ' he said in a slow whisper.
' Don't deny it—don't let me know you for a liar as weU,'
Ewan said eagerly; and then added in another tone, ' I have
had her own confession.'
• Her confession?'
' Yes, and the witness of another,'
' The witness of another !'
Dan echoed Ewan's words in a vague, half-conscious way.
Then, in a torrent of hot words that seemed to blister and
sting the man who spoke them no less than the man who heard
^hem, Ewan told all, and Dan listened like one in a stupor.

110

THE

DEEMSTER

There was silence, and then Ewan spoke again in a tone of
agony. ' Dan, there was a time when in spite of yourself I loved
you—yes, though I'm ashamed to say it, for it was against
God's own leading; stiU I loved you, Dan, But let us part for
ever now, and each go his o-wn way, and perhaps, though we can
never forget the wrong that you have done us, we may yet think
more kindly of you, and time may help us to forgive
'
But Dan had awakened from his stupor, and he flung aside,
' Damn your forgiveness!' he said hotly, and then, with
teeth set and lips drawn hard and eyes aflame, he turned upon
Ewan and strode up to him, and they stood together face to
face,
' You said just now that there was not room enough in the
island for you and me,' he said in a hushed whisper, ' You
were right, but I shaU mend your words : if you believe what
you have said—by Heaven, I'U not deny it for you I—there is
not room enough for both of us in the world,'
' It was my, own thought,' said Ewan, and then for an Instant
each looked into the other's eyes aud read the other's purpose.
The horror of that moment of sUence was broken by the lifting
of the latch, Davy Fayle came shambUng into the teuton some
pretended errand. He took off his militia belt with the dagger
in the sheath attached to it, and hung it on a long rusty nail driven
into an upright timber at one corner. Then he picked up from
among some ling on the floor a waterproof coat and put It on.
He was going out, with furtive glances at Dan and Ewan, who
said not a word in his presence, and were bearing themselves
towards each other with a painful constraint, when his glance
feU on the hatchet which lay a few feet fr-om the door. Davy
picked it up and carried it out, muttering to himself, ' Strange,
strange, uncommon 1 '
Hardly had the boy dropped the latch of the door from without than Ewan took the militia belt from the naU and buckled
it about his waist, Dan miderstood his thought; he was still
wearing his own mihtia belt and dagger. There was now not
an instant's paltering between them—not a word of explanation,
' We must get rid of the lad,' said Dan.
Ewan bowed his head. It had come to him to reflect that
when all was over Mona might hear of what had been done.
What they had to do was to be done for her honour, or for what
seemed to be her honour in that blind tangle of passion and
circumstance. But none the less, though she loved both of them
now, woiUd she loathe that one who returned to her with the
blood of the other upon him.
' She must never know,' he said. ' Send the boy away. Then
we must go to where this work can be done between you and
me alone.'
Dan bad foUowed his thought In silence, and was stepping to-
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wards the door to call to Davy when the lad came back, carrying
a log of driftwood for the fire. There were some small flakes of
snow on his waterproof coat.
' Go up to the shambles, Davy,' said Dan, speaking with an
effort at composure, ' and teU Jemmy Curghey to keep me the
ox-horns.'
Davy looked up in a vacant way, and his lip lagged low.
Aw, and didn't you teU Jemmy yourself, and terrible par
tic'lar, too ? '
' Do you say so, Davy ? '
' Sarten sure.'
' Then just slip away and fetch them.'
Davy fixed the log on the fire, tapped it into the flame,
glanced anxiously at Dan and Ewan, and then In a lingering
way went out. His simple face looked sad under Its vacant expression.
The men listened while the lad's footsteps could be heard en
the shingle, above the deep murmur of the sea. Then Dan
stepped to the door and threw It open.
' Now,' he said.
It was rapidlv growing dark. The wind blew strongly Into
the shed. Dan stepped out, and Ewan followed him.
They walked in silence through the gully that led from the
creek to the cliff head. The snow that had begun to faU was
swirled about in the wind that came from over the sea, and,
spinning in the air, it sometimes beat against their faces,
Ewan went along like a man condemned to death. He had
begun to doubt, though he did not know it, and would have shut
his mind to the idea if it had occurred to him. But once when
Dan seemed to stop as if only half resolved, and partly turn his
face towards him, Ewan mistook his intention. ' He is going to
tell me that there is some hideous error,' he thought. He was
burning for that word. But no, Dan went plodding on again,
and never after shifted his steadfast gaze, never spoke, and gave
no sign. At length he stopped, and Ewan stopped with him.
They were standing on the summit of Orris Head.
It was a sad, a lonesome, and a desolate place, in sight of a
wide waste of common land, without a house, and with never a
tree rising above the purple gorse and tussocks of long grass.
The sky hung very low over it; the steep red cliffs, with their
patches of green in ledges, swept down from it to the shingle
and the sharp shelves of slate covered with sea-weed. The
ground sweU came up from below with a very mournful noise,
but the air seemed to be empty, and every beat of the foot on
the soft turf sounded near and large. Above their heads the
sea-fowl kept up a wUd clamour, and far out, where sea and sky
seemed to meet in the gathering darkness, the sea's steady blow
on the bare rocks of the naze sent up a deep, hoarse boom.
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Dan unbuckled his belt, and threw off his coat _ and vest.
Ewan did the same, and they stood there face to face in the thin
flakes of snow, Dan in his red shirt, Ewan in his white shirt
open at the neck, these two men whose souls had been knit
together as the sotil of Jonathan was knit to the soul of David,
and each ready to Uft his hand against his heart's best brother.
Then aU at once a startled cry came from near at hand.
It was Davy Fayle's voice. The lad had not gone to tha
shambles. Realising in some vague way that the errand was a
subterfuge and that mischief was abo'ut, he had hidden himself
at a little distance, and had seen when Dan and Ewan came out
of the tent together. Creeping through the Img, and partly
hidden by the dusk, he had foUowed the men until they had
stopped on the Head. Then Davy had dropped to his knees.
His ideas were obscure, he scarcely knew what was going on
before his eyes, but he held his breath and watched and listened.
At length, when the men threw off their clothes, the truth
dawned on Davy; and though he tried to smother an exclama
tion, a cry of terror burst from his husky throat.
Dan and Ewan exchanged glances, and each seemed in one
moment to read the other's thoughts. In another instant, at
three quick strides, Dan had taken Davy by the shoulders.
' Promise,' he said,' fhat you v/iU never te'J what you have
seen,'
Da-vy struggled to free himself, but his frantic efforts were
useless. In Dan's grip he was held as in a vice,
' Let me go, Mastha Dan,' the lad cried,
' Promise to hold your tong-ae,' said Dan; ' promise it,
promise it,'
' Let me go, -will you ? let me go,' the lad shouted suUenly,
' Be quiet,' said Dan.
' I won't be quiet,' was the stubborn ansv/er. ' Help 1 help I
help !' and the lad screamed lustUy.
' Hold your tongue, or by G
'
Dan held Davy by one of his great hands hitched into the
lad's guernsey, and he lifted the other hand threateningly.
• Help ! help! help I' Davy screamed stiU louder, and
straggled yet more fiercely, untU his strength was spent, and
his breath was gone, and then there was a moment's silence.
The desolate place was stUl as desolate as before. Not a
Bign of Ufe around ; not an answering cry.
' There's nobody to help you,' said Dan. ' You have got to
promise never to teU what you have seen to man, woman, ot
child.'
' I won't promise, and I won't hould my tongue,' said the lad
stoutly. ' You are goin' to fight, you and Mastha Ewan, and
'
Dan stopped hirn, ' Hearken here. If you are to Uve anothef
hour, you will promise
'
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But Davy had regained both strength and voice.
' I don't care—help! help 1 help 1' he shouted.
Dan put his hand over the lad's mouth, and dragged him to
the cliff head. Below was the brant steep, dark and jagged and
quivering In the deepening gloom, and the sea-birds were darting through the mid air like bats in the dark,
' Look,' said Dan, ' you've got to swear never to tell what
you have seen to-night, so help you God,'
The lad, held tightly by the breast and throat, and gripping
the" arms that held him with fingers that ckmg like claws,
took one horrified glance down into the darkness. He struggled
no longer. His face was very pitiful to see.
' I cannot promise,' he said in a voice like a cry.
At that answer Dan drew Davy back from the cliff edge, and
loosed his hold of him. He was abashed and ashamed. He
felt himself a Uttle man by the side of this half-daft fisherlad.
Ail this time Ewan had stood aside looking on while Dan
demanded the promise, and saying nothing. Now he went up
to Davy, and said in a quiet voice:
' Davy, if you should ever tell any one what you have seen,
Dan wiU be a lost man all his life hereafter.'
'Then let him pitch me over the cUfiV said Davy in a
biiiothered cry.
' Listen to me, Davy,' Ewan went on ; 'you're a brave lad,
•and I know what's in your head, but
'
' Then what for do you want to fight him ? ' Davy broke out
The lad's throat v/aa dry and husky, and his eyes were growing dim.
Ewan paused. Half his passion was spent, Davy's pool
dense head had found him a question that he could not answer.
' Davy, if you don't promise, you will ruin Dan—yes, it wUl
be you who will ruin him, you, remember that. He Vv'ill be a
lost man, and my sister, my good sister Mona, she wiU be a
broken-hearted woman.'
Then Davy broke down utterly, and big tears fiUed his eyes,
and ran down his cheeks,
' I promise,' he sobbed,
• Good lad—now go,'
Davy turned about, and went away, at first running, and
then dragging slowly, then running again, and then again
Ungering,
What followed w»«( 'a very pitiful conflict of emotion. Nature,
who looks down pitUessly on man and his big, little passions,
that clamour so loud but never touch her at aU—even Nature
played her part in this tragedy.
When Davy Fayle was gone, Don and Ewan stood face to
face as before, Dan with his back to the cliff, Ewan with his face
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to the sea. Then, without a word, each turned aside and
picked up his militia belt.
The snowflakes had thickened during the last few moments,
but now they seemed to cease and the sky to lighten. Suddenly
in the west the sky was cloven as though by the sweep of a sword,
and under a black bar of cloud and above a sUvered water-line
the sun came through very red and hazy in its setting, and with
its ragged streamers around it.
Ewan was buckling the belt about his waist when the setting
sun rose upon them, and aU at once there came to him the
Scripture that says,' Let not the sun go down on your wrath,'
If God's hand had appeared in the heavens, the effect on Ewan
could not have been greater. Already his passion was more
than half gone, and now it melted entirely away.
'Dan,' he cried, and his voice was a sob, 'Dan, I cannot
fight—right or wrong I cabnot,' and he flimg himself do-vvn, and
the tears filled his eyes.
Then Dan; whose face was afire, laughed loud and bitterly.
• Coward,' he said,' coward and poltroon I'
At that word aU the e-vU passion came back to Ewan and he
leapt to his feet,
' That Is enough,' he said; ' the belts—buckle them together,'
Dan imderstood Ewan's purpose. At the next breath the
belt about Dan's waist was buckled to the belt about the waist
of Ewan, and the two men stood strapped together. Then they
drew the daggers, and an awful struggle foUowed.
With breast to breast until their flesh aU but touched, and
with thighs ent-wined, they reeled and swayed, the right hand of
each held up for thrust, the left for guard and parry. What Dan
gained in strength Ewan made up in rage, and the fight was
fierce and terrible. Dan stUl -with his back to the cUff, Ewan
still with his face to the sea.
At one instant Dan, by his great stattire, had reached over
Ewan's shoulder to thrust from behind, and at the next instant
Ewan had wrenched his lithe body backwards and had taken
the blow in his lifted arm, which forthwith spouted blood above
the wrist. In that encoimter they reeled about, changing places
and Ewan's back was henceforward towards the cUff, and Dan
fought vrith his face towards the sea.
It was a hideous and savage fight. The sun had gone down,
the cleft in the heavens had closed again, once more the thin
flakes of snow were faUing, and the world had dropped back to
its dark mood. A stormy petrel came up from the cUff and
swirled above the men as they fought and made Its direful
scream over them.
Up and do-wn, to and fro, embracing closely, clutching,
guardang, and meantime panting hoarsely, and drawing hard
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breath, the two men fought in their deadly hate. At last they
aad backed and swayed to within three yards of the cUff, and
then Ewan, with the gasp of a drovming man, flung his weapon
into the air, and Dan ripped his dagger's edge across the belts
that botmd them together, and at the next breath the belts were
eut, and the two were divided, and Ewan, separated from Dan,
and leaning heavily backward, was reeling, by force of his own
weight, towards the cliff.
Then Dan stood as one transfixed with uplifted hand, and a
deep groan came from his throat. Passion and pain were gone
from him in that awful moment, and the world itself seemed to
be blotted out. When he came to himself, he was standing on
the cUff head alone.
The clock in the old church was striking. How the beU
echoed on that lonely height! One—two—three—four—five.
Five o'clock 1 Everything else was silent as death. The day
was gone. The snow began to fall in thick, large flakes. It fell
heavily on Dan's hot cheeks and bare neck. His heart seemed
to stand stUl, and the very silence itself was awful. His terror
stupefied him. ' What have I done ? ' he asked himself. He
could not think. He covered his eyes with his hands, and
strode up and down the cliff head, up and down, up and down.
Then in a bewUdered state of semi-consciousness he looked out
to sea, and there far off, a league away, he saw a black thing
looming large against the darkening sky. He recognised that
it was a sail, and then perceived that it was a lugger, and quite
mechanically he tried to divide the mainmast and mizzen, the
mainsail and yawlsail, and to note if the boat were fetching
to leeward or beating down the Channel,
All at once sea and sky were blotted out, and he could not
stand on his legs, but dropped to his knees, and great beads of
perspiration rolled down his face and neck. He tried to call
' Ewan! E w a n ! ' but he could not utter the least cry. His
throat was parched; his tongue swelled and fiUed his mouth.
His Ups moved, but no words came from him. Then he rose to
his feet, and the world flowed back upon him ; the sea-fowl crying
over his head, the shrillness of the wind in the snow-capped
gorse, and the sea's hoarse voice swelling upwards through the
air, while Its heavy, monotonous blow on the beach shook the
earth beneath him. If anything else had appeared to Dan at
that moment, he must have screamed with terror.
Quaking in every limb, he picked up his clothes and turned back
towards the shore. He was so feeble that he could scarcely walk
through the snow that now lay thick on the short grass. When
he reached the mouth of the gully he did not turn into the
shed, but went on over the pebbles of the creek. His bloodshot
eyes, which almost started from their sockets, glanced eagerly
from side to side. At last he saw the thing he sought, and now

126

THE

DEEMSTER

that it was under him, within reach of his hand, he dare hardly
look upon It.
At the foot of a jagged crag that hung heavily over from the
cliff the body of Ewan Mylrea lay dead and cold. There was
no mark of violence upon it save a gash on the wrist of the left
hand, and over the wound there was a clot of blood. The white
face lay deep in the breast, as if the neck had been dislocated.
There were no other outward marks of injm-y fi-om the fall.
The body was outstretched on its back, with one arm—the left
arm—lying half over the forehead, and the other, the right arm,
with the hand open and the listless fingers apart, thrown loosely
aside.
Dan knelt beside the body, and his heart was benumbed like
ice. He tried to pray, but no prayer would come, and he could
not weep.
' Ewan ! Ewan!' he cried at length, and his voice of agony
roUed round the corpse like the soughing of the wind.
' Ewan ! E w a n ! ' he cried again; but only the sea's voice
broke the silence that followed. Then his head fell on the cold
breast, and his arms covered the lifeless body, and he cried upon
God to have mercy on him, and to lift up His hand against liim
and cut him off.
Presently he got on his feet, and, scarcely knowing what he
v/as doing, he lifted the body in his arms, with the head lying
backwards on his shoulder, and the white face looking up in its
stony stare to the darkening heavens. As he did so his eyes
v/ere raised to the cliff', and there, clearly outlined over the
black crags and against the somewhat lighter sky, he saw the
figure of a man.
He toiled along towards the shed. He vras so weak that he
could scarce keep on his legs, and when he-reached the little
place at the mouth of the creek, he was more dead than alice,
l i e put the body to lie on the bed of straw on which he had himself slept and dreamt an hour before. Then all at once he felt a low
sort of cunning coming over him, and he went back to the door
and shut it, and di-ew the long v/ooden bolt into its iron hoop on
the jamb.
He had hardly done so when he heard an impatient footstep
on the shingle outside. In another instant the latch was lifted
and the door pushed hea-vily. Then there was a knock. Dan
made no ansv/er, but stood very stUl and held his breath. There
was another knock, and another. Then in a low tremulous
murmur there came the words :
' Where is he ? God A'mighty! where is he ?' It was
Davy Fayle, Another knock, louder, and still no reply.
' Mastha Dan, Mastha Dan, they're coming; Mastha Dan,
God A'mighty 1
'
Da-vy was now tramping restlessly to and fro. Dan was try-
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ing to consider what It was best to do, whether to open to Davy
Bind hear what he had to say, or to carry it off as if he were not
within, when another foot sotmded on the shingle and cut short
his meditations.
' Have you seen Mr. Ewan—Parson Ewan ?'
Dan recognised the voice. It was the voice of Jarvis
Kerruish.
Davy did not answer immediately.
'Have you seen him, eh ? '
' No, sir,' Davy faltered.
' Then why didn't you say so at once. It is very strange.
The people said he was walking towards the creek. There's no
v/ay out in this direction, is there ? '
'Way out—this du-ection? Yes, sir,' Davy stammered.
' How ? show me the way.'
' By the sea, sir.'
' The sea! Simpleton, what are you doing here ?'
' Waiting for the boat, sir,'
' What shed is this ? '
Dan could hear that at this question Davy was in a fever ol
excitement.
' Only a place for bits of net and cable, and all to that,' said
Davy eagerly.
Dan could feel that Jarvis had stepped up to the shed, and
that he was trying to look in through the little window.
' Do you keep a fire to warm your nets and cables ? ' he asked
in a suspicious tone.
At the next moment he was trying to force the door. Dan
stood behind. The bolt creaked in the hasp. If the hasp should
give way, he and Jarvis would stand face to face,
' Strange—there's something strange about aU this,' said the
man outside, ' I heard a scream as I came over the Head. Did
you hear anything ? '
' I tell you I heard nothing,' said Davy sullenly.
Dan grew dizzy, and, groping for something to cling to, his
hand scraped across the door,
' Wait I I could have sworn I heard something move inside.
Who keeps the key of this shed ? '
' Kay ? There's never a kay at the like of it.'
' Then how Is it fastened ? From within ? Wait—let me
see.'
There was a sound like the brushing of a hand over the outside face of the door.
' Has the snow stopped up the keyhole, or is there no such
thing ? Or Is the door fastened by a padlock ? '
Dan had regained his self-possession by this time. He felt
an Impulse to throw tho door open. He groped at his waist fox
the dagger, but belt and dagger were both gone.
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• AU this is very strange,' said Jarvis, and then he seemed to
turn fr'om the door and move away.
' Stop. Where is the man Dan—the captain ?' he asked,
fi-om a little distance.
' I dunno,' said Davy stoutly.
' That's a Ue, my lad.'
Then the man's footsteps went off in duU beats on the snowclotted pebbles.
After a moment's sUence there was a soft knocking; Davy
had crept up to the door.
' Mastha Dan,' he whispered, amid panting breath.
Dan did not stir. The latch was lifted in vain.
' Mastha Dan, Mastha Dan,' The soft knocking continued,
Dan found his voice at last.
' Go away, Davy; go away,' he said hoarsely.
There was a short pause, and then there came from without
an answer Uke a sob,
' I'm going; Mastha Dan.'
After that aU was sUent as death. Half an hour later, Dan
Mylrea was walking through the darkness towards BaUamona,
In his blind misery he was going to Mona, The snow was not
falling now, and in the Uft of the storm the sky was lighter than
It had been. As Dan passed tho old chm-ch, he could just
descry the clock. The snow lay thick on the face, and clogged
the hands. The clock had stopped. It stood at five exactly.
The blind leading that is seen here of passion by accident is
seen everywhere that gi-eat tragedies are done. It is not the
evil in man's heart more than the deep perfidy of circumstance
that brings him to crime.

CHAPTER XXL
THE VOICE IN T H E NIGHT,

bleak the night, however dark the mood of the world
might be, there was a room in BaUamona that was bright with
one beautiful human flower in bloom. Mona was there—Mona
of the quiet eyes and the silent ways and the little elfish head.
It was Christmas Eve with her as with other people, and she was
dressing the house in hibbin and hoUin from a great mountain
of both, that Hommy-beg had pUed up'in the haU, She was looking
very smart and happy that night in her short body of homespun
turned in from neck to waist, showing a white habit-shirt and a
white handkerchief crossed upon i t ; a quilted overskurt and
linen apron that did not fay so low as to hide the open-work
HOWEVER
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stockings and the sandal-shoes. Her room, too, was bright and
sweet, with Its glowing fire of peat and logs on the wide hearth,
its lamp on the square oak table, and the oak settle drawn up
between them. In one corner of the settle, bubbling and babbUng and sputtering and cooing amid a very crater of red baize
cushions, was Mona's foster-child, Ewan's motherless daughter,
lying on her back and fighting the air with clenched fists.
WhUe Mona picked out the hibbin from the hoUin, dissected
both, made arches and crosses and crowns and rosettes, and theu
sprinkled flour to resemble snow on the red berries and the
green leaves, she sang an old Manx ballad in snatches, or prattled
to the little one in that half-articulate tongue that comes with
tihe instinct of motherhood to every good woman that God ever
makes.
I rede ye be-ware of the Carrasdoo men
As ye come up the wold;
I rede ye beware of the haunted glen

But a fretful whimper would interrupt the singer,
' Hush, hush, Ailee darling, hush.'
The whimper would be hushed, and again there would be a
snatch of the baUad:—•
In Jorby Curragh they dwell alone
By dark peat bogs, where the willows moaa,
Down in a gloomy and lonely glen

Once again the whimper would stop the song.
' Hush, darling; papa is coming to Ailee, yes; and Ailee
wIU see papa, yes, and papa will see Ailee, yes, and Ailee
'
Then a long, low gurgle, a lovely head leaning over the
back of the settle and dropping to the middle of the piUow Uke
a lark to its nest in the grass, a long liquid kiss on the soft
round baby legs, and then a perfect fit of baby laughter.
It was as pretty a picture as the world had in It on that
bleak Christmas Eve. Whatever tumult might reign without,
there within was a nest of peace.
Mona was expecting Ewan at BaUamona that night, and now
she was waiting for his coming. It was true that when he was
there three hours ago it was In something like anger that they
had parted, but Mona recked nothing of that. She knew
Ewan's impetuous temper no better than his conciliatory spirit.
He would come to-night as he had promised yesterday, and
if there had been anger between them it would then be gone.
Twenty times she glanced at the little clock with the lion
face and the pendulum like a dog's head that swung above the
ingle. Many a time, with head aslant, with parted lips, and
eyes aUght, she cried ' Hark I' to the little one when a footstep
would sound in the haU. But Ewan did not come, and meantime the chUd grew more and more fretful as her bed-time
approached. At length Mona undressed her and carried her off
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to her crib in the room adjoining, and sang softly to her while
she struggled hard with sleep under the oak hood with the
ugly beasts carved on it, until sleep had conquered and aU was
silence and peace. Then, leaving a tallow dip burning on the
table between the crib and the bed, lest perchance the Uttle one
should awake and cry from fear of the darkness, Mona went
back to her sitting-room to finish off the last bunch of the
hibbin and hoUin.
The last bunch was a bit of prickly green, with a cluster of
the reddest berries, and Mona hung it over a portrait of her
brother, which was painted by a great artist from England
when Ewan was a chUd, The Deemster had turned the portrait
out of the dining-room after the painful interview at Bishop's
Court about the loan and surety, and Mona had found it, face
to the waU, in a lumber-room. She looked at it now with a
new interest. When she himg the hoUin over it she recognised
for the first time a resemblance to the little Aileen whom she
had just put to bed. How strange It seemed that Ewan had
once been a chUd like Ailee !
Then she began to feel that Ev/an was late in coming, and
to make conjectures as to the cause of his delay. Her father's
house was fast becoming a cheerless place to her. More than
ever the Deemster was lost to her, Jarvis Kerruish, her
stranger brother, was her father's companion; and this seemed
to draw her closer to Ewan for solace and cheer.
Then she sat on the settle to thread some loose berries that
had faUen, and to think of Dan—the high-spirited, reckless,
roUicking, headstrong, tender-hearted, thoughtless, brave, stubborn, daring, dear, dear Dan—Dan, who was very, very much to
her in her great loneliness. Let other people rail at Dan if they
v/ould; he was -wrapped up -with too many of her fondest
memories to allow of disloyalty like that, Dan would yet justify
her beUef in him. Oh yes, he would yet be a great man, aU tlie
world would say it was so, and she would be very proud that he
was her cousin—yes, her cousin, or perhaps, perhaps
And
then without quite daring to foUow up that delicious train of
thought, even in her secret heart, though none might look there
and say if it was unmaidenly, Mona came back to the old Manx
ballad and sang to herself another verse of it:—
Who has not heard of .idair, the youth ?
Who does not know that his soul was truth?
Woe is me ! how smoothly they speak,
And Adair was brave, and a man, but weak.

All at once her hand went up to her forehead, and the words of
the old song seemed to have a new significance. Hardly had
her voice stopped and her last soft note ceased to ring in the
quiet room, when she thought she heard her own name caUed
twice—'Mona! Monal- '
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The voice was Ewan's voice, and it seemed to come from
her bedroom. She rose from the settle, and went into her room.
There was no one there save the chUd. The little one was
disturbed In her sleep at the moment, and was twisting restlessly, making a faint cry. It was very strange. The voice
had been Ewan's voice, and it had been deep and tremulous
as the voice of one in trouble.
Presently the chUd settled Itself to sleep, all was silent as
before, and Mona went back to the sitting-room. Scarcely was
she seated afresh when she heard the voice again, and it again
called her twice by name, ' Mona! Mona I' In the same
tremiflous tone, but very clear and distinct.
Then tremblingly Mona rose once more and went into her
room, for thence the voice seemed to come. No one was there.
The candle burned fitfuUy, and suddenly the child cried In its
sleep—that strange night cry that freezes the blood of one who
is awake to hear it. It was very, very strange.
Feeling faint, hardly able to keep on her feet, Mona went
back to the sitting-room, and opened the door that led into the
hall. No one seemed to be stirring. The door of her father's
study opposite was closed, and there was talking—the animated
talking of two persons—within.
Mona turned back, closed her door quietly, and then, summoning aU her courage, she walked to the window and drew the
heavy curtains aside. The hoops from which they hung rattled
noisily over the pole. Putting her face close to the glass, and
shading her eyes from the light of the lamp behind her, she
looked out. She saw that the snow had fallen since the lamp
had been lit at dusk. There was snow on the ground, and thin
snow on the leafiess boughs of the trees. She could see nothing
else. She even pushed up the sash and caUed—
' Who is there ? '
But there came no answer. The wind moaned about the
house, and the sea rumbled in the distance. She puUed the
sash down again.
Then, leaving the curtain dra-wn back, she turned again Into
the room, and partly to divert her mind from the mysterious
apprehensions that had seized it, she sat down at the Uttle
harpsichord that stood on the further side of the ingle against
the waU that ran at right angles from the window.
_ At first her fingers ran nervously over the keys, but they
gained force as she went on, and the volume of sound seemed
to dissipate her fears.
' It is nothing,' she thought. • I have been troubled about
what Ewan said to-day, and I'm nervous—that is all.'
And as she played her eyes looked not at the finger-board, but
across her shoulder towards the bare window. Then suddenly
there came to her a sensation that made her flesh to creep. It
E2
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was as if from the darkness outside there were eyes which she
could not see looking steadUy in upon her where she sat.
Her blood rushed to her head, she felt dizzy, the playing
ceased, and she clung by one hand to the candle-rest of the
harpsichord. Then once more she distinctly heard the same
deep, tremulous voice call her by her name—' Mona ! Mona!'
Faint and aU but reeling she rose again, and again made her
way to the bedroom. As before the child was restless in her
sleep. It seemed as if aU the air were charged. Mona had
almost faUen from fright when all at once she heard a sound
that she could not mistake, and instantly she recovered some selfpossession.
It was the sound of the window of her sitting-room being
thro-wn open from without. She ran back and saw Dan Mykea
climbing into the room,
' Dan !' she cried,
«Mona.'
«Did you caU ? '
«When ? '
' Now—a Uttle while ago ? '
'No.'
A great trembling shook Dan's whole frame. Mona perceived
it, and a sensation of disaster not yet attained to the clearness of
an idea took hold of her.
' Where is Ewan ? ' she said.
He tried to avoid her gaze. 'Why do you ask for him?'
said Dan, in a faltering voice,
' Where is he ? ' she asked again.
He grew dizzy and laid hold of the settle for support. The
question she asked was that which he had come to answer, but
his tongue clave to his mouth.
Very pale and almost rigid from the heaviness of a great fear
which she felt but could not understand, she watched him when
he reeled like a drunken man,
' He has caUed me three times. Where is he ? He was to
be here to-night,' she said,
' Ewan wUl not come to-night,' he answered, scarcely audibly;
' not to-night, Mona, or to-morrow—or ever—no, he -wiU never
come again,'
The horrible apprehension that had taken hold of her leapt
to the significance of his words, and, almost before he had spoken,
a cry burst from her.
' Ewan is dead—he Is dead; Mona, our Ewan, he Is dead,'
he faltered.
She dropped to the settle, and cried, in the excess of her first
despair, ' Ewan, Ewan, to think that I shall see him no more!'
and then she wept. All the time Dan stood over her, leaning
hea-vUy to bear himself up, trembUng visibly, and with a look oi
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great agony fixed upon her, as if he had not the strength to turn
his eyes away.
' Yes, yes, our Ewan is dead,' he repeated in a murmur that
came up from his heart. ' The truest friend, the fondest brother,
the whitest soul, the dearest, bravest, purest, noblest—0 God 1
0 God! dead, dead I Worse, a hundredfold worse—Mona, he is
murdered.'
At that she raised herself up, and a bewUdered look was In
her eyes.
' Murdered ? No, that is not possible. He was beloved by
all. There is no one who would kUl him—there is no one alive
with a heart so black.'
'Yes, Mona, but there is,' he said; 'there is one man with
a heart so black.'
' Who Is he ? '
' Who! He is the foulest creature on God's earth. Oh, God
in heaven ! why was he bom ? '
' Who is he ? '
He bowed his head where he stood before her, and beads of
sweat started from his brow.
' Cursed be the hour when that man was bom !' he said in
an awful whisper.
Then Mona's despair came upon her like a torrent, and she
wept long. In the bitterness of her heart she cried—
' Cursed indeed, cursed for ever 1 Dan, Dan, you must kiU
him—you must kill that man.'
But at the sound of that word from her o-wn lips the spirit of
revenge left her on the instant, and she cried,' No, no, not that.'
Then she went down on her knees and made a short and piteous
prayer for forgiveness for her thought. ' 0 Father,' she prayed,
'forgive me. I did not know what I said. But Ewan is dead I
0 Father, our dear Ewan is murdered. Some black-hearted
man has kUled him. Vengeance is Thine. Yes, I know that.
0 Father, forgive me. But to think that Ewan is gone for ever,
and that base soul Uves on. Vengeance is Thine ; but, 0 Father,
let Thy vengeance faU upon him. If It Is Thy wiU, let Thy
hand be on him. FoUow him. Father; foUow him with Thy
vengeance
'
She had flung herself on her knees by the settle, her upturned
eyes wide open, and her two trembling hands held above her
head. Dan stood beside her, and as she prayed a deep groan
came up from his heart, his breast sweUed, and his throat seemed
to choke. At last he clutched her by the shoulders and interrupted her prayer, and cried, ' Mona, Mona, what are you saying—what are you saying ? Stop, stop I'
She rose to her feet. ' I have done wrong,' she said mora
quietly, ' He is in God's hands. Yes, it is for God to punish
him.'
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Then Dan said In a heartrending voice:
' Mona, he did not mean to kiU Ewan—they fought—^it wag
all in the heat of blood.'
Once more he tried to avoid her gaze, and once more, pale
and immovable, she watched his face.
' Who is he ? ' she asked, with an a-wful calmness.
' Mona, turn your face away from me, and I wUl teU you,'
he said.
Then everything swam about her, and her pale lips grew
ashy.
' Don't you know ? ' he asked in a whisper.
She did not turn her face, and he was compeUed to look at
her now. His glaring eyes were fixed upon her.
• Don't you know ? ' he whispered again, and then in a
scarcely audible voice he said, ' It was I, Mona.'
At that she grew cold with horror. Her features became
changed beyond recognition. She recoUed from him, stretched
her trembliug hands before her as if to keep him off.
' Oh, horror 1 Do not touch me !' she cried faintly through
the breath that came so hard.
' Do not spare me, Mona,' he said In a great sob. ' Do not
spare me. You do right not to spare me. I have stained my
hands with your blood.'
Then she sank to the settle, and held her head, while he stood
by har and told her aU—aU the bitter blundering truth—and bit
by bit she grasped the tangled tale, and reaUsed the blind passion
and pain that had brought them to such a pass, and saw hei
own unwitting share in it.
And he on his part saw the product of his headstrong wrath,
and the pitiful grounds for it, so smaU and so absurd as such
grounds oftenest are. And together these shipwrecked voyagers
on the waters of Ufe sat and wept, and wondered what evU could
be in heU itself if man in his bUndness could find the world so
full of it.
And Dan cursed himself and said—
' Oh, the madness of thinking that If either were gone the
other could ever again know one hour's happiness with you,
Mona. Ay, though the crime lay hidden, yet would It wither
and blast every hour. And now, behold, at the first moment, 1
am bringing my bm-den of sin, too heavy for myself, to you. I
am a coward—yes, I am a coward. You wiU turn your back
upon me, Mona, and then I shaU be alone.'
She looked at him with infinite compassion, and her heart
surged within her as she listened to his voice of great agony.
'Ah me! and I asked God to curse you,' she said. 'Oh,
how wicked that prayer was! WUl God hear it? Merciful
Father, do not hear it. I did not know what I said. I am a
blind, ignorant creature, but Thou seest and knowest best. Pity
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him, and forgive him. Oh, no, God will not hear my -wicked
prayer.'
Thus in fitftd outbursts she talked and prayed. It was as
if a tempest had torn up every tie of her soul. Dan Ustened,
and he looked at her with swimming eyes.
' And do you pray for me, Mona,' he said.
' Who will pray for you if I do not ? In aU the world there
will not be one left to speak kindly of you If I speak IU. Oh,
Dan, It wiU become known, and every one will be against you,'
' And can you think weU of him who kUled your brother ? '
'But you are in such sorrow; you are so miserable,'
Then Dan's great frame shook woefuUy, and he cried in his
pain—' Mercy, mercy, have mercy! What have I lost ? What
love have I lost ?"
At that Mona's weepiug ceased; she looked at Dan through
her lashes, stiU wet, and said in another tone:
• Dan, do not think me unmaidenly. If you had done well,
if you had reaUsed my hopes of you. If you had grown to be
the good and great man I longed to see you, then, though I
might have yearned for you, I would rather have died with my
secret than speak of it. But now, now that all this Is not so,
now that It is a lost faith, now that by God's wiU you are to be
abased before the whole world—oh, do not think me unmaidenly,
now I teU you, Dan, that I love you, and have always loved
you.'
' Mona 1' he cried, in a low, passionate tone, and took one
step towards her and held out his hands. There was an unspeakable language In her face.
'Yes; and that where you go I must go also, though it were
to disgrace and shame
'
She had turned towards him lovingly, yearningly, with heaving breast. With a great cry he flung his arms about her, and
the world of pain and sorrow was for that instant blotted out.
But aU the bitter flood came rushing back upon them. He
put her from him with a strong shudder.
• We are clasping hands over a tomb, Mona. Our love Is
kno-wn too late. We are mariners cast on a rock within a
cable's length of harbour, but cut off from it by a cruel sea that
may never be passed. We are hopeless within sight of hope.
Our love is known in vain. It Is a vision of what might have
been in the days that are lost for ever. We can never clasp
hands, for, 0 God! a cold hand is between us and lies In the
hand of both.'
Then again she feU to weeping, but suddenly she arose as if
struck by a sudden Idea.
• You wiU be taken,' she said; ' how can I have forgotten it
BO long ? You must fly from the island. You must get away
to-night. To-morrow all will be discovered.'
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' I wUl not leave the island,' said Dan firmly. Can yoa
drive me from you ? ' he said with a suppUant look. ' Yes, you
do well to drive me away.'
' My love, I do not drive you from me. I would have you
here for ever. But you wiU be taken. Quick, the world Is
wide.'
' There Is no world for me save here, Mona. To go from you
now is to go for ever, and I would rather die by my own hand
than face such banishment,'
' No, no, not that; never, never that, Thaib would imperil
your sotd, and then we should be divided for ever.'
' It Is so already, Mona,' said Dan, with solemnity. ' We
are divided for ever—as the blessed are divided from the
damned.'
' Don't say that, don't say that,'
' Yes, Mona,' he said, with a fearful calmness, ' we have
thought of my crime as against Ewan, as against you, myself,
the world, and its law. But it is a crime against God also, and
surely it Is the unpardonable sin,'
' Don't say that, Dan There Is one great anchor of hope,'
' What is that, Mona ? '
' Ewan is with God, At this moment whUe we stand here
together Ewan sees God.'
'Ah!'
Dan dropped to his knees -svith awe at that thought, and drew
off the cap which he had worn until then, and bent his head.
' Yes, he died in anger and in strife,' said Mona; ' but God
Is merciful. He knows the feebleness of His creatures, and has
pity. Yes, our dear Ewan is with God; now he knows what
you suffer, my poor Dan; and he is taking blame to himself and
pleading for you.'
' No, no; I did it all, Mona. He would not have fought. He
would have made peace at the last, but I drove him on. " I
cannot fight, Dan," he said. I can see him saying it, and the
sun was setting. No, it was not fight, it was murder. And
God will punish me, my poor girl. Death Is my just pimishment—everlasting death.'
' Wait. I know what is to be done.'
' What, Mona ? '
You must make atonement.'
• How ? •
' You must give yourself up to justice and take the punishment of the law. And so you wiU be redeemed, and God will
forgive you.'
He listened, and then said:
' And such Is to be the end of our love, Mona, bom in the
hour of its death. You, even you, give me up to justice.'
' Don't say that. You will be redeemed by atonement. Wheo
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Ewan was kiUed It was woe enough, but that you are under
God's wrath Is worse than If we were aU, all slain.'
' Then we must bid fareweU. The penalty of my crime is
death.'
' No, n o ; not that.'
' I must die, Mona. This, then. Is to be our last parting.'
' And even if so. It is best. You must make your peace with
God.'
'And you, my last refuge, even you send me to my death.
Well, it is right, it Is just, it Is weU. FareweU, my poor girl \
this is a sad parting.'
• Farewell.'
' You wiU remember me, Mona ? '
' Remember you ? When the tears I shed for Ewan are dry,
I shaU stUl weep for you.'
There was a faint cry at that moment.
' Hush !' said Mona, and she lifted one hand.
' It is the child,' she added. ' Come, look at it.'
She turned, and walked towards the bedroom. Dan foUowed
her with drooping head. The little one had again been restless
in her sleep, but now, with a long breath, she settled herself in
sweet repose.
At sight of the chUd the great trembling shook Dan's frame
again. ' Mona, Mona, why did you bring me here ? ' he said.
The sense of his crime came with a yet keener agony when
he looked dovra at the child's unconscious face. The thought
flashed upon him that he had made this innocent babe fatherless,
and that aU the unprotected years were before her wherein she
must reaUse her loss.
He feU to his knees beside the cot, and his tears rained down
upon It.
Mona had lifted the candle from the table, and she held it
above the kneeUng man and the sleeping child.
It was the bUnd woman's vision realised.
When Dan rose to his feet he was a stronger man.
' Mona,' he said resolutely,' you are right. This sin must be
wiped out.'
She had put down the candle and was now trying to take
his hand.
' Don't touch me,' he said,' don't touch me.'
He returned to the other room, and threw open the window.
His face was turned towards the distant sea, whose low moan
came up through the dark night.
' Dan,' she murmured,' do you think we shah meet again ?'
'Perhaps we are speaking for the last time, Mona,' he
answered.
' Oh, sny heart wiU break!' she said. ' Dan,' she marmured again, and tried to grasp his hand.
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' Don't touch me. Not until later—not imtil—untU then.'
Their eyes met. The longing, yearning look in hers answered
to the wUd light in his. She felt as if this were the last she waa
ever to see of Dan in this weary world. He loved her with aU
his great, broken, bleeding heart. He had sinned for her sake.
She caught both his hands with a passionate grasp. Her Ups
quivered, and the brave, fearless, stainless girl put her quivering
lips to his.
To Dan that touch was as fire. With a passionate cry he
flung his arms about her. For an instant her head lay on his
breast.
' Now go,' she whispered, and broke from his embrace. Dan
tore himself away, with heart and brain aflame. Were they
ever to meet again? Yes, At one great moment they were
yet to stand face to face.
The night was dark, but Dan felt the darkness not at all, for
the night was heavier -within him. He went do-wn towards the
creek. To-morrow he would give himself up to the Deemster;
but to-night was for himself—himself and it.
He went by the church, A noisy company were just then
trooping out of the porch into the churchyard. There they
gathered In little knots, lit lanterns, laughed, and drank healths
from bottles that were brought out of their pockets.
It was the breaking up of the Oiel Verree.

CHAPTER XXII,
ALONE, ALONE—ALL, ALL ALONE !

Dan got do-wn to the creek the Uttle shed was fuU of the
fisher-feUows, There were QuUleash, Teare, CrenneU, and the
lad Da-vy. The men wore their oUskins, as if they had just
stepped out of the dingy on the beach, and on the floor were
three baskets of cod and ray, as if they had just set them down,
The fire of gorse was crackUng on the hearth, and Davy sa1
beside it, looking pale and iU, He had watched Dan away from
the shed, and then, trembUng -with fear, but girding up his
young heart to conquer it, he had crept back and kept guard by
the body.
' I couldn't give myself liberty to lave it,' he said, half fearfuUy, lifting his eyes to Dan's as Dan entered. Then the men,
who in the first moment of horror had asked Davy fifty questions, and got never an answer to any of them, seemed to understand everything at once. They made way for Dan, and he
strode through them, and looked down at the body, for it waJ
still lying where he had left it He said not a word.
WHEN
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When the men had time to comprehend in Its awful fiilness
what had occurred, they stood together and whispered, cast side
looks at Dan, and then long searching looks at the body. The
certainty that Ewan was dead did not at first take hold of them.
There was no mark of violence on the body except the wound
above the -wrist, and suddenly, while the men stood and looked
down, the wound bled afresh. Then old QuiUeash, who was
reputed to possess a charm to stop blood, knelt beside Ewan,
and whUe all looked on and none spoke he whispered his speU
in the deaf ear.
' A few good words can do no harm,' said CrenneU, the cook,
who was a Quaker.
Old QuiUeash whispered again in the dead ear, and then he
made a 'wUd command to the blood to cease flowing in the name
of the three godly men who came to Rome—Christ, Peter, and
Paul.
There was a minute of silence and the blood seemed to stop.
The men trembled; Davy, the lad, grew more pale than before,
and Dan stood as if In a stupor, looking down and seeing aU, yet
seeing nothing.
Then the old man lifted his tawny face. ' Gha ma/rroo as
clagh,' he said in another hoarse whisper. ' He is dead as a
stone.'
There was a deep groan from the throats of the men; they
dropped aside, and awe fell upon them. None of them spoke to
Dan, and none questioned the lad again; but aU seemed to
rmderstand everything in some vague way. Billy QuiUeash sat
on a block of a tree trunk that stood at one side, and there was
sUence for a space. Then the old man turned his face to hia
mates and said, ' I'm for a man sticking up for a frien', I am.'
At that there was an uneasy movement among the others.
' Aw, yes, though, a man should stick to his frien', he should,
alow or aloft, up or down,' continued Billy; and after some
twisting and muttering among the other fisher-feUows he went
on, ' You have to summer and winter a man before you know
him, and lave It to us to know Mastha Dan. We've shared
meat, shared work with him, and, d
me sowl 1 nothing will
hould me, but I'll stand up for him now, sink or swim.'
Then one of the fellows said, 'Ay,' and another said, 'Ay,
and a third—it was CrenneU—said, ' A friend in need was more
preciouser nor goold ' ; and then old Billy half twisted his head
towards Dan, but never once lifted his eyes to Dan's face, and,
speaking at him but not to him, said they were rough chaps
maybe, and couldn't put out no talk at all, never being used of it,
but if there was somethin' wrong, as was plain to see, andkeepin'
a quiet tongue in your head was the way it was goin', and
buckin' up for them as was afther buckin' up for his chvuns.
why, a frien' was a frien', and they meant to stand by it.
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At that, these rough sea-dogs with the big hearts in their
broad breasts took hold of each other's hard hands in a circle
about the body of Ewan, whose white face looked up at them in
its stony stare, and there in the Uttle lonely shed by the sea they
made their mutual pledge.
All that time Dan had stood and looked on In sUence, and
Davy, sitting by the spluttering fire, sobbed audibly whUe Uncle
BUly spoke.
' We must put It away,' said old BiUy in a low tone, with his
eyes on the body.
' Ay,' said Ned Teare.
' What's o'clock ?'
' A piece past twelve.'
' Half-flood. It -wiU be near the turn of the ebb at three,'
said QuUleash.
Not another word of explanation was needed, aU understanding that they must take the body of Ewan out to sea, and bury
it there after three o'clock next morning, so that, if it stirred
after it was sent do-wn to its long home, it must be swept away
over the Channel,
'Heise,' said one, and he put his hand down to lift the body.
'Shoo!'
Dan himself stepped aside to let them pass out. He had
watched their movements with wide eyes. They went by him
without a word. When they were gone, he followed them mechanically, scarcely knowing what he did. Davy went after him.
The fishermen stepped out into the night. In silence they
carried the body of Ewan to the dingy that lay on the beach,
AU got into the boat and pushed off. It was very dark now, but
soon they came athwart the hawse of the 'Ben-my-Chree,'
which was lying at anchor below low-water. They pulled up,
lifted the body over the gunwale, and followed it Into the
fishing-boat.
' There's a good taste of a breeze,' said old QuUleash,
In five minutes more they were standing out to sea, with
their dread freight of horror and crime. They had put the body
to lie by the hatchways, and again and again they turned their
heads towards it in the darkness. It was as though it might
even yet stand up In their midst, and any man at any moment
might find it face to face with him, eye to eye.
The wind was fresh outside. It was on their larboard quarter
as they made in long tacks for the north. When they were weU
away the men gathered about the cockpit and began to mourn
over Ewan, and to recount their memories concerning him.
' Well, the young pazon's cruise Is up, and a rael good man
myway,'
'Aw, yes, there's odds of pazons, but the like of him isn't ia.'
' Poor Pazon Ewan,' said QuiUeash,' I remember him since
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he was a wee skute in his mother's arms—and a fine lady too.
And him that quiet, but thinkiug a dale maybe, with his head
a piece to starboard and his eyes fixed like a figurehead, but
more natheral, and tender uncommon. And game too. Aw.
dear, you should 'a seen him buck up to young Dan at whUes.'
' Game ? A hot temper at him for all, and I wouldn't trust
but it's been the death of him.'
' WeU, man, lave it at that; lave it, man. Which of us
doesn't Ueover in a bit of a breeze aither to port or starboard ?
God won't be hard on him for the temper. No, no, God'U never
be hard on a warm heart because it keeps company with a hot
head.'
' Aw, but the tender he w a s ! ' said CrenneU, the Quaker.
' And the voice like an urgan when it's like a flute, soft and low,
and all a-tremblin'! D'ye mind the day ould Betty Kelly lost
her Uttle gel by the faver, the one with the slander little stalk of
a body, and the head like a flower, and the eyes like a pair of
bmnbees playing in it ? You mind her, the mUlish ? WeU,
young Pazon Ewan up and went to Ballig-beg immadiently, and
ould Betty scraming and crying morthal, and she'd die ! so she
would, and what for should you live ? but och, boy, the way the
pazon put out the talk at him, and the bit of a spell at theprayin'
—aw, man alive, he caulked the seams of the ould body wonderfiU,'
'The man was free, as free as free,' said old QuiUeash.
'When he grew up it was, "How are you, BUly QuiUeash? "
And when he came straight from the CoUege at Bishop's Court,
and all the laming at him, and the fine English tongue, and aU
to that, it was ' And how are you to-day, Billy ? " " I ' m middlin'
to-day, Mastha Ewan," Aw, yes, yes, though, a tender heart at
him anyway, and no pride at aU at all.'
The old man's memories were not thriUing to relate, but they
brought the tears to his eyes, and he wiped them away with his
sleeve.
' StiU a quick temper for aU, and when his blood was up It
was batten down your hatches, my boys—a storm's coming,'
said Ned Teare.
All at once they turned their faces in the darkness to where
Dan sat on the battened hatches, his elbows on his knees, his
head on his hands, and a sort of shame took hold of them at aU
this praise of Ewan. It was as if every word must enter into
Dan's soul Uke iron. Then, hardly knowing what they did, they
began to beat about to undo the mischief. They talked of the
Deemster in his relation to his son.
' Deed on Ewan—there was not much truck atween them—
the Deemster and him. It wasn't natheral. It was like as if a
•arpent crawled in his ould sowl, the craythur, and spat out at
the young pazon.'
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Then they talked of Jarvis Kerruish.
' Och, schemin' and plannin* reg'lar, and stirrin' and atirrin'
and stirrin' at the divU's o-wn gruel.'
' Aw, the Deemster's made many a man toe the mark, bu^
I'm thinking he'U have to stand to it when the big day comes.
I'll go baU the ould polecat's got summat to answer for in this
consarn.'
Dan said nothing. Alone, and giving no sign, he stiU sat
on the hatches near where the body lay, and, a Uttle to aft of
him, Da-vy Fayle was stretched out on the deck. The lad's
head rested on one hand, and his eyes were fixed with a dog's
yearning look on the dark outlines of Dan's figure.
They were doubling the Point of Ayr when suddenly the
wind feU to a dead calm. The darkness seemed to grow almost
palpable,
' More snow comin'—let the boat driff,' said old BUly Quil.
leash, and the men turned into the cabin, only Dan and tha
body, with Davy, the lad, remaining on deck.
Then, through the silence and the blank darkness, there was
the sound of large drops of rain falling on the deck. Presently
there came a torrent v/hich lasted about ten minutes. When
the rain ceased the darkness Ufted away, and the stars came
out. This was towards two o'clock, and soon afterwards the
moon rose, but before long it was concealed again by a dense
black turret cloud that reared itself upwards from the horizon,
When Dan stepped aboard, a dull, dense aching at his heart
was all the consciousness he had. The world was dead to him.
He had then no clear purpose of concealing his crime, and none
of carrying out the atonement that Mona had urged him to
attempt. He was stunned. His spirit seemed to be dead. It
was as though it could awake to life again only in another world.
He had watched old BUly when he whispered mto Ewan's deaf
ear the words of the mystic charm. Without will or intention
he had foUowed the men when they came to the boat. Later
on a fluttering within him preceded the return of the agonising
sense. Had he not damned his own soul for ever ? That he had
taken a warm human life ; that Ewan, who had been alive, lay
dead a few feet av/ay from him—this was nothing to the horrible
thought that he himself was going, hot and unprepared, to an
everlasting heU. ' Oh, can this thing have happened ? ' his bewildered mind asked itself a thousand times as it awoke as
often from the half-dream of a paralysed consciousness. Yes, it
was true that such a thing had occurred. No, it was not a
nightmare. He would never awake in the morning sunUght;
tuid smUe to know that It was not true. No, no, true, true, true
it was, even until the Day of Judgment, and he and Ewan
stood once more face to face, and the awful voice would cry
aloud,' Go, get thee hence.'
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Then Dan thought of Mona, and his heart was nigh to
breaking. With a dumb longing his eyes turned through the
darkness towards the land, and while the boat was sailing
before the wind it seemed to be carrying him away from Mona
for ever. The water that lay between them was as the river
that for all eternity would divide the blessed and the damned.
And while behind him the men talked, and their voices feU
on his ear like a dull buzz, the last ray of his hope was flying
away. When Mona had prompted him to the idea of atonement, it had come to him like a gleam of sunlight that, though
he might never, never clasp her hands on earth. In heaven she
would yet be his, to love for ever and ever. But no, no, n o ;
between them now the great gulf was fixed.
Much of this time Dan lay on the deck with only the dead
and the lad Davy for company, and the fishing-boat lay motionless with only the lap of the waters about her. The stars died
off', the darkness came again, and then, deep in the night, the
first grey streaks stretching along the east foretold the dawn.
Over the confines of another night the soft daylight was about
to break, but more utterly lonely, more void to Dan was the
great waste of waters now that the striding light was chasing
the curlhag mists than when the darkness lay dead upon it. On
one side no object was visible on the waters imtU sky and ocean
met in that great half-circle far away. On the other side was
the land that was once caUed home.
When the grey light came, and the darkness ebbed away,
Dan stUl sat on the hatches, haggard and pale, Davy lay on
the deck a pace or two aside. A gentle breeze was rising in the
south-west. The boat had drifted many mUes, and was now
almost due west off Peeltown, and some five miles out to sea.
The men came up from below. The cold white face by the
hatchway looked up at them, and at heaven.
' We must put it away now,' said Billy QuUleash.
' Ay, it's past the turn of the ebb,' said CrenneU.
Not another word was spoken. A man went below and
brought up an old sail, and two heavy iron weights, used for
holding down the nets, were also fetched from the hold. There
was no singing out, no talking, SUently they took up what lay
there cold and stiff, and wrapped it in the canvas, putting one of
the weights at the head and another at the feet. Then one of
the men—it was old BiUy himself, because he had been a rigger
in his young days—sat down with a sailmaker's needle and
string, and began to stitch up the body In the saU.
• WUl the string hold ?' asked one.
' It wiU last him this voyage out—it's a short one,' said old
BUly.
Awe and sUence sat on the crew. When aU was made
ready, the men brought from below a bank-board used for shoot-
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ing the nets. They lifted the body on to it, and then with the
scudding-pole they raised one end of the board on to the gtmWale. It was a solemn and awful sight. Overhead the heavy
clouds of night were stUl rolling before the dawn.
Dan sat on the hatches with his head in his hands and his
haggard face towards the deck. None spoke to him. A kind of
awe had fallen on the men in their deaUngs with him. They
left him alone. Davy Fayle had got up and was leaning against
the mitch-board. All hands else gathered round the bankboard and Ufted their caps. Then old QuiUeash went down on
one knee and laid his right hand on the body, whUe two men
raised the other end of the board. ' Dy bishee jeeah shin,—God
prosper you,' murmured the old fisherman.
' God prosper you,' echoed the others, and the body of Ewan
sUd down into the wide waste of waters.
And then there occurred one of those awful Incidents which
mariners say have been known only thrice in aU the strange
history of the sea. Scarcely had the water covered up the body,
when there was a low rumble under the wave circles in which
it had disappeared. It was the noise of the iron weights slipping
from their places at the foot and at the head. The stitching
was giving way, and the weights were tearing open the canvas
in which the body was -wrapped. In another minute these
weights had roUed out of the canvas and sunk into the sea.
Then a terrible thing happened. The body, free of the weights
that were to sink it, rose to the surface. The torn canvas, not
yet thoroughly saturated, opened out, and spread like a saU in
the breeze that had risen again. The tide was not yet strong,
for the ebb had only just begun, and the body, floating on the
top of the water like a boat, began to drive athwart the hawse
of the fishing-boat straight for the land. Nor was the marvel
ended yet. Almost instantly a great luminous line arose and
stretched from the boat's quarter towards the Island, white as a
moon's water-way, but with no moon to make it. Flashing
along the sea's surface for several seconds, it seemed to be the
finger of God marking the body's path on the waters. Old
mariners, who can interpret aright the signs of sea and sky,
wiU understand this phenomenon if they have marked closely
what has been said of the varying weather of this fearful night.
To the crew of the ' Ben-my-Chree' aU that had happened
bore but one awful explanation. The men stood and stared into
each other's faces in speechless dismay. They strained their
eyes to watch the body until—the strange Ught being gone—it
became a speck in the twiUght of the dawn and could be seen
no more. It was as though an avenging angel had torn the
murdered man from their grasp. But the worst thought waa
behind, and it was this : the body of Ewan Mylrea would wash
ashore, the murder would become known, and they themselves,
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who had thought only to hide the crime of Dan Mylrea, would
now in the eyes of the law become participators In that crime or
accessories to it.
Dan saw it aU, and in a moment he was another man. He
read that incident by another light. It was God's sign to the
guUty man, saying ' Blood wUl have blood. The body would
not be buried; the crime would not be hidden. The penalty
muet be paid. Then in an instant Dan thrust behind him all
his vague fears, and all his paralysing terrors, Atonement!
atonement I atonement! God Himself demanded It. Dan leapt
to his feet and cried; ' Come, my lads, we must go back—heave
hearty and away.'
It was the first time Dan had spoken that night, and his
voice was awful in the men's ears.

CHAPTER XXIIL
ALONE ON A WIDE, WIDE SEA,

THE wind strengthened, and the men hoisted sail and began to
beat in to the Island. The breeze filled the canvas, and for half
an hour the jib lay over the side, while the fishing-boat scudded
along like a startled bird. The sun rose over the land, a thin
gauze obscuring it. The red light flashed and died away and
fanned the air as if the wind itself were the sunshine. The
men's haggard faces caught at moments a lurid glow from it.
In the west a mass of bluish cloud rested a little while on the
horizon, and then passed into a nimbus of grey rain-cloud that
floated above it. Such was the dawn and sunrise of a fateftU
day.
Dan stood at the helm. When the speck that had glided
along the waters Uke a spectre boat could be no more seen, he
gazed in silence towards the eastern light and the green shores
of morning. Then he had a sweet half-hour's blessed respite
from terrible thoughts. He saw calmly what he had done, and
in what a temper of blind passion he had done it. ' Surely, G od
Is merciful,' he thought, and his mind turned to Mona. It
relieved him to think of her. She intertwined herself with his
yearning hope of pardon and peace. She became part of his
scheme of penitence. His love for her was to redeem him in
the Father's eye.
The crew had now recovered from their first consternation,
and were no longer obeying Dan's orders mechanically. They
had come aboard with no clear purpose before them, except that
L
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of sa-ving their friend; but nature is nature, and a pitiful thing
at the best, and now every man began to be mainly concerned
about saving himself. One after one they slunk away forward
and sat on the thwart, and there they took counsel together.
The wind was full on their starboard beam, the mainsail and
vawl were bellied out, and the boat was driving straight for
home. But through the men's half-be-wUdered heads there ran
like a cold blast of wind the thought that home could be home
no longer. The voices of girls, the prattle of children, the
welcome of wife, the glowing hearth—these could be theirs no
more, Da-vy Fayle stayed aft with Dan, but the men fetched
kim forward and began to question him.
' 'Tarprit aU this mysterious trouble to us,' they said,
Davy held do-wn his head, and made no answer.
' You were with him—what's it he's afther doin' ?'
Still no answer from the lad.
' Out with it, you cm-sed young imp,' said old Billy. • Damn
his fool's face, why doesn't he spake ? '
' It's the mastha's saycret, and I -wunnit teU it,' said Da-vy.
• You wunnit, you idiot waitstrel ? '
•No, I wunnit,' said Davy, stoutly.
'Look here, ye beachcomber, snappin' yer fingers at your
old uncle that's afther bringin' you up, you pauper—what was it
goin' doin' in the shed yander ? '
' It's his saycret,' repeated Davy.
Old BUly took Davy by the neck as if he had been a sack
with an open mouth, and brought down his other hand with a
heavy slap on the lad's shoulder.
' Gerr out, you young de-vil,' he said.
Davy took the blow quietly, but he stirred not an inch, and
he turned on his uncle with great wide eyes.
' Gerr out, scollop eyes ;' and old BiUy Ufted his hand again.
' Aisy, aisy,' said CrenneU, interposing; and then, whUe Davy
went back aft, the men compared notes again.
' It's plain to see,' said Ned Teare,' it's been a quarrel and
maybe a fight, and he's had a piece more than the better, as is
only natheral, and him a big strapping chap as strong as a black
ox and as sthraight as the backbone of a herring, and he's been
in hidlins, and now he's afther takin' a second thought, and
goin' back and chance it.'
This reading of the mystery commended itself to all.
' It's aisy for him to lay high like that,' said Ned again. 'If
I was the old Bishop's son I'd hould my luff too, and no hidlins
neither. But we've got ourselves in for it, so we have, and we're
the common sort, so we are, and there's never no saUin' close
to the wind for the like of us.'
And to this view of the situation there were many gruff
Msents. They had come out to sea innocently enough and by a
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kindly impulse, but they had thereby cast in their lot -with the
guilty man; and the guUty man had favour in high places, but
they had none. Then their tousled heads went together again.
' What for shouldn't we lay high, too ? ' whispered one;
which, with other whispers, was as much as to say, why should
they not take the high hand and mutiny, and put Dan into irons,
and turn the boat's head and stand out to sea ? Then it would
be anywhere, anywhere, away from the crime of one, and the
guUt of all.
' Hould hard,' said old BiUy QuiUeash,' I'U spake to himself.'
Dan, at the tUler, had seen when the men went forward, and
he had also seen when some of them cast sidelong looks over
their shoulders in his direction. He knew—he thought he
knew—the thought wherewith their brave hearts were busy
They were thinking—so thought Dan—that if he meant to throw
hhnself away they must prevent him. But they should see that
he could make atonement. Atonement ? Empty solace, pitiful
unction for a soul in its abasement, but all that remained to
him—all, all.
Old QuUleash went aft, sidled up to the helm, and began to
speak in a stammering way, splicing a bit of rope while he spoke,
and never lifting his eyes to Dan's face.
' What for shouldn't we gerr away to Shetlands ? ' he said.
• Why to Shetlands ? ' asked Dan,
' Aw, It's safe and weU we'U be when we're there. Aw, yes,
I've been there afore to-day. They're aU poor men there, but
right kind; and what's it sayin', " when one poor man helps
another poor man, God laughs." '
Dan thought he saw into the heart of the old fellow. His
throat grew hard and his eyes dim, and he twisted his face
away, keeping one hand on the tiUer. They should yet be
justified of their loyalty, these stout sea-dogs—yes, God helping
him.
'No, no, Billy,' he said, 'there's to be no running away.
We're going back to see it out.'
At that old QuUleash threw off some of his reserve.
' Mastha Dan,' he said, ' we came out to sea just to help you
out of this jeel, and because we've shared work, shared meat
with you, and a frien' should stand to a frien'; but now we're
in for it too, so we are, and what you'U have to stand to we'U
have to stand to, and it'U be unknownst to the law as we are
innocent as kittens ; and so it's every man for himself and God
for us aU.'
Then Dan understood them—how had he been blind so long
to their position ?
' You want me to put about; is that it ? ' he asked.
Old QuiUeash nodded his head, stiU keeping his eyes down.
' You think you'U be taken -with me ? '
1.2
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Old QuiUeash made an abashed mutter of assent. 'Aw, yefli
as 'cessories before the fac's,' he added.
At that Dan's great purpose began to waver.
* Don't fear, BiUy,' he said,' I'U speak up for you.'
' And what'U that go for ? Nothin'. Haven't we been iryin'
to put it away ? '
' That's true.'
It was a fearful situation. The cold sweat rose in big beads
on Dan's forehead. What had he done ? He had allowed these
brave fellows to cast in their lot with him. They were with
him now for good or Ul. He might say they were innocent, but
what would his word avail ? And he had no proof. They had
tried to cover up his crime; they could not cover it; God had
willed that the crime should not be hidden. And now, if he
wished to lose his life to save his soul, what right had he to take
the lives of these men also ? The brave feUows had wives that
waited for them, and chUdren that claimed their knees. Atonement ? Empty heroics, to be bought at the price of the blood
of five loyal fellows whose only crime was that they had followed
him. He had dressed himself in a proud armour of self-sacrifice,
but a righteous God, that sees into the heart of man and hates
pride and brings it to the dust, had stripped him naked.
Dan's soul was in a turmoil. What should he do ? On the
one hand were love, honour, Mona, even everlasting life; and
on the other were five innocent men. The agony of that
moment was terrible. Atonement ? God must have set His
face against it.
Dan's hand rested on the tiUer, but there was no strength in
his arm, because there was now no resolve in his heart. The
fishing-boat was about three mUes west of Jurby Point, going
well before the wind. In half an hour more it would run into
the creek. It was now to act or never. What was he to do ?
What ? What V
It was, then, in that moment of awful doubt, when the will
of a strong man might have shriveUed up, that nature herself
seemed to give the answer.
AU at once the wind feU again to a dead calm. Then Dan
knew, or seemed to know, that God was with the men, and
against him. There was to be no atonement. No, there was
to be no proud self-sacrifice,
Dan's Ustless hand dropped from the tiller, and he flung
himself down in his old seat by the hatches. The men looked
into each other's faces and smiled a grisly smile. The sails
flapped idly; the men furled them, and the boat drifted south.
The set of the tide was stiU to ebb, and every boat's length
south took the boat a fathom farther out to sea. This was what
t.he men wanted, and they gathered in the cockpit, and gave ws,V
'o more cheerful spirits,
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Dan lay by the hatches, helpless and hopeless, and more
haggard and pale than before. AJI unearthly light now fired his
eyes, and that was the first word of a fearful tale, A witch's
Sabbath, a de-vU's revelry, had begun In his distracted brain. It
;vas as though he were already a being of another world. In a
state of wild haUucination he saw his own spectre, and he -was
dead. He lay on the deck; he was cold; his face was white,
and It stared straight up at the sky. The crew were busy about
bim ; they were bringing up the canvas and the weights. He
knew what they were going to do; they were going to bury him
in the sea.
Then a film overspread his sight, and when he awoke he
knew that he had slept. He had seen his father and Mona in a
dream. His father was very old, the white head was bent, and
the calm, saintly gaze was fixed upon him. There was a happy
thought in Mona's face. Everything around her spoke of peace
The dream was fresh and sweet and peaceful to Dan when ha
woke where he lay on the deck. It was Uke the sunshine and
the caroUing of birds and the smeU of new-cut grass. Was there
no dew In Heaven for parched Ups, no balm for the soul of a
man accursed ?
Hours went by. The day wore on. A passing breath sometimes stirred the waters, and again aU was dumb, dead, pulseless
peace. Hearing only the faint flap of the rippling tide, they
drifted, drifted, drifted.
Curious and very touching were the changes that came over
the feelings of the men. They had rejoiced when they were first
becalmed, but now another sense was uppermost. The day wasi
cold to starvation. Death was before them—slow, sure, relent
less death. There could be no jugglery. Then let it be death
at home rather than death on this desert sea I Anything, anything but this blind end, this dumb end, this dying bit by bit on
stiU waters. To see the darkness come again, and the sun rise
afresh, and once more the sun sink and the darkness deepen, and
stUl to lie there with nothing around but the changeless sea, and
nothing above but the empty sky, and only the eye of God upon
them, whUe the -winds and the waters lay in His avenging hands
—let it rather be death, swift death, just or unjust.
Thus despair took hold of them, and drove awayaU fear, and
where there Is no fear there is no grace.
• 8ha/re yn oik shione dooin na yn oik nagh nhione dooin,'
said old BiUy, and that was the old Manx proverb that says that
better is the evU we know than the evU we do not know.
And with such shifts they deceived themselves, and changed
their poor purposes, and comforted their torn hearts.
The cold, thick, winter day was worn far towards sunset, and
still not a breath of wmd was stirring. GUded by the sun's
hazy rays, the waters to the west made a floor of bleared red.
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The fishing-boat had drifted nearly ten mUes to_ the south. If
she should drift two miles more she must float Into the southeastern current that flows under Contrary Head. At the thought
of that, and the bare chance of drifting into Peelto-wn Harbour,
a Uttle of the vague sense of hopelessness seemed to lift away.
The men glanced across at Dan, and one murmured: 'Let
every herring hang by its own gUl;' and another muttered:
' Every man to the mill with his own sack,'
Davy Fayle lay on the deck a few paces from Dan. The
simple lad tried to recaU the good words that he had heard in
the course of his poor, neglected, battered life. One after one
they came back to him, most of them fr-om some far-away
dreamland, strangely bright with the vision of a face that looked
fondly upon him, and even kissed him tenderly, ' Gentle Jesus,
and, ' Now I lay me down to sleep '—he could remember them
both pretty weU, and their simple words went up -with the
suppUcatory ardour of his great-gro-wn heart to the sky on which
his eyes we're bent.
The men lounged about, and were half frozen. No one cared
to go below. None thought of a fire. Silence and death were
in their midst. Once again their hearts turned to home, and
now with other feelings. They could see the island through the
haze, and a sprinkUng of snow dotted its purple hlUs. This
brought to mind the bright days of summer, and out of their
hopelessness they talked of the woods, and the birds, and the
flowers. ' D'ye mind my ould mother's bit of a place up the
glen,' said CrenneU, ' an' the wee croft afore it swaying and
aflowing same as the sea in the softest taste of a south breeze,
and the red ling like a rod of goold running up the hedge, and
the fuchsia stretchin' up the wall of the loft, and drooping its
red wrack like blood, and the green trammon atop of the porch—
d'ye mind it ?' And the men said ' Ay,' and brushed their eyes
with their sleeves. Each hard man, with despair seated on his
rugged face, longed, like a sick child, to lay his head In the lap
of home.
It was Christmas Day. Old QuiUeash remembered this, and
they talked of Christmas Days gone by, and what happy times
they had been. Billy began to tell a humorous story of the two
deaf men, Hommy-beg, the gardener, and Jemmy Quirk, the
schoolmaster, singing agaiast each other at Oiel Verree; and
the old feUow's discoloured teeth, with their many gaps between,
grinned horribly Uke an ape's between his frozen jaws when he
laughed so hard. But this was too tender a chord, and soon the
men were silent once more. Then, while the waters lay cold
and clear and still, and the sun was sinking in the west, tkeie
came floating to them fr-om the land, through the breathless air,
the soiuid of the church bells ringing at home.
I t was the last drop in their c-up. The poor fellows could
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bear np no longer. More than one dropped his head to his
knees and sobbed aloud. Then old QuiUeash, in a husky voice,
and coarsely, almost swearing as he spoke, just to hide his
shame in a way, said, spitting from his quid, ' Some chap pray
a speU.' ' Ay, ay,' said another. ' Aw, yes,' said a third. But
no one prayed. ' You, BUly,' said Ned T'eare. BUly shook his
head. The old man had never known a prayer. ' It was Pazon
Ewan that was powerful at prayer,' said CrenneU. ' You, CrenneU.' CrenneU could not pray,
AU lay quiet as death around them, and only the faint sound
of the bells was borne to them as a mellow whisper. Then, from
near where Dan sat by the hatches, Davy Fayle rose silently to
his feet. None had thought of him. With the sad longing in
his big, simple eyes, he began to sing. This was what he
sang:—
Lo I He comes with clouds descending.
Once for favoured sinners slain.

The lad's voice, laden with tears, floated away over the great
waters. The men hung their heads, and were mute. The driednp weU of Dan's eyes moistened at last, and down his hard face
ran the glistening tears In gracious drops lUje dew.

CHAPTER XXIV.
• T H E R E ' S GOLD ON T H E CUSHAGS

YET,'

there came a breath of wind. At first it was soft as an
angel's whisper. It grew stronger, and ruffled the sea. Every
man lifted his eyes and looked at his mates. Each was struggUng with a painful Idea that perhaps he was the victim of a
delusion of the sense. But the chiU breath of the wind was
indeed among them.
' I s n ' t i t beginning to puff up from the sou'-west?' asked
CrenneU, in an uncertain whisper. At that old QuiUeash jumped
to his feet. The Idea of the supernatural had gone from hiim.
' Now for the sheets and to make sail,' he cried, and spat the
quid.
One after one the men got up and bustled about. Their limbs
were weU-nigh frozen stiff. All was stir and animation In an
instant. PuUing at the ropes, the men had begun to laugh, yes,
with their husky, grating, tear-drowned voices, even to laugh
through their grisly beards. A gruesome sense of the ludicrous
had taken hold of them. It was the swift reaction from solemn
thoughts. When the boat felt her canvas she shook herself lik,j
a sea-bird trying her wings, then shot off at full flight.
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' Bear a hand there. Lay on, man alive. Why, you're going
about like a brewing-pan, old feUow. Pull, boy, puU. What are
your arms for, eh ? ' Old Quilleash's eyes, which had been dim
with tears a moment ago, gUstened with grisly mischief. ' Who
hasn't heard that a Manxman's arms are three legs ? ' he said
with a hungry grin. How the men laughed ! What humour
there was now in the haggard old saw 1
' Where are you for, Billy ? ' cried CorkeU.
' Peel, boy. Peel, d
it. Peel,' shouted QuUleash.
' Hurroo ! Bould feUow ! Ha, ha, he, he.'
' Hurroo ! There's gold on the cushags yet.'
How they worked! In two minutes the mast was stepped,
the mainsail and mizzen were up, and they filled away and
stood out. From the shores of death they had sailed somehow
into the waters of life, and hope was theirs once more.
They began to talk of what had caused the wind. ' It was the
blessed St. Patrick,' said CorkeU. St. Patrick was the patron
saint of that sea, and CorkeU was more than half a Catholic, his
mother being a fishwife from Kinsale.
' Saint Patrick be
,' cried Ned Teare, with a scornful
laugh, and they got to words and at length almost to blows.
Old QuiUeash was at the tiller, ' Drop it,' he shouted,
' we're in the dovra stream for Contrary, and we'll be In harbour
in ten minutes.'
' God A'mighty! It's running a ten-knots tide,' said Teare.
In less than ten minutes they were sailing under the castle
islet up to the wooden pier, having been eighteen hours on the
water.
Not a man of the four had given a thought to Dan, whether
he wished to go back to the island, or to make a foreign port
where his name and his crime would be unknown. Only the
lad Davy had hung about him where he sat by the hatches,
Dan's pale face was firm and resolute, and the dream of a smile
was on his hard-drawn lips. But his despair had grown into
courage, and he knew no fear at aU,
The sun was down, the darkness was gathering, and through
the day mist the dew fog was rising as the fishing-boat put to
under the lee of a lantern newly lighted, that was stuck out
from the end of the pier on a pole. The quay was almost
deserted. Only the old harbour-master was there, singing out,
as by duty bound, his lusty oaths at their lumberings. Never
before did the old grumbler's strident voice sound so musical
as now, and even his manifest ill-temper was sweet to-night, for
it seemed to teU the men that thus far they were not suspected.
The men went their way together, and Dan went off alone.
He took the straightest course home. Seven long mUes over a
desolate road he tramped in the darkness, and never a star
came out, and the moon, which was in its last quarter strug-
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gllng behind a rack of cloud, lightened the sky sometimes, but
did not appear. As he passed through Michael he noticed,
though his mind was preoccupied and his perception obscure,
that the street was more than usually sUent, and that few
lights burned behind the window blinds. Even the low porch
of the ' Three Legs ' when Dan came to it was deserted, and
hardly the sound of a voice came from within the little pothouse. Only in a vague way did these impressions communicate themselves to Dan's stunned InteUigence as he plodded
along, but hardly had he passed out of the street when he
realised the cause of the desolation. A great glow came from a
spot in front of him, as of many lanterns and torches burning
together, and though in his bewilderment he had not noticed it
before, the lights lit aU the air about them. In the midst of
these lights there came and went out of the darkness the figures
of a great company of people, sometimes bright with the glare
on their faces, sometimes black with the deep shadow of the
torchlight.
Obscure as his ideas were, Dan comprehended everything in
an Instant, and, chilled as be was to the heart's core by the
terrors of the last night and day, his very bones seemed now to
grow cold within him.
It was a funeral by torchUght, and these maimed rites were,
by an ancient usage, long disused, but here revived, the only
burial of one whose death had been doubtful, or whose body had
washed ashore on the same day.
The people were gathered on the side of the churchyard near
to the high road, between the road and the church. Dan crept
up to the opposite side, leapt the low cobble waU, and placed
himself under the shadow of the vestry by the chancel. He
was then standing beneath the window he had leapt out of in
his effort to escape the Bishop on that Christmas Eve long ago
of his boyish freak at the Oriel Verree.
About an open vault three or four mourners were standing,
and, a Uttle apart from them, a smoking and flickering torch
cast its Ught on their faces. There w*as the Bishop, with his
snowy head bare and deeply bowed, and there by his elbow was
Jarvis Kerruish in his cloak and beaver, with arms folded
under his chin. And walking to and fro, from side to side, with
a quick, nervous step, breaking out into alternate shrUl cries
and harsh commands to four men who had descended into the
vault, was the Uttle restless figure of the Deemster. Behind
these and about them was the close company of the people, with
the light coming and going on their faces, a deep low murmur,
as of many whispers together, rising out of their midst.
Dan shook from head to foot. His heart seemed to stand
BtiU, He knew on what business the mourners were met; they
were there to bury Ewan, He felt an impulse to scream, and
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then another Impulse to turn and fly. But he could not uttei
the least cry, and quivering in every limb he could not stir.
Standing there in silence he clung to the stone waU with
trembling fingers.
The body had been lowered to its last home, and the short
obsequies began. The ser-vice for the dead was not read, but
the Bishop stretched out his hands above the open vault and
prayed. Dan heard the words, but it was as if he heard the
voice only. They beat on his dazed, closed mind as a seaguU,
blown by the wind, beats against a window on a stormy night.
While the Bishop prayed in broken accents, the deep thick
boom of the sea came up from the distant shore between the
low-breathed murmurs of the people.
Dan dropped to his knees, breathless and trembling. He
tried to pray, too, but no prayer would come. His miad was
beaten, and his soul was barren. His father's faltering voice
ceased, and then a half-stifled moan burst from his own lips.
In the silence the moan seemed to faU on every ear, and the
quick ear of the Deemster was instantly arrested. 'Who's
that ?' he cried, and t-wisted about.
But aU was stUl once more, and then the people began to
sing. It was a strange sight, and a strange sound: the torches,
the hard furrowed faces in the flickering light, the white-headed
Bishop, the restless Deemster, and the voices ringing out in the
night ever the open grave. And from where he knelt Dan
lifted his eyes, and by the light of the torches he saw the clock
in the church tower; the hands stiU stood at five.
He rose to his feet and turned away. His step fell softly on
the grass of the churchyard. At one instant he thought that
there were footsteps behind him. He stopped, and stretched
his arms half-fearfully towards the sound. There was nothing.
After he had leapt the cobble wall he was conscious that he had
stopped again, and wa.^ listening as though to learn if he had
been observed.
CHAPTER XXV.
A EESUREECTION INDEED,

AND now a strange accident befell him—strange enough in Itself,
mysterious in_ its significance, and marvellous as one of God's
own miracles in its results. He was going to give himself up to
the Deemster at BaUamona, but he did not any longer take the
high road through the vUlage, for he shrank from every human
face. Almost without consciousness he followed the fenceless
cart-track that went by the old lead mine known as the Cross
Vein, The disused shaft had never been fiUed up and never
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even enclosed by a ralL It had been for years a cause ol
anxiety, which nothing but its remoteness on the lone waste of
the headland had served to modify. And now Dan, who knew
every foot of the waste, and was the last man to whom danger
from such an occasion might have been feared, plodding along
tvith absent mind in the darkness, fell down the open shaft.
The shaft was forty-five fathoms deep, yet Dan was not so
much as hurt. At the bottom were nearly twenty-five fathoms
of water, the constant drainage of the old workings, which rose
almost to the surface, or dropped to a great depth, according to
weather. This had broken his faU. On coming to the surface,
one stroke in the first instant of dazed consciousness had landed
him on a narrow ledge of rock that raked downward from the
seam. But what was his position when he realised it? It
seemed to be worse than death itself; It was a Uving death: it
was burial in an open grave.
Hardly had he recovered his senses when he heard something stirring overhead. Were they footsteps, those thuds on
the ear, Uke the first rumble of a distant thunder-cloud ? In the
agony of fear he tried to call, but his tongue clave to his mouth.
Then there was some talking near the mouth of the shaft. It
came down to him Uke words shouted through a black, hollow,
upright piUar.
' No use, men,' said one speaker, ' not a foot farther after the
best man alive. It's every man for himself, now, and I'll go
bail it's after ourselves they'll be going next.'
And then another voice, laden with the note of pain, cried,
' But they'U take him, Uncle Billy, they'll take him, and him
knowin' nothin'.'
' Drove it, drove It! Come along, man alive. Lave the lad to
this d—d blather—you'd better. Let's make a slant for it. The
fac's is agen us.'
Dan shuddered at the soimd of human voices. Buried, as
he was, twenty fathoms beneath the surface, the voices came
to him like the voice that the wind might make on a tempestuous night If, as it reaches your ear, it whispered words and
fled away.
The men had gone. Who were they ? What had happened ?
Dan asked himself if he had not remembered one of the voices,
or both. His mind was stunned and he could not think. He
could hardly be sure that in very truth he was conscious of what
occurred.
Time passed—he knew not how long or short—and again he
heard voices overhead, but they were not the voices that he had
heard before.
' I apprehend that they have escaped us. But they were our
men nevertheless, I have had advices from Peel that the boat
put into the harbour two hours ago.'
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' Mind the old lead shaft, sir.'
Dan was conscious that a footstep approached the mouth of
the shaft.
' What a gulf I Lucky we didn't tumble down,"
There was a short laugh—as of one who was panting after a
sharp run—at the mouth of Dan's open grave,
' This was the way they took, sir ; over the head towards the
Curraghs. They were not half -wise, or they would have taken
the mountains for it.'
' They do not know that we are In pursuit of them. Depend
upon it they are foUowing Mm, t.p to warn him. After all, it may
have been his voice that the Deemster heard in the churchyard.
He Is somewhere -within arm's reach. Let us push on.'
The voices ceased, the footsteps died off. Forty feet of dull,
dead rock and earth had carried the sounds away in an instant.
' Stop !' cried Dan, In the hurry of fear. Despair made him
brave; fear made him fearless. There was no response. He
was alone once more, but Death was with him. Then in the
first moment of recovered consciousness he knew whose voice It
was that he had heard last, and he thanked God that his caU had
not been answered. It was the voice of Jarvis Kerruish. In
agony of despair Dan perceived that the first company of men
had been QuUleash and the fisher-feUows. What fatality had
prevented him from crj'ing aloud to the only persons on earth
who could have rescued and saved him ? Dan realised that his
crime was known, and that he was now a hunted man.
It was then that he knew how hopeless was his plight. He
must not cry for help; he must stand stiU as death in his deep
tomb. To be Ufted out of this pit by the men who were in
search of him would be, as it would seem, to be dragged from his
hiding-place, and captured in a feeble effort to escape. What
then of his brave atonement ? Who would believe that he meant
to make it ? It would be a mockery at which the veriest poltroon might laugh.
Dan saw now that death encircled him on every side. To
remain In the pit was death; to be Ufted out of it was death no
less surely; to escape was hopeless. But not so soon is hope
conquered when it is hope of life. Cry for help he must; be
dragged out of this grave he should, let the issue be what it
could or would. To Ue there and die was not human. To Uve
was the first duty, the first necessity, be the price of life no less
than future death.
Dan looked up at the sky ; it was a smaU square patch of
leaden grey against the impenetrable blackness of his prison
waUs. Standing on the ledge of the rock, and steadying himself
•with one hand, he lifted the other cautiously upward to feel the
sides of the shaft. They were of rock, and were quite precipitous,
but had rugged projecting pieces on which It was possible to lay
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held. As he grasped one of these, a sickening pang of hope shot
through him, and wounded him worse than despair. But 16 was
gone in an instant. The piece of rock gave way in his hand,
and tumbled Into the water below him with a hoUow splash.
The sides of the shaft were of crumbling stone !
It was then, in that blind labouring of despair, that he asked
himself why he should struggle with this Last of the misfortunes
that had befaUen him. Was life so dear to him ? Not so, or,
being dear, he was wiUing to lay it do-wn. Was he not about to
deUver himself to the death that must be the first punishment of
his crime ? And what, after all, was there to choose between
two forms of death ? Nay, if he must die, who was no longer
worthy of life, better to die there, none knowing his way of
death, than to die on the gallows.
At that thought his hair rose from its roots. He had never
rightly put it to himself until now that if he had to die for the
death of Ewan he must die the death of hanging. That horror
of hanging which aU men have was stronger in Dan than in
most. With the grim vision before him of a shameful and
damning death it came to him to teU himself that better, a
thousand times better, was death In that living tomb than the
death that awaited him outside it. Then he thought of his
father, and of the abasement of that good man if so great a
shame overtook his son, and thereupon, at the same breath
with a prayer to God that he might die where he was, a horrible
blasphemy bolted from his lips. He was in higher hands than
his own, God had saved him from himself. At least he was
not to die on the gaUows. He had but one prayer now, and it
cried in its barrenness of hope, ' Let me never leave this place I'
His soul was crushed as the moth that wiU never lift wing again.
But at that his agony took another turn. He reflected that,
if God's hand was Keeping him from the just punishment of his
crime, God was holding him back from the atonement that v\ as
to wash his crime away. At this thought he was struck with a
great trembling. He wrestled with It, but It woidd not be overcome. Had he not parted with Mona with the firm purpose of
giving himself up to the law ? Yet at every hour since that
parting some impediment had arisen. First, there were the men
in the shed at the creek, their resolve to bury the body, and his
own weak acquiescence; then came the dead calm out at sea
when he stood at the tUler, sjid the long weary drifting on the
wide waters; and now there was this last strange accident. It
was as If a higher wUl had wiUed It that he should die before
his atonement could be made. His spirit sank yet lower, and
he was for giving up all as lost. In the anguish of despair he
thought that in very deed it must be that he had committed the
unpardonable sin. This terrible idea clung to him like a leech at
a vein. And then it came lo him f-o think what a mockery his
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dream of atonement had been. What atonement could a bad
man make for spilling the blood of a good one ? He could but
send his o-wn wasted Ufe after a life weU spent. Would a righ'eous God take that for a just balance ? Mockery of mockeries !
No, no; let him die where he now was, and let his memory be
blotted out, and his sin be remembered no more.
He tried to compose himself, and pressed one hand hard at
his breast to quiet the labouring of his heart. He began to
reckon the moments. In this he had no object, or none save
only that mysterious longing of a dying man to know how the
hour drags on. With the one hand that was free he took out his
watch, intending to listen for the beat of its seconds; but his
watch had stopped; no doubt it was fuU of water. His heart
beat loud enough. Then he went on to count—one, two, three.
But his mind was in a whirl, and he lost his reckoning. He
found that he had stopped counting, and forgotten the number.
Whether five minutes or fifty had passed he could not be sure.
But time was passing, The wind began to rise. At first
Dan felt nothing of it as he stood in his deep tomb. He
could hear its thin hiss over the mouth of the shaft, and that
was aU. But presently the hiss deepened to a sough, Dan
had often heard of the wind's sob. It was a reality, and no
metaphor, as he listened to the wind now. The wind began to
descend. With a great swoop it came down the shaft, licked
the waUs, gathered voice from the echoing water at the bottom,
struggled for escape, roared Uke a caged lion, and was once
more sucked up to the surface, with a noise like the breaking of
a huge wave over a reef. The tumult of the wind in the shaft
was hard to bear, but when it was gone it was the sUence that
seemed to be deafening. Then the rain began to fall. Dan knew
this by the quick, monotonous patter overhead. But no rain
touched him. It was driven aslant by the wind, and fell only
against the uppermost part of the walls of the shaft. Sometimes
a soft thin shower feU over him. It was Uke a spray from a
cataract, except that the volume of water from which It came
was above and not beneath him.
It was then in the deadly sickness of fear that there came to
Dan the dread of miscarrying for ever if he should die now. He
seemed to see what it was to die the unredeemed. Not to be
forgiven, but to be for ever accursed, to be cut oft' from the living
that live in God's peace—the dead darkness of that doom stood
up before him. Life had looked very dear to him before, but
what now of everlasting death ? He was as one who was dead
before his death came. Live he could not, die he dared not,
.His past Ufe rose up in front of him, and he drank of memory's
very dregs. It was all so fearsome aud stiange that as he recalled its lost hours one by one it was as if he were a stranger
to himself. He saw himself, like Esau, who for a morsel 0/
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meat had sold his birthright, and could thereafter find no acceptance, though he sought it with tears. The Scripture leapt to
his mind which says, ' It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands
of the Uving God.'
And then from the past to the future his mind went on In a
rapid and ceaseless whirl. He saw himself fleeing as from the
face of a dreadful judge. Tossed with the terror of a dreadful
doom, he saw his place in the world, cold, empty, forsaken.
He saw his old father too, the saintly Bishop, living under the
burden of a thousand sorrow^ while he who was the life of the
good man's Ufe, but his no longer, was a restless, wandering
soul, coming as a cold blast of wind between him and his heaven.
That thought was the worst terror of all, and Dan heard a cry
burst from his throat that roused echoes of horror in the dark pit.
Then, as if his instinct acted without help from his mind,
Dan began to contemplate measures for escape. That unexpected softness of the rock which had at first appalled him
began now to give him some painful glimmerings of hope. If
the sides of the shaft had been of the slate rock of the island the
ledge he had laid hold of would not have crumbled in his hand.
That it was soft showed that there must be a vein of sandstone
running across the shaft. Dan's bewildered mind recalled the
fact that Orris Head was a rift of red sand and soft sandstone.
If this vein were but deep enough his safety was assured. He
could cut niches into it with a knife, and so, perhaps, after
infinite pain and labour, reach the surface.
Steadying himself with one hand, Dan felt in his pockets for
his knife. It was not there! Now indeed his death seemed
certain. He was icy cold and feverishly hot at intervals. His
clothes were wet; the water stUl dripped from them, and fell
into the hidden tarn beneath in hoUow drops. But not to hope
now would have been not to fear. Dan remembered that be
had a pair of smaU scissors which he had used three days ago
in scratching his name on the silver buckle of his militia belt.
When searchiag for his knife he had felt it in his pocket, and
spurned it for resembling the knife to the touch of his nervous
fingers. Now it was to be his sole instrument. He found it
again, and with this paltry help he set himself to his work of
escape from the dark, deep tunnel that stood upright.
The night was wearing on ; hour after hour went by. The
wind dropped; the rain ceased to patter overhead, Dan toiled
on step over step. Resting sometimes on the largest and firmest
of the projecting ledges, he looked up at the sky. The leaden
grey had changed to a dark blue, studded with stars. The moon
arose very late, being in its last quarter, and much beset by
rain-clouds. It shone a Ut-vle way down the shaft, Ughting aU
the rest. Dan knew it must be early morning. One star, a
large, fuU globe of Ught, twinkled directly above him. He sat
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long and watched it, and turned again and again in his toilsome
journey to look at it. At one moment it crept into his heart
that the star was a symbol of hope to him. Then he twisted
back to his work, and when he looked again the star was gone—
it had moved beyond his ken, it had passed out of the range of
his narrow spot of heaven. Somehow It had been a mute companion.
Dan's spirit sank in his cheerless solitude, but he toUed on.
His strength was far spent. The moon died off, and the stars
went out one after one. Then a deep cloud of darkness over•pread the little sky above. Dan knew it must be the darkness
that precedes the dawn. He had reached a ledge of rock that
was wider than any of the ledges that were beneath it. Clearly
enough a wooden rafter had lain along it. Dan rested and
looked up. At that moment he heard the light patter of little
feet overhead. It was a stray sheep, a lamb of last year's flock,
wandering and lost. Though he could not see it he knew it was
there, and it bleated down the shaft. The melancholy cry of
the lost creature ia that dismal place touched a seared place on
Dan's heart, and made the tears which he had not shed until
now to start from his eyes. What old memory did it awaken ?
He could not recall it at first, but then he remembered the
beautiftU story which he had heard many times of the lost lamb
that came to the church porch at the christening of Ewan,
Was it strange that there and then his thoughts turned to
Ewan's chUd, the babe that was innocent of its gi-eat sorrows
to come ? He began to wish himself a little child again,
walking by his father's hand, with aU the years rolled back, and
all the transgressions of the years blotted out as a cloud, and
with a new spirit sweet and fresh, where now was a spirit
seared and old, and one great aching wound. In a moment the
outcast lamb went off, sending up, as it went, its pitiful cry into
the night, Dan was alone once more, but that -visitation had
sweetly refreshed his spirit.
Then it came back to him to think that of a surety It was
not all one whether he died where he was, never coming ahve
from his open tomb, or died for his crime before the faces of aU
men. He must Uve, he must Uve, though not for life's sake,
but to rob death of its worst terrors. And as for the impediments that had arisen to prevent the atonement on which hia
mind was set, they were not from God to lay his soul outside
the reach of mercy, but fr-cm the devil to beset him and keep
him back from the washing away of his sin. This thought
revived him, and he turned to his task with a new resolve.
His fingers were chUled to the bone, and his clothes clung
like damp cerements to his body. The meagre blades of the
scissors were worn short; they could not last long. He rose to
his feet on the ledge of rock, and plunged the BcissorU into the

A RESURRECTION

INDEED

i6l

blank wall above him, and at that a fresh disaster seemed to
overwhelm him. His hand went into soft earth; the vein of
rock had finished, and above it must be loose, uncertain mould!
He gasped at the discovery. A minute since life had looked
very dear. Must he abandon his hopes after all ? He might
have been longer vexed with this new fear, but that he recalled
at that moment the words spoken by Jarvis Kerruish as he went
by on the road that ran near the mouth of the shaft. Was it
not clear that QuUleash and the fisher-feUows were being
pursued as his associates ? Without his evidence to clear them
would they not surely suffer, innocent though ftiey might be,
and even though he himself lay dead in this place ? Now,
indeed, he saw that he must of a certainty escape from this
death in Ufe, no difficulties conquering him.
Dan paused and reflected. As nearly as he could remember,
he had made thirty niches in the rock. Hence he must ba
fully thirty feet from the water and ten from the surface.
Only ten feet, and then freedom. Yet these ten seemed to represent an impossibiUty. To ascend by holes dug deep in the
soft earth was a perUous enterprise. A great clot of soil might
at any moment give way above or beneath him, and then he
wotUd be plunged once more into the pit. If he fell from the
side of the shaft he would be more likely than at first, when he
feU from the top, to strike on one of the projecting ledges and
be kUled before reaching the water.
There was nothing left but to wait for the dawn. Perhaps
the daylight would reveal some less hazardous method of escape.
Slowly the dull, dead, impenetrable blackness was lifted off. It
was as though a spirit had breathed on the night, and it fled
away. When the wooUy hue of morning dappled his larger sky,
Dan could hear the slow beat of the waves on the shore. The
coast rose up before his vision then, silent, solemn, alone with
the da-wn. The Ught crept into his prison-house, and he looked
down at the deep black tarn beneath him.
And now hope rose in his heart again. Overhead he saw
timbers running around and across the shaft. These had been
used to bank up the earth, and to make two grooves in which
the ascending and descending cages had once worked. Dan
lifted up his soul In thankfulness. The world was once more
full of grace even for him. He could climb from stay to stay,
and so reach the surface. Catching one of the stays In his uplifted hands, he swung his knee on to another. One stage ha
accomplished, and then how stiff were his joints, and how sinewless his fingers! Another and another stage he reached, and
then four feet and no more were between him and the gorse
that waved in the Ught of the risen sun across the mouth of his
night-long tomb.
But the rain of years had eaten into these timbers. In some
M
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places they crumbled, and were rotten. God! how the one on
which he rested creaked under him at that instant 1 Another
minute, and then his toilsome journey would be over. Another
minute, and his de^d self would be left behind him, buried for
ever in this grave. Then there would be a resurrection, in very
truth. Yes, truly, God helping him.
Half an hour later Dan Mylrea, with swimming eyes and a
big heart, was walking towards the Deemster at BaUamona,
The flush of the sun newly risen, and the brighter glory of a
great hope newly bom, was on his worn and pallid cheek.
What terrors had Ufe for him now ? It had none. And very
soon death also would lose its sting. Atonement! atonement!
It was even as he had thought; a wasted life for a life weU
spent, the life of a bad man for the Ufe of a good one, but all
he had to give—aU, aU 1
And when he came to lay his offering at the merciful
Father's feet it would not be spurned.

CHAPTER XXVI.
HOW EWAN CAME TO CHUECH.

IT is essential to the progress of this history that we should
leave Dan where he now is, in the peace of a great soul newly
awakened, and go back to the beginning of this Christmas Day
on shore.
The parish of Michael began that day with aU Its old observances. WhUe the dawn of Christmas morning was struggling
but feebly with the night of Christmas eve a gang of the baser
sort went out with lanterns and long sticks into the lanes, there
to whoop and beat the bushes. It was their annual hunting of
the wren. Before the parish had sat down to its Christmas
breakfast two of these lusty enemies of the tiny bird were standing in the street of the -village with a long pole from shoulder to
shoulder and a wee wren suspended from the middle of it.
Their brave companions gathered round and plucked a feather
from the wren's breast now and again. At one side of the company, surrounded by a throng of children, was Hommy-beg,
singing a carol and playing his own accompaniment on his
fiddle. The carol told a tragic story of an evil spirit in the shape
of a woman who pestered the island in the old days, of how the
people rose up against her to drive her into the sea, and of how
she turned herself into a -wren, and all on the holy day of the
blessed Saint Stephen. A boy, whose black eyes danced with a
mischievous twinkle, held a crumpled paper upside down before
the gardener, and from this inverted text and score the unlettered
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soxcomb pretended to play and sing. The women came to their
doors to listen, and the men with their two hands In their
breeches' pockets leaned against the ends of their houses and
smoked and looked on sleepily.
When the noisy crowd had passed, the street sank back to its
gustomary repose, broken only by the voice of a chUd—a Uttle
auburn-haired lassie, In a white apron tucked up in fish-wife
fashion—crying, ' Shrimps, fine shrimps, fresh shrimps!' and
then by a lustier voice that drowned the little lassie's tones, and
eried, ' Conger—conger eel—fine, ladies—fresh, ladies—and
bellies as big as bishops 1 Conger eel—con-ger!'
It was not a brilliant morning, but the sun was shining
drowsUy through a white haze like a dew fog that hid the mountains. The snow of the night before was not quite washed
away by the sharp rain of the morning; It still lay at the eaves
of the thatched houses, and among the cobbles of the paved
pathway. The blue smoke was coiling up through the thick air
from every chimney when the bells at Bishop's Court began to
ring for Christmas service. An old woman here and there came
out of her cabin in her long blue cape and her mutch, and
hobbled along on a stick to church. Two or three men in seaboats, with shrimping nets over their shoulders and pipes in
their mouths, sauntered down the lane that led by the shambles
to the shore.
Half an hour later, while the beUs were stiU ringing, and
the people were trooping into the chapel, the Bishop came out
of his house and walked down the path towards the vestry. He
had a worn and jaded look that morning as If the night had
gone heavily with him, but he smUed when the women curtsied
as they passed, and waved his hand when the men fumbled
their caps.
' Good morning, and a merry Christmas to you,' he said aa
he went by the open porch to WUl-as-Thorn, the parish clerk,
who was tugging at the beU-rope there, bareheaded, stripped to
his sheepskm waistcoat with its grey flannel sleeves, and
sweating.
He haUed BUly the Gawk, too, the hoary old dog turned
penitent in his latter days, ' A merry Christmas, BiUy, and may
you live to see many of them yet, please God !'
BiUy was leaning against the porch buttress and taking alms
if any offered them.
_' Then it's not Uving it wUl be, my lord; It's lingering,' said
this old Bartimeus.
And Jabez Gawne, the sleek little taUor, had the Bishop's
salutation as he passed on in the ancient cloak with many
buttons.
•A merry Christmas to you, Jabez, and a good New Year.'
• Aw, 'deed, my lord,' said Jabez, with a face as long as tk
ii2
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fiddle, ' if the New Year's no better than the ould one, v/hat
with quiet times and high rents and the chUdren's schooling. It's
going on the houses I'U be, middlin' safe.'
' Nay, nay, remember our old saying, Jabez: the greater the
calm the nearer the south wind.'
As the Bishop was turning va. at the vestry door, blind Kerry
and her husband Hommy passed him, and he haUed them as he
had haUed the others.
' I'm taking joy to see you so hearty, my lord,' said the blind
woman.
' Yes, I'm weU, on the whole, thank God 1' said the Bishop;
• and how are you, Kerry ? '
' I'm in, my lord, I'm in; but distracted mortal with the
sights. Och, sir, it's alUs the sights, and the sights, and the
sights; and it's Mastha Dan that's in them stUl. This morning,
bless ye, when I woke, what should it be, behould ye, but a company of great ones from the big house itself, going down to the
churchyard with lanterns. Aw, 'deed it was, sir, my lord, begging your pardon, though It's Uke enough you'U think it's wake
and a kind of sUly, as the sayin' is.'
The Bishop Ustened to the blind woman's garrulous tongue
with a downcast head and a look of pain, and said in a subdued
voice as he put his hand on the wooden latch of the vestry
door:
' It is not for me to laugh at you, Kerry, woman. AU night
long I have myself been tortured by an uneasy feeling, which
would not be explained or yet be put away. But let us say no more
of such mysteries. There are dark places that we may never
hope to penetrate. Let it content us if, in God's mercy and His
wisdom, we can see the step that is at our feet.'
So saying, the Bishop turned about and passed in at the door.
Kerry and her husband went Into the chapel at the west porch.
' It's just an ould angel he is,' whispered Kerry, reaching up
to Hommy's ear, as they went by WUl-as-Thorn.
' Aw, yes, yes,' said Hommy-beg,' a rael ould archangel, so
he is.'
And stUl the beUs rang for the service of Christmas morning.
Inside the chapel the congregation was larger than common.
There was so much hand-shaking and ' taking of joy ' to begone
through In the aisles and the pews that Christmas morning that
it was not at first observed—except by malcontents like BiUy
the Gawk and Jabez Gawne, to whom the wine of Ufe was
mostly -vinegar—when the hour for beginning the service had
some and gone. The choir in the west gallery had taken their
places on either side of WUl-as-Thorn's empty seat over the
clock, with the pitch-pipe resting on the rail above it, and, opening their books, they faced about for gossip. Then the bell
stopped, having rung some minutes longer than was its wont j
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the whispering was hushed from pew to choir, and only the
sound of the turning of the leaves of many books disturbed the
sUence a moment afterwards.
The Bishop entered the chancel, and, whUe he knelt to pray,
down like corn before a south wind went a hundred heads on to
the book-raU before the wind of custom. When the Bishop rose
there was the sound of shuffling and settUng In the pews, followed by some craning of necks in his direction and some subdued whispering.
' Where Is Pazon Ewan ? '
• What's come of the young pazon ? '
The Bishop sat alone in the chancel, and gave no sign of any
intention to commence the service. In the gaUery, the choir,
books in hand, waited for WUl-as-Thorn to take his seat over the
clock; but his place remained empty. Then, to the universal
surprise, the beU began to ring again. SteadUy at first and
timidly, and after that with lusty voice the beU rang out over
the heads of the astonished people. Forthwith the people laid
those same heads together and whispered.
What was agate of Pazon Ewan ? Had he forgotten that he
had to preach that morning ? Blind Kerry wanted to know if
some of the men craythurs shouldn't just take a sUeu round to
the ould BaUamona and wake him up, as the saying is: but Mr.
Quirk, in more ' gintale' phraseology, as became his scholastio
calling, gave It out as probable that the young pazon had only
been making a ' Uttle deetower' after breakfast, and gone a little
too far.
StUl the beU rang, and the uneasy shuffling In the pews grew
more noticeable. Presently, in the middle of an abridged movement of the iron tongue in the loft, the head and shoulders of
WUl-as-Thorn appeared in the opening of the green curtain that
di-vided the porch from the body of the chapel, and the parishclerk beckoned to Hommy-beg, ShambUng to his feet and
down the aisle Hommy obeyed the summons, and then, amid
yet more vigorous bobbing together of many heads in the pews,
the schoolmaster, not to be ecUpsed at a moment of pubUo excitement, got up also and followed the gardener Into the porch.
The whispering had risen to a sibUant hiss that deadened even
the beU's loud clangour when little Jabez Gawne himself felt a
call to rise and go out after the others.
AU this time the Bishop sat motionless in the chancel, his
head down, his face rather paler than usual, his whole figure
somewhat weak and languid, as if continued suffering in sUence
and in secret had at length taken the power of life out of him.
Presently the beU stopped suddenly, and almost instantly little
Jabez, with a face as sharp as a pen, came back to his pew, and
Mr. Quirk also returned to his place, shaking his head meantime
with portentous gravity. A moment later WiU-as-Thorn appeared
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inside the communion-rail, having put on his coat and whipped
the lash comb through his hair, which now hung like a dozen oi
wet dip candles down his forehead straight for his eyes.
The duU buzz of gossip ceased, all was dead silence in the
chapel, and many necks were craned forward as WiU-as-Thorn
was seen to go up to the Bishop and speak to him. Listening
without much apparent concern the Bishop nodded his head
once or twice, then rose immediately and walked to the readingdesk. Almost at the same moment WiU-as-Thorn took his seat
over the clock in the little west gallery, and straightway the
service began.
The choir sang the psahn which they had practised at the
parish church the evening before—' It is good for me that I have
been in trouble, that I may learn thy statutes,' Instead of the
lesson appointed in the Calendar, the Bishop read the story of Eli
and of Samuel, and of the taking by the Philistines of the ark ol
the covenant of God, His voice was deep and measured, and when
he came to read of the death of Eli's sons, and of how the bad
news was brought to Eli, his voice softened and aU but broke.
' And there ran a man of Benjamin out of the army, and
came to ShUoh the same day with his clothes rent, and with
earth upon his head.
' And when he came, lo, EU sat upon a seat by the wayside
watching; for his heart trembled for the ark of God, And when
the man came into the city, and told it, aU the city cried out.
' And when EU heard the noise of the crying, he said, " What
meaneth the noise of this tumult ?" And the man came ui
hastily and told Eli,
' Now EU was ninety and eight years old, and his eyes were
dim that he could not see,
' And the man said unto Eli, " I am he that came out of the
army, and I fled to-day out of the army." And he said, " What
is there done, my son ? " '
The Bishop preached but rarely now, and partly for the reverence they always owed the good man, and partly for the reason
that they did not often hear him, the people composed themselves
to a mood of sympathy as he ascended the pulpit that Christmas
morning. It was a beautiful sermon that he gave them, and it
was spoken without premeditation, and was loose enough in its
structure. But it was fuU of thought that seemed to be too simple
to be deep, and of emotion that was too deep to be anything but
simple. It touched on the Ufe of Christ, from His birth in Bethlehem to His coming as a boy to the Temple where the doctors sat,
and so on to the agony in the garden. And then it glanced aside,
as touchlngly as irrelevantly, at the story of EU and his sons, and
the judgment of God on Israel's prophet. In that beautiful
digression the Bishop warned all parents that it v/as their duty
before God to bring up their chihiren in God's fear, or theirs
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Would be the sorrow, and their children's the suffering and the
shame everlasting. And then in a voice that could barely support itself he made an aUusion that none could mistake.
' Strange it is, and very pitiful,' he said,' that what we think
in our weakness to be the holiest of our human affections may
be a snare and a stumbUng-block. Strange enough, surely, and
very sad, that even as the hardest of soul among us aU may be
free from blame where his children stand for judgment, so the
tenderest of heart may, like EU of old, be swept from the face of
the Uving God for the iniquity of his children, which he has not
restrained. But the best of our earthly passions, or what seem
to be the best, the love of the mother for the babe at her breast,
the pride of the father in the son that Is flesh of his flesh, must be
indulged with sin if It is not accepted with grace. True, too true,
that there are those of us who may cast no stone, who should
offer no cotmsel. Like EU we know that the word of God has
gone out against us, and we can but bend our foreheads and say,
" It is the Lord, let Him do what seemeth Him good," '
When the sermon ended there was much needless industry
in searching for books under the book-rail, much furtive wiping
of the eyes, much demonstrative blowing of the nose, and In the
midst of the benediction a good deal of subdued whispering.
' Aw, 'deed, the ould Bishop bates the young pazon himself
at putting out the talk—studdier like, and not so fiery maybe ;
but, man aUve, the tender he Is !'
' And d'ye mind that taste about EU and them two idiot
walstrels Hoffiiee and Fin-e-ass ? '
' And did ye observe the ould man thrembling mortal ? '
' Och, yes, and I'U go bail it wasn't them two blackyards he
was thinking of, at aU at aU.'
When the service came to an end, and the congregation was
breaking up, and BUly the Gawk was hobbling down the aisle
on a pair of sticks, that hoary old sinner, turned saint because
faUen sick, was muttering something about ' a rael good oidd
father,' and ' dirts Uke than Dan,' and ' a thund'rin' rascal witfi
aU.'
A strange scene came next. The last of the congregation
had not yet reached the porch, when all at once there was an
uneasy move among them like the groimd sweU among the
shoalings before the storm comes to shore. Those who were in
front feU back or turned about and nodded as if they wished
to say something ; and those who were behind seemed to think
and wonder. Then, sudden as the sharp crack of the first breaker
on a reef, the faces of the people fell to a great heaviness oi
horror, and the air was fuU of mournful exclamations, surprise,
find terror,
' Lord ha' massy 1'
' Dead, you say ?'
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' Aw, dead enough.'
' Washed ashore by the Mooragh ? '
' So they're sayin', so they're sayin'.'
' Hiain Jean myghin orrin—Lord have mercy upon us I '
Half a minute later the whole congregation were gathered
cutside the west porch. There, in the recess between the chapel
and the house, two men, fisher-feUows of Michael, stood surrounded by a throng of people. Something lay at their feet,
and the crowd made a circle about it, looked down at it, and
drew long breaths. And when one after another came up,
reached over the heads of others, and saw what lay vrithin, he
turned away -with upUfted hands and a face that was white with
fear.
' Lord ha' massy I Lord ha' massy!' cried the people on
every side, and their senses were confused and overpowered.
What the dread thing was that lay at the feet of the two
fishermen does not need to be said.
' At the Mooragh, d'ye say—came ashore at the Mooragh ?'
' Ay, at the top of the flood.'
' God bless me !'
' I saw it an hour before it drifted In,' said one of the two
grave feUows. ' I was down longshore shrimping, and it was a
good piece out to sea, and a heavy tide running, " Lord ha'
massy, what's that ? " I says, " It's a gig with a sail," I was
thinking, but no. It was looking too smaU, It's a diver, or
maybe a solan goose with its wings stretched out; but no. It
was looking too big.'
' Bless me 1 Lord bless me !'
' And when it came a piece nearer It was Into the sea I was
going, breast high and more, and I came anigh it, and saw what
it was—and frightened mortal, you go bail—and away to the
street for Jemmy here, and back middlin' sharp, and it driffin'
and driffin' on the beach by that time, and the waterfloppingon
it, and the two of us up with it on to our shoulders, and straight
awav for the Coort,'
And sure enough the fisherman's clothes were drenched
above his middle, and the shoulders of both men were wet.
' Bless me! bless me 1 Lord ha' massy!' echoed one, and
then another, and once again they craned their necks forward
and looked down.
The loose canvas that had been ripped open by the weights
was lying where the seams were stretched, and none uncovered
the face, for the sense of human death was strong on all. But
word had gone about whose body it was, and bUnd Kerry,
wringing her hands and muttering something about the sights,
pushed her way to the side of the two men, and asked why they
had brought their burden to Bishop's Coiurt instead of taking il
to BaUamona.
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' Aw, well,' they answered, ' we were thinking the Bishop
was his true father, and Bishop's Coort his true home for aU.'
' And that's true, too,' said Kerry,' for his own father has
been worse than a haythen naygro to him, and lave it to me to
know, for didn't I bring the mUlish Into the world ^ '
Then there came a rush of people down the road from the
village. A rumour that something horrible had washed ashore
had passed quickly from mouth to mouth, after the fisherman
had run up to the vUlage for help. And now In low, eager
tones, questions and answers came and went among the crowd.
' Who is it ?' ' I s it the captain ? ' ' What, Mastha Dan ? '
' That's what they're saying up the street anyway.' ' Wrapped in
a hammock—good Lord preserve us I' ' Came up in the tideway at the Mooragh—gracious m e ! and I saw myself on'y
yesterday.'
The Bishop was seen to come out of the vestry door, and at
the sight of him the crowd seemed to awake out of its first
stupor, ' God help the Bishop 1' ' Here he's coming.' ' Bless
me, he'll have to pass it by, going Into the house.' ' The shock
will kUl the ould man.' ' Poor thing, poor t h i n g ! ' ' Some
one must up, and break the bad newses to him.' ' Aw, yes,
for sure,'
And then came the question of who was to teU the Bishop.
First, the people asked one Corlett Ballafayle. Corlett farmed
a hundred acres, and was a chmrchwarden, and a member of the
Keys. But the big man said no, and edged away. Then they
asked one of the Tubmans, but the brewer shook his head. He
could not look into the Bishop's face and tsU bim a tale like
that. At length they thought of blind Kerry. She at least
woidd not see the face of the stricken man when she took him
the fearful news.
' Aw, yes, Kerry, woman, it's yourself for It, and a rael stout
heart at you, and bUnd for all, thank the Lord.'
' I'U try, please God,' said Kerry, and with that she moved
slowly towards the vestry door, where the Bishop had stopped
to stroke the yellow curls of a little shy boy, and to ask him his
age next birthday, and to wish him a merry Christmas and
eighty more of them, and all merry ones. It was observed that
the good man's face was brighter now than It had been when
he went into the chapel.
The people watched Kerry as she moved up to the Bishop.
Could she be teUing him ? He was smiling! Was it not his
laugh that they heard ? Kerry was standing before him in an
irresolute way, and now with a wave of the hand he was lea-ving
her. He was coming forward. No, he had stopped again to
speak to old Aimtle Nan from the Curragh, and Kerry had passed
him in returning to the crowd.
' I couldn't do it; he spoke me so cheerful, poor thing,' said
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ILstr^; ' and when I was goin' to speak he looked the spitten
picture j»f my ould father.'
The Bishop parted from the old woman of the Curragh, and
then on raising his eyes he became conscious of the throng by
the poi-ch.
' Lave it to me,' said a rough voice, and Billy the Gawk
stepped out. The crowd fell aside, and the fishermen placed
themselves in front of the dread thing on the ground. SmiUng
and bowing on the right and left the Bishop was passing on
towards the door that led to the house when the old beggar of
the highways hobbled in front of him.
' We're right sorry, sir, my lord, to bring ye bad newses,' tho
old man stammered, Ufting the torn cap from his head.
The Bishop's face feU to a sudden gra-vity. ' What Is it ?'
he said, and his voice sank,
' We're rael sorry, and we know your heart was gript to him
with grapplins,'
' Ay, ay,' said some in the crowd,
' What Is It, man? Speak,' said the Bishop, and aU around
was sUence and awe.
The old man stood u-resolute for a moment. Then, just as
he was Ufting his head to sjieak, and every eye was on the two
who stood in the midst, the Bishop and the old beggar, there
came a loud noise from near at hand, and voices that sounded
hoarse and jarring were in the air.
' Where is it ? When did they bring It up ? Why Is it not
taken into the house ? '
It was the Deemster, and he came on with great flashing
eyes, and behind him v/as Jarvis Kerruish. In an instant the
crowd had faUen aside for him, and he had pushed through and
come to a stand in front of the Bishop.
' We know what has happened. We have heard it in the
vUlage,' he said, ' I knew what it must come to sooner or later,
I told you a hundred times, and you have only yourself to
thank for it.'
The Bishop said not a word. He saw what lay behind the
feet of the fishermen, and stepped up to it,
' It's of your own doing,' shouted the Deemster in a voice of
no ruth or pity. ' You would not heed my warning. It was
easy to see that the devil's own dues were hi him. He hadn't
an ounce of grace in his carcase. He put his foot on your neck,
and threatened to do as much for me some day. And see where
he is now 1 Look at him ! This is how your son comes home
to you!'
As he spoke, the Deemster pointed contemptuously with the
handle of his walking-cane to the thing that lay between them.
Then the hard tension of the people's silence was broken;
they began to mutter among themselves and to propose and
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demur to something. They saw the Deemster's awfid error,
and that he thought the dead man was Dan.
The Bishop still stood Immovable, with not the sign of a
tear on his white face, but over it the skin was drawn hard.
' And let me teU you one thing more,' said the Deemster.
Whoever he may be that brought matters to this pass, he shaU
not suffer. I will not lift a finger against him. The man who
brings about his own death shall have the burden of It on his
own head. The law wiU uphold me.'
Then a hoarse murmur ran from lip to lip among the people
who stood around, and one man, a burly fellow, nerved by the
Deemster's error, pushed forward and said :
' Deemster, be merciful, as you hope for mercy; you don't
know what you're saying.'
At that the Deemster turned about hotly and brought down
his walking-cane with a heavy blow on the man's breast.
The stalwart feUow took the blow without lifting a hand.
' God help you ! Deemster,' he said In a thick voice, ' God help
you! you don't know what you're doing. Go and look at it.
Deemster. Go and look, if you've the heart for it. Look at it,
man, and may the Lord have mercy on you, and on us all in
our day of trouble, and may God forgive you the cruel words
you've spoken to your own brother this day !'
There was then a great silence for a moment. The Deemster
gazed In a sort of stupor into the man's face, and his stick dropped
out of his hand. With a look of majesty and of suffering the
Bishop stood at one side of the body, quiet, silent, giving no
sign, seeing nothing but the thing at his feet, and hardly hearing
the reproaches that were being hurled at him in the face of his
people. The beating of his heart feU low.
There was a moment of suspense, and then, breathing rapid,
audible breath, the Deemster stooped beside the body, stretched
out a"talf-palsied hand and drew aside the loose canvas, and
saw the face of his own son Ewan,
One long exclamation of surprise and consternation broke
from the Deemster, and after that there came another fearful
pause, wherein the Bishop went down on his knees beside tha
body.
In an Instant the Deemster fell back to his savage mood.
He rose to his fuU height; his face became suddenly and
awfully discoloured and stern, and, tottering almost to falling,
he Ufted his clenched fist to the sky in silent imprecation of
heaven.
The people dropped aside In horror, and their flesh crawled
over them. ' Lord ha' massy ! ' they cried again, and Kerry,
who was bUnd and could not see the Deemster, covered her ears
that she might not hear him.
And from where he knelt the Bishop, who had not spoken
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until now, said, with an awful emphasis,' Brother, the Lord o!
heaven looks down on us.'
But the Deemster, recovering himself, laughed in scorn of
his own weakness no less than of the Bishop's reproof. He
picked up the walking-cane that he had dropped, slapped his leg
with It, ordered the two fishermen to shoulder their burden
again and take it to BaUamona, and sent straightway for the
coroner and the joiner, ' For,' said he, ' my son having come out
of the sea must be buried this same day.'

CHAPTER XXVII.
HOW THE NEWS CAME TO THE BISHOP.

THE Deemster swung aside and went off, followed by Jarvis
Kerruish. Then the two fishermen took up their dread burden
and set their faces towards BaUamona. In a blind agony of
uncertainty the Bishop went into his house. His mind was
confused; he sat and did his best to compose himself. The
thing that had happened perplexed him cruelly. He tried to
think It out, but found it impossible to analyse his unlinked
ideas. His faculties were benumbed, and not even pain, the
pain of Ewan's loss, could yet penetrate the dead blank that lay
between him and a full consciousness of the awful event. He
shed no tears, and not a sigh broke from him. Silent he sat,
with an expression of suffering that might have been frozen in
his stony eyes and on his whitening lips, so rigid was it, and as
if the power of Ufe had ebbed away like the last ebb of an
exhausted tide.
Then the people from without began to crowd in upon him
where he sat in his library. They were in a state of great excitement, and aU reserve and ceremony w ere broken down.
Each had his tale to tell, each his conjecture to offer. One told
what the long-shore shrimper had said of finding the body near
the fishing-ground known as the Mooragh, Another had his
opinion as to how the body had saUed ashore Instead of sinking.
A third fumbled his cap, and said,' I take sorrow to see you in
such trouble, my lord, and wouldn't bring bad newses If I could
give myself lave to bring good newses instead, but I'U go bail
there's been bad work goin', and foul play as they're sayin', and
I wouldn't trust but Mastha Dan—I'm saying I wouldn't trust
but Mastha Dan could teU us something
'
The Bishop cut short the man's garrulity with a sUght
gesture, and one by one the people went out. He had listened
to them In silence and -with a face of saintly suffering, scarcely
hearing what they had said. ' I wiU await events,' he thoughtf
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'and trust in God,' But a great fear was laying hold of him,
md he had to gird up his heart to conquer it. ' I wUl trust in
Grod,' he told himself a score of times, and in his faith in the
joodness of his God he tried to be calm and brave. But one
iftcr another his people came back and biick and back with new
md stiU newer facts. At every fresh blow from damning cirsumstances his thin lips trembled, his nervous fingers ran
ihrough hisflo-wlngwhite hair, and his deep eyes fiUed without
moving.
And after the first tempest of his o-wn sorrow for the loss of
Ewan, he thought of Dan, and of Dan's sure grief. He remembered the love of Ewan for Dan, and the love of Dan for Ewan.
Ee recaUed many instances of that beautiful affection, and in
the quickening flow of the light of that love half the folUes of
iis wayward son sank out of sight. Dan must be told what had
occurred, and if none had told him already, it was best that it
should be broken to him from lips that loved him.
Thus it was that this brave and long harassed man, trying
60 think IU of his own harshness, that looked so impotent and
90 chUdish now, remembering no longer his vow never to set
3yes on the face of his son, or hold speech with him again, sent
I messenger to the old BaUamona to ask for Dan, and to bring
lim to Bishop's Cotirt without delay.
Half an hour later, at the sound of a knock at his door, the
Bishop, thinking It was Dan himself, stood up to his stately
leight, and tried to hide his agitation, and answered in an unsteady voice, that not aU the resolution of his brave heart could
mbdue to calmness. But it was the messenger, and not Dan,
md he had returned to say that Mastha Dan had not been home
since yesterday, and that when Mastha Ewan was last seen at
aome he had asked for Mastha Dan, and, not finding him, had
jone dovra to the Lockjaw Creek to seek him.
' When was that ? ' the Bishop asked.
' The oidd body at the house said it might be a piece after
ihree o'clock ye.3terday evening,' said the man.
_ Beneath the cold quietness of the regard -with which the
Bishop dismissed his messenger, a keener eye than his might
lave noted a fearful tumult. The Bishop's hand grew cold and
irembled. At the next instant he had become conscious of his
igitation, and had begun to reproach himself for his want of
iiaith. ' I wiU trust in God and await events,' he told himself
igaln. ' No, I wIU not speak; I wUl maiutain silence. Yes, I
ffUl await the turn of events, and trust in the good Father of all.'
Then there came another knock at his door. ' Surely it is
Dan at length; his old housekeeper has sent him on,' he thought.
Come in,' he caUed, in a voice that shook,
It was Hommy-beg. The Deemster had sent him across
rith a message.
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And what is it ?' the Bishop asked, speaking at the deal
man's ear.
Hommy-beg scratched his tousled head and made no answer
at first, and the Bishop repeated the question.
'We're aU taking sorrow for you, my lord,' said Hommy,
and then he stopped.
' What is it ? ' the Bishop repeated.
' And right sorry I am to bring his message.'
The Bishop's pale face took an ashy grey, but his manner
was stUl calm.
What did the Deemster send you to say, Hommy ?'
'The Dempster—^bad sess to him, and no disrespec'—he
sent me to tell you that they're after stripping the canvas off,
and, behould ye, it's an ould saU, and they're kno-wing it
by its number, and what fishing-boat it came out of, and aU to
that,'
' Where did the saUcloth come from ?' asked the Bishop,
and his deep eyes were fixed on Hommy.
' It's an ould—well, the fact is—to teU you not a word of a
Ue—aw, my lord, what matter—what if it Is
'
' Where ? ' said the Bishop calmly, though his Ups whitened
and quivered.
' It's an old drift yawlsaU of the " Ben-my-Chree." Aw, yes,
yes, sarten sure, and sorry I am to bring bad newses.'
Hommy-beg went out, and the Bishop stood for some minutes
In the thraldom of fear. He had been smitten hard by other
facts, but this latest fact seemed for the moment to overthrow
his great calm faith in God's power to bring out aU things for the
best. He wrestled with it long and hard. He tried to persuade
himself that it meant notliing. That Ewan was dead was
certain. That he came by his death through foul play seemed
no less sure and terrible. But that his body had been -wrapped
in saUcloth once belonging to Dan's fishing-boat was no suflScient ground for the terrible accusation that was taking shape
in other minds. Could he accept the idea ? Ah, no, no, no.
To do so would be to fly in the face of aU soimd reason, all
fatherly love, and aU trust in the good Father above. Though
the sailcloth came from the 'Ben-my-Chree,' the fact said
nothing of where the body came from. And even though it
•u'ere certain that the body must have been dropped into the sea
from the fishing-boat that belonged to Dan, It would stUl require
proof that Dan himself was aboard of her.
With such poor shifts the Bishop bore do-wn the cruel tacts as
one after one they beat upon his brain. He tried to feel shame
j>f his o-wn shame, and to think hard of his own hard thoughts,
' Yes, I wiU trust in God,' he told himself afresh, ' I wiU await
events, and trust in the good Father of aU mercies.' But where
was Dfin ? The Bishop had made up his mind to send messen*

HOW THE NEWS

CAME TO THE BISHOP

175

gers to skirr the Island round in search of his son, when suddenly there came a great noise as of many persons talking
eagerly, and drawing hurriedly near and nearer.
A minute afterwards his library door was opened again without reserve or ceremony, and there came trooping into the room
a mixed throng of the village folk. Little Jabez Gawne was at
their head with a coat and a hat held in his hands before him.
Cold as the day was the people looked hot and full of puzzled
eagerness, and their smoking breath came in long jets Into the
quiet room.
' My lord, look what we've found on the top of Orrisdel,' said
Jabez, and he stretched out the coat, while one of the men
behind him reUeved him of the beaver.
The coat was a long black-cloth coat, with lappets and taUs
and wristbands turned over.
The Bishop saw at a glance that It was the coat of a clergyman.
' Leave It to me to know this coat, my lord, for It was myself
that made It,' said Jabez.
The Bishop's brain turned giddy, and the perspiration started
from his temples, but his dignity and his largeness did not desert
him.
' Is it my poor Ewan's coat ?' he asked, as he held out his
hand to take it, but his tone was one of almost hopeless misery
and not of inquiry.
' That's true, my lord,' said Jabez, and thereupon the little
taUor started an elaborate series of identifications, based chiefly
on points of superior cut and workmanship. But the Bishop
cut the taUor short with a wave of the hand.
' You found it on Orrisdale Head? ' asked the Bishop.
And one of the men behind pushed his head between the
shoulders of those who were before him and said :
' Aw, yes, my lord, not twenty yards from the cliff, and I
found something else beside ofit,'
Just then there was a further noise in the passage outside the
Ubrary, and a voice saying—
'Gerr out of the way, you old lobloUyboys, bringing bad
newses stUl, and glad of them, too.'
It was Hommy-beg returned to Bishop's Court with yot
another message, but it was a message of his own and not of the
Deemster's, He pushed his way through the throng until he
came face to face with the Bishop, and then he said:
'The Dempster Is afther having the doctor down from
Ramsay, and the big man is sayin' the neck was broken, and it
was a faU that kiUed the young pazon, and nothing worse, at aU
at aU.'
The large sad eyes of the Bishop seemed to shine without
moving as Hommy spoke, but in an instart the man who had
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spoken before thrust his word in again, and then the Bishop's
face grew darker than ever with settled gloom,
' It was myself that found the coat and hat, my lord; and a
piece nearer the cliff I found this, and this; and then, down the
brew itself—maybe a matter of ten feet down—I saw this other
one sticking in a green corry of grass and ling, and over I went,
hand-under-hand, and brought It up.'
While he spoke the man struggled to the front, and held out
in one hand a belt, or what seemed to be two belts buckled together and cut across as with a knife, and In the other hand two
daggers.
A great awe fell upon every one at sight of the weapons. The
Bishop's face stiU showed a quiet grandeur, but his breathing
was laboured and harassed.
' Give them to me,' he said, with an Impressive calmness
and the man put the belts and daggers into the Bishop's hands.
He looked at them attentively, and saw that one of the buckles
was of sUver, whUe the other was of steel.
' Has any one recognised them ? ' he asked.
A dozen voices answered at once that they were the belts ol
the newly-banded miUtia.
At the same instant the Bishop's eye was arrested by some
scratches on the back of the sUver buckle. He fixed his spectacles to examine the marks more closely. When he had done so
be breathed with gasps of agony, and all the cheer of life seemed
In one instant to die out of his face. His nerveless fingers
dropped the belts and daggers on to the table, and the sUver and
the steel cUnked as they feU.
There had been a dead sUence in the room for some moments,
and then -with a laboured tranquillity the Bishop said, 'That
wiU d o ' ; and stood mute and motionless while the people
shambled out, leaving their dread treasures behind them.
To his heart's core the Bishop was struck with an icy chUl.
He tried to link together the terrible ideas that had smitten his
brain, but his mind wandered and slipped away. Ewan was last
seen going towards the creek; he was dead; he had been killed
by a faU: his body had come ashore in an old sail of the ' Benmy-Chree ' ; his coat and hat had been picked up on the top of
Orrisdale Head, and beside them lay two weapons and two belts,
whereof one had belonged to Dan, whose name was scratched
upon it.
I n the cruel coil of circumstance that was every moment
tightening about him the Bishop's great calm faith in the goodness of his Maker seemed to be benumbei**' Oh, my son, my
son!' he cried, when he was left alone. ' Would to God I had
died before I saw this day ! Oh, my son, my son 1' But after
a time he regained his self-control, and said to himself again,
' I wiU trust in God; He wiU make the dark places plain.' Then
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he broke into short, fitful prayers, as If to drive away by the
warmth of the spirit the chill that was waiting in readiness to
freeze his faith—' Make haste unto me, 0 God 1 Hide not Thy
face from Thy servant, for I am In trouble,'
The short winter's day had dragged on heavily, but the arms
of darkness were now closing round it. The Bishop put on his
cloak and hat and set off for BaUamona, In length of days he
was but little past his prime, but the dark sorrow of many years
had drained his best strength, and he tottered on the way. Only
his strong faith that God would remember His servant In the
hour of trouble gave power to his trembling Umbs.
And as he walked he began to reproach himself for the mistrust whereby he had been so sorely shaken. This comforted
him somewhat, and he stepped out more boldly. He was teUing
himself that, perplexing though the facts might be, they were
yet so inconclusive as to prove nothing except that Ewan was
dead, when all at once he became conscious that in the road
ahead of him, grouped about the gate of BaUamona, were a company of women and children, all agitated and some weeping,
with the coroner In their midst, questioning them.
The coroner was Quayle the Gyke, the same who would have
been left pennUess by his father but for the Bishop's intervention.
' And when did your husband go out to sea ? ' the coroner
asked.'
• At floodtide yesterday,' answered one of the women; ' and
my man, he said to me, "Liza," he said, "get me a bite of
priddhas and salt herrin's for supper," he said; " we'U be back
for twelve," he said; but never a sight of him yet, and me up
aU night tlU dayUght.'
' But they've been In and gone out to sea again,' said another
of the women.
'How d'ye know that, Mother QuiUeash?' asked the
coroner.
' Because I've been taking a slieu round to the creek, and
there's a basket of skate and cod In the shed,' the woman
answered.
At that the Bishop drew up at the gate, and the coroner
explained to him the trouble of the women and chUdren.
' Is It you, Mrs. CorkeU ? ' the Bishop asked of a woman
near him.
' Aw, yes, my lord.'
' And you, too, Mrs. Teare ? '
The woman curtsied; the Bishop named them one by one,
and stroked the bare head of the little girl who was clinging to
her mother's cloak and weeping.
' Then It's the " Ben-my-Chree " that has been missing since
yesterday at high-water ? ' the Bishop said, in a sort of hushed
whisper.
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' Tes, sure, my lord.'
At that the Bishop turned suddenly aside, without a word
more, opened the gate, and walked up the path. ' Oh, my son,
my son,' he cried in bis bleeding heart,' how have you shortened my days! How have you clothed me with shame ! Oh,
my son, my son!'
Before BaUamona an open cart was standing, with the taUboard down, and the horse was pawing the gravel which had
once—on a far different occasion—been strewn with the ' blithebread,' The door of the house stood ajar, and a jet of light from
within feU on the restless horse without. The Bishop entered
the house, and found aU in readiness for the hurried night
burial. On chairs that were ranged back to back a rough oak
coffin, Uke an oblong box, was resting, and from the rafter of the
ceiling immediately over it a smaU oU lamp was suspended.
On either side of the hall were three or four men holding brandft
and leathern lanterns, ready for Ughting. The Deemster was
coming and going from his ovra. room beyond, attended in
bustling eagerness by Jarvis Kerruish. Near the coffin stood the
vicar of the parish, father of the dead man's dead -wife, and ID
the opening of a door that went out from the hall Mona stood
weeping, with the dead man's chUd in her arms.
And even as it is only in the night that the brightest stars
may truly be seen, so in the night of aU this calamity the star
of the Bishop's faith shone out clearly again, and his vague
misgl-vings feU away. He stepped up to Mona, whose dim eyes
were now fixed on his face in sadness of sympathy, and -with
his dry Ups he touched her forehead.
Then, in the depth of his ovra sorrow and the breadth of
shadow that lay upon him, he looked down at the Uttle one in
Mona's arms, where It leapt and cooed and beat its arms on the
air In a strange wUd joy at this gay spectacle of its father's
funeral, and his eyes fiUed for what the course of its life
would be.
Almost as soon as the Deemster was conscious of the
Bishop's presence in the house he called on the mourners to
make ready, and then six men stepped to the side of the coffin.
' ThorkeU,' said the Bishop calmly, and the bearers paused
while he spoke, ' this haste to put away the body of our dear
Ewan Is unseemly, because it is imneeessary.'
The Deemster made no other answer than a spluttered expression of contempt, and the Bishop spoke again.
'You are aware that there is no canon of the Church requiring it, and no law of State demanding it. That a body from
the sea shaU be buried within the day It has washed ashore is
no more than a custom.'
' Then custom shall be indulp:ed with custom,' said Thorkell
decisively.
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'Not for fifty years has it been observed,' continued the
Bishop; ' and here is an outrage on reason and on the respect
we owe to our dead,'
At this the Deemster said: ' The body is mine, and I wUl
do as I please with it.'
Even the six carriers, with their hands on the coffin, caught
their breath at these words; but the Bishop answered without
anger: ' And the graveyard is mine, in charge for the Church and
God's people, and if I do not forbid the burial, it is because I
would have no wrangling over the grave of my dear boy.'
The Deemster spat on the floor, and called on the carriers to
take up their burden. Then the six men lifted the coffin from
the chairs, and put it into the cart at the door. The other
mourners went out on to the gravel, and such of them as carried
torches and lanterns lighted them there. The Old Hundredth
was then sung, and when its last notes had died on the night
air the springless cart went jolting down the path. Behind it
the mourners ranged themselves two abreast, with the Deemster
walking alone after the cart, and the Bishop last of all.
Mona stood a moment at the open door in the haU that was
now empty and desolate and silent, save for the babblings of the
chUd in her arms. She saw the procession pass through the
gate into the road. After that she went into the house, drew
aside the curtain of her window, and watched the moving lights
until they stopped, and then she knew that they were gathered
about an open grave, and that half of aU that had been very
dear to her In this weary world was gone from it for ever.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE CHILD GHOST IN THE HOUSE,
AFTER the coroner, Quayle the Gyke, had gone through one
part of his dual functions at BaUamona, and thereby discovered
that the body of Ewan had been wrapped in a saUcloth of the
' Ben-my-Chree,' he set out on the other part of his duty, to
find the berth of the fishing-boat, and, if need be, to arrest the
crew. He was in the act of leaving BaUamona when, at the
gate of the high road, he came upon the women and children of
the famUies of the crew he was in search of, and there, at the
moment when the Bishop arrived for the funeral, he heard that
the men had been at sea since the middle of the previous day.
Confirmed in his suspicions, but concealing them, he returned
to the viUage with the terrified women, and on the way he made
his own sinister efforts to comfort them when they mourned as
if their husbands had been lost. ' Aw, no, no, no, never fear;
N 2
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we'll see them again soon enough, I'U go bail,' he said, and in
their guUeless blindness the women were nothing loath to take
cheer from the feUow's dubious smUe,
His confidence was not misplaced, for hardly had he got
back to the -viUage, and stepped into the houses one after
one, making his o-wn covert investigations while he sandwiched
his shrewd questions with solace, when the fishermen themselves, old QuiUeash, CrenneU, Teare, and Corkell, and the lad
Davy Fayle, came tramping up the street. Then there was
wild joy among the children, who clung to the men's legs, and
some sharp nagging among the women, who were by wifely duty
bound to conceal their satisfaction under a proper appearance
of wrath. ' And what for had they been away all night ? ' and
' Didn't they take shame at treating a woman Uke dirt ? ' and
' Just like a man, just, not caring a ha'p'orth, and a woman up
all night, and taking notions about drowning, and more fool
for It.
And when at length there came a cessation of such questions, and the fishermen sat do-wn with an awkward sUence, or
grunted something in an evasive way about' Women preaching
mortal,' and ' Never no reason in them,' then the coroner began
his more searching inquiries. When did they run in with the
cod and ling that was found lying in the tent ? Was there a
real good ' strike ' on that they went out again at half-flood last
night ? Doing much outside ? No ? He wouldn't trust
but they were lying off the Mooragh, eh ? Yes, you say ?
Coorse, coorse. And good ground, too. And where was the
capt'n ? Out with them ? He thought so.
Everything the coroner asked save the one thing on which
his mind was set, but at mention of the Mooragh the women
forgot their o-wn trouble in the greater trouble that was over
the parish, and blurted out with many an expletive the story of
the coming to shore of the body of Ewan, And hadn't they
heard the jeel? Aw, shocking, shocking! And the young
pazon had saUed in their boat, so he had ! Aw, ter'ble, ter'ble!
The coroner kept his eyes fixed on the men's faces, and
marked their confusion with content. They on their part tried
aU their powers of dissembling. First came a fine show of
ferocity. Where were their priddhas and herrings ? Bad sess
to the women, the idle craythurs, did they think a man didn't
want never a taste of nothin' comin' in off the say, afther
workin' for them day and night same as haythen naygroes, and
no thanks for it ?
I t would not do, and the men themselves were the first to
be oonscious tha.t thciy could not strike fire. One after another
shink out of his house untU they were all five on the street in a
group, holding their heads together and muttering. And when
at length the coroner came out of old QuUleash's house, *nd
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leaned against the trammon at the porch, and looked towards
them in the darkness, but said not a word, their self-possession
left them on the Instant, and straightway they took to their
heels.
' Let's away at a slant over the Head and give warning to
Mastha Dan,' they whispered; and this was the excuse they
made to themselves for their flight, just to preserve a Uttle ray
of self-respect.
But the coroner understood them, and he set his face back
towards the churchyard, knowing that the Deemster would be
there by that time.
The Bishop had gone through the ceremony at the graveside with composure, though his voice when he spoke was fuU
of tears, and the hair of his uncovered head seemed to have
passed from iron-grey to white. His grand cahn face was
steadfast, and his prayer was of faith and hope. Only beneath
this white quiet as of a glacier the red riot of a great sorrow
was rife within him.
It was then for the first time in its fullness that—^undisturbed in that solemn hour by coarser fears—he realised the
depth of his grief for the loss of Ewan. That saintly soul
came back to his memory in its beauty and tenderness alone,
and its heat and uncontroUable unreason were forgotten. When
he touched on the mystery of Ewan's death his large wan fact
quivered sUghtly and he paused ; but when he spoke of the hope
of an everlasting reunion, and how aU that was dark would be
made plain and the Judge of all the earth would do right, his
voice grew bold as with a surety of a brave resignation.
The Deemster Ustened to the short night-service with alternate restlessness—tramping lo and fro by the side of the grave
—and cold self-possession, and with a constant hardness and
bitterness of mind, breaking out sometimes into a light trill of
laughter, or again into a hoarse gurgle, as If In scorn of the
Bishop's misplaced confidence. But the crowds that were
gathered around held their breath in awe of the mystery, and
when they sang it was with such an expression of emotion and
fear that no man knew the sound of his own voice.
More than once the Deemster stopped in his imeasy perambulations, and cried ' What's that ? ' as if arrested by sounds
that did not break on the ears of others. But nothing occurred
to disturb the ceremony untU it had reached the point of its
close, and whUe the Bishop was pronouncing a benediction the
company was suddenly thrown into a great tumult.
It was then that the coroner arrived, panting after a long
run. He pushed his way through the crowd, and burst in at
the graveside between the Bishop and the Deemster.
' They've come ashore,' he said eagerly; ' the boat's in
harbour and the men are here.'
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Twenty voices at once cried ' Who ? ' but the Deemster asked
no explanation. ' Take them,' he said, ' arrest them ' ; and his
voice was a bitter laugh and his face in the light of the torches
was fuU of maUce and uncharity.
Jarvis Kerruish stepped out. ' Where are they ?' he asked.
' They've run across the Head in the line of the Cross Veui,'
the coroner answered; ' but six of us will follow them.'
And without more ado he twisted about and impressed the
five men nearest to him into service as constables.
' How many of them are there ?' said Jarvis Kerruish.
' Five, sir,' said the coroner, ' QuiUeash, Teare, Corkell,,
CrenneU, and the lad Davy.'
' Then is he not vrith them ? ' cried the Deemster, in a tone
that went to the Bishop's heart like iron.
The coroner glanced uneasily at the Bishop, and said, ' He
was -with them, and he Is stiU somewhere about.'
'Then away with you; arrest them, quick,' the Deemster
cried In another tone.
' But what of the warrant, sir ? ' said the coroner.
' Simpleton, are you waiting for that ? ' the Deemster
shouted, -with a contemptuous sweep of the hand. ' Where have
you been, that you don't know that your own warrant is
enough? Arrest the scoundrels, and you shaU have warrant
enough when you come back.'
But as the six men were pushing their way through the
people, and leaping the cobble waU of the churchyard, the
Deemster picked from the ground a piece of slate-stone that had
come up from the vault, and scraped his Initials upon It with a
pebble.
' Take this token, and go after them,' he said to Jarvis
Kerruish, and instantly Jarvis was following the coroner and
his constables, with the Deemster's legal warranty for their
proceedings.
It was the work of a moment, and the crowd that had stood
with drooping heads about the Bishop had now broken up in
confusion. The Bishop himself had not spoken; a shade of
bodily pain had passed over his pale face, and a cold damp had
started from his forehead. But hardly had the coroner gone,
or the people recovered from their bewUderment, when the
Bishop lifted one hand to bespeak silence, and then said, in a
tone impossible to describe: ' Can any man say of his o-nm
knowledge that my son was on the " Ben-my-Chree " last night ?'
The Deemster snorted contemptuously, but none made
answer to the Bishop's question.
At that moment there came the sound of a horse's hocfs on
the road, and Imni diately the old archdeacon drew up. He
had been preaching the Christmas sermons at Peeltown that
day, and there he had heard of the death of his grandson, and
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of the suspicions that were in the air concerning It. The dour
spirit of the disappointed man had never gone out with too
much warmth to the Bishop, but had always been ready enough
to cast contempt on the ' moonstruck ways' of the man who
had ' usurped ' his own place of preferment; and now, without
contrition or pity, he was ready to strike his blow at the stricken
man.
' I hear that the " Ben-my-Chree " has put into Peel harbour,'
he said, and as he spoke he leaned across his saddle-bow, with
his russet face towards where the Bishop stood.
• WeU, weU, weU ?' cried the Deemster, rapping out at the
same time his oaths of impatience as fast as a hen might have
pecked.
' And that the crew are not likely to show their faces soon,'
the archdeacon continued,
'Then you're wrong,' said the Deemster imperiously, 'foi
they've done as much already. But what about their owner ?
Was he with them ? Have you seen him ? Quick, let us hear
what you have to say.'
The archdeacon did not shift his gaze from the Bishop's face,
but he answered the Deemster nevertheless.
' Their owner was with them,' he said, ' and woe be to him.
I had as Uef that a mUlstone were hung about my neck as that
I stood before God as the father of that man.'
And with such charity of comfort the old archdeacon aUghted
and walked away with the Deemster at the horse's head. The
good man had preached with unwonted fervour that day from
the Scripture which says, 'With what measure ye mete, it
shaU be measured to you again,'
In another instant the Bishop was no longer the same man.
Conviction of Dan's guUt had taken hold of him. Thus far ho
had borne up against all evil shows, by the strength of his great
faith in his Maker to bring out aU things weU. But at length
that faith was shattered. When the Deemster and the archdeacon went away together, leaving him in the midst of the
people, he stood there, while all eyes were upon him, with the
stupid bewUdered look of one who has been dealt an tmexpected
and dreadful blow. The world itself was crumbling under him.
At that first instant there was something like a ghastly smile
playing over his pale face. Then the truth came roUing over
him. The sight was terrible to look upon. He tottered backwards with a low moan. When his faith went down his manhood went down with It.
' Oh, my son, my son!' he cried again, ' how have you
shortened my days! How have you clothed me with shame I
Oh, my son, my son I'
But love was uppermost even in that bitter hour, and tho
good God sent the stricken man the gift of tears. ' He is dead-
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he is dead!' he cried; ' now is my heart smitten and withered
like grass. Ewan is dead. My son is dead. Can it be true ?
Yes, dead, and worse than dead. Lord, Lord, now let me eat
ashes for bread and mingle my drink with weeping.'
And so he poured out his broken spirit in a torrent of wild
laments. The disgrace that had bent his head heretofore was
but a dream to this deadly reality. ' Oh, my son, my son t
Would God I had died before I saw this day !'
The people stood by whUe the unassuageable grief shook the
Bishop to the soul. Then one of them—it was Thormod Mylechreest, the bastard son of the rich man who had left his offspring to pubUc charity—took the old man by the hand, and the
crowd parted for them. Together they passed out of the churchyard, and out of the hard glare of the torchUght, and set off for
Bishop's Court. It was a pitifiU thing to see. How the old
father, stricken into age by sorrow rather than years, tottered
feebly on the way. How low his white head was bent, as if the
darkness itself had eyes to peer into his darkened soul.
And yet more pitiful was it to see how the old man's broken
spirit, reft of its great bulwark, which lay beneath it like an idol
that was broken, did yet struggle with a vain effort to glean
comfort from Its faUen faith. But every stray text that rose to
his heart seemed to wound it afresh. ' As arrows in the hand
of a mighty man, so are chUdren of the youth.
They shaU
not be ashamed. . Oh, Absalom, my son, my son! .
For
thy sake I have borne reproach; shame hath covered my face.
. . . I am poor and needy; make haste unto me, 0 God, . . .
Hide not Thy face from Thy servant, for I am In trouble. . . ,
O God, Thou knowest my foolishness. .
And Eli said It is
the Lord, let Him do as seemeth Him good, . . The waters
have overwhelmed me, the streams have gone over my soul;
the proud waters have gone over my soul.'
Thus tottering feebly at the side of Mylechreest and leaning
on his arm, the Bishop went his way, and thus the poor dead
soul of the man, whose faith was gone, poured forth its barren
grief. The way was long, but they reached Bishop's Court at
last, and at sight of it a sudden change seemed to come over the
Bishop, He stopped and turned to Mylechreest, and said with
a strange resignation:
' I wUl be quiet. Ewan is dead, and Dan is dead. Surely I
shaU qiuet myself as a child that is weaned of Its mother. Yes,
my soul is even as a weaned child,'
And, -with the simple calmness of a little chUd, he held out
his hand to Mylechreest to bid him fareweU, and when Mylechreest, with s-wimmlng eyes and a throat too fuU for speech,
bent over the old man's hand and put his lips to it, the Bishop
placed the other hand on his head, as It he had asked for a blessmg, and blessed him.
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' Good-night, my son,' he said simply, but Mylechreest could
answer nothing.
The Bishop was turning Into his house when the memory
that had gone from bim for one instant of blessed respite retmrned, and his sorrow bled afresh, and he cried piteously. The
inanimate old place was in a moment full of spectres. For that
night Bishop's Court had gone back ten fuU years, and If It was
not now musical with chUdren's voices, the spirit of one happy
boy stUl Uved in it.
Passing his people In the haU and on the stairs, where, tortured by suspense, bewUdered, distracted, they put their doubts
and rumours together, the Bishop went up to the little room
above the Ubrary that had once been Uttle Danny's room. The
door was locked, but the key was where it had been for many a
day—though Dan in his headstrong waywardness had known
nothing of that—it was in the Bishop's pocket. Inside the room
the muggy odour was of a chamber long shut up. The little bed
was stUl in the corner, and its quilted counterpane lay thick In
dust. Dust covered the waUs, and the floor also, and the table
under the window was heavy with it. Shutting himself in this
dusty crib, the Bishop drew from under the bed a glass-covered
case, and opened it, and Ufted out one by one the things It contained. They were a chUd's playthings—a whip, a glass marble,
a whistle, an old Manx penny, a tomtit's mossy nest with three
speckled blue eggs in it, some pearly sheUs, and a bit of shrivelled
seaweed. And each poor relic as It came up awoke a new
memory and a new grief, and the fingers trembled that held
them. The sense of a boy's sport and a boy's high spirits, long
dumb and dead, touched the old man to the quick within these
heavy waUs.
The Bishop replaced the glass-covered case, locked the room,
and went do-wn to his Ubrary. But the child ghost that lived in
that gaunt old house did not keep to the crib upstairs. Into
this book-clad room it foUowed ihe Bishop, with blue eyes and
laughter on the red lips; with a hop, skip, and a jump, and a
pair of spectacles perched insecurely on the diminutive nose.
Ten years had roUed back for the broken-hearted father that
night, and Dan, who was lost to him In life, lived in his remembrance only as a beautiful, bright, happy, spirited, innocent chUd
that could never grow older, but must be a child for ever.
The Bishop could endure the old house no longer. It was
too fuU of spectres. He would go out and tramp the roads the
long night through. Up and down, up and down, through snow
or rain, under the moonUght or the stars until the day dawned,
and the pitUess sun should rise again over the heedless sleeping
World.
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CHAPTER XXIX,
BY BISHOP'S LAW OK DEEMSTER'S.

THE Bishop had gone into the hall for his cloak and hat when
he came face to face with the Deemster, who was entering the
house. At sight of his brother his bewildered mind made some
feeble efforts to brace itself up.
' Ah, is it you, ThorkeU ? Then you have come at last! I
had given you up. But I am going out to-night. WiU you not
come into the library with me ? But perhaps you are going
somewhere ?
It was a painful spectacle, the strong brain of the strong
man tottering visibly. The Deemster set down his hat and
cane, and looked up with a cold mute stare In answer to his
brother's inconsequent questions. Then, without speaking, he
went into the Ubrary, and the Bishop foUowed him with a feeble,
Irregular step, humming a lively tune—it was ' Sally in Our
Alley '—and smiling a melancholy, jaunty, bankrupt smile.
' Gilchrist,' said the Deemster, imperiously, and he closed the
door behind them as he spoke, ' let us put away aU pretence,
and talk like men. We have serious work before us, I promise

you.'

By a perceptible spasm of will the Bishop seemed to regain
command of his faculties, and his countenance, that had been
meUowed down to most pitiful weakness, grew on the instant
firm and pale.
' What is it, ThorkeU ? ' he said, in a more resolute tone.
Then the Deemster asked deliberately, ' What do you intend to do with the murderer of my son ? '
' What do I mean to do ? I ? Do you ask me what I intend
to do ? ' said the Bishop, in a husky whisper.
' I ask you what you intend to do,' said the Deemster, firmly,
' Gilchrist, let us make no faces. You do not need that I should
tell you what powers of jurisdiction over felonies are held by the
Bishop of this island as its spiritual baron. More than once you
have reminded me, and none too courteously, of those same
powers when they have served your turn. They are to-day
what they were yesterday, and so I ask you again. What do you
intend to do with the murderer of my son ? '
The Bishop's breath seemed suspended for a moment, and
then, in broken accents he said softly, ' You ask me what I intend to do vrith the murderer of our Ewan—his murderer, you
say?'
In a cold and resolute tone the Deemster said again, ' His
murderer,' and bowed stiffly.
The Bishop's confusion seemed to overwhelm him, ' Is it
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not assuming too much, ThorkeU? he said, and whUe his
fingers trembled as he unlaced them before him, the same sad
smUe as before passed across his face.
' Listen, and say whether it is so or not,' said the Deemster,
with a manner of rigid impassibility. ' At three o'clock yesterday my son left me at my own house with the declared purpose
ofgoingin search of your son. With what object? Wait. Athalfpast three he askedfor your son at the house they shared together.
He was then told that your son wotUd be found at the village.
Before four o'clock he Inquired for him at the viUage pothouse,
your son's daUy and nightly haunt. There he was told that the
man he wanted had been seen going down towards the creek, the
frequent anchorage of the fishing-smack the "Ben-my-Chree,"
•with which he has frittered away his time and your money.
As the parish clock was striking four he was seen in the lane
leading to the creek, walking briskly down to it. He was never
seen again.'
' My brother, my brother, what proof is there in that ? ' said
the Bishop, with a gesture of protestation.
' Listen. That creek tmder the Head of Orrisdale is known
to the fisherfolk as the Lockjaw. Do you need to be told why ?
Because there is only one road out of it. My son went into the
creek, but he never left it alive.'
' How is this known, Thorkell ? '
' How ? In this way. Almost Immediately my son had
gone from my house Jarvis Kerruish went after him, to overtake
him and bring him back. Not kno-wing the course, Jarvis had
to feel his way and inquire, but he came upon his trace at last,
and followed Ewan on the road he had taken, and reached the
creek soon after the parish clock struck five. Now, if my son
had returned as he went, Jarvis Kerruish must have met him.'
'Patience, Thorkell, have patience,' said the Bishop. 'If
Ewan found Dan at the Lockjaw Creek, why did not the young
man Jarvis find both of them there ? '
' Why ? ' the Deemster echoed,' because the one was dead,
and the other in hiding.'
The Bishop was standing at that moment by the table, and
one hand was touching something that lay upon It. A cry that
was half a sigh and half a suppressed scream of terror burst from
him. The Deemster understood it not, but set It down to the
searching power of his own words. Shuddering from head to
foot the Bishop looked down at the thing his hand had touched.
It was the miUtia belt. He had left it where It had faUen from
his fingers when the men brought it to him. Beside it, half
hidden by many books and papers, the two smaU daggers lay.
Then a Uttle low cunning crept over the heart of that saintly
man, and he glanced up into his brother's face with a dissembled
look, not of inquiry, but of suppUcation. The Deemster's face
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was imperious, and his eyes betrayed no discovery. He had
seen nothing.
' You make me shudder, ThorkeU,' the Bishop murmured,
and whUe he spoke he Ufted the belt and daggers fiirtively amid
a chaos of loose papers, and whipped them into the door of a
cabinet that stood open.
His dupUcity had succeeded; not even the hoUow ring of
his voice had awakened suspicion, but he sat down with a
crushed and abject mien. His manhood had gone, shame
overwhelmed him, and he ceased to contend.
' I said there was only one way out of the creek,' said the
Deemster, 'but there are two.'
'Ah!'
' The other way is by the sea. My son took that way, but
he took It as a dead man, and when he came ashore he was
wrapped for sea-burial—^by ignorant bimglers who had never
buried a body at sea before—in a saUcloth of the " Ben-myChree.'"
The Bishop groaned, and -^viped his forehead.
' Do you ask for further e-vidence ? ' said the Deemster in a
relentless voice. ' If so, it is at hand. Where was the " Benmy-Chree " last night ? It was on the sea. Last night was
Christmas Eve, a night of twenty old Manx customs. Where
were the boat's crew and owner ? They were away from their
homes. To-day was Christmas Day. Where were the men ?
Their wives and chUdren were waiting for some of them to eat
with them their Christmas dinner and drink their Christmas
ale. But they were not ia their houses, and no one knew where
they were. Can circumstances be more damning? Speak, and
say. Don't -wring your hands; be a man, and look me in the
face.'
' Have mercy, ThorkeU,' the Bishop murmured, utterly
prostrate. But the Deemster went on to lash him as a brutal
master whips a broken-winded horse,
'When the "Ben-my-Chree" came into harbour to-night
what was the behaviour of crew and owner? Did they go
about their business as they are wont to do when wind and tide
has kept them too long at sea ? Did they show their faces
before suspicion as men should who have no fear ? No. They
skulked away. They fled from question. At this moment they
are being pursued.'
The Bishop covered his face with his hands.
' And so I ask you again,' resumed the Deemster,' what do
you intend to do with the murderer of my son ? '
' Oh, Dan, Dan, my boy, my boy !' the Bishop sobbed, and
for a moment his grief mastered aU other emotions.
'Ah ! see how it is ! You name your son, and you know that
he is guUty.'
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The Bishop Ufted up his head, and his eyes flashed, • I do
not know that my son is guUty,' he said in a tone that made the
Deemster pause. But, speedily recovering his self-command,
the Deemster continued In a tone of confidence, 'Your conscience teUs you that It is so.'
The Bishop's spirit was broken In a moment,
' What would you have me do, Thorkell? '
' To present your son for murder In the court of your
barony.'
' Man, man, do you wish to abase me ?' said the Bishop.
' Do you come to drive me to despair ? Is it not enough that I
am bent to the very earth with grief but that you of aU men
should crush me to the dust itself with shame ? Think of it—
my son is my only tie to earth, I have none left but him ; and,
because I am a judge In the island as weU as its poor priest, I
am to take him and put him to death,'
Then his voice, which had been faint, grew formidable.
' What is it you mean by this cruel torture ? If my son is
guilty, must his crime go unpunished though his father's hand
is not lifted against him ? For what business are you yourself
on this little plot of earth ? You are here to punish the evildoer. It is for you to punish him if he is guilty. But no, for
you to do that would be for you to be merciful. Mercy you wiU
not show to him or me. And, to make a crime that Is terrible
at the best, thrice shameful as well, you would put a father as
judge over his son. Man, man, have you no pity ? No bowels
of compassion ? Think of it. My son is myself, life of my life.
Can I lop away my right hand and stiU keep aU my members ?
Only think of it. ThorkeU, Thorkell, my brother, think of it.
I am a father, and so are you. Could you condemn to death
your own son ?'
The sonorous voice had broken again to a sob of supplication,
' Yes, you are a father,' said the Deemster, unmoved,' but
you are also a priest and a judge. Your son is guilty of a
crime
'
' Who says he Is guUty ? '
' Yourself said as much a moment since.'
Have I said so ? What did I say ? They had no cause of
quarrel—Dan and Ewan. They loved each other. But I cannot
think. My head aches. I fear my mind Is weakened by these
terrible events.'
The Bishop pressed his forehead hard like a man In bodUy
pain, but the Deemster showed no ruth.
' It Is now for you to put the father aside and let the priest
judge come forward. It is your duty to God and your Church.
Cast your selfish interests behind you and quit yourself like one
to whom all eyes look up. The Bishop has a sacred mission,
Fulfil it. You have punished offenders against' God's law and
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the Church's rule beforetime. Don't let it be said that the laws
of God and Church are to pass by the house of their Bishop.'
' Pity, pity ! have pity,' the Bishop murmured.
' Set your own house in order, or with what courage wUl you
ever again dare to intrude upon the houses of your people?
Now is your time to show that you can practise the hard doctrine that you have preached. Send him to the scaffold, yes, to
the scaffold
'
The Bishop held up his two hands and cried,' Listen, listen.
What would it avaU you though my son's Ufe were given in
forfeit for the Ufe of your son ? You never loved Ewan. Ah !
It is true, as Heaven is my witness, you never loved him.
While I shaU have lost two sons at a blow. Are you a Christian,
to thirst Uke this for blood ? It is not justice you want; it is
vengeance. But vengeance belongs to God,'
' Is h^ not guUty ? ' the Deemster answered, * And Is it not
your duty and mine to punish the guUty ? '
But the Bishop went on impetuously, panting as he spoke,
and in a faint, broken tone :
' Then if you should be mistaken—if aU this that you teU
me should be a fatal coincidence that my son cannot explain
away ? What if I took him and presented him, and sent birn to
the gallows, as you say, and some day, when aU that is now
dark became light, and the truth stood revealed, what if then I
had to say to myself before God, " I have taken the Ufe of my
son ? " Brother, is your heart brazed out that you can think of
it without pity ? '
The Bishop had dropped to his knees,
' I see that you are a coward,' said the Deemster, contemptuously. ' And so this is what your religion comes to ! I teU
you that the eyes of the people of this island are on you. If
you take the right course now their reverence is yours; If the
wrong one, it tviU be the worst evil that has ever befaUen you
from your youth upwards.'
The Bishop cried, ' Mercy, mercy, for Christ's sake, mercy I'
and he looked about the room with terrified eyes, as if he would
fly from it if he could.
But the Deemster's lash had one still heavier blow,
' More, more,' he said, ' your Church Is on its trial also, and
if you fail of your duty now, the people wUl rise and sweep it
away,'
Then a great spasm of strength came to the Bishop, and he
rose to his feet,
' Silence, sir !' he said, and the Deemster quailed visibly
before the heat and fiame of his voice and manner.
But the spasm was gone in an instant, for his faith was dead
&8 his soul was dead, and only the galvanic impulse of the
outraged thing remained And truly his faith had taken his
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manhood with it, for he sat down and sobbed. In a few
moments more the Deemster left him without another word.
Theirs had been a terrible interview, and its mark remained to
the end like a brand of iron on the hearts of both the brothers.
The night was dark but not cold, and the roads were soft and
draggy. Over the long mUe that divided Bishop's Com-t from
BaUamona the old Deemster walked home with a mind more at
ease than he had known for a score of years. ' It was true
enough, as he said, that I never loved Ewan,' the Deemster
thought. ' But then whose was the fault but Ewan's own ? At
every step he was against me, and if he took the side of the
Bishop and his waistrel son he did it to his own confusion. And
he had his good parts, too. Patient and long-suffering like his
mother, poor woman, dead and gone. A little like my old father
also, the simple soul. With fire, too, and rather headstrong at
times. I wonder how it aU happened.'
Then, as he trudged along through the dark roads, his mind
turned fuU on Dan. ' He must die,' he thought with content
and a secret satisfaction. ' By Bishop's law or Deemster's he
cannot faU but be punished with death. And so this is the end I
He was to have his foot on my neck some day. So much for
the brave vaunt and prophecy. And when he is dead my fate is
broken. Tut, who talks of fate In these days ? Idle chatter
and balderdash!'
When the Deemster got to BaUamona he found the coroner,
Quayle the Gyke, in the hall awaiting him. Jarvis Kerruish
was on the settle pushing off his slush-covered boots with a bootjack.
' Why, what ? How's this ? ' said the Deemster.
' They've escaped us so far,' said the coroner meekly.
' Escaped you ? What ? In this Uttle rat-hole of an Island,
and they've escaped you ? '
' We gave them chase for six miles, sir. They've taken the
mountains for it. Up past the Sherragh Vane at Sulby, and
under SnaefeU and Beinn-y-Phott —that's their way, sir. And
it was black dark up yonder, and we had to leave it tiU the
morrow. We'll take them, sir, make yourself easy.'
' Had any one seen them ? Is he with them ? '
' Old Moore, the miUer at Sulby, saw them as they went by
the miU runmng mortal hard. But he told us no, the captain
wasn't among them.'
' What! then you've been wasting your wind over the fishermen whUe he has been clearing away ? '
Jarvis Kerruish raised his head from where he was puUing
on his sUppers.
' Set your mind at rest, sir,' he said calmly. ' We wiU find
him, though he lies like a toad xmder a stone.'
' Mettle, mettle,' the Deemster chuckled into his breast, and
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proceeded to throw off his cloak. Then he turned to the coroner
Bgain.
' Have you summoned the jury of inquiry ? '
' I have, sir—six men of the parish—court-house at Ramsey
^ eight in the morning,'
' We must indict the whole six of them. You have their
names ? Jar-vis will VTrite them down for you. We cannot have
five of them gi-vlng evidence for the sixth.'
The Deemster left the hall with his quick and restless step,
and turned into the dining-room, where Mona was helping to
lay the supper. Her face was very pale, her eyes were red with
long weeping, she moved to and fro with a slow step, and misery
itself seemed to sit on her. But the Deemster saw nothing of
this, ' Mona,' he said,' you must be stirring before daybreak
to-morrow.'
She lifted her face with a look of Inquiry.
' We breakfast at half-past six, and leave In the coach at
seven.'
With a puzzled expression she asked In a low tone where
they were to go,
' To Ramsey, for the court of inquiry,' he answered with
complacency.
Mona's left hand went up to her breast, and her breath came
quick.
' But why am I to go ? ' she asked timidly.
' Because In cases of this kind, when the main e-videnoe is
circumstantial, it Is necessary to prove a motive before it is
possible to frame an indictment.'
' Well, father ? ' Mona's red eyes opened wide with a startled
look, and their long lashes trembled.
' WeU, girl, you shaU prove the motive.'
The Deemster opened the snuff-horn on the mantleshelf.
' I am to do so ? '
The Deemster glanced up sharply under his spectacles.
• Yes, you, child, you,' he said, with quiet emphasis, and lifted
his pinch of snuff to his nose.
Mona's breast began to heave, and all her slight frame to
quiver.
' Father,' she said faintly,' do you mean that I am to be the
chief witness against the man who took my brother's life ? '
' Well, perhaps, but we shall see. And now for supper, and
then to bed, for we must be stirring before the lark.'
Mona was going out of the room with a heavy step when
the Deemster, who had seated himself at the table, raised hia
Byes. ' Wait,' he said ; ' when were you last out of the house ?'
' Yesterday morning, sir, I was at the ploughing match.'
• Have you had any yisitors since five last night ?'
' Visitors—five—I do not understand
'
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' That wiU do, chUd.'
_
Jarvis Kerruish came into the room at this moment. He
was the Deemster's sole companion at supper that night. And
so ended that terrible Christmas Day.

CHAPTER XXX.
THE DEEMSTER'S INQUEST.

IT was at the late dawn of the following morning that Dan
Mylrea fiscaped from his night-long burial in the shaft of the
disused lead mine. On his way to BaUamona he went by the
little shed where Mrs. Kerriush lived with her daughter MaUy.
The sound of his footstep on the path brought the old woman
lo the doorway.
' Asking pardon, sir,' the old body said,' and which way may
you be going ?'
Dan answered that he was going to BaUamona.
'Not to the Deemster's? Yes? Och! no. Why, d'ye say?
WeU, my daughter was away at the Street last night—where
she aUis Is o' nights, more's the pity, leaving me, a lone woman,
to fret and fidget—and there in the house where they teU aU
the newses, the guzzling craythurs, they were sayin' that maybe
it was yourself as shouldn't trouble the Deemster for a bit of a
speU longer.'
Dan took no further heed of the old woman's warning than
to thank her as he passed on. When he got to BaUamona tha
famUiar place looked strange and empty. He knocked, but
there was no answer. He caUed, but there was no reply.
Presently a foot on the gravel woke the vacant stillness. It
was Hommy-beg, and at sight of Dan he Ufted both his hands.
Then, amid many solemn exclamations, slowly, disjointedly,
explaining, excusing, Hommy told what had occurred. And no
sooner had Dan realised the business that was afoot, and that
the Deemster, with Jarvis Kerruish and Mona, were gone to
Ramsey on a court of Inquiry touching Ewan's death, than he
straightway set his face In the same direction.
' The court begins Its business at eight, you say ? WeU,
good-bye, Hommy, and God bless you I' he said, and turned
sharply away. But he stopped suddenly, and came back the
pace or two. ' Wait, let us shake hands, old friend; we ma^
Dot have another chance. Good-bye.'
In a moment Dan was going at a quick pace dovim the road.
It was a heavy morning. The mists were gliding slowly up
the mountains in grim, hooded shapes, their long white skirts
BWeeping the meadows as they passed. Overhead the sky was
0
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dim and empty. Underfoot the roads were wet and thick. Bat
Dan felt notliing of this wintry gloom. It did not touch his
emancipated spirit. His face seemed to open as he walked, and
his very stature to Increase. He reflected that the lumbering
coach which carried the Deemster and his daughter and bastard
son must now be far on its way through the ruts of this rough
turnpike that lay between Michael and Ramsey. And he
pushed on with new vigour.
He passed few persons on the roads. The houses seemed to
be deserted. Here or there a Uttle brood of children played
about a cottage door. He haUed them cheerUy as he went by,
hnd could not help observing that when the little ones recognised
him they dropped their play and huddled together at the
threshold Uke sheep affrighted.
As he passed into Ballaugh under the foot of Glen Dhoo he
came upon Corlett BaUafayle. The great man opened his eyes
wide at sight of Dan, and made no answer to his salutation;
but when Dan had gone on some distance he turned, as If by a
sudden impulse, and haUed him with scant ceremony.
' Ay, why do you take that road ? '
Dan twisted his head, but he did not stop, and Corlett
BaUafayle laughed in his throat at a second and more satisfying
reflection, and then, without waiting for an answer to his
question, he waved the back of one hand, and said,' AU right,
FoUow on. It's nothing to me.'
Dan had seen the flicker of good-wUl, foUowed by the flame
of uncharity, that flashed over the man's face, but he had no
taste or time for parley. Pushing on past the muggy Inn by
the bridge, past the smithy that stood there and the brewery
that stood opposite, he came Into the viUage. There the women,
standing at their doors, put their heads together, looked after
him and whispered, and, Uke Corlett BaUafayle, forgot to
answer his greeting. It was then that over his new-found
elevation of soul Dan felt a creeping sense of shame. The
horror and terror that had gone before had left no room for the
lower emotion. Overwhelmed by a crushing idea of his guilt
before God, he had not realised his position In the eyes of his
feUow-men. But now he reaUsed it and knew that his crime was
kno-wn. He saw himself as a hunted man, a homeless, friendless wanderer on the earth, a murderer from whom aU must
shrink. His head fell Into his breast as he walked, his eyes
dropped to the ground, he lifted his face no more to the faced
of the people whom he passed, and gave none his salutation.
The mists lifted off the mountains as the morning wore on,
and the bald cro-wns were seen against the empty sky. Dan
quickened his pace. When he came to Sulby it had almost
quickened to a rvm, and as he went by the miU in the viUage he
noticed that old Moore, the mlUer, who was a square-set;
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middle-aged man with a heavy jowl, stood at the open door and
watched him. He did not lift his eyes, but he was conscious
that Moore turned hurriedly into the miU, and that at the next
instant one of his men came as hurriedly out of it.
In a few minutes more he was at the bridge that crosses the
Sulby river, and there he was suddenly confronted by a gang of
men, with Moore at their head. They had crossed the river by
the ford at the mill-side, and running along the southern bank
of it had come up to the bridge at the moment that Dan waa
about to cross It from the road. Armed with heavy sticks, which
they carried threateningly, they caUed on Dan to surrender
himself. Dan stopped, looked into their hot faces, and said,
' Men, I know what you think, but you are wrong. I am not
running away ; I am going to Ramsey court-house.'
At that the men laughed derisively, and the miller said -with a
grin that if Dan was on his road to Ramsey they would take the
pleasure of his company, just to see him safely landed there.
Dan's manner was quiet. He looked about him with calm
but searching looks. At the opposite bank of the river, close to
the foot of the bridge, there was a smithy. At that moment the
smith was hooping a cart-wheel, and his striker set down his
sledge and tied up his leather apron to look on and Usten.
' Men,' said Dan again in a voice that was low, but strong
and resolute,' it Is the truth that I am on my way to Ramsey
court-house, but I mean to go alone, and don't Intend to allow
any man to take me there as a prisoner.'
' A likely tale,' said the miller, and with that he stepped up
to Dan and laid a hand upon his arm. At the next moment the
man of flour had loosed his grip with a shout, and his white
coat was roUing in the thick mud of the wet road. Then the
other men closed around with sticks uplifted, but before they
quite realised what they were to do, Dan had twisted some steps
Jifiide, darted through them, laid hold of the smith's sledge,
B\'rang it on his shoulder, and faced about.
' Now, men,' he said as calmly as before,' none of you shall
take me to Ramsey, and none of you shall follow me there. I
must go alone.'
The men had fallen quickly back. Dan's strength of muscle
was known, and his stature was a thing to respect. They were
sUent for a moment and dropped their sticks. Then they
began to mutter among themselves, and ask what it was to
them after all, and what for should they meddle, and what was
a few shiUin' anyway ?
Dan and his sledge passed through. The encounter had
cost him some minutes of precious time, but the ardour of his
purpose had suffered no abatement from the untoward event,
though his heart was the heavier for it and the dreary day
looked the darker.
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Near the angle of the road that turns to the left to Ramsey
fcnd to the right to the Sherragh Vane, there was a little
thatched cottage of one story, with its window level with the
road. It was the house of a cobbler named CaUister, a lean,
hungry, elderly man, who lived there alone under the ban of an
old rumour of evU doings of some sort in his youth. Dan knew
the poor soul. Such human ruins had never been quarry to
him, the big-hearted scapegrace, and now, drawing near, he
heard the beat of the old man's hammer as he worked. The
hammering ceased, and CaUister appeared at his door.
' Capt'n,' he stammered,' do you know—do you know
?'
He tried to frame his words and coidd not, and at last he blurted
ont, ' Quayle the Gyke drove by an hour ago.'
Dan knew what was In the heart of the poor battered
creature, and it touched him deeply. He was moving ofi
without speaking, merely waving his hand for answer and adieu,
when the cobbler's dog, as lean and hungry as its master to
look upon, came from the house and looked up at Dan out of its
rheumy eyes and Ucked his hand.
The cobbler stUl stood at his door, fumbling In his fingers
his cutting-knife, worn obliquely to the point, and struggling to
speak more plainly.
' The Whitehaven packet leaves Ramsey to-night, capt'n,' he
said.
Dan waved his hand once more. His heart sank yet lower.
Only by the very dregs of humanity, the very quarry of mankind, and by the dumb creatures that licked his hand, was his
feUowship rewarded. Thus had he wasted his fideUty, and
thrown his loyalty away. In a day he had become a hunted
man. So much for the world's gratitude and even the world's
pity. And yet, shunned or hunted, a mark for the finger of
shame or an aim for the hand of bate, he felt, as he had felt
before, bound by strong ties to his fellow-creatures. He was
about to part from them ; he was meeting them for the last
time. Not even their coldest glance of fear or suspicion made
a caU on his resolution.
At every step his impatience became more lively. Through
Lezayre, and past Milnto-wn, he walked at a quick pace. He
dared not run, lest his eagerness hould seem to betray him
and he should meet with another such obstacle as kept him
back at Sulby Bridge, At length he was walking through the
streets of Ramsey. He noticed that most of the people who
passed him gave him a hurried and startled look, and went
quickly on. He reached the court-house at last. Groups stood
about the Saddle Inn, and the south side of the enclosure within
the rails was crowded. The clock in the church tower in the
market-place beyond was striking nine. It was whUe buUding
that square tower, twenty years before, that the mason Looney
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bad dropped to his knees on the scaffold and asked the blessing
of the Bishop as he passed. To the Bishop's son the clock dt
the tower seemed now to be striking the hour of doom.
The people within the raUs of the courtyard feU aside as
Dan pushed his way through, and the dull buzz of their gossip
fell straightway to a great sUence. But those who stood nearest
the porch were straining their necks towards the inside of the
court-house in an effort to see and hear. Standing behind them
for an instant Dan heard what was said in whispers by those
within to those without, and thus he learned what had been
done.
The Deemster's Inquest had been going on for an hour.
First, the landlady of the ' Three Legs of Man' had sworn that,
at about three o'clock on Christmas Eve, Parson Ewan had inquired at her house for Mr. Dan Mylrea, and had been directed
to the creek known sometimes as the Lockjaw. Then, the
butcher from the shambles in the lane had sworn that Parson
Ewan had passed him walking towards the creek; and the longshore fisherman who brought the body to Bishop's Court gave
evidence as to when (ten o'clock on Christmas morning) and
where (the coral ground for herrings, called the Mooragh) it
came ashore. After these, Jarvis Kerruish had sworn to foUowing Parson Ewan within half an hour of the deceased leaving
BaUamona, to hearing a loud scream as he approached the lane
leading to Orris Head, and to finding at the creek the fisher lad
Da-vy Fajle, whose manner awakened strong suspicion when he
was questioned ab to whether he had seen Parson Ewan and
his master, Mr. Daniel Mylrea. The wife of one of the crew of
the ' Ben-my-Chree' had next been called to say that the fishing-boat had been at sea from high-water on Christmas Eve.
The woman had given her evidence with obvious diffidence
and some confusion, repeating and contradicting herself, being
sharply reprimanded by the Deemster, and finaUy breaking
down into a torrent of tears. When she had been removed the
housekeeper at the old BaUamona, an uncomfortable, bewildered
old body, stated that Mr. Dan Mylrea had not been home since
the early morning on the day before Christmas Day. Finally,
the harbour-master at Peel had identified the sailcloth In which
the body had been wrapped as a drift yawlsail of the ' Ben-myChree,' and he had also sworn that the lugger of that name had
come into the harbour at low-water the previous night, with the
men QuUleash, Teare, CorkeU, CrenneU, and Davy Fayle, as
weU as the owner, Mr. Dan Mylrea, aboard of her.
Without waiting to hear more, Dan made one great call on
his resolution and pushed his way through the porch into the
court-house. Then he realised that there -was stiU some vfrtue
left in humanity. No sooner had the people in the court become
»ware of his presence among them than one stepped before him
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as if to conceal him from those in front, while another tapped
him on the shoulder, and elbowed a way out, beckoning hi in to
foUow as if some pressing errand called him away.
But Dan's purpose was fixed, and no cover for cowardice
avaUed to shake it. Steadfast and sUent he stood at the back
of the court, half hidden by the throng about him, trying to look
on with a cool countenance, and to fix his attention on the proceedings of his own trial. At first he was conscious of no more
than the obscurity of the dusky place and a sort of confused
murmur that rose from a table at the farther end. For a whUe
he looked stupidly on, and even trembled slightly. But all at
once he found himself Ustening and seeing all that was going
on before him.
The court-house was densely crowded. On the bench sat
the Deemster, his thin, quick face as sharp as a pen within
his hea-vy wig. Jarvis Kerruish and Quayle, the coroner, stood
at a table beneath. Stretched on the top of this table was a
canvas saU. Six men from Michael sat to the right as a jury.
But Dan's eyes passed over all these as if scarcely conscious of
their presence, and turned by an instinct of which he knew
nothing towards the witness-box. And there Mona herself was now standing. Her face was very pale and drawn
hard about the lips, which were set firm, though the nostrils
quivered visibly. She wore a dark cloak of half-conventual
pattern, with a hood that feU back from the close hat that sat
like a nun's cap about her smooth forehead. Erect she stood,
with the fire of two hundred eager eyes upon her, but her bosom
heaved and the fingers of her ungloved hand gi-ipped nervously
the raU In front of her.
In an instant the thin shrill voice of the Deemster broke on
Dan's consciousness, and he knew that he was Ustening to his
own trial, with Mona put up to give evidence against him.
' When did you see your brother last ? '
' On the afternoon of the day before yesterday.'
•At what hour?'
• At about two o'clock.'
' What passed between you at that interview ?'
There was no answer to this question.
' TeU the jury if there was any unpleasantness between you
and your brother at two o'clock the day before yesterday,'
There was a pause, and then the silence was broken by the
reply, meekly spoken, ' It is true that he was angry.'
' What was the cause of his anger ? '
Another pause and no answer. The Deemster repeated his
question, and stiU there was no reply.
' Listen; on your answer to this question the burden of the
indictment must rest. Circumstance points but too plainly to a
crime. It points to one man as perpetrator of that crime, and
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to five other men as accessories to it. But it is necessary that
the jury should gather an idea of the motive that inspired it.
And so I ask again, what was the difference between you and
your brother at your interview on the afternoon of the day before
yesterday ? '
There was a deep hush in the court A gloomy, echoless
silence, like that which goes before a storm, seemed to brood
over the place. AU eyes were turned to the witness-box.
' Answer,' said the Deemster, with head aslant. ' I ask for
an answer—I demand it.'
Then the -witness Ufted up her great, soft, Uquid oyes to the
Deemster's face, and spoke: ' Is it the judge or the father that
demands an answer ? ' she said.
' The judge, the judge,' the Deemster replied with emphasis,
' we know of no father here.'
At that the burden that had rested on Mona's quivering face
seemed to Uft away. ' Then, If it Is the judge that asks the
question, I wUl not answer it.'
The Deemster leaned back In his seat, and there was a low
rtunble among the people In the court. Dan found his breath
coming audibly from his throat, his finger-naUs digging trenches
in his pahns, and his teeth set so hard on his Ups that both teeth
and Ups were bleeding.
After a moment's sUence the Deemster spoke again, but more
softly than before, and In a tone of suavity.
' If the judge has no power with you, make answer to the
father,' and he repeated his question.
Amid sUence that was painful Mona said, in a tremidous
voice,' It Is not in a court of justice that a father should expect
an answer to a question Uke that.'
Then the Deemster lost all self-control, and shouted in his
shrUl treble that, whether as father or judge, the witness's
answer he should have ; that on that answer the giulty man
should yet he indicted, and that even as it would be damning to
that man so it should hang him.
The spectators held their breath at the Deemster's words and
looked aghast at the li-vid face on the bench. They were accus.
tomed to the Deemster's fits of rage, but such an outbreak of
wrath had never before been witnessed. The gloomy sUence
was unbroken for a moment, and then there came the sound of
the suppressed weeping of the witness.
' Stop that noise I' said the Deemster. ' We know for whom
you shed your tears. But you shall yet do more than cry for
the man. If a word of yours can send him to the gaUows, that
word shall yet be spoken.'
Dan saw and heard all. The dark place, the judge, the jury,
the sUent throng, seemed to swim about him. For a naoment he
struggled with himself, scarcely able to control the Impulse to
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push through and tear the Deemster from his seat. At the next instant, with complete self-possession and stronghold of his passions,
he had parted the people in front of him, and was making his
way to the table beneath the bench. Dense as the crowd was
it seemed to open of Itself before him, and only the low rumble
of many subdued voices floated faintly in his ear. He was conscious that aU eyes were upon him, but most of all that Mona
was watching him with looks of pain and fear.
He never felt stronger than at that moment. Long enough
he had hesitated, and too often he had been held back, but now
his time was come. He stopped in front of the table, and said
in a fuU clear voice,' I am here to surrender—I am guilty.'
The Deemster looked down in bewUderment; but the coroner,
recovering quickly from his first amazement, bustled up with
the air of a constable making a capture, and put the fetters on
Dan's -wrists.
What happened next was never afterwards rightly known to
any of the astonished spectators. The Deemster asked the jury
for their verdict, and Immediately afterwards he caUed on the
clerk to prepare the indictment.
' Is it to be for this man only, or for aU six ?' the clerk
asked.
' AU six,' the Deemster answered.
Then the prisoner spoke again. 'Deemster,' he said, 'the
other men are innocent.'
' Where are they ? '
' I do not know.'
' If Innocent, why are they in hiding ? '
' I tell you, sir, they are Innocent. Their only fault is that
they have tried to be loyal to me.'
' Were they with you when the body was buried ? '
Dan made no answer.
' Did they bury It ? '
StiU no answer. The Deemster turned to the clerk,' The six.'
' Deemster,' Dan said, with stubborn resolution, ' why should
I tell you what is not true ? I have come here when, like the
men themselves, I might have kept away.'
' You have come here, prisoner, when the hand of the law
was upon you, when its vengeance was encircling you, entrapping
you, when it was useless to hold out longer; you have come
here thinking to lessen your punishment by your surrender.
But you have been mistaken. A surrender extorted when
capture is certain, like a confession made when crime cannot
be denied, has never yet been allowed to lessen the punishment
of the guilty. Nor shaU it lessen it now.'
Then as the Deemster rose a cry rang through the court. It
was such a cry out of a great heart as teUs a whole story to a
multitude. In a moment the people saw and knew all. They
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looked at the two who stood before them, Dan and Mona, th«
prisoner and the -witness, with eyes that filled, and from their
dry throats there rose a deep groan from their midst.
' I teU you, Deemster, it is false, and the men are innocent,'
said Dan.
The clerk was seen to hand a document to the Deemster,
who took a pen and signed it.
'The accused stands committed for trial at the Court of
General Gaol DeUvery.'
At the next moment the Deemster was gone.
CHAPTER XXXI,
FATHER AND SON,

THE prison for felons awaiting trial in the civil courts was in
Castle Rushen, at Castletown, but Dan Mylrea was not taken to
it. There had been a general rising in the south of the Island
on the introduction of a coinage of copper money, and so many
of the rioters had been arrested and committed for trial, without
baU, at the Court of General Gaol DeUvery, that the prison at
Castle Rushen was fuU to overflowing. Twenty men had guarded
the place day and night, being relieved every twenty-four hours
by as many more from each parish In rotation, some of them the
kith and kin of the men imprisoned, and all summoned to Castletown in tbe morning by the ancient mode of fixing a wooden
cross over their doors at night.
0-wIng to this circumstance the Deemster made the extraordinary blunder of ordering his coroner to remove Dan to tho
prison beneath the ruined castle at Peeltown. Now, the prison
on St. Patrick's islet had for centuries been under the control of
the Spiritual Courts, and was stiU available for use In the execntion of the ecclesiastical censures. The gaoler was the parish
sumner, and the sole governor and director was the Bishop
himself. AU this the Deemster knew fiUl weU, and partly ia
defiance of his brother's authority, partly in contempt of it, but
mainly In bitter disdain of his utter helplessness, where his son's
guUt was manifest and confessed, he arrogated the right, without
sanction from the spiritual powers, of committing Dan to the
Church prison, the civU prison being fuU.
It was a foul and loathsome dungeon, and never but once
had Bishop Mylrea been known to use It. Dark, smaU, damp,
entered by a score of narrow steps, down under the vaults on the
floor of the chapel, over the long runnels made in the rock by the
sea, it was as vile a hole as the tyranny of the Churph ever
turned Into a gaol for the punishment of those who resisted its
»UthorIty.
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The sumner In charge was old Baton Gorry, of Kirk Patrick,
a feeble soul with a vast respect for authority, and no powers of
nice distinction between those who were placed above him.
When he received the Deemster's warrant for Dan's committal
he did not doubt Its vaUdity; and when Quayle, the coroner,
for his own share ordered that the prisoner should be kept
in the close confinement of the dungeon, he acquiesced without
question.
If Dan's humUiation down to this moment had not beengaU
and wormwood to his proud and stubborn spirit the fault did not
lie at the door of Quayle the Gyke. Every indignity that an
unwUling prisoner could have been subjected to Dan underwent.
From the moment of leaving the court-house at Ramsey, Dan
was pushed and huddled and imperiously commanded -with such
an abundant lack of need and reason that at length the people
who crowded the streets or looked from their windows—the same
people, many of them, who had shrunk from Dan as he entered
the town=—shouted at the coroner and groaned at him. But
Dan himself, who had never before accepted a blow from any
man without returning it, was seen to walk tamely by the
coroner's side, towering above him in great stature, but taking
his rough handUng Uke a chUd at his knees.
At the door of the prison where Quayle's function ended that
of the sumner began, and old Gorry was a man of another
motdd. Twenty times he had taken charge of persons imprisoned six days for incontinence, and once he had held the
governor's -wife twelve hours for slander, and once again a fighting clergyman seven days for heresies in looking towards Rome,
but never before had he put man, woman, or chUd Into the
pestilential hole under the floor of the old chapel. Dan he remembered since the Bishop's son was a boy in corduroys, and
when the rusty key of the dungeon turned on him with a growl
in Its wards, and old Gorry went shivering to the guard-room
above and kindled himself a fire there and sat and smoked, the
good man under his rough surtout got the better of the bad
gaoler. Then down he went again, and -with a certain shamefacedness, some half-comic, half-pathetic efforts of professional
reserve, he said he wouldn't object, not he. If Dan had a mind to
come up and warm himself. But Dan declined with words of
cold thanks.
' No, Gorry,' he'said,' I don't know that I feel the cold.'
' Oh, all right, aU right, sit ye there, sit ye there,' said Gorry.
He whipped about with as much of largeness as he could simulate,
rattled his keys as he went back, and even hummed a tune as he
climbed the narrow stairs. But, warming itself at the fire, the poor
human nature in the old man's breast began to tear him pitilessly. He could got no peace for memories that would arise of
the days when Dan plagued him sorely, the sad little happy dog.
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Then np he rose again, and down he went to the dungeon once
more.
' I respects the ould Bishop,' he said, just by way of preliminary' apology and to help him to carry off his intention,' and if
it be so that a man has done -wrong I don't see—I don't see,' he
stammered, ' It isn't natheral that he should be starved aUve
anyway, and a cold -winter's night too,'
' It's no more than I deserve,' Dan mumbled; and at that
word old Gorry whipped about as before, repeating loftUy,' Sit
ye there, sit ye there.'
It was not for him to cringe and sue to a prisoner to come up
out of that foul hole, och ! no; and the Bishop's sumner Inflated
his choking chest and went back for another pipe. But half an
hour later the night had closed In, and old Gorry, with a lantern
in his hand, was at the door of Dan's prison again.
' To teU the truth, sir,' he muttered,' I can't get lave for a
wink of sleep up yonder, and If you don't come up to the fire I
wouldn't trust but I'U be forced to stay down here In the cold
myself.'
Before Dan could make answer there came a loud knocking
from overhead. In another moment the key of the door had
turned in its lock from without, and Gorry's uncertain footfaU
was retreating on the steps.
When Dan had first been left alone in his dark cell he had
cast himself down on the broad slab cut from the rock which was
his only seat and bed. His suspense was over; the weight of
uncertainty was Ufted from his brain; and he tried to tell himself that he had done weU. He thought of Ewan now with other
feelings than before—of his uprightness, his tenderness, his
brotherly affection, his frequent intercession and no less frequent
self-sacrifice. Then he thought of his own headlong folly, his
blank insensitlveness, his cold ingratitude, and, last of aU, of his
bltmdering passion and mad wrath. All else on both sides was
blotted from his memory in that hour of dark searching. Alone
with his crime—tortured no more by bUnd hopes of escaping its
penalty, or dread misgivings as to the measure of his guilt—his
heart went out to the true friend whose life he had taken with a
great dumb yearning and a bitter remorse. No cruel voice
whispered now in palliation of his offence that it had not been
murder, but the accident of self-defence. He had proposed the
fight that ended with Ewan's death, and, when Ewan would have
abandoned it, he, on his part, would hear of no truce. Murder
it was; and, bad as murder is at the best, this murder had been,
of all murders., most base and foul. Yes, he had done -well.
Here alone could he know one hour of respite from terrible
thoughts. This dark vault was his only resting-place until he
came to lie in the last resting-place of all. There could be no
going back. Life was for ever closed against him. He ha(?
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spIUed the blood of the man who had loved him with more than
a brother's love, and to whom his own soul had been grappled
with hooks of steel. It was enough, and the sick certainty of
the doom before him was easiest to bear.
It was with thoughts Uke these that Dan had spent his first
hours in prison, and when old Gorry had interrupted them time
after time with poor Uttle troubles about the freezing cold of the
pestilential place he hardly saw through the old man's simulation Into the tender bit of human nature that lay behind it.
A few minutes after Gorry had left the ceU, in answer to the
loud knocking that had echoed through the empty chambers
overhead, Dan could hear that he was returning to it, halting
slowly down the steps with many a pause, and mumbling
remarks meantime, as if lighting some one who came after him.
' Yes, my lord, it's dark, very dark. I'U set the lantern here,
my lord, and turn the key.'
In another moment old Gorry was at Dan's side, saying, in
a fearful under-tone, ' Lord a massy I It's the Bishop hisself.
I Ued to him mortal, so I did—but no use—I said you were
sleeping, but no good at aU at aU, He wouldn't take rest without putting a sight on you. Here he is
Come in, my lord.'
Almost before Dan's mind, distraught by other troubles, had
time to grasp what Gorry said, the old gaoler had clapped his
lantern on the floor of the cell, and had gone from it, and Dan
was alone with his father,
'Dan, are you awake ?' the Bishop asked, in a low, eager tone.
His eyes were not yet famUiar with the half-light of the dark
place, and he could not see his son. But Dan saw his father
only too plainly, and one glance at him in that first Instant of
recovered consciousness went far to banish as an empty sophism
the soothing assurance he had lately nursed at his heart that
in what he had done he had done weU.
The Bishop was a changed and shattered man. His very
stature seemed to have shrunk, and his Jovian white head was
dipped into his breast. His great calm front was gone, and in
the feeble light of the lantern on the floor his eyes were altered
and his face seemed to be cut deep with Unes of fear and even
of cunning. His irresolute mouth was half-open, as if it had only
just emitted a startled cry. In one of his hands he held a small
parcel bound tightly -with a broad strap, and the other hand
wandered nervously in the air before him.
Dan saw everything in an Instant. This, then, was the firstfruits of that day's work. He rose from his seat.
' Father 1' he cried, in a faint tremulous voice.
' My son! * the Bishop answered, and for some swift moments thereafter the past that had been very bitter to both was
remembered no more by either.
But the sweet oblivion was cruelly brief. ' Wait,' the Bishop
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whispered, ' are we alone ? ' And with that the once stately
man of God crept on tip-toe like a cat to the door of the ceU,
and put his head to It and listened.
' Art thou there, Paton Gorry ? ' he asked, feebly simulating
his accustomed tone of quiet authority.
Old Gorry answered from the other side of the door that he
was there, that he was sitting on the steps, that he was not sleeping, but waiting my lord's return.
The Bishop crept back to Dan's side with the same cat-like
step as before. 'You are safe, my son,' he whispered in his low
eager tone. ' You shaU leave this place. It is my prison, and
you shaU go free.'
Dan had watched his father's movements with a sickening
sense.
' Then you do not know that I surrendered ? ' he said faintly.
'Yes, yes, oh yes, I know It. But that was when your
arrest was certain. But now—listen.'
Dan felt as If his father had struck him across the face.
' That was what the Deemster said,' he begun; ' but It is
wrong.'
' Listen—they have nothing against you. I know aU. They
cannot con-vict you save on your own confession. And why
should you confess ?'
'Why?'
• Don't speak—don't explain—I must not hear you—Usten!'
and the old man put one arm on his son's shoulder and his
mouth to his ear. ' There Is only one bit of tangible evidence
against you, and It Is here ; look!' and he lifted before Dan's
face the parcel he carried in his other trembUng hand. Then
down he went on one knee, put the parcel on the floor, and
unclasped the strap. The parcel feU open. It contained a coat,
a hat, two mUitia daggers, and a large heavy stone.
' Look I' the Bishop whispered again, in a note of triumph,
and as he spoke a grin of deUght was struck out of his saintly
old face.
Dan shuddered at the sight.
' Where did you get them ? ' he asked.
The Bishop gave a little grating laugh.
'They were brought me by some of my good people,' he
answered. ' Oh, yes, good people all of them ; and they will not
teU. Oh, no, they have promised me to be sUent.'
' Promised you ? '
' Yes—listen again. Last night—It was dark, I think It must
have been past midnight—^I went to aU their houses. They
were in bed, but I knocked, and they came down to me. Yes,
they gave me their word—on the Book they gave it. Good
people aU—Jabez the taUor, Stean the cobbler, Juan of BaUacry,
kod Thormod in the Street. I remember every man of them.'
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' Father, do you say you went to these people—these, th(>
very riff-raff of the island—^you went to them—you, and at midnight—and begged them
'
' Hush, it is nothing. Why not ? But this is important.
The Bishop, who was stiU on his knee, was buckling up the
parcel again. ' You can sink it in the sea. Did you mark the
stone ? That will carry it to the bottom. And when you are
in the boat it will be easy to drop everything overboard.'
' The boat ?'
' Ah 1 have I not told you ? Thormod Mylechreest—you
remember him ? A good man, Thormod, a tender heart, too.
And wronged by his father, poor misguided man. Well, Mylechreest has promised—I have just left him—to come down to
the harbour at nine to-night, and take the fishing-smack, the
"Ben-my-Chree," and bring her round to the west coast of St.
Patrick's Islet, and cast anchor there, and then come ashore in
the boat, and wait for you,'
' Wait for me, father ? '
' Yes; for this prison is mine, and I shaU open its doors to
whomsoever it pleases me to liberate. Look !'
The Bishop rose to his full height, threw back his head, and
with a feeble show of his wonted dignity strode to the door of
the cell and cried, in a poor stifled echo of his accustomed strong
tone, ' Paton Gorry, open thou this door,'
Old Gorry answered from without, and presently the door
was opened.
' Wider.'
The door was thro-wn wide,
' Now, give me the keys, Paton Gorry,' said the Bishop, with
the same assumption of authority.
Old Gorry handed his keys to the Bishop.
' And get thee home, and stay there.'
Old Gorry touched his cap and went up the steps.
Then, with a bankrupt smUe of sorry triumph, the Bishop
turned to his son. ' You see,' he said, ' you are free. Let me
look—what is the hour ? ' He fumbled for his watch. ' Ah, I
had forgotten. I paid my watch away to poor Patrick Looney.
No matter. At nine by the clock Mylechreest wiU come for you,
and you will go to your boat and set sail for Scotland, or England, or Ireland, or—or
'
Dan could bear up no longer. His heart was choking. ' Father,
father, my father, what are you saying ? ' he cried,
' I am saying that you are free to leave tnis place.'
• I wiU not go—I cannot go.'
The Bishop fetched a long breath and paused for a moment.
He put one trembling hand to his forehead, as If to steady his
reeling and heated brain,
' You cannot stay,' he said, ' Hark! do you hear the wind
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how It moans ? Or Is it the sea that beats on the rock outside ?
And over our heads are the dead of ten generations.'
But Dan was suffocating with shame ; the desolation around,
the death that was lying silent above, and the mother of sorrows
that was wailing beneath had no terrors left for him.
' Father, my father,' he cried again, ' think what you ask me
to do. Only think of it. You ask me to allow you to buy the
silence of the meanest hinds alive. And at what a price ?
At the price of the Influence, the esteem, the love, and the reverence that you have won by the labour of twenty years. And to
what end ? To the end that I—I
'
' To the end that you may Uve, my son. Remember what
your father's love has been to you. No, not that—but think
what it must have been to him. Your father would know you
were aUve. It Is true he would never, never see you. Yes, we
should always be apart—you there, and I here—and I should
take your hand and see your face no more. But you would be
aUve
'
' Father, do you caU It Uving ? Think if I could bear it.
Suppose I escaped—suppose I were safe in some place far away—
the Indies, America, anywhere out of the reach of shame and
death—suppose I were weU, ay, and prosperous as the world
goes—what then ? '
,
' Then I should be content, my son. Yes, content, and thanking God.'
'And I should be the most wretched of men. Only think of
it, and picture me there. I should know, though there were
none to teU me, I should remember it as often as the sun rose
above me, that at home, thousands of mUes away, my poor father,
the righteous Bishop that once was, the leader of his people and
their good father, was the slave of the lowest offal of them aX\,
powerless to raise his hand for the hands that were held over
him, dumb to reprove for the evil tongues that threatened to
speak Ul. And, as often as night came and I tried to sleep, I
should see him there growing old, very old, and, maybe, very
feeble, and wanting an arm to lean on, and good people to honour
him and to make him forget—yes, forget the mad ship-wreck of
his son's life, but with eyes that could not lift- themselves from
the earth for secret shame, tortured by fears of dishonour, selftormented and degraded before the face of his God. No, no, no,
I cannot take such sacrifice.'
The Bishop had drawn nearer to Dan and tried to take his
hand. When Dan was silent he did not speak at once, and when
Dan sat on his stone seat he sat beside him, gentle as a chUd,
and very meek and quiet, and felt for his hand again, and held
it, though Dan would have dravra it away. Then, as they sat
together, nearer the old Bishop crept, nearer and yet nearer,
BntU one of his trembling arms encircled Dan's neck, and th«
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dear head was dra-wn do-wn to his swelling, throbbing breast, as
if it were a chUd's head stUl, and it was a father's part to comfort it and to soothe away its sorrows.
' Then we wiU go together,' he said, after a time, in a faint
forlomness of voice,' to the utmost reaches of the earth, leaving
aU behind us, and thinking no more of the past. Yes, we wiU
go together,' he said very quietly, and he rose to his feet, stiU
holding Dan's hand,
Dan was suffocating with shame. ' Father,' he said,' I see
all now; you think me innocent, and so you would leave everything for my sake. But I am a guilty man.'
' Hush! you shaU not say that. Don't teU me that. No
one shaU tell me that. I wUl not hear It.'
The hot eagerness of the Bishop's refusal to hear with his
ears the story of his son's guilt told Dan but too surely that he
had already heard it with his heart.
' Father, no one would need to tell you. You would find it
out for yourself. And think of that awful undeceiving! You
would take your son's part against the world, believing in him,
but you woiUd read his secret bit by bit, day by day. His
crime would steal In between you Uke a spectre, it would separate you hour by hour, until at length you would be for ever
apart. And that end would be the worst end of aU. No, it
cannot be. Justice Is against it; love is against it. And God,
I think, God must be against it, too.'
' God!'
Dan did not hear. ' Yes, I am guilty,' he went on. ' I have
kUled the man who loved me as his own soul. He would have
given his life for my life, even as he gave his honour for my
honour. And I slew him. Ewan I Ewan! my brother, my
brother I' he cried, and where he sat he buried his face In his
hands.
The Bishop stood over his son with the same gentle calm
that had come upon him in the cell, and with not one breath of
the restless fever with which he entered it. Once again he tried
to take Dan's hand and to hold it, and to meet with his own
fnU orbs Dan's swimming eyes.
' Yes, father, it is right that I shculd die, and It Is necessary.
Perhaps God will take my death as an atonement
'
' Atonement 1'
' Or, if there is no atonement, there is only heU for my
crime, and before God I am guUty.'
' Before God!'
The Bishop echoed Dan's words in a duU, mechanical
nnder-breath, and stood a long time sUent while Dan poured
forth his bitter remorse. Then he said, speaking with somethuig of his own courageous calm of voice, from something like
his o-wn pure face, and with some of the upright wrinkles of hifl
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ilgh forehead smoothed away,' Dan, I wIU go home and think,
seem to be awakening from a dreadful nightmare in a world
^here no God Is, and no Ught reigns, but all is dark. To tell
'OU the truth, Dan, I fear my faith is not what it was or should
le. I thought I knew God's ways with his people, and then
t seemed as if, after aU these years, I had not known him. But
am only a poor priest, and a very weak old man. Good-night,
uy son, I wUl go home and think. I am Uke one who runs to
ave a child from a great peril and finds a man stronger than
dmself and braver: one who looks on death face to face and
[uails not. Good-night, Dan, I will go home and pray.'
And so he went his way, the man of God in his weakness.
le left his son on the stone seat, with covered face, the lantern
bud the parcel on the floor, and the door of the cell wide open.
Phe keys he carried half-consciously in his hand. He stumbled
long in the darkness down the winding steps hewn from the
ock to the boat at the little wooden jetty, where a boatman sat
bwaiting him. The night was very dark, and the sea's loud
noan and its dank salt breath were in the air. He did not see,
le did not hear, he did not feel. But there was one in that
onesome place who saw his dark figure as he passed. ' Who is
here ? ' said an eager voice, as he went through the deep portluUis and out at the old notched and barred door ajar. But the
Bishop neither answered nor heard.
At the house in Castle Street, near to the quay, he stopped
ind knocked. The door was opened by the old sumner.
' I've brought you the keys, Paton Gorry. Go back to your
iharge,'
' Did you lock the doors, my lord ? '
'Yes—no, no—I must have forgotten. I fear my mind—
rat it is of no moment. Go back, Paton—it will be enough,'
'I'U go, my lord,'said the sumner.
He went back, but others had been there before him.

CHAPTER XXXII.
DIVINATION.

satisfied with this day's work the Deemster drove from
ihe Ramsey court-house to midday dirmer with his father-in-law,
he old archdeacon, taking Jarvis Kerruish with him, Mona he
lent home in the lumbering car driven by the coroner. It suited
veU with the girl's troubled mind to be alone, and when night
fell m and the Deemster had not returned, the grim gloom of
he lonely house on SUeau Dhoo brought her no terrors. But
©wards nine o'clock the gaunt silence of the place was broken,
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and from that time untU long after midnight BaUamona was a
scene of noise and confusion.
First came blind Kerry, talking loudly along the passages,
wringing her hands, and crving, ' Aw, dear 1 oh, mam 1 oh,
goodness m e ! '
Mastha Dan was no longer in prison, he had been kidnapped ; four men and a boy had taken him by main force;
bound hand and foot he had been carried through the moun
tains to a lonely place; and there at daybreak to-morrow he
was to be shot. All this and more, with many details of place
and circumstance, Kerry had seen as in a flash of light, just as
she was raking the ashes on the fire preparatory to going to
bed.
Mona had gone through too much to be within touch of the
bUnd woman's excitement.
' We must not give way to these fancies, Kerry,' she said.
' Fancies, mam ? Fancies you're saying ? Scoffers may
mock, but don't you, mam—brought up with my own hand, as
the saying is,'
' I did not mean to mock, Kerry; but we have so many real
troubles that it seems wicked to imagine others—and perhaps
a little fooUsh, too,'
At that word the sightless face of Kerry grew to a great
gravity.
' Foolish, mam ? It Is the gift—the gift of the good God.
He made me bUnd, but he gave me the sights. It would have
been hard, and maybe a taste cruel, to shut me up in the dark,
and every living craythur in the light; but he is a just God and
a merciful, as the saying is, and he gave me the gift for recompense.'
' My good Kerry, I am so tired to-night, and must go to
bed.'
' Aw, yes, and well it has sarved me time upon time
'
' We were up before six this morning, Kerry.'
' And now I say to you, send immadient, mam, or the Lord
help
'
The bUnd woman's excitement and Mona's impassibility
were broken in upon by the sound of a man's voice in the hall
asking sharply for the Deemster. At the next moment Quayle,
the coroner, was in the room. His face was flushed, his breath
came quick, and his manner betrayed extreme agitation,
'When the Deemster comes home from Kirk Andreas tell
him to go across to Bishop's Court at once, and say that I will
be back before midnight.'
So saying the coroner wheeled about without ceremony; ano
wat- leaving the room.
' What has happened at Bishop's Court ?' Mona asked.
' Nothing," he said unpatiently.
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Then why should I tell him to go there ? '
The tone of the question awakened the curmudgeon's sense
of common poUcy.
' WeU, If you must know, that man has escaped, and I'm
thinking the Bishop himself has had his foot In the mischief.'
Then Kerry, with a confused desire to defend the Bishop,
interrupted, and said,' The Bishop's not at the Coort—let me
teU ye that.'
Whereupon the coroner smUed with a large dignity, and
answered,' I know It, woman.'
' When did this happen ? ' said Mona.
' Not an hour ago, I am straight from Peeltown this minute.'
And without more words the coroner turned his back on her,
and was gone In an Instant.
When Quayle had left the room Kerry Ufted both hands;
her blind face wore a curious expression of mingled pride and
fear. ' It Is the gift,' she said in an awesome whisper.
Mona stood a whUe in sUence and perplexity, and then she
said in tremulous voice,' Kerry, don't think me among those that
scoff, but teU me over again, my good Kerry, and forgive me.'
And Kerry told the story of her vision afresh, and Mona now
Ustened with eager attention, and interrupted with frequent
questions.
' Who were the fomr men and the boy ? Never saw their
faces before ? Never ? Not in the street ? No ? Never heard
their voices ? Ah, sm-ely you remember their voices ? Yes,
yes, try to recaU them; try, try, my good Kerry. Ah ! the
fisnermen—they were the voices of the fishermen ! How were
you so long In remembering ? QuUleash ? Yes, old BUly,
And CrenneU ? Yes, and Teare and Corkell, and the boy Davy
Fayle ? Poor young Davy, he was one of them ? Yes ? Oh,
you dear, good Kerry!'
Mona's ImpassibUity was gone, and her questions, like her
breath, came hot and fast.
' And now teU me what place they took him to. The mountains? Yes, but where? Never saw the place before in aU
your life ? Why, no, of course not; how could you, Kerry ?
Ah, don't mind what I say, and don't be angry. But what
kind of place? Quick, Kerry, quick.'
Kerry's blind face grew solemn, and one hand, with outstretched finger, she raised before her, as though to trace tho
scone in the air, as she described the spot in the moimtalna
where the four men and the boy had taken Dan.
' It was a great lone place, mam, with the sea a-both sides
of you, and a great large mountain aback of you, and a small
low one in front, and a deep strame running under you through
*be gorse, and another shallow one commg into it at a slant,
and all whins and tussocks of the lush grass about, end maybe
r2
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a wIUow by the water's side, with the saUy-buds hanging dead
from the boughs, and never a stick, nor a sign of a house, nor
a barn, but the ould tumbled cabin where they took him, and
only the sea's roar afar away, and the sheep bleating, and
maybe the mountain geese cackling, and aU to that.'
Mona had Ustened at first with vivid eagerness and a face
alive -with animation, but as Kerry went on the girl's cotmtenance saddened. She feU back a pace or two, and said In a tone
of pain and impatience:
' Oh, Kerry, you have told me nothing. What you say describes nearly every mountain top in the island. Was there
nothing else ? Nothing ? Think. What about the tumbledo-wn house ? Had It a roof? Yes ? No one Uving in it ? No
buUdings about It ? A shaft-head and gear ? Oh, Kerry, how
slow you are! Quick, deav Kerry 1 An old mine ? A workedout mine ? Oh, think, and be sure I'
Then the solemnity of the blind woman's face deepened to
a look of Inspiration. ' Think ? No need to think,' she said
in an altered tone. ' Lord bless me, I see it again. There, there
it Is—^there this very minute.'
She sank back into a chair, and suddenly became motionless
and stiff. Her sightless eyes were opened, and for the first few
moments that followed thereafter all her senses seemed to be
lost to the things about her. In this dream-state she continued
to talk in a slow, broken, fearsome voice, exclaiming, protesting,
and half-sobbing. At first Mona looked on in an agony of suspense, and then she dropped to her knees at Kerry's feet, and
flung her arms about the bUnd woman with the cry of a frightened bird.
' Kerry, Kerry I ' she called, as if prompted by an unconscious
impulse to recall her from the trance that was awful to look
upon. And In that moment of contact with the seer she suffered
a shock that penetrated every fibre ; she shuddered, the cry of
ain died off In her throat, her parted Ups whitened and stiffened,
er eyes were frozen In their look of terror, her breath ceased to
come, her heart to beat, and body and soul together seemed
transfixed. In that swift instant of insensibUity the vision
passed like a throb of blood to her from the blind woman, and
she saw and knew aU.
Half an hour later, Mona, with every nerve vibrating, with
eyes of frenzy and a voice of fear, was at Bishop's Court inquiring for the Bishop.
' He is this minute home from Peel,' said the housekeeper.
Mona was taken to the library, and there the Bishop sat
before the fire, staring stupidly into the flame. His hat and
cloak had not yet been removed, and a riding-whip hung from
one of his listless hands.
He rose as Mona entered. She flew to his arms and whil*
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le held her to his breast his sad face softened, and the pentip anguish of her heart overflowed in tears. Then she told
lim the tangled, inconsequent tale, the coroner's announcement,
ierry's vision, her own strange dream-state, and aU she had
leen in it.
As she spoke the Bishop looked dazed; he pressed one hand
m his forehead; he repeated her words after her; he echoed the
luestlons she put to him. Then he Ufted his head to betoken
lUence. 'Let me think,' he said. But the brief sUence brought
10 clearness to his bewUdered brain. He could not think; he
jould not grasp what had occurred. And the baffled struggle to
jomprehend made the veins of his forehead stand out large and
3lue. A most pitiful look of weariness came over his meUow
ace, and he said in a low tone that was very touching to hear.
To teU you the truth, my dear child, I do not foUow you—my
nlnd seems thick and clouded—things rim together In It—I am
3nly a feeble old man now, and
But wait' (a flash of light
srossed his troubled face); ' you say you recognise the place In
the mountains ? '
' Yes, as I saw It in the vision. I have been there before.
When I was a chUd I was there with Dan and Ewan. It Is* far
up the Sulby river, under SnaefeU, and over Glen Crammag.
Don't say it is fooUsh and womanish and only hysteria, dear
uncle. I saw It all as plainly as I see you now.'
'Ah, no, my child. If the patriarch Joseph practised such
dl-vinatlon, is it for me to caU it foolishness ? But wait, wait,
let me think.' And then in a low murmur, as if communing
with himself, he went on,' The door was left open , , , yes, the
door , , . the door was , . '
It was useless. His brain was broken, and would not link
its ideas. He was struggling to piece together the fact that Dan
was no longer in prison with the incidents of his own abandoned
preparations for his son's escape. Mumbling and stammering,
he looked vacantly into Mona's face, untU the truth of his
impotence forced Itself upon her, and she saw that from him no
help for Dan could come.
Then with many tears she left him and hastened back to
BaUamona. The house was in confusion; the Deemster and
Jarvis Kerruish had returned, and the coroner was with them
in the study.
' And what of the Peelto-wn watch ?' the Deemster was asking
sharply. ' Where was he ? '
' Away on some cock-and-bull errand, sir,'
'By whose orders?'
'The Bishop's.'
' And what of the harbour-master when the " Ben-my-Chree "
was taken away from her moorings ? '
' Ee also was spirited away.'
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• By whom ? '
• The same messenger—WUl-as-Thorn, the parish clerk.'
' Old Gorry, the sumner, gave up the prison keys to the Bishop,
you say ?'
' To the Bishop, sir,'
' And left him in the ceU, and found the door open and the
prisoner gone upon his return ? '
' Just so, sir.'
'What have you been doing In the matter ? '
' Been to Ramsey, sir, and stationed three men on the quay
to see that nobody leaves the island by the Cumberland packet
that sails at midnight,'
' Tut, man, who wUl need the packet ?—the man has the
fishing-boat.'
Mona's impatience could contain itself no longer. She hurried
into the study and told her tale. The Deemster Ustened -with a
keen, quick sense ; he questioned, cross-questioned, and learned
all. This done he laughed a Uttle, coldly and bitterly, and dismissed the whole story with contempt.
' Kidnapped ? No such matter. Escaped, woman, escaped 1
And -visions, forsooth! What pedlar's French I Get away to
bed, girl.'
Mona had no choice but to go. Her agitation was painftil;
her sole ^thought was of Dan's peril. She was a woman, and
that Dan was a doomed man whether In prison or out of it,
whether he had escaped or been kidnapped, was a consideration
that had faded from her view. His Ufe was in imminent danger,
and that was everything to her. She had tried to save him by
help of the Bishop, and faUing in that direction she had attempted
the same end by help of the Deemster, his enemy.
The hours passed with feet of lead untU three o'clock struck,
and then there was a knock at her door. The Deemster's voice
summoned her to rise, dress quickly and warmly, and come out
imnrediately. She had not gone to bed, and in two minutes
more was standing hooded and cloaked in the haU. The Deemster, Jarvis, the coroner, and seven men were there. At the
porch a horse, saddled and bridled, was pa-wing the gravel.
Mona imderstood everything at a glance. Clearly enough
the Deemster intended to act on the guidance of the -vision which
he had affected to despise. Evidently it was meant tbat she
should go with the men to identify the place she had described.
' An old lead mine under SnaefeU and over Glen Crammag,
d'you say ? '
' Yes, father.'
' Daybreak ? '
• It was daybreak.'
' You would know the place if you saw it again ? '
•Yes.'
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The Deemster turned to the coroner.
' Which course do you take ? '
'Across Glen Dhoo, sir, past Ravensdale, and along the
mountain path to the Sherragh Vane.'
' Come, girl, mount; be quick,'
Mona was lifted to the saddle, the coroner took the bridle,
and they started away, the seven men walking behind.
CHAPTER XXXIII,
KIDNAPPED.

WHAT had happened was a strange series of coincidences. Early
that day the crew of the 'Ben-my-Chree,' in the mountain
solitude where they foimd freezing and starving safety, had sent
one of their number back to Sulby village to buy a quarter of
meal. Teare was the man chosen for the errand, and, having
compassed It, he was stealing his way back to the mountains
when he noticed that great companies of people were coming
from the direction of Ramsey. Lagging behind the larger groups
on the road was a woman whom he recognised as his wife. He
attracted her attention without revealing himself to the people
in front. She was returning from the Deemster's inquest, and
told what had occurred there; that Dan, the Bishop's son, had
surrendered, and that the indictment to the Court of General
Gaol DeUvery had been made out not only in his name, but in
the names of the four men and the boy of the ' Ben-my-Chree.'
Teare carried back to the mountains a heavier burden than
the quarter of meal. His mates had watched for him as he
plodded up the bank of the Sulby river, with the bag on his back.
When he came up his face was ominous.
' Send the lad away for a spell,' he muttered to old BUly
QuiUeash, and Davy Fayle was sent to cut gorse for a fire.
Then the men gathered around Teare and heard what had
happened. The disaster had fallen which they foresaw. What
was to be done ? CrenneU, with a line from a psalm, was for
trusting in the Lord; and old QuUleash, with an oath, was for
trusting In his heels. After a pause Teare propounded his
scheme. It centred in Dan. Dan with his confession was their
sole danger. Once rid of Dan they were as free men. Before
his confession of guUt their innocence was beyond his power to
prove or their power to estabUsh, On his way up from the
yaUey Teare had hit on a daring adventure. They were to break
into the castle at Peel, take Dan by force, bring him up to the
mountains, and there give him the choice of life or death : Ufe
if he promised to plead Not GuUty to the indictment, death 1/
he adhered to the resolution by which he had surrendered.
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The men gathered closer about Teare, and with yet whit*
faces, Teare gave his plan; his scheme was complete; that
night they were to carry it out. Paton Gorry was the gaoler at
Peel Castle. The lad Da-vy was the old sumner's godchUd.
Davy was to go forth and smuggle Gorry's keys out of the guardroom. If that were found impossible—weU, Paton was an old
man; he might be put quietly out of harm's way—no violence
—och I no, not a ha'p'orth. "Then CorkeU was son-in-law of the
watch at Peelto-wn, and hence the watch must take the harbourmaster to the ' JoUy Herrings,' in Castle Street, whUe they
themselves, Teare, QuiUeash, CrenneU, and Corkell, took the
' Ben-my-Chree' from her moorings at the mouth of the harbour.
On the west coast of St. Patrick's Isle they must bear down and
run the dingy ashore. Then Dan must be seized in his ceU,
boimd hand and foot, and brought aboard. With a fair wind—
it was blowing east-sou'-east—they must set saU for Ramsey
Bay, put about at Lague, anchor there, and go ashore. ' That'U
lave it,'.said Teare, 'to raisonable infrence that Mastha Dan
had whipped off to England by the Whitehaven packet that saUs
at midnight from the quay.'
This done they were to find a horse, strap the fettered man
to Its back, fetch him into the mountains in the dark hours of
the night, and at daybreak try him solemnly and justly on the
issue they had hit upon of Ufe or death. No -violence ! Aw, no,
aU just and straight I If so be that the man was hanging them,
they'd do him justice man to man as fair as the backbone Ues
down the middle of a herring. Deemster's justice couldn't be
cleaner; no, nor as clean. Aw, yes, no violence!
It was an Intricate plan, invol-ving many risks, presupposing
many favourable chances. Perhaps it was not a logical computation of probabUities. But, good or bad, logical or iUogical,
probable or improbable, easy of accompUsbment or fuU of risk
and perU, it was the only alternative to trusting in the Lord,
as CrenneU had suggested, or in their heels, as QuUleash had
preferred. In the end they took it, and made ready to act
on it.
As the men arrived at their conclusion Davy Fayle was
returning with an armful of vrithered gorse for a fire. The first
move in that night's adventure was to be made by him. ' Lave
the lad to me,' whispered QuiUeash, and straightway he tackled
Davy. Veracity was not conspicuous in the explanation that the
old salt made. Poor Mastha Dan had been nabbed, bad sess to
it, and jiggered up In Peel Castle. He would be hanged sarten
sure. Aw, safe for it, if some chaps didn't make an effort immadient. They meant to do it, too. Aye, that very everin!
Wouldn't they let bun help ? WeU, pozzible, pozzible. They
wasn't no objection to that. Thus Da-vy feU an eager -victim to
B plan that was not propounded to him. If saving Mastha Dan
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from the dirts that had nabbed him was the skame that waa
goin', why nothin' would hould him but he would be In it. ' Be
aisy with the lobloUy boy and you have him,' whispered old
BUly behind the back of his hand, as he spat a long jet frooi
his quid,
BeUeved of doubt as to their course of action, they built a
fire and warmed themselves, and with water from the river
below they made cold porridge of the meal, and ate and drank,
and waited for the night. The darkness came early, it was
closing In at four o'clock. Then the men smothered their fire
with turf and earth and set out for Peeltown. Their course was
over Colden, and between Greeba and Beary, to the breast of
Sleau WhaUin, and then down to St. Patrick's Isle by the foot of
Corrin's hUl. It was twelve mUes over hiU and dale, through
the darkness and the muggy air of the winter's night. They had
to avoid the few houses and to break their pace when footsteps
came their way. But they covered the distance in less than four
hours. At eight o'clock they were standing together on the
south of the bridge that crosses the Neb river at the top of Peel
harbour. There they separated. CorkeU went off to the marketplace by a crooked alley from the quay to find the watch, and
dispose of him. When the harbour-master had been removed,
CorkeU was to go to the ' Ben-my-Chree,' which was moored in
deep water at the end of the wooden pier, open the scuttle on the
south, and put the lamp to it as a signal of safety to QuUleash,
Teare, and CrenneU above the bridge on the headland opposite.
They were then to come aboard. Davy Fayle took the south
quay to St. Patrick's Isle. It was now the bottom of the ebb
tide, and Davy was to wade the narrow neck that divided the
isle from the mainland. Perhaps he might light on a boat;
perhaps cross dry-shod. In half an hour he was to be on the
west of the castle, just under a spot known as the Giant's Grave,
and there the four men were to come ashore to him in the dingy.
Meantime he was to see old Paton Gorry and generaUy take the
soundings. Thus they parted.
Davy found the water low and the ford dry. He crossed it
as noiselessly as he could, and reached the rocks of the Isle. It
was not so dark but he could descry the dim outlines of the
ruined castle. A flight of steps ascended from the water's edge
to the portculUs. Da-vy crept up. He had prepared to knock
at the old notched door under the arch, but he found it standing
open. He stood and listened. At one moment he thought he
heard a movement behind him. It was darkest of all under
these thick waUs. He went on ; he passed the doorway that is
terrible with the tradition of the Moddey Dhoo. As he went by
the door he turned his head to it in the darkness, and once
again he thought he heard something stir. This time the sound
oame from before him. He gasped, and had almost screamed.
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He stretched his arms towards the sound. There was nothing.
All was stiU once more.
Davy stepped forward into the courtyard. His feet fell
softly on the grass that grew there. At length he reached the
guard-room. Once more he had lifted his hand to knock, and
once more he found the door open. He looked into the room.
It was empty; a fire burned onthe hearth, a form was dra-wn
np in front of it; a pipe lay on a bare deal table, ' He has gone
down to the cell,' Da-vy told himself, and he made his way to
the steps that led to the dungeon. But he stopped again, and
his heart seemed to stand stiU. There could now be no doubt
but someone was approaching. There was the faint jingle as of
keys. ' Paton ! Paton !' Da-vy caUed fearfiUly. There was no
answer, but the footsteps came on. ' Who is there ?' he cried
again in a tremulous whisper. At the next instant a man
passed in the darkness, and Davy saw and knew him. It was
the Bishop.
Davy dropped to his knees. A moment afterwards the
Bishop was gone through the outer gate and down the steps,
His footsteps ceased, and then there were voices, foUowed by
the plash of an oar, and then aU was silence, once more, save for
the thick boom of the sea that came up from the rocks,
Davy rose to his feet and turned towards the steps that led
down to the door of the dungeon. A light came from below.
The door was open also, and stretching himself fuU length on to
the ground Da-vy could see into the ceU. On the floor there
was a lantern, and beside it a bundle lay. Dan was there ; he
was lying on the stone couch ; he was alone.
Breathless and trembling Davy rose again and fled out of the
old castle and along the rocky causeway to a gullet under the
Giant's Grave, There the men were waiting for him.
' The place is bewitched,' he said with quick-coming breath;
and he told how every door was open, and not a soul was in tha
castle except Dan. The men heard him with evident terror,
CorkeU had just told them a similar story. The watch and the
harbour-master had both been removed before he had gone in
search of them. Everything seemed to be done to their hands.
Nothing was left to them to do but simply to walk into the
castle and carry out their design. This terrified them. ' It's a
fate,' CorkeU whispered ; and CrenneU, in white awe of the unseen hand that was helping them, was stUl for trusting in the
Lord, Thus they put their heads together. QuUleash was first
to recover fr-om superstitious fears. ' Come, lay dovra, and no
blather,' he said, and stalked resolutely forward, carrying a sack
and a coU of rope. The other men foUowed him in sUence,
Da-vy was ordered to stay behind with the smaU boat.
"They found everything as the lad had left It; the notched
floor of the portcuUis was open, the door of the guard-room was
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open, and when they came to the steps of the dungeon the door
there was also open, A moment they stood and listened, and
heard no sound from below but a light, regular breathing, as of
one man only. Then they went quietly down the steps and into
the ceU, Dan was asleep. At sight of him, lying alone and
unconscious, their courage wavered a moment. The unseen
hand seemed to be on them still. ' I tell thee it's a fate,' Corkell whispered again over QuiUeash's shoulder. In half a minute
the sleeping man was bound hand and foot, and the sack was
thrown over his head. At the first touch he awoke and tried to
rise, but four men were over his prostrate body, and they overpowered him. He cried lustUy, but there was none to hear. Iu
less time than it takes to teU It the men were carrying Dan out
of the ceU. The lantern they left on the floor, and In theii
excitement they did not heed the parcel that lay by it.
Over the courtyard, through the gate, along the ledge under
the crumbUng walls they stumbled and plunged in the darkness.
They reached the boat and pushed off. Ten minutes afterwards
they were aboard the ' Ben-my-Chree,' and were beating down
the bay.
Dan recognised the voices of the men, and reaUsed his
situation. He did not shout again. The sack over his head
was of coarse fibre, admitting the air, and he could brealhe
through it without difficulty. He had iDeen put to lie on one of
the bunks In the cabin, and he could see the tossing Ught of the
horn lantern that hung from the deck planks. When the boat
roUed in the strong sea that was running he could sometimes
see the Ughts on the land through the open scuttle.
With a fair wind for the Point of Ayre, fuU saU was stretched.
CorkeU stood to the tUler, and, when aU went smoothly, the three
men turned In below, and lit a fire in the stove, and smoked.
Then Davy Fayle came down with eyes dull and sick. He had
begun to doubt, and to ask questions that the men coiUd not
answer. What for was Mastha Dan tied up Uke a haythen?
And what for the sack ? But the men were In no humour for
cross-examiuation. No criss-crossing! The imperent young
idiot wastrel, let him keep his breath to cool his porridge. To
quiet the lad the men plied him with liquor, and at the second
draught he was reeling drunk. Then he laughed a wild laugh,
and sang a mad song, and finally stood up to dance. It was a
grim sight, but it was soon ended, and Davy was put to sleep In
another of the bunks. Then two hours passed, and there was
some growling and quarrelling.
CrenneU and Teare went up on deck. QuUleash remained
below, sitting before the stove cleaning with oil and a rag a
fowling-piece that Dan had brought aboard at the beginning of
ihe herring season. Sometimes he crooned a Manx carval, and
sometimes whistled it, as he worked, chewing his quid meantime,
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and glancing at Intervals at Dan's motionless figure on the
bunk:—
With pain we record
The year of our Lord,
Sixteen hundred and sixty and sayven,
When it so come to pass
A good fishing there wass
Off Dooglas, aud a wonderful sayson.

There was no other sound in the cabin, except Davy's heavy
breathing, and the monotonous beat of the water at the boat's
bow. Dan lay as quiet as the dead. Never once had he spoken
or been spoken to.
The boat was flying before the wind. The sky had cleared,
and the stars were out, and the Ughts on the shore could be
plainly seen. Orrisdale, Jurby, and the Rue went by, and when
Bishop's Court was passed the light In the Ubrary window
burned clear and strong over the sea. Towards ten o'clock the
lighthouse on the Point of Ayre was rounded, and then the boat
had to bear down the Ramsey Bay in tacks. Before eleven they
were passing the town, and could see the Ughts of the Cumber.
land packet as she lay by the quay. It was then three-quarter
tide. In half an hour more the lugger was put about at Port
Lague, and there Dan was taken ashore by Teare and CrennelL
QuiUeash went with them, carrying the fowling-piece.
CorkeU and Davy Fayle, who had recovered from his stupor,
were to take the 'Ben-my-Chree' back Into Ramsey Bay, to
drop anchor under BaUure, and then to rejoin their companions
at Lague before twelve o'clock. This was to divert suspicion,
and to provoke the inference, when the fishing-boat would be
found next morning, that Dan had escaped to England by the
Whitehaven packet.
The ' Ben-my-Chree' saUed off with CorkeU and Davy.
Teare went in search of a horse, QuUleash and CrenneU remained
on the shore at Lague -with Dan. It was a bleak and desolate
place, -with nothing to the south but the grim rocks of the Tableland Head, and with never a house to the north nearer than
Folleu, which was half a mUe a-way. The night was now bitterly
cold. The stars were gone, the darkness was heavy, and a
nipping frost was in the dense atmosphere. But the -wind had
dropped, and every sound sent a dull echo through the air. The
two men waited and Ustened. Thus far aU had gone weU with
them, but what remained to do was perUous enough. If Corkell
and the lad happened to be seen when coming from the boat, if
Teare were caught in the act of borrowing a horse without leave,
then all would be over with them. Their suspense was keen.
Presently there came up to them from the bay, over the duU
rumble of the waves on the shore, a quick creaking sound,
foUowed by a splash and then a dead roll. They knew It was
the anchor being slipped to Its berth. Soon afterwards there

KIDNAPPED

331

came from the land to the south the sharp yap of dogs, foUowed
at a short Interval by the heavy beat of a horse's hoofs on the
road. Was it Teare with the horse ? Was he pursued ? The
men listened, but could hear no other noise. Then there came
through the dense air the muflled sound of a beU ringing at the
quay. It was the first of three beUs' that were rung on the
Cumberland packet immediately before it set saU.
The horse behind drew nearer, the bell In front rang again.
Then Teare came up leading a big draught mare by the bridle.
He had been forced to take It from the stable at Lague, and in
getting It away he had aroused the dogs; but he had not been
followed, and aU was safe. The bell rang a third time, and
immediately a red light crept out from the quay towards the
sea, which lay black as a raven below. The Cumberland packet
had gone.
At that moment Corkell and Davy Fayle returned, CorkeU
holding Davy by the neck of his guernsey. The lad had begim
to give signs of a mutinous spirit, which the man had suppressed
by force. Davy's eyes flashed, but he was otherwise quiet and
cahn.
'What for Is aU this, you young de-vU?' said QuiUeash.
' What d'ye mean ? Out with It, quick I what tricks now ?
D
his fool's face, what for does he look at me like that ?'
'Dowse that, Billy, and bear a hand and be quiet,' said
CrenneU.
' The young pauper's got the imperence of sin,' said QuiUeash.
Then the men lifted Dan on to the back of the big mare, and
strapped him with his covered face to the sky. Never a word
was spoken to him, and never a word did he speak.
' Let's make a slant for it,' said Teare, and he took the bridle.
CorkeU and CrenneU walked on either side of the horse. QuUleash walked behind, carrying the fowUng-pIece over his left
shoulder. Davy was at his right hand.
The journey thereafter was long and heavy. They took the
path that is to the north by Barrule and Clag Ouyre, and runs
above Glen Auldyn and winds round to the south of SnaefeU.
Ten mUes they plodded on in the thick darkness and the cold,
with only the rumbling rivers for company, and with the hidden
mountains making imseen ghosts about them. On they went,
with the horse between them taking its steady stride that never
varied and never faUed, even when the rivers crossed the path
and their own feet stumbled into ruts. On and on, hour after
hour, untU their weary limbs dragged after them, and their
gossip ceased, and even their growling and quarreUing was no
more heard. Then on and stUl on in the gruesome silence.
Under the breast of SnaefeU they came into the snow of two
days ago, which had disappeared In the valleys but stiU lay on
the mountains, and was now crisp under their feet. It seemed.
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as they looked down in the darkness, to pass beneath them like
short smoky vapour that dazed the eyes and made the head
giddy. StUl higher the sound of running waters suddenly stopped.
for the rivers were frozen and their voices sUenced. But the
wind blew more strongly as they ascended the chUl heights.
Sometimes at the top of a long raise they stopped to breathe
the horse, and then, with no sound above or around except the
shrill sough of the wind in the gorse, their courage began to faU.
Ghostly imaginings wordd not be kept down.
'Did you ever hear the Lockman?' said CrenneU beneath
his breath.
' I never come agen him,' said QuiUeash. ' When I see anything at night on the mountains I aUis lave it alone.'
The other men shuddered, and forthwith began to whistle
right lustUy.
Sometimes they passed a mountain sheep-pen, and the sheep
being disturbed would bleat. Sometimes a dog at a distant
house would hear them and bark; and even that, though it was
a signal of danger, was also a sort of human companionship on
the grim mountain side.
It was a dreary walk, and to Dan, bound hand and foot on
the horse, it was a painful ride—a cold one it could not be, for
the awkward motion brought warmth. The night wore on, and
the air grew keener; the men's beards became crisp with the
frost.
At length the silent company rounded SnaefeU to the north
of Cronk-y-Vane and Beinn-y-Phott. Then Teare at the horse's
head tvristed about, ' Do we take the ould mine shed for it ?'
he asked.
' Ay,' said QuUleash.
Their journey was almost ended. The sky over the sea
behind them was then dabbled with grey, and a smeU of dawn
was coming down from the mountains.

CHAPTER XXXIV,
A RUDE TRIBUNAL.

THE course taken by the coroner and his seven men, with Mona
on the horse, came to a triangle of mountain paths above a farm
known as the Sherragh Vane. One path woimd close under the
west foot of SnaefeU, another followed the bed of the river that
ran through a glen caUed Crammag, and the third joined these
two by crossing the breast of Beinii-y-Phott. At the acute angle
of the Sherragh Vane the coroner drew up,
' Can anyone see the lead shaft ? ' he asked. None could
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see it. The darkness had Ufted away, and the cro-wn of SnaefeU
was bare against the sky, like an islet of green floating over a
cloud of vapour. But the mists stUl lay thick on the moorlands,
and even the high glens were obscure.
' It must be yonder, about a mUe and a half up the river,'
said the coroner.
The lead mine was in the south-east angle of the triangle of
paths, tmder the south-west of SnaefeU and the north of Beinn-yPhott. For some minutes the company was at a stand whUe the
coroner considered their movements.
Mona's imfatience was manifest. 'Let us push on, she
said.
The coroner merely eyed her largely and resumed his deliberations.
' Oh 1 how we waste our time,' she said again. ' If the lead
mine Is there, what have we to do but reach It ? '
The coroner with an Insolent smUe inqufred if the lady felt
the cold.
' He is In danger for his Ufe, and here we waste the precious
minutes in idle talk,' she answered.
' Danger for his life,' the coroner echoed, and laughed coldly.
Then in a tone of large meaning he added,' Possible, possible,'
and smUed at his own subtle thought.
Mona's anxiety mastered her indignation.
' Look, the mist is Ufting. See, there is the shed—there In
the gap between the hUls, and it is the very place I saw. Come,
make haste—look, It Is dayUght.'
' Be aisy, be aisy. If they're in yonder shed, they are packed
as safe as herrings in a barrel,' said the coroner.
Then he di-vided his forces. Three men he sent do-wn the
path of the Glen Crammag. Two he left where they then stood
to guard that outlet to the Curraghs of the north and west.
Two others were to creep along the path under SnaefeU, and
shut out the course to the sea and the lowlands on the south
and east. He himself would walk straight up to the shed, and
his seven men, as they saw him approach it, were to close
quickly In from the three corners of the triangle.
' Is it smoke that's rising above the shed ? A fire ? Possible. He thinks he's safe, I'll go baU. Och ! yes, and maybe
eating and drinking and making aisy. Now, men, away with
you.'
Within the shed itself at that moment there was as grim a
scene as the eye of man has yet looked upon. The place was
ft large square building of two rooms, one on the ground level
and the other above it, the loft being entered by a trap in the
floor with a wooden ladder down the wall. It had once served
as gear-shed and office, stable and store, but now It was bare
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and empty. I n the wall looking east there was a broad opening
without door, and in the waU looking north a narrow opening
without window.
To a hasp in the jamb of the doorway the big mare was
tethered, and in the draught between the two openings the lad
Davy with wandering mind was kindling a fire of gorse over
two stones. The smoke fiUed the place, and through its dense
volumes in the dusk of that vaporous dawn the faces of the
men were bleared and green and haggard. The four fishermen
stood In a group together, with old QuiUeash a pace to the fore,
the fowling-piece in his hand, its butt on the ground. Before
him and facing him, two paces in front, stood Dan, his arms
still bound to his sides, his head uncovered, and his legs free.
There was a gaunt earnestness in every face.
' Listen to me,' said old QuUleash. ' We're going to judge
and jury you, but aU fair and square as God is above us, and
doing nothing that we can't answer for when the big day comes
and every man has to toe his mark. D'ye hear what we're
saying, sir ? '
Dan moved his head slightly by way of assent.
' We've trapped you, it's true, and fetched you by force,
that's sartin ; but we mean to be just by you, and no violence ;
and it's spakin' the truth we're going to do, and never a word
of a Ue.'
The other men muttered ' Ay, ay ' ; and QuUleash went on:
' We're chaps what believes In a fi:iend, and buckin' up for them
as bucks up for you, and being middlin' staunch, and aU to
that; but we're after doing it once too often.'
' So we are,' said CrenneU, and the others muttered again,
• Ay, ay.'
QuiUeash spat behind his hand and continued: 'The long
and short of it is that you're goin' middlin' straight for hanging us, and it Isn't natheral as we're to stand by and see it
done.'
Dan lifted his face from the ground. ' I meant to do you no
harm, my good feUows,' he said quickly.
' Meaning's meaning, but doing's doing, and we've heard aU
that's going,' said QuUleash. ' You've surrendered and confessed, and the presentment Is agen us all, and what's In for
you is in for us.'
' But you are innocent men. What need you fear ?'
' Innocent we be, but where the Deemster comes there's not
a ha'p'orth to choose between you and us.'
Dan's face flushed, and he answered warmly, ' Men, don't
let your miserable fears make cowards of you. What have you
done ? Nothing. You are innocent. Yet how are you bearing yourselves ? Like guilty men. If I were innocent do yoa
chink I would skulk away in the mountains 3
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' Aisy, sir, take It aisy. Maybe you'd rather run Uke a rat
into a trap. Cowards ? WeU, pozzible, pozzible. There's
nothing like having a wife and a few chUders for making a
brave chap into a bit of a skunk. But we'U lave " cowards "
alone if you plaze.'
QuUleash made a dignified sweep of the back of his hand,
whUe the other men said, ' Better, better.'
' Why have you brought me here ? ' said Dan.
' There isn't a living sowl knows where you are, and when
they find you're missing at the Castle they'U say you've thought
better ofit and escaped.'
' Why have you brought me here ?' Dan repeated.
' The Whitehaven boat left Ramsey after we dropped anchor
in the tay last night, and they'll say you've gone off to England.'
' TeU me why you have brought me to this place.'
' We are alone and can do anything we like with you, and
nobody a ha'p'orth the wiser.'
' What do you mean to do ? '
Then they told him of the alternative of Ufe or death.
There was nothing against him but his own confession. If he
but held his tongue there was not enough evidence to hang a
cat. Let him only promise to plead ' Not giulty ' when the trial
came on, and they were ready to go back with him and stand
beside him. If not
' What then ? ' Dan asked.
' Then we'U be forced
' said QuiUeash, and he stopped.
'WeU?'
' I'm saying we'll be forced
' He stopped again.
' Out with It, man aUve,' Teare broke i n ^ ' forced to shoot
him like a dog.'
'WeU, that's only spakin' the truth anyway,' said QuUleash
quietly.
Davy Fayle leapt up from the fire with a cry of horror. But
Dan was calm and resolute.
' Men, you don't know what you're asking. I cannot do it.'
' Aisy, sir, aisy, and think agen You see we're in if you're
in, and who's to know who's deepest ? '
' God knows it, and he wUl never allow you to suffer.
' We've childers and wives looking to us, and who can teU
how they'd fend in the world if we were gone ? '
' You're brave feUows, and I'm sorry for the name I gave
you.'
' Shoo! Lave that alone. Maybe we spoke back. Let's
8ome to the fac's.'
They stated their case again and -with calm deliberation.
He asked how it could mend their case if his Ufe was taken.
Tbey answered him that they would go back and surrender, and
Q
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stand their trial and be acquitted. Those four men were as
solemn a tribunal as ever a man stood before for Ufe or death.
Not a touch of passion, hardly a touch of warmth, disturbed
their rude sense of justice.
' We're Innocent, but we're in It, and if you stand to It we
must stand to it, and what's the use of throwuig your Ufe
away ?'
Dan looked into their haggard faces without wavering. He
had gone too far to go back now. But he was deeply moved.
' Men,' he said,' I -wish to God I could do what you ask, but
I cannot, and, besides, the Almighty wUl not let any harm come
So you.'
There was a pause, and then old QuiUeash said with quiet
gravity,' I'm for reUgion myself, and singing hymns at whiles,
and maybe a bit of a speU at the ould Book, but when it comes
to trusting for Ufe, d
d if I don't look for summat substantial.'
As Uttle was their stubborn purpose to be disturbed by
spiritual faith as Dan's resolution was to be shaken by bodUy
terrors. They gave him as long to decide as it took a man to
teU a hundred. The counting was done by Teare amid dead
sUence of the others.
Then it was that, thinking rapidly, Dan saw the whole terrible
issue. His mind went back to the -visit of the Bishop to the
castle, and to the secret preparations that had been made for bis
own escape. He remembered that the sumner had deUvered up
his keys to the Bishop, and that the Bishop had left the door of
the ceU open. In a quick glance at the facts he saw but too
plainly that if he never returned to take his trial it woidd be the
same to his father as if he had accepted the means of escape that
had been offered him. The Bishop, guUty In purpose, but innocent in fact, would then be the slave of any scoundrel who could
learn of his design. Though his father had abandoned his
purpose, he would seem to have pursued it, and the people whom
he had bribed to help him would but think that he had used
other instruments. There could be only one explanation of his
absence—that he escaped; only one means of escape—the
Bishop; only one way of saving the Bishop from unmerited and
life-long obloquy—returning to his trial; and only one condition
of going back aUve—promising'.to plead ' Not guUty' to the charge
of causing the death of Ewan.
It was an awful conflict of good passions with passions that
were not bad. At one moment the sophistry took hold of him
that, as his promise was being extorted by bodUy threats, it
could not be binding on his honour; that he might give the men
the word they wanted, go back to save his father, andfinaUyact
at the trial as he knew to be best. But at the next moment ia
his mind's eye he saw himself in the prisoner's dock by the side
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of these five brave feUows, aU standing for their Uves, all calmly
trusting in his promise, and he heard bumself giving the plea that
might send them to their deaths. Better any consequences than
such treachery. Truth it must be at aU costs: truth to them
and to himself. And as for the Bishop, when did the Almighty
ask for such poor help as the lie of a blood-stained criminal to
save the honour of a man of God ?
It was a terrible crisis of emotion, but it was brief. The
counting ended, and QuUleash caUed for the answer.
' No, I cannot do it—God forgive me, I wish I could,' said
Dan, in a burst of Impatience.
It was said. The men made no reply to It. There was
awful quiet among them. They began to cast lots. Five copper
coins of equal size, one of them marked with a cross scratched
with the point of a naU, they put into the bag. One after one
they dipped a hand and drew out a coin, and every man kept his
fist clenched tUl aU had drawn. The lad was not for joining,
but the men threatened him, and he yielded. Then aU hands
were opened together.
The lot had fallen to Davy Fayle. When he saw this, his
simple face whitened visibly and his lip lagged very low. Old
QuiUeash handed him the gun, and he took it in a Ustless way,
scarcely conscious of what was intended.
' What's goin' doing ?' he asked vacantly.
The men told him that it was for him to do It,
' Do what ?' he asked, dazed and stupid,
ShamefuUy, and with a touch of braggadocio, they told what
he had to do, and then his vacant face became suddenly charged
with passion, and he made a shriek of terror and let the gun fall,
QuUleash picked the gun from the ground and thrust It back into
Davy's hand,
'You've got to do it,' he said; 'the lot's fallen to you, and
it's bad work flying in the face of fate.'
At first Davy cried that nothing on God's earth would make
him do it; but suddenly he yielded, took the gun quickly, and
was led to his place three or four paces in front of where Dan
stood with his arms bound at his sides, his face of an ashy
whiteness and his eyes fearful to look upon.
' I can't kUl him whUe he's tied up Uke that,' said Davy.
'Loose him, and then I'U shoot.'
The men had been startled by Davy's sudden acquiescence,
but now they understood it. Not by so obvious a ruse were they
to be deceived. They knew full well that Dan as a free man
was a match for aU four of them unarmed.
' You're meaning to fire over his head,' they said -to Da-vy',
and carried away by his excitement, and without art to conceal
his intention, the lad cried hystericaUy,' That's the truth, and so
lam.'
Q2
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The men put their heads together, and there was some hurried
whispering. At tho next minute they had laid hold of Davy,
bound him as Dan was bound, and put him to stand at Dan's
side. This they did with the thought that Da-vy was now Dan's
accomplice.
Then again they cast lots as before. This time the lot fell to
QuiUeash. He took his stand where the lad had stood, and put
the trigger of the gun at cock.
' Men,' he said, ' if we don't take this man's life nothing wiU
hould him but he'U take ours; and it's our right to protect
ourselves, and the ould Book -wiU uphold us. It Isn't murder
we're at, but justice, and Lord A'mighty ha' massy on their
Bowls!'
'Give him another chance,' said Teare, and QuUleash,
nothing loath, put his question again. Dan, with a glance at
Davy, answered as before, with as cahn a voice, though his face
was blanched and his eyes stood out from their sockets, and his
lips and nostrUs quivered.
Then there was sUence, and then down on their knees behind
QuiUeash feU the three men, CrenneU, CorkeU, and Teare.
' Lord ha' massy on their sowls !' they echoed, and QuiUeash
raised the gun.
Never a word more did Dan say, and never a cry or a sign
came from Davy Fayle. But QuiUeash did not fire. He paused
and Ustened, and turning about he said in an altered tone,
' Where's the horse ? '
The men Ufted their heads and pointed, without speaking, to
where the horse was tethered by the doorway. QuiUeash listened with head aslant. ' Then who's foot is that ? ' he said.
The men leapt to their feet. Teare was at the doorway in
an instant. ' God A'mighty, they're on us 1' he said in an
affrighted whisper.
Then two of the others looked, and saw that from every side
the coroner and his men were closing in upon them. They
could recognise every man, though the nearest was stUl half a
mUe away. For a moment they stared blankly into each other's
faces and asked themselves what was to be done. In that
moment every good and bad quaUty seemed to leap to their
faces. Corkell and CrenneU, seeing themselves outnumbered,
feU to a bout of hysterical weeping. Teare, a fellow of sterner
stuff, without pity or ruth, seeing no danger for them if Dan
were out of sight, was for finishing in a twinkling what they
had begun—shooting Dan, flinging him into the loft above*
down the shaft outside, or into a manure-hole at the doorway,
that was full of slimy filth and was now half frozen over.
QuiUeash alone kept his head, and when Teare had spoken
the old man said. No, and set his Up firm and hard. Then Dan
himself, no less excited than the men themselves, called and
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ssked how many they were that were coming. CrenneU told
him nine—seven men and the coroner, and another—^it might
be a woman—on a horse.
' Eight men are not enough to take six of us,' said Dan.
- Here, cut my rope and Da-vy's—quick.'
When the men heard that, and saw by the light of Dan's
eyes that he meant it, and that he whose blood they had all
but spUled was ready to stand side by side with them and throw
in his lot with their lot, they looked stupidly into each other's
eyes, and could say nothing. But in another breath the evil
Spirit of doubt had taken hold of them, and Teare was laughing
bitterly in Dan's face.
CrenneU looked out at the doorway again. • They're running, we're lost men,' he said; and once more he set up his
hysterical weeping.
' Dowse that,' said QuUleash ; ' where's your trustin' now ?'
' Here, BUly,' said Dan eagerly, ' cut the lad's rope and get
into the loft, every man of you.'
Without waiting to comprehend the meaning of this advice,
reaUsing nothing but that the shed was surrounded and escape
impossible, two of them, CrenneU and Corkell, clambered up
the ladder to the loft. Old QuiUeash, who from the first moment
of the scare had not budged an inch from his place on the floor,
stood there stiU with the gun in his hand. Then Dan, thinking
to free himself by burning one strand of the rope that bound
him, threw himself down on his knees by the fire of gorse and
wood, and held himself over it untU one shoulder and arm and
part of his breast were in the flame. For a moment it seemed
as if, bound as he was, he must thrust half his body into the
fire, and roll in it, before the rope that tied him would ignite.
But at the next moment he had leapt to his feet with a mighty
effort, and the rope was burning over his arm.
At that same moment the coroner and the seven men, with
Mona riding behind them, came up to the doorway of the shed.
There they drew up in consternation. No sight on earth was
less yke that they had looked to see than the sight they then
behelAi.
Th|re, in a dense cloud of smoke, was Davy Fayle, still
boimd and helpless, pale and speechless with affright; and there
was Dan, also bound, and burning over one shoulder as if the
arm itself were afire, and straining his great muscles to break
the rope that held him. QuiUeash was In the middle of the
floor as if rooted to the spot, and his gun was in his hands.
Teare was on the first nmg of the waU-ladder, and the two
white faces of CorkeU and CrenneU were peering down from the
trap-hole above,
• What's aU this ? ' said the coroner.
Theu Teare dropped back from the ladder and pointed at
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Dan ajid said, ' We caught him and were taking him back to
you, sir. Look, that's the way we strapped him. But he was
trying to bum the rope and give us the slip.'
Dan's face turned black at that word of treachery, and a
hoarse cry came from his throat.
'Is It t r u e ? ' said the coroner, and his lip curled as he
turned to Dan. Davy Fayle shouted vehemently that it was a
lie, but Dan, shaking visibly from head to foot, answered quietly
and said, ' I'll not say no, coroner,'
At that QuiUeash stepped out, 'But I'll say no,' he said
firmly. ' He's a brave man, he is; and maybe I'm on'y an
oiUd rip, but d
me if I'm goin' to lie like that for nobody—
no, not to save my own sowl.'
Then in his gruff tones, sometimes faltering, sometimes
breaking into deep sobs, and then rising to deeper oaths, the old
fellow told all. And that night aU six of them—Dan, the four
fishermen, and the lad Davy—were lodged in the prison at
Castle Rushen,

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE COURT OF GENERAL GAOL DELIVERY,

Christmas-tide onward through the dark months, untU a
' dream of spring' came once again on the slumbering face of
winter, the six men lay in Castle Rushen. Rumours from
within the grey waUs of the gaol told that some of them were
restive under their punishment, and that the spirits of others
saxik under it, but that Dan bore up with the fortitude of
resignation, and, though prone to much sadness, with even the
cheerfulness of content. It was the duty of each man to take
his turn at cleaning the ceU, and it was said that Dan's turn
seemed by his own counting to come frequently. Reproaches
he bore with humUity, and on one occasion he took a blow from
CrenneU, who was smaU of stature and had a sUght limp in one
leg. Constant bickerings were rife among them, and Dan was
often their subject of quarrel, and stiU oftener their victim;
but they had cheerful hours too, and sometimes a laugh
together.
Such were some of the reports that made gossip outside,
where pubUo curiosity and excitement grew keener as the halfyearly sitting of the Court of General Gaol DeUvery drew
nearer. Copper riots and felonies of aU descriptions, disputes
as to tithe, and arbitrations as to the modes of counting the
herrings, sank out of sight in prospect of the trial of Dan and
bis crew. From Point of Avre to the Calf of Man it was the
FROM
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engrossing topic, and none Uving could remember a time when
public feeling ran so high. The son of the Bishop was to be
tried for the murder of the son of the Deemster, and a bigger
issue could no man conceive. Variable enough was the popiUar
sympathy—sometimes with Dan, sometimes against him, always
influenced by what way the wave of feeling flowed with regard
to the Deemster and the Bishop. And closely were these two
watched at every turn.
The Deemster showed uncommon animation, and even some
sprightUness. He was more abroad than at any time for fifteen
years before, and was usually accompanied by Jarvis Kerruish,
His short laugh answered oftener to his own wise witticisms
than at any time since the coming to the island of his brother,
the Bishop; but people whispered that his good spirits did not
keep him constant company within the waUs of his own house.
There his daughter, Mona, still soft as the morning dew and aU
but as sUent, sat much alone. She had gro-wn ' wae' as folk
said, rarely being seen outside the gates of BaUamona, never
being heard to laugh, and showing Uttle interest in Ufe beyond
the crib of her foster-chUd, Ewan's orphaned daughter. And
people remembered her mother, how silent she had been, and
how patient, and how like to what Mona was, and they said
now, as they had said long ago,' She's going do-wn the steep
places.'
The Bishop had kept close to Bishop's Court. Turning night
into day, and day into night, or knowing no times and seasons,
he had been seen to wander at aU hours up and down the glen.
If any passed bim as he crossed the road from the glen back to
the house he had seemed not to see. His grey hair had grown
snowy white, his taU figure drooped hea-vUy from his shoulders,
and his gait had lost all Its spring. Stricken suddenly into
great age, he had wandered about mumbling to himself, or else
quite sUent. The chapel on his episcopal demesne he had
closed from the time of the death of Ewan, his chaplain. Thus
had he borne himself, shut out from the world, until the primrose had come and gone, and the cuckoo had begun to call.
Then as suddenly he underwent a change. Opening the chapel
at Bishop's Court, he conducted ser-vice there every Sunday
afternoon. The good souls of the parish declared that never
before had he preached with such strength and fervour, though
the face over the pulpit looked ten long years older than on the
Christmas morning when the long-shore men brought up their
dread burden from the Mooragh. Convocation was kept on
Whit Tuesday as before, and the Bishop spoke with calm and
grave power. His clergy said he had gathered strength from
BoUtude and fortitude, from many days spent alone, as in the
wilderness, with his Maker. Here and there a wise one among
his people said it might look better of him to take the beam
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out of his own eye than to be so very zealous in pointing out
the motes In the eyes of others. The world did not stand stiU,
though public interest was in suspense, and now and again
some girl was presented for incontinence or some man for
drunkenness. Then it was noticed that the censures of the
Church had begun to fall on the evUdoer with a great tenderness, and this set the -wise ones whispering afresh that someone
was busy at sweeping the path to his own door, and also that
Ihe black ox never trod on his own hoof.
The day of the trial came In May. It was to be a day of
•loom, but the sun shone with its own Indifference to the big
little affairs of men. The spring had been a dry one, and over
the drought came heat. From every corner of the island the
people trooped off under the broUing sun to Castletown. The
Court of General Gaol DeUvery was held In Castle Rushen, in
the open square that formed the gateway to the prison chapel,
under the clear sky, without shelterfrom any weather. There the
narrow space aUotted to spectators was thronged with hot faces
under beavers, mutches, and sun-bonnets. The passages from
the castle gate on the quay were also thronged by crowds who
could not see but tried to hear. From the lancet windows of
the castle that overlooked the gateway eager faces peered out,
and on the lead flat above the iron staircase and over the great
clock tower were companies of people of both sexes, who looked
down and even listened when they could. The -windows of the
houses around the castle gate were thrown up for spectators
who sat on the sUls, In the rigging of the brigs and luggers
that lay in the harbour close imder the castle waUs saUors had
perched themselves to look on, and crack jokes and smoke.
Nearly the whole floor of the market-place was thronged, but
under the cross, where none could see or hear, an old woman
had set up ninepins, tipped with huge baUs of toffee, and a
score of tipsy feUows were busy with them amid much laughter
and noise, A line of older men, -with their hands in their
pockets, were propped against the castle wall; and a young
woman from BaUasaUa, reputed to be a prophetess, was standing on the steps of the cross, and caUing on the careless to take
note that, while they cursed and swore and forgot their Maker,
six men not twenty yards away were on the brink of their
graves.
The judges were the Governor of the island (who was robed),
the Clerk of the RoUs, the two Deemsters (who wore -wigs and
gowns), the Water BaUiff, the Bishop, the Archdeacon, the
Vicars-General, and the twenty-four Keys. AU these sat on a
raised platform of planks. The senior and presiding Deemster
(ThorkeU Mylrea), who was the mouthpiece of the court, was
elevated on a central dais.
Thorkell was warm, eager, and even agitated. When the
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Bishop took his seat, amid a low murmur of the spectators,
his manner was calm, and his quiet eyes seemed not to look
into the faces about him.
The prisoners were brought in from the ceU that opened to
the left of the gateway. They looked haggard and worn, but
were not wanting In composure. Dan, towering above the rest
in bis great stature, held his head low ; his cheeks were ashy,
but his lips were firm. By his side, half clinging to his garments, was the lad Davy, and at the other end of the line
was old QuUleash, with resolution on his weather-beaten face.
CrenneU and CorkeU were less at ease, but Teare's firm-set
figure and hard-drawn mouth showed the dogged determination of a man who meant that day to seU his life dear. Sixtyeight men were present, summoned from the seventeen parishes
of the Island to compose a jury of twelve to be selected by the
prisoners. Over aU was the burning sun of a hot day in May.
When the officer of the court had made the presentment,
and was going on to ask the prisoners to plead, the proceedings
were suddenly interrupted. The steward of the spiritual barony
of the Bishop, now sole baron of the island, rose to a point of
law. One of the six prisoners who were indicted for felony was
a tenant of the Bishop's barony, and as such was entitled to trial
not by the civU powers of the island, but by a jury of his barony,
presided over by the proper president of his barony. The
prisoner in question was Daniel Mylrea, and for him the
steward claimed the privUege of a remand untU he could be
brought up for trial before the court of the lord of the barony
under which he Uved.
This claim created a profound sensation in the court. Dan
himself raised his eyes, and his face had a look of pain. When
asked by the Deemster If the claim was put forward by his wish
or sanction he simply shook his head. The steward paid no
attention to this repudiation. ' This court,' he said, ' holds no
jurisdiction over a tenant of the Bishop's barony'; and forthwith he put in a document showing that Daniel Mylrea was
tenant of a farm on the episcopal demesne, situate partly in
Kirk BaUaugh and partly in Kirk Michael.
The Deemster Imew fuU weU that he was powerless. Nevertheless he made a rigid examination of the prisoner's lease, and,
finding the document flawless, he put the point of law to the
twenty-four Keys with every hampering difficulty. But the
court was satisfied as to the claim, and aUowed it. ' The prisoner, Daniel Mylrea, stands remanded for trial at the court of
his barony,' said the Deemster, in a tone of vexation; ' and at
that trial,' he added, with evident reUsh, ' the president of the
barony shaU be, as by law appointed, assisted by a Deemster.'
Dan was removed, his name was struck out of the indictment, and the trial of the five fishermen was proceeded -with.
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They pleaded ' Not guUty.' The Attorney-General prosecuted,
stating the facts so far as they concerned the remaining prisoners,
and reflecting at the evidence against the prisoner who was re
manded. He touched on the evidence of the saUcloth, and then
on the mystery attaching to a certain bundle of clothes, belts,
and daggers that had been found In the prison at Peel Castle.
At this reference the steward of the barony objected, as also
against the depositions that inculpated Dan. The witnesses
were fewer than at the Deemster's inquest, and they had nothing
to say that directly criminated the fishermen. Brief and uninteresting the trial turned out to be -with the chief prisoner
withdrawn, and throughout the proceedings the Deemster's
vexation was betrayed by his thin, sharp, testy voice. Some
efforts were made to prove that Dan's disappearance from Peel
Castle had been brought about by the Bishop ; but the steward
of the barony guarded so zealously the pri-vUeges of the ecclesiastical courts, that nothing less than an open and unseemly
rupture between the powers of Church and State seemed imminent when the Deemster, losing composure, was for pressing the
irrelevant inquiry. Moreover, the Keys, who sat as arbiters of
points of law and to ' pass' the verdict of the jury, were clearly
against the Deemster.
The trial did not last an hour. When the jury was ready to
return a verdict, the Deemster asked In Manx, as by ancient
usage,' Vod y fer-carree sole ? ' (May the Man of the Chancel
[the Bishop] sit ?) And the foreman answered, ' Fod' (He
may); the ecclesiastics remained in their seats; a verdict of
' Not guilty' was returned, and straightway the five fishermen
were acquitted.
Later the same day the Deemster vacated his seat on the
dais, and then the Bishop rose and took It -with great solemnity.
That the Bishop himself shoiUd sit to try his o-wn son, as he
must have tried any other felon who was a tenant of his barony,
made a profoimd impression among the spectators. The Archdeacon, who had hoped to preside, looked appalled. The Deemster sat below, and on either side were the ecclesiastics, who
had claimed their right to sit as judges In the civU court.
Another jury, a jury of the barony, was empannelled. _ The
sergeant of the barony brought Dan to the bar. The prisoner
was stUl very calm, and his lips were as firm, though his face
was as white and his head held as low as before. When a
presentment was read over to him, charging him -with causing
the death of Ewan Mylrea, deacon in holy orders, and hewas
asked to plead, he lifted his eyes slowly, and answered in a
clear, quiet, sonorous voice, that echoed from the high walls of
the gateway, and was heard by the people on the clock tower,
' GuUty.'
As evidence had been taken at the Deemster's inquest, no
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witnesses were now heard. The steward of the barony presented.
He dwelt on the prisoner's special and awful criminaUty, in so
far as he was the son of the Bishop, taught from his youth up to
think of human Ufe as a holy thing, and bound by that honoured
aUiance to a righteous way in life. Then he touched on the
peculiar duty of right U-ving in one who held the office of captain
of his parish, sworn to preserve order and to protect Ufe.
When the steward had appended to his statement certain
commonplaces of extenuation based on the plea of GuUty, the
Deemster, amid a dead hush among the spectators, put questions
to the prisoner which were intended to elicit an explanation of
his motive in the crime, and of the circumstances attending it.
To these questions Dan made no answer.
'Answer me, sir,' the Deemster demanded, but Dan was
stIU sUent, Then the Deemster's wrath mastered him.
' It Ul becomes a man in your position to refuse the only
amends that you can make to justice for the pains to which you
have put this court and another.'
It was an idle outburst. Dan's firm lip was Immovable.
He looked steadily Into the Deemster's face, and said not a
word.
The steward stepped In. ' The prisoner,' he said, 'has elected
to make the gravest of all amends to justice,' and at that there
was a deep murmur among the people. ' Nevertheless, I could
wish,' said the steward,' that he would also make answer to the
Deemster's question.'
But the prisoner made no sign.
' There is some reason for thinking that. If aU were known,
where so much Is now hidden, the crime to which the prisoner
pleads guUty would wear a less grievous aspect.'
StUl the prisoner gave no answer.
' Come, let us have done,' said the Deemster, twisting impatiently In his seat, ' Pronounce the sentence, and let your
sergeant carry it into effect.'
The murmur among the people grew to a great commotion,
but in the midst of It the Bishop was seen to rise, and then a
deep hush fell on aU
The Bishop's white head was held erect, his seamed face was
firm as it was pale, and his voice, when he spoke, was clear and
fdll, ' Daniel Mylrea,' he said,' you have pleaded guUty to the
great crime of murder. The sergeant of your barony wiU now
remove you, and on the morning of this day of next week he
wiU take you In his safe custody to the Tynwald HiU, in the
centre of the Island, there. In the eye of light, and before the
feces of all men, to receive the dreadfrU sentence of this court,
wd to endure its punishment,'

236

THE

DEEMSTER

CHAPTER XXXVI,
OUT OFF FROM THE PEOPLB,

the week that foUowed the trial of Daniel Mylrea at the
court of his barony, the excitement throughout the island passed
aU experience of public feeling. What -was to be the sentence
of the barony ? This was the one question everywhere—at the
inn, the mill, the smithy, the market cross, the street, iu the
court-house; and if two shepherds hailed each other on the
mountains they asked for the last news from Peel.
With a sUent acceptance of the idea that death alone could
be the penalty of the crime that had been committed, there
passed through the people the burden, first of a great awe and
then of a great dread that any Christian man should die the
death of hanging. Not for nearly two score years had the island
Been that horror, and old men shuddered at the memory of it.
Then it came to be understood in a vague way that something
nnlooked for was to occur. Whispers went from mouth to
mouth that old QuiUeash had safled down to the Calf Sound
with the ' Ben-my-Chree,' weU stored with provisions. In a
few days the old salt returned, walking overland, preserving an air
of vast mystery, and shaking his head when his gossips questioned
him. Then poor human nature, that could not bear to see
Daniel Myhrea die, could not bear to see him saved either, and
men who had sworn in their impotent white terror that never
again should a gaUows be buUt in the island, lusty feUows who
had sho-wn ruth for the first time, began to show gaU for the
hundredth, to nudge, to snigger, and to mutter that blood was
thicker than water, and there was much between saying and
doing, as the sayin' was.
The compassion that had been growing in secret began to
struggle with the ungentle impulses that came of superstitious
fear. It seemed to be true, as old folk were whispering, that
Daniel Mylrea was the Jonah of the island. What had happened In the first year of his Ufe ? A prolonged drought and a
terrible famine. What was happening now ? Another drought
that threatened another famine. And people tried to persuado
themselves that the sword of the Lord was over them, and that
it would only rest and be quiet when they had executed God's
judgment on the guUty man.
The day of Tynwald came, and the week before it had
passed Uke a year. There was no sun, but the heat was stiflmg,
the clouds hung low and dark and hot as the roc* of an open
oven, the air was sluggish, and the earth looked blue. Far
ftcross the sea to the north-west there was a thin streak of fiery
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loud, and at some moments there was the smell of a thundertorm in the heavy atmosphere. F r o m north and south, from
ast and west the people trooped to Tynwald Hill. Never before
dthin the memory of Uving m a n had so vast a concourse been
witnessed on that ancient ground of assembly. Throughout the
jland the mUl-wheel was stopped, the smithy fire was raked
ver with ashes, the plough lay in the furrow, the sheep were
urned out on to the mountains, and men and women, old men.
Id women, and young chUdren, ten thousand in all, with
armed faces and white, in sun-bonnets, mutches, and capes
nd some with cloaks in preparation for the storm that was
oming, drove in their little springless carts, or rode on their
maU Manx ponies, or trudged on foot through the dusty roads,
md over the bleached hillsides and the parched Curraghs.
At ten o'clock the open green that surrounds the hiU of Tynvald was densely thronged. Carts were tipped u p in corners,
md their stores of food and drink were guarded by a boy or a
voman, who sat on the stemboard. Horses were tethered to
he wheels, or turned loose to browse on a common near at
land. Men lounged on the green and talked, their hands in
iheir pockets, their pipes in their mouths, or stood round the
Pynwald Inn, Ufting pannikins to their lips, and laughing—for
;here was merriment among them though the work for which
they had come together was not a merry one.
The mount itself was stUl empty, and twelve constables were
Stationed about the low wall that surrounded it, keeping the
jrowd back. And though, as the people met and mingled, the
Daen talked of the crops and of the prospect for the fishing, and
women of the wool and y a m , and boys tossed somersaults, and
jroung girls betook themselves to girlish gam^s, and girls of
older growth In bright ribbons to ogling and giggling, and though
there was some coarse banter and coarser singing, the excitement of the crowd beneath all was deep and strong. Ai intervals there was a movement of the people towards a church, St.
John's Church, that stood a little to the east of Tynwald, and
sometimes a general rush towards the gate that looked westward towards Peeltown and the sea. Earlier in the day someone had climbed the mountain caUed Greeba, beyond the chapel,
and put a light to the dry gorse at the top, and now the fire
smouldered in thu dcowe air, and set up a long sinuous tiaU of
blue smoke to the empty vault of the sky.
Towards half-past ten old Paton Gorry, the sumner, went
down the narrow, tortuous steps that led to the dungeon of Pee'
Castle. He carried fetters for the hands and legs of his prisunei
*nd fixed them in their places with nervous and fujublint
fingers. His prisoner helped him as far as might be, and spok<
thearily in answer to bis mumbled adieu.
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' I'm not going to St. John's, sir. I couldn't give mysell
lave for it,' the sumner muttered in a breaking voice. With a
choking sensation in his throat Daniel Myh-ea said,' God blesn
you, Paton,' and laid hold of the old man's hand. Twenty times
during the week the sumner had tried in vain to prevaU on the
prisoner to explain the circumstances attending his crime,
and so earn the mitigation of punishment which had been
partly promised. The prisoner had only shaken his head in
sUence.
A few minutes afterwards Daniel Mylrea was handed over in
the guard-room to the sergeant of the barony, and Paton Gorry's
duties—the hardest that the world had yet given him to do—
were done.
The sergeant and the prisoner went out of the castle and
crossed the narrow harbour in a boat. On the wooden jetty,
near the steps by which they landed, a small open cart was
drawn up, and there was a crowd of gaping faces about it, Tho
two men got into the cart and were driven down the quay
towards the path by the river that led to Tynwald under the
foot of SUeau Whallin. As they passed through the town the
prisoner was dimly conscious that white faces looked out of
windows and that small knots of people were gathered at the
comers of the aUeys. But aU this was soon blotted out, and
when he came to himself he was dri-ving imder the trees, and by
the side of the rumbling water.
AU the day preceding the prisoner had told himself that
when his time came, his great hour of suffering and expiation,
he must bear himself with fortitude, abating nothing of the
whole bitterness of the atonement he was to make, asking no
quarter, enduring aU contumely, though men jeered as he passed
or spat in his face. He thought he had counted the cost of that
trial. Seven sleepless nights and seven days of torment had he
given to try his spirit for that furnace, and he thought he could
go through it and not shrink. In his soUtary hours he had
arranged his plans. WhUe he drove from Peel to St. John's he
was to think of nothing that would sap his resolution, and his
mind was to be a blank. Then, as he approached the place, he
was to Uft his eyes without fear, and not let them drop though
their gaze feU on the dread thing that must have been built
there. And so, very calmly, silently, and firmly, he was to meet
the end of aU.
But now that he was no longer in the dungeon of the prison,
where despair might breed bravery in a timid soul, but under
the open sky where hope and memory grow strong together, he
knew, though he tried to shut his heart to It, that his courage
was oozing away. He recognised this house and that gate, he
knew every turn of the river—where the trout lurked and where
the eels sported—and when he looked up at the dun sky h«
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knew how long It might take for the lightning to break through
the luminous dulness of the thunder-cloud that hung over the
head of SUeau WhaUin. Do what he would to keep bis mind a
blank, or to busy It with trifles of the way, he could not help
reflecting that he was seeing these things for the last time.
Then there came a long interval, in which the cart wherein
he sat seemed to go wearUy on, on, on, and nothing awakened
his slumbering senses. When he recovered consciousness with
a start he knew that his mind had been busy with many thoughts
such as sap a man's resolution and bring his brave schemes to
fooUshness. He had been asking himself where his father was
that day, where Mona would be then, and how deep their shame
must be at the thought of the death he was to die. To him his
death was his expiation, and little had he thought of the manner
of It; but to them It was disgrace and horror. And so he shrunk
within himself. He knew now that his great purpose was
drifting away like a foolish voice that is emptied In the air.
Groaning audibly, praying in broken snatches for strength of
spirit, looking up and around with fearful eyes, he rode on and
on, untU at length, before he was yet near the end of his awful
ride, the deep sound came floating to him through the air of the
voices of the people gathered at the foot of Tynwald, It was
like the sound the sea makes as its white breakers fall on some
sharp reef a mUe away ; a deep, multitudinous hum of many
tongues. When he lifted his head and heard it, his palUd face
became ashy, his whitening lips trembled, his head dropped back
to his breast, his fettered arms fell between his fettered legs,
river and sky were blotted out of his eyes, and he knew that
before the face of his death he was no better than a poor broken
coward.
At eleven o'clock the crowd at Tynwald had grown to a vast
concourse that covered every foot of the green with a dense
mass of moving heads. In an enclosed pathway that connected
the chapel with the mount three carriages were drawn up. The
Deemster sat in one of them, and his wizened face was full of
uncharity. By his side was Jar-vis Kerruish. On an outskirt of
the crowd two men stood with a small knot of people around
them; they were QuiUeash and Teare. The BaUasaUa prophetess, -with guttering eyes and hair in ringlets, was preaching
by the door of the inn, and near her were CorkeU and CrenneU,
and they sang when she sang, and while she prayed they knelt.
Suddenly the great clamorous human biUow was moved by a
ruflBe of sUence that spread from side to side, and ia the midst
of a deep hush the door of the chapel opened, and a Une of ecclesiastics came out and walked towards the mount. At the end of
the line was the Bishop, bareheaded, much bent, his face white
and seamed, his step heavy and uncertain, his whole figure and
carriage teUing of the sword that is too keen for its scabbard.
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When the procession reached the mount the Bishop ascended to
the topmost round of it, and on the four green ledges below bitri
his clergy ranged themselves. Almost at the same moment
there was a subdued murmur among the people, and at one side
of the green, the gate to the west, the cro-wd opened and parted,
and the space widened and the line lengthened untU it reached
the foot of the Tynwald. Then the cart that brought the sergeant and his prisoner fr-om the castle entered it slowly, and
drew up, and then with head and eyes down, Uke a beast tbat is
struck to its death, Daniel Mylrea dropped to his feet on the
ground. He was clad in the blue cloth of a fisherman, vrith a
bro-wn knitted guernsey under his coat, and sea-boots over his
stockings. He stood in his great stature above the shoulders of
the taUest of the men around him ; and women who were as far
away as the door of the inn could see the seaman's cap he wore.
The sergeant drew him up to the foot of the mount, but his
bowed head was never raised to -where the Bishop stood above
him. An aU-consuming shame sat upon him, and around him
was the deep breathing of the people.
Presently a fuU, clear voice was heard over the low murmur
of the crowd, and instantly the mass of mo-ving heads was Ufted
to the mount, and the sea of faces flashed white under the
heaviness of the sky.
' Daniel Mylrea,' said the Bishop, ' it is not for us to know if
any hidden circumstance lessens the hideousness of your crime.
Against aU question concerning your motive your Ups have been
sealed, and we who are your earthly judges are compeUed to
take you at the worst. But if. In the fulness of your remorse,
your sUence conceals what would soften your great offence, be
sure that your Heavenly Judge, who reads your heart, sees aU.
You have taken a precious life; you have spiUed the blood oi
one who bore himself so meekly and lovingly and -with such
charity before the world that the hearts of all men were drawn
to him. And you, who slew him in heat or malice, you he
ever loved with a great tenderness. Your guUt is confessed,
your crime is black, and now your punishment is sure.'
The crowd held its breath whUe the Bishop spoke, but the
guUty man moaned feebly and his bowed head swayed to
and fro.
' Daniel Mylrea, there is an everlasting sacredness in human
hfe, and God who gave it guards it jealously. When man
violates it, God calls for vengeance, and if we who are His lawgivers on earth shut our ears to that cry of the voice of God.
His fierce anger goes forth as a whirlwind and His word as a fire
upon aU men. Woe unto us if now we sin against the Lord by
faUing short of the punishment that he has ordered. Righteously
and -without quahn of human mercy, even as God has commanded, we, his servants, must execute judgment on the evil.
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doer, lest His wrath be poured out upon this Island itself, upon
man and upon beast, and upon the fruit of the ground.'
At that word the deep murmur broke out afresh over the
people, and under the low sky their upturned faces were turned
to a grim paleness. And now a strange light came into the
eyes of the Bishop, and his deep voice quavered.
' Daniel Mylrea,' he continued, ' it is not the way of God's
worse chastisement to take an eye for an eye, a tooth for a
tooth, and to spiU blood for blood that has been spiUed. When
the sword of the Lord goes forth it is sometimes to destroy the
guilty man, and sometimes to cut him off from the land of the
Uving, to banish him to the parched places of the wilderness, to
end the days wherein his sleep shall be sweet to him, to blot
out his name from the names of men, and to give him no burial
at the last when the darkness of death shall cover him.
The Bishop paused. There was a dreadful sUence, and the
distant sea sent up into the stiU air, imder the low clouds that
reverberated like a vault, a hoarse threatening murmur—
' Daniel Mylrea, you are not to die for your crime.'
At that Ul-omened word the prisoner staggered like a drunken man, and lifted his right hand mechanicaUy above his head,
as one who would avert a blow. And now It was easy to see in
the wUd Ught in the eyes of the Bishop, and to hear in his
hoUow, tense voice, that the heart of the father was wrestling
with tbe soul of the priest, and that every word that condemned
the guUty man made its sore woimd on the spirit of him that
uttered it.
' You have chosen death rather than Ufe, but on this side of
death's darkness you have yet, by God's awful wUl, to become a
terror to yourself; you have water of gall to drink ; toUfuUy you
have to Uve in a waste land alone, where the sweet light of
morning shaU bring you pain, and the darkness of night have
eyes to peer into your soul; and so on and on from year to
weary year untU your step shall faU and there shaU be never
another to help you up; hopeless, accursed, finding death in life,
looking only for life in death, and crying in the bitterness of
your desolation, " Cursed be the day wherein I was bom; let not
the day whereia my mother bare me be blt.ssed 1 Cursed be the
man that brought tidings to my father, saying,' A man child IE
born unto thee,' making his heart glad." '
One hoarse cry as of physical pain burst from the prisoner
before these awful words were yet fully uttered. The guilty man
gripped his head between his hands, and Uke a beast that is
sa itten In the shambles he stood in a stupor, his body swaying
slightly, a film upon his eyes, and his mind sullen and stunned.
There was sUence for a moment, and when the Bishop spoke
sgam his tempest-beaten head, white vsdth the .'flowers of the
pave, trembled visibly. The terrified people were grasping each
B
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other's hands, and their hard-drawn breath went through the
air Uke the hiss of the sea at its ebb. As they looked up at the
Bishop they understood that an awful struggle of human love
and spiritual duty was going on before them, and over aU their
terror they were moved to a deep compassion.
'Daniel Mykea,' said the Bishop again, and,notwithstanding
his efforts to uphold it, his voice softened and all but broke,' vengeance belongs to God, but we who are men and prone to faU are
not to deny mercy. When your fetters are removed, and you
leave this place, you wUl go to the Calf Sound that flows at tho
extreme south of the island. There you wUl find your fishing-boat,
stored with such as may meet your immediate wants. With
that offering we part fr-om you whUe life shall last. Use it well,
but henceforward look for no succour whence It has come. Though
you loathe your Ufe, be zealous to preserve it, and hasten not, I
warn you, by one hour the great day of God's final reckoning.
'Most of aU be mindful of the things of an eternal concernment,
that we who part from you now may not part for ever as from a
soul given over to everlasting darkness.'
The prisoner gave no further sign. Then the Bishop turned
with a -wild gesture to the right and to the left and lifted both
his hands. ' Men and women of Man,' he said, in a voice that
rose to the shrUhiess of a cry,' the sentence of the court of the
barony of the island is, that this man shall be cut off from his
people. Henceforth let him have no name among us, nor
famUy, nor kin. From now for ever let no flesh touch his flesh.
Let no tongue speak to him. Let no eye look on him. If ha
should be an-hungered, let none give him meat. When he shaU
be sick let none minister to him. Wlien his death shaU come,
let no man bury him. Alone let him live, alone let him die,
and among the beasts of the field let him hide his unburied bones,'
A great hoarse groan arose from the people, such as comes
from the bosom of a sullen sea. The pathos of the awfiil struggle
which they had looked upon was swallowed up in the horror of
its tragedy. What they had come to see was as nothing to the
awfulness of the thing they had witnessed. Death was terrible,
but this was beyond death's terror. Somewhere in the dark
chambers of the memory of their old men the like of it lived as
a grim gorgon from old time. They looked up at the mount,
and the gaunt figure standing there above the vast multitude of
moving heads seemed to be something beyond nature. The
trembling upraised hands, the eyes of fire, the white quivering
lips, the fever in the face wkich consumed the grosser senses,
appeared to transcend the natural man. And below was the
prisoner, dazed, stunned, a beast smitten mortaUy and staggermg to its faU,
The sergeant removed the fetters from the prisoner's hands
and feet, and turned him about with his face towards tha southj
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Not at first did the man seem to realise that he was no longer a
prisoner but an outcast, and free to go whither he would save
where other men might be. Then, recovering some partial consciousness, he moved a pace or two forward, and instantly the
crowd opened for him and a long wide way was made through
the dense mass, and he walked through It, slow yet strong of
step, with head bent and eyes that looked into the eyes of no
man. Thus he passed away from the Tynwald towards the foot
of SUeau WhaUin and the vaUey of Foxdale that runs southward.
And the people looked after him, and the Bishop on the mount
find the clergy below followed him with their eyes. A great
wave of compassion swept over the crowd as the solitary figure
crossed the river and began to ascend the mountain path. The
man was accursed, and none might look upon him with pity; but
there were eyes that grew dim at that sight.
The smoke stiU rose in a long blue column from the side of
Greeba, and the heavy cloud that had hung at poise over the
head of SUeau WhaUin had changed its shape to the outlines of
a mighty bird, luminous as a sea-guU, but of a sickly saffron.
Over the long line of sea and sky to the west the streak of red
that had burned duskily had also changed to a dull phosphoric
Ught, that sent eastward over the sky's low roof a misty glow.
And whUe the people watched the lonely man who moved away
from them across the breast of the hill, a pale sheet of lightning,
without noise of thunder, flashed twice or thrice before their
faces. So stUl was the crowd, and so reverberant the air, that
they could hear the man's footsteps on the stony hillside. When
he reached the topmost point of the path, and was about to descend to the valley, he was seen to stop, and presently to turn his
face, gazing backwards for a moment. Against the dun sky his
figure cotUd be seen from head to foot. WhUe he stood the
people held their breath. When he was gone and the mountain
had hidden him the crowd breathed audibly.
At the next moment all eyes were turned back to the mount.
There the Bishop, a priest of God no longer, but only a poor
human father now, had faUen to his knees, and Ufted his two
trembling arms. "Then the pent-up anguish of the wretched
heart that had steeled itself to a mighty sacrifice of duty burst
forth in a prayer of gi-eat agony.
' 0 Father in Heaven, it Is not for him who draws the sword
of the Lord's vengeance among men to cry for mercy, but rather
to smite and spare not, yea, though his own flesh be smitten;
but, 0 Thou that fiUest heaven and earth, from whom none can
hide himself in any secret place that Thou shalt not see him,
look with pity on the secret place of the heart of Thy servant
iind hear his cry. O Lord on High, whose anger goes forth as a
whirlwind, and whose word is like as a fire, what am I but a
feeble, broken, desolate old man ? Thou knowest my weakness,
B 3
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and how my famUiars watehed for my halting, and how for a
period my soul faUed me, and how my earthly affections conquered my heavenly office, and how God's rule among this
people was most in danger from the servant of God, who should
be vaUant for the Lord on the earth. And if through the trial
of this day Thou hast been strength of my strength, woe is me
now, aged and fiiU of days, feeble of body and weak of faith,
that Thou hast brought this heavy judgment upon me. God of
Goodness and Righteous Judge of all the Earth, have mercy and
forgive if we weep for him who goeth away and shaU return no
more, nor see his home and kindred. FoUow him with Thy
Spirit, touch him -with Thy finger of fire, pour upon him the
healing of Thy grace, so that after death's great asundering,
when aU shall stand for one judgment, it may not be said of
Thy servant, "Write ye this old man chUdless." '
It was the cry of a great shattered soul, and the terrified
people dropped to their knees while the voice pealed over their
heads. When the Bishop was sUent the clergy Ufted him to his
feet, and helped bim down the pathway to the chapel. There
was then a duU murmur of distant thunder from across the sea.
The people feU apart in confusion. Before the last of them had
left the green the cloud of pale saffron over the head of SUeau
Whallin had broken into Ughtning, and the rain was faUing
heavUy.

TB.E

BBIEF

RELATION

OF DANIEL

MYLBEA,

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF.

CHAPTER XXXVIL
OF HIS OUTCAST STATE.

I, DANIEL MYLREA, the son (God forgive me I) of GUcrist Mylrea,

Bishop of Man—grace and peace be with that saintly soul!
—do set me down in the year (as weU as my reckoning serves
me) 17—, the month September, the day somewhere between
the twentieth and the thirtieth, to begin a brief relation of certain exceeding strange accidents of this life that have befaUen
me since, at the heavy judgment of God, I first turned my face
firom the company of men. Not, as the good Bunyan was, am I
now ImpeUed to such a narration—bear with me though I name
myself -with that holy man—by hope or thought that the goodness and bounty of God may thereby be the more advanced
before the sons of men, though it is for me also to magnify the
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Heavenly Majesty, insomuch as that by this door of my outcast
state He has brought me to partake of grace and life. Alone I
sit to -write what perchance no eye may read, but it is-with hope,
perhaps only vain, that she who Is dear to me beyond words of
appraisement may yet learn of the marvels which did oft occur,
that I try in these my last days to put my memory under ward
ship. For it has fastened on me with conviction that God has
chosen me for a vessel of mercy, and that very soon He wIU reheve me from the body of the death I live in. If I finish this
writing before I go hence, and if when I am gone she reads it,
methinks it wIU come to her as a deep solace that her prayer of
long since was answered, and that, though so sorely separated,
we twain have yet been one even in this world, and lived together
by day and hour in the cheer of the spirit. But if the gracious
end should come before I bring my task to a period, and she
should know only of my forlorn condition and learn nothing of
the grace wherein much of its desolation was lost, and never
come to an understanding of such of those strange accidents as
to her knowledge have befallen, then that were also weU, for she
must therein be spared many tears.
It was on May 29,
, seven years and four months, as J
reckon It, back from this present time, that In punishment ol
my great crime the heavy sentence fell on me that cut me off for
ever from the number of the people. What happened on that daj
and on the days soon foUowing it I do partly remember with the
vividness of horror, and partly recaU with difficulty and mistrust
from certain dark places of memory that seem to be clouded
over and numb. When I came to myself as I was plodding over
the side of SUeau Whallin, the thunder was loud in my ears, the
lightning was flashing before my eyes, and the rain was swirling
around me. I minded them not, but went on, hardly seeing
what was about or above me, on and on, over mountain road
and path, until the long day was almost done and the dusk began
to deepen. Then the strength of the tempest was spent, and only
the hmder part of it beat out from the -west a thin, misty rain,
and I found myself in Rushen, on the south brow of the glen
below Car-ny-Gree. There I threw myself down on the turf
with a great numbness and a great stupor upon me, both in body
and In mind. How long I lay there I know not, whether a few
minutes only, or, as I then surmised, near four-and-twenty
hours; but the Ught of day was not whoUy gone from the sky
when I lifted my head from where it had rested on my hands, and
saw that about me in a deep half-circle stood a drift of sheep, aU
BtiQ, save for their hea-vy breathing, and aU gazing in their questioning sUence down on me. I think in my heart, remembering
my desolation, I drew solace from this strange feUowship on the
lone mountain side, but I Ufted my hand and drove the sheep
away, and I thought as they went they bleated, but I could hear
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nothing of their cry, and so surmised that under the sufferings
of that day I had become deaf,
I feU back to the same stupor as before, and when I came to
myself again the moon was up, and a white light was around
the place where I sat. With the smell of the sheep in my nostrils I thought they might be standing about me again, but I
could see nothing clearly, and so stretched out my hands either
way. Then, from their confusion in scurring away, I knew that
the sheep had indeed been there, and that under the suflerings
of that day I had also failed in my sight.
The tempest was over by this time, the mountain turf had
run dry, and I lay me down at length and fell into a deep sleep
without dreams; and so ended the first day of my soUtary
state.
When I awoke the sun was high, and the wheat-ear was
singing on a stone very close above me, whereunder her pale
blue egg she had newly laid. I know not what wayward
humour' then possessed me, but It is true that I reached my
hand to the Uttle egg and looked at it, and crushed it between my
finger and thumb, and cast its refuse away. My surmise of the
night before I now found to be verified, that hearing and sight
were both partly gone from me. No man ever mourned less at
first knowledge of such infirmities, but In truth I was almost
beyond the touch of pain, and a sorer calamity would have
wanted strength to torture me, I rose and set my face southwards, for it was in the Calf Sound, as I remembered, that I
was to find my boat, and if any hope lived In my heart, so numb
of torpor. It was that perchance I might set sail and get myself
away.
I walked between Barrule and Dalby, and came down on the
eastward of Cronk-na-Irey-Lhaa. Then I, who had never before known my strength to fail, grew suddenly weary, and would
fain have cast me down to rest. So to succumb I could not brook,
but I halted In my walking and looked back, and across the plain
to the east, and down to the Bay of Fleswick to the west.
Many times since have I stood there and looked on sea and sky,
and mountain and dale, and asked myself was ever so fair a
spot, and if the plains of heaven were fairer ? But that day my
dim eyes scoured the sea for a saU and the mountains for a
man, and nothing did they see of either, and aU else was then
as nothing.
Yet, though I was so eager to keep within sight of my feUowman, I was anxious not to come his way, and in choosing my
path I walked where he was least likely to be. Thus, holding
weU to the west of Fleswick, I took the cliff head towards
Brada, and then came down between Port Erin and Port-leMary to the moors that stretch to the margin of the sound.
Some few I met, chiefly shepherds and fishermen, but I lifted
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my eyes to none, and none gave me salutation. This was weU,
for my heart was bitter, and if any had spoken, not knowing me,
I doubt not I should have answered ill. In my great hearttorpor, half blind, half deaf, I was that day like a wounded beast
of the field, ranging the moorland with a wild abandonment
and dangerous to its kind.
When I came to Cregneesh and saw it for the first time, a
Httle disjointed gipsy encampment of mud-buUt tents pitched on
the bare moor, the sky was reddening across the sea, and from
that I knew how far advanced the day must be, how slow my
course had been, and how low my strength. In half an hour more
I had sighted my boat, the ' Ben-my-Chree,' where she lay in
the Doon Creek of the sound, at the length of some fifty fathoms
inside the rocks of Kitterland. When I came up to her I found
her anchored in some five fathoms of water, with the small boat
lying dry on the shingly beach. Her cabin contained provisions
enough for present needs, and more than that I was in no mood
to think about. Since the morning of the day before I had not
broken fast, but now I ate hungrily of oaten and barley cake.
Later In the evening, when the stars were out and the moon,
which was in its last quarter, was hanging over the Calf, I
mixed myself some porridge of rye-meal and cold water, and ate
it on the deck, and then went below to my bunk and lay me
down alone. Between sleep and waking I tried to think of my
position and to realise It, but an owl was hooting somewhere on
the land, and somewhere over the -waters of the sound a diver
was making hia unearthly laugh, I could not think save of the
hooting owl and the screaming diver, and when I thought of
them, though their note was doleful and seemed to tell of suffering or perhaps of demoniac deUght, I could not thank God that
I had been made a man. Thus, feeling how sore a thing it is to
be a creature living under the wrath of God, I tossed on my
bunk untU I feU to sleep; and so ended the second day of my
unblessed condition.
To foUow closely all that befell on the next day, or the many
days thereafter whereof I kept no reckoning, were to weary my
spirit. One thing I know, that a sudden numbness of the
spiritual Ufe within me left me a worse man than I had been
before the day of my cutting off, and that I did soon lose the
Uttle I had of human love and tenderness. My gun had been
put In the boat, and with that I ranged the cliffs and the moor
from the Mull HiUs that Ue to the west of Cregneesh to the
Chasms that are to the east of it. Many puffins I shot, that
much frequent these shores, but their flesh was rank and salt,
and they were scarcely worth the powder I spent on them.
Thus it sometimes happened that, being in no straits for food, I
cast the birds away, or did not put myself to the pains of lifting
them up after they feU to my gun, but went on, nevertheless, to
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destroy them in my wanton humour. Rabbits I snared by 6
trick 1 learned when a boy, and sometimes cooked them in the
stove and ate them Uke a Christian man, and at other times I
sat me down on the hiUside and rived them asunder as a wUd
creature of the hiUs might do. But whether I ate in my boat
or on the cliff I took no religion to my table, and thought only
that I Uked my food or misliked it.
Many times in these first days I had to tear myself away
from thinking of my condition, for to do so was like the stab of
a knife to my brain, and I plainly saw that in that way madness
itself would Ue. If I told myself that other men had been cast
alone ere now in desolate places where no foot of man was and
no sound of a human voice, a great stroke would come upon my
spirit with the thought that only their bodies had been cast
away, but that my soul was so. The mooraned seaman on an
uninhabited island, when at length he set eyes on his feUowman, might Uft up his heart to God, but to me the company of
men was not blessed. Free I was to go where men were, even
to the towns wherein they herded together, but go where I would
I must yet be alone.
With this thought, and doubting not that for me the day of
grace was past and gone, since God had turned his face from the
atonement I had erewhUe been minded to make, I grew day by
day more bitter in my heart, and found it easiest to shut my
mind by living actively from hour to hour. Then, like a halfstarved hound, I went abroad at daybreak and scoured the hiUs
the day long, and returned to my bed at night, I knew I wag
a baser thing than I had been, and it brought some comfort
then to know that I was alone and no eye saw me as I now was.
Mine was a rank hold of life, and it gave me a savage deUght
unkno-wn before to live by preying on other creatures. I shot
and slew daily and hourly, and if for a moment I told myself
that what I had killed held its life on the same tenure that I
did, my humanity was not touched except to feel a strange wUd
thriU that it was not I that lay dead. Looking back over these
seven years, it comes to me as an unnatural thing that this
mood can ever have been mine; but mine it was, and from the
Uke of it may God in His mercy keep aU Christian men.
One day—I think it must have been somewhere towards the
end of the first month of my outcast state—I was ranging the
cliff side above the grey rocks of the Black Head when I chanced
on a hare and shot It, On coming up with it I found it was
lean and bony, and so turned aside and left it as it squeaked and
bounced from my feet. This was in the morning, and towards
nightfaU I returned by the same way and saw the hare lying by
a brookside, ragged and bleeding, but stUl alive. At sight of me
the wee thing tried to move away, but its weakness and a clot of
its blood kept it do-wn, and, feeUng its extremity, it lifted its two
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slender paws in the air, while its glistening eyes streamed visibly,
and set up a piteous cry like the cry of a little chUd. I cannot
write what then I did, for it wounds me sore to think of it, but
when it was done, and that piteous cry was no more in mine
ears, suddenly I said with myself this awful word, ' I am no
longer a man, but a beast of the field ; and the God of mercy
and of tenderness has cast me for ever out of the hollow of Hii
hand,'

CHAPTER XXXVIIl.
OF HIS WAY OF LIFE.

meeting with fihe poor hare, though now It looks so trivial
a thing, did then make a great seizure upon my mind, so that It
changed my course and habit of life. For ceasing not to behove that I was wholly given over to a reprobate soul, I yet laid
my gun aside, and locked my shot and powder In a drawer beneath my bunk, and set my face towards new ways of living.
First I put myself to counting all that I possessed. Thus I
found that of rye and Indian meal I had a peck each, of barley
a peck, with two quarters of fine barley flour, of oats a peck,
with two quarters of oaten meal, of potatoes two kischen, beside
onions and a little common salt. In the hold under the hatches
there were stored sundry useful implements—a spade, a fork,
a hedge-knife, some hempen rope and twine, and with the
rest were the four herring-nets which belonged to the boat, a
mackerel-net, and some deep-sea Unes. Other things there -were
that I do not name—wanting memory of them at this time
of writing—but enough in aU for most uses that a lone man
might have.
And this had ofttimes set me wondering why, If It bad been
meant that I should be cast utterly away, I had been provided
with means of Ufe, who could well have found them for myself.
But after that meeting with the hare I perceived the end of God
in this, namely, that I should not, without guUt, descend from
the state of a Christian man when hunger had to be satisfied.
And herein also I found the way of the stem Judge with
guilty man, that, having enough for present necessities, I had
little for the future, beyond the year that then was, and that if I
must eat, so I must work. Thus upon a day somewhere, as I
reckon, about a month after my cutting off, I rose early, and set
myself to delve a piece of faUow ground—where aU was faUow—
two roods or more in extent, lying a Uttle to the north of the
Black Head, and to the south of the circle of stones that stand
THIS
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near by. All day I wrought fasting, and when darkness feU in
the faUows were turned. Next morning I put down my seed,
of potatoes a half kischen, cut in quarters where the eyes were
many, and also of barley and oats half a peck each, keeping back
my other half-peck lest the ground were barren, or the weather
against it, or the year too far worn for such-Uke crops.
And that day of the delving, the first on which I wrought as
a man, was also the first on which I felt a man's craving for the
company of other men. The sun was strong aU the fore part of
the day, and its hot rays scorched the skin of my back—for I
had stripped to my waist for my labour—and that set me thinking what month it was, and wondering what was doing in the
world, and how long I had been where I then was. When I
returned to my boat at nightfall, the air, as I remember it, was
quiet over the sound as it might be in a cloister, and only the
guUs were jabberiog on Kitterland and the cormorants at the
water's edge. And I sat on the deck whUe the sun went down
in the sea,- and the red sky darkened and the stars began to show
and the moon to look out. Then I went below and ate my
barley bread and thought of what it was to be alone.
It was that night that I bethought me of my watch, which I
had not once looked for since the day of my immersion in ths
Cross Vein on Orrisdale, when I found it stopped from being fuU
of water. In my fob It had lain with its seals and chain since
then, but now I took it out and cleaned it with oil from the fat
of the hare and wound it up. For months thereafter I set a
great store by it, always carrying it in my fob when I went
abroad, and when I came home to the boat always hanging it on
a nail to the larboard of the stove-pipe m the cabin. And in the
long sUence of the night, when I heard it, sure, I thought, it is
the same to me as good company. Very careful I was to wind
it when the sun set, but if perchance it ran down, and I awoke
in my bunk, and, Ustening, heard it not, then it was as if the
pulse had stopped of the little world I lived In, and there was
nothing but a great emptiness.
But withal my loneliness increased rather than diminished,
and though I had no longer any hankering after my old way of
life in ranging the moorlands with my gun, yet I felt that the
activity of that existence had led me off from thinking too much
of my forlorn condition. Wherefore, when my potatoes had
begun to show above the ground, and I had earthed them up, I
began to bethink me touching my boat, that it must be now the
time of the herring fishing come again, and that I would go out
of nights and see what I could take. So never doubting that
single-handed I could navigate the lugger, I hoisted the nets out
of the hold athwart the bunk-board, and took them ashore to
mend aaid to baj-k them on the beach. I had spread them out
on the shingle, and was using my knife and twine on the holes

OF HIS

WAY

OF LIFE

251

of the dog-fish, when suddenly from behind me there came the
loud bark of a dog. Well I remember how I trembled at the
sound of it, for it was the nearest to a man's voice that I had
heard these many lonesome days, and how fearfully I turned my
head over my shoulder as If some man had touched me and
spoken. But what I saw was a poor mongrel dog, small as a
cur, and with ragged ears, a peaky nose, and a scant taU, which
for all its loud challenge it dangled woefully between its legs.
Until then I had never smUed or wept since my cutting off, and
I believed myself to have lost the sense of laughter and of tears,
but I must have laughed at the sight of the dog, so much did it
caU to mind certain brave vaunters I had known, who would
come up to a bout of wrestling with a right lusty brag, and
straightway set to trembling before one had weU put eyes on
them. At the sound of my voice the dog wagged his taU, and
crept up timidly with his muzzle down, and licked the hand I
held out to him. All day he sat by me and watched me at my
work, looking up in my face at whiles with a wistful gaze, and I
gave him a morsel of oaten cake, which ho ate greedily, seeming
to be half starved of hunger. And when at dusk my task was
finished and I rose and got into the dingy, thinking now he
would go his ways and be seen of me no more, he leaped Into
the boat after me, and when we reached the lugger he settled
himself in the corner under the locker as If he had now fuUy
considered it that -with me he would make his habitation henceforth.
Having all things in readiness for the fishing, I slipt anchor
upon an evening towards autumn, as I reckoned, for the leaves of
the trammon were then closing like a withered hand and the
berries of the hollin were reddening. When the stars were out,
but no moon was yet showing, I put about head to the wind, and
found myself in no wise hampered becaufie short-handed, for
when I had to take in my sails I lashed my tiller, and being a
man of more than common strength of arm it oost me- nothing
to step my mainmast.
That night, and many nights thereafter, I had good takings
of fish, and in the labour of looking after my corks and making
fast my seizings the void in my mind was In some wise fiUed
with other matter than thoughts of my abject state. But one
thing troubled me at first, namely, that I took more fish by
many mazes than I could ever consume. To make an end of
my fishing was a thing I could not bring myself to, for I counted
it certain that so to do would be to sink back to my former way
of living. Wherefore I thought it safest to seek for some mode
of disposing of my fish, such as would keep me at my present
employment and do no harm to my feeUngs as a man, for with
this I had now to reckon watchfully, being in constant danger,
as I thought, of losing the sense of manhood.
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So I soused some hundreds of my herrings with rough salt,
which I distilled from the salt water by boiling it in a pan with
pebbles. The remainder I concluded to give to such as would
consume them, and how to do this, being what I was, cost me
many bitter thoughts, wherein I seemed to be the most unblessed
of all men. At length I hit on a de-vice, and straightway brought
it to bear. Lea-ving my fishing-ground whUe the night was not
yet far spent, I ran into the sound before da-wn, for soon I learned
those narrow waters untU they grew famUiar as the pahn of my
hand. Then before the sun rose above the Stack of Scarlet, and
while the eastern sky was only dabbled with pink, I, with a
basket of herrings on my shoulder, crossed the moor to Cregneesh, where the people are poor and not proud, and, creeping
in between the cabins, laid my fish down in the open place that
is before the little chapel, and then went my way quickly least
a door should suddenly open or a window be lifted, and a face
look forth. Thrice I did this before I marked that there were
those who were curious to know whence the fish came, and then
[ was put on my mettle to go Into the vUlage and yet to keep
myself from being seen, for weU 1 knew that if any eye beheld
me, that knew me who I was, there would, thenceforward, be an
end of the eating of my herrings, even among the poorest, and
an end of my fishing also. But many times I went into Cregneesh without being seen of any man, and now I know not
whether to laugh or to weep when I look back on the days I
•write of, and see myself like a human fox stealing In by the grey
of dawn among the sleeping homes of men.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
OF THE GHOSTLY HAND UPON HIM,

ALL that autumn I foUowed the herrings, choosing my ground
mainly by guess, but sometimes seeing the blue lights of the
herring fleet rise close under my quarter, and at other times,
when the air was still, hearing voices of men or the sound of
laughter rumoured over the quiet waters. But ever fanciful to
me, as a dream of a friend dead when it is past, was that sound
on the sea,, and as often as I heard it I took in my nets and
hauled my saUs, and stood out for the sound. Putting no Ught
on my mitch-board I would ofttimes pass the fleet -within a
cable's length and yet not be known, but once and again I knew
by the hush of voices and the dying away of laughter on the
boats about me that my dark craft was seen scudding like a
black bird of evU omen through the night.

OF THE

GHOSTLY

HAND

UPON HIM

253

In my cabin I was used to bum a tallow dip made of the fat
of the birds I had shot and rushes from the soft places of the
moor, and whUe my boat drifted under the mizzen between take
and take of herrings I would go below and sit with my dog. He
grew sleek with the fare I found him, and I in these days recovered in a measure my sense of sight and hearing, for the sea's
breath of brine is good to man. MiUish veg-veen I called him,
and, though a man of small cheer, I smUed to think what a sorry
mis-name that name would seem in our harder English tongue.
For my poor mongrel cur had his Uttle sorry vices, such as did
oft set me wondering what the chances of his Ufe had been, and
whether Uke his new messmate he had not somewhere been
driven out. Nevertheless he had his good parts, too, and was a
creature of infinite spirits. I think we were company each to the
other, and if he had found me a cheerier mate-feUow, I doubt not
we should have had some cheerful hours together.
But in truth, though my fishing did much to tear me away
from the burden of myself, it yet left me many lonesome hours
wherein my anguish was sore and deep, and, looking to the years
that might be before me, put me to the bitter question whether,
being a man outside God's grace, I could hold out on so toilsome a course. Also, when I feU to sleep in the daytime, after
my work of the night was done, I was much -wrought upon by
troublous dreams, which sometimes brought back the very breath
and odour of my boyish days with the dear souls that fiUed
them with joy, and sometimes plagued me with awful questions
which in vain I tried to answer, kno-wing that my soul's welfare
lay therein. And being much followed by the thought that the
spnit of the beast of the field lay in wait to faU on the spirit of
the man within me, I was also put to great terror in my watchfulness and the visions that came to me in hours of idleness
and sleep. But suddenly this sentence fell on my mmd: Thou
art free to go whithersoever thou wUt, though it be the uttermost reaches of the earth. Go, then, where men are, and so
hold thy soul as a man.
Long did this sentence trouble me, not being able to make a
judgment upon it, but at length it fastened on me that I must
foUow it, and that aU the dread I had felt hitherto of the face of
man was no more than a thinkso. Thereupon I concluded that
I would go into Castletown at high fair on the next market day,
which I should know from other days by the carts I could descry from the top of the MuU going the way of Rushen Church
and Kentraugh. This resolve I never brought to bear, for the
same day whereon I made it a great stroke feU upon my spirit
and robbed me of the Uttle wherewith I had tried to comtort
Gome out of the sound that night by the Spanish Head, for
the season w?a far worn and the herrings lay to the eastward ol
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the Island, I marked in the dusk that a smack that bore the Peel
brand on its canvas was rounding the Chicken Rocks of the Calfl
So I stood out well to sea, and did not turn my head to the wind,
and cast my nets, until I was fuU two leagues from shore.
Then it was black dark, for the night was heavy, and a mist lay
between sea and sky. But soon thereafter I saw a blue Ught to
my starboard bow, and guessed that the smack from Peel had
borne down in my wake. How long I lay on that ground I know
not, for the takings were good, and I noted not the passage of
time. But at short whiles I looked towards the blue Ught, and
marked that as my boat drifted so did the smack drift, and that
we were yet within haU. The moon came out with white
streamers fr-om behind a rack of cloud, and knowing then that
the fishing was over for that night—for the herring does not run
his gUls Into mischief when he has light to see by—I straightway feU to hauling my nets. And then it was that I found the
smeU of smoke in the nostrUs, and heard loud voices from the
Peeltown smack. Lifting my eyes I could at first see nothing,
for though the moon's light was in the sky the mist was stUl on
the sea, and through it there seemed to roll slowly, for the wind
was low, a tunnel of smoke like fog. Well I knew that something was amiss, and soon the mist lifted like a dark veil into
the air, and the smoke veered, and a flash of red flame rose fr-om
the smack of the Peelmen, Then I saw that the boat was afire,
and in two minutes more the silence of the sea was lost in the
fire's loud hiss and the men's yet louder shouts. It was as if a
serpent in the bowels of the boat struggled to make its way out,
and long tongues of fire shot out of the scuttle, the hold, the
combings, and the flue of the stove. Little thought had I then
of these things, though now by the eye of memory I see them,
and also the sinuous trail of red water that seemed to crawl over
the dark sea from the boat afire to the boat I sailed in, I had
stepped my mast and hoisted sail before yet I knew what impulse
possessed me, but with my hand on the tiller to go to the reUel
of the men in peril. On a sudden I was seized with a mighcy
fear, and it was as though a ghostly hand laid on me from behind, and a voice above the tumult of that moment seemed tc
cry in my ears, ' Not for you, not for you,' Then in great terror
I turned my boat's head awayfr-omthe burning smack, and as I
did so the ghostly hand did relax and the voice did cease to peal
in mine ears,
' They will drop into their dingy,' I said with myself. 'Yes,'
I said, as the sweat started cold from my forehead,' they -wiU
drop into the dmgy and be saved'; and turning my head I saw,
by the flame of the fire, that over the bulwark at the stern two
men were tumbling down into the small boat that they hauled
behind. And I sped away in agony, for now I knew how deep
was the -wrath upon me, that it was not for me so much as
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lO stretch my accursed hand to perishing men to save them.
Scarce had I gone a cable's length when a great shout, mingled
with oaths, made me to turn my head, thinking the crew of the
bout were crying curses down on me, not knowing me, for deserting
them in their peril, but I was then in the tunnel of smoke wherein I might not be seen, and, lo, I saw that the dingy with the
two men was sheering off, and that other two of their mates
were left on the burning boat.
'Haul the wind and run the waistrels dovra, d
them,*
shouted one of the two men on the smack, and amid the leaping
fliimes the mainsail shot up and filled, and a man stood to tho
tiller, and with an oath he shouted to the two in the smaU boao
that for their treachery they should go down to hell straightway.
In the glare of that fierce light and the turmoil of that
moment my eyes grew dim, as they had been on the day of my
cutting off, and I squeezed their Uds together to relieve them of
water. Then I saw how fearful a thing was going on within
my cable's length. Two men of a crew of four in the burning
smack had got themselves into the smaU boat and cleared off
without thought of their comrades who were struggling to save
their craft, and now the two abandoned men, doomed to near
death in fire or water, were with their last power of life, and in
Ufe's last moments—for aught they could teU—thirsting for
deadly vengeance. On the smack went, with its canvas bellied,
and the flames shooting through and hissing over it, but just as
it came by the small boat the men therein puUed to the windward and it shot past.
Ere this was done, and whUe the smack's bow was dead on
for the dingy, I too had sheered round and was bea^iing up after
the burning boat, and when the men thereon saw me come up
out of the smoke they ceased to curse their false comrades and
Jaade a great cry of thanlis to God. At a distance of six fathoms
1 laid to, thinking the men would plunge into the sea and come
to me, but, apprehending my thoughts, one shouted me to come
closer, for that he could not swim. Closer to the burning smack
I would not go from fear of firing my own boat, and I dared no,*'
to risk that fate wherein we might all have been swallowed up
together. For despair, that fortifies some men, did make of m&
a coward, and I stood in constant terror of the coming of death.
Bo I stripped me of my jacket and leapt into the water and swam
to the boat, and climbed its open combings as best I could
through the flame and heat. On the deck the two men stood,
enveloped In swirling clouds of smoke, but I saw them where
they were, and pulling one Into the water after me, the other
foUowed us, and we reached my boat in safety.
Then, as I rubbed my face, for the fire had burnt one cheek,
the men fell to thanking me in a shamefaced way—as in the
Baanner of their kind, fearing to show feeling—when on a
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sudden they stopped short, for they had lifted their eyes, and in
the flame of their boat had seen me, and at the same moment
I had looked upon them and known them. They were lUiam
QuUleash and Edward Teare, and they feU back from me and
made for the bow, and stood there in sUence together.
Taking the tiller, I bore in by tacks for Port-le-Mary, and
there I landed the men, who looked not my way nor ever spoke
word or made sign to me, but went off with their heads down.
And when I stood out again through the Poolvash to round the
Spanish Head and make for my moorings in the sound, and
saw the burning smack swallowed up by the sea with a groan
that came over the still waters, its small boat passed me going
into harbour, and the men who rowed it were CrenneU and
CorkeU, and when they saw me they knew me, and made a
broad sweep out of my course. Now aU this time the ghostly
hand had been on my shoulder, and the strange voice had
pealed in mine ears, and though I wanted not to speak with any
man, nor that any man should speak with me, yet I wUl not say
but that it went to my heart that I should be like as a leper
from whose uncleanness all men should shrink away.
For many days hereafter this lay with a great trouble upon
me, so that I let go my strong intent of walking into Castletown
at high fair, and put this question with myself, whether it was
written that I should carry me through this world do-wn to death's
right ending. Not as before did I now so deeply abhor myself;
but felt for myself a secret compassion. In truth I had no
bitterness left in my heart for my feUow-men, but, tossed with
the fear that if I Uved alone much longer I must surely lose my
reason, and hence my manhood, sinking do-wn to the brute, this
consideration fell with weight upon me ; What thou hast suffered is from men who know thy crime, and stand in terror of
the curse upon thee, wherein thou art so blotted out of the book
of the Uving that without sin none may look thy way : Go
therefore where no man knows thee, and the so heavy burden
thou bearest wiU straightway fall firom thee. Now, at this
thought, my heart was fiiU of comfort, and I went back to my
former design of leaving this place for ever. But before I had
well begun what I was minded to do a strange accident befell
me, and the relation thereof is as foUoweth.
By half-flood of an evening late in autumn—for though the
watch showed short of six the sun was already down—I left my
old moorings inside the rocks of Kitterland, thinking to sUp
anchor there no more. The breeze was fresh In the sound, and
outside it was stiff from the nor'-east, and so I ran out with 9
fair wind for Ireland, for I had considered -with myself that to
that country I would go, because the people there are tender of
heart and not favoured by God. For a short while I had enough
to think of in managing my cordage, but when I was weU away
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to sou'--west of the Calf suddenly tho wind slackened. Then
for an hour full I stood by the tiller with little to do, and looked
back over the green waters to the purple mountains vanishing
in the dusk, and around to the western sky, where over the line
of sea the crimson streamers were still traUing where the sun had
been, Uke as the radiance of a goodly life remains a while after
the man has gone. And with that eye that sees double, tho
thing that is without and that which is within, I saw myself
then in my little craft on the lonely sea like an uncompanionable
bird in the wide sky, and my heart began to fail me, and for the
first time since my cutting off I must have wept. For I thought
I was leaving for ever the fair island of my home, with all that
had made it dear in dearer days. Though It had turned its
back on me since, and knew me no more, but had blotted out
my name from its remembrance, yet it was mine, and the only
spot of earth on all this planet—go whither I would—that I
could call my own. How long this mood lasted I hardly can
say, but over the boat two gulls hovered or circled and cried, and
1 looked up at their white transparent wings, for lack of better
employment, untU the light was gone and another day had
swooned to another night. The wind came up with the darkness, and, more in heart than before, I stood out for the south of
Ireland, and reached my old fishing port of Kinsale by the dawn
of the next day.
Then in the genl!e sun of that autumn morning I walked up
firom the harbour to the market-place, and there found a strange
company assembled about the inn, and in the midst were six or
seven poor ship-broken men, shoeless, half naked, and lean of
cheek from the long peril and privation that eats the flesh and
makes the eyes hoUow. In the middle of the night they had
come ashore on a raft, having lost their ship by foundering
twelve days before. This I learned from the gossip of the people
about them, and also that they had eaten supper at the inn and
slept there. While I stood and looked on there came out in the
midst of the group two other men, and one of them was their
captain and the other the innkeeper. And I noted weU that the
master of the inn was suave to his tattered customers, and spoke
of breakfast as being made ready.
' But first goto the Mayor,' said he, addressing the captain,' and
make your protest, and he wUl lend whatever moneys you want.'
The captain, nothing loath, set out with a cheerful countenance for the Mayor of the town, a servant of the inn going with
him to guide him. The ship-broken crew stayed behmd, and I,
who was curious to learn if their necessities would be relieved,
remained standing in the crowd around them. And while we
waited, and the men sat on the bench in front of the inn, there
came down on them from every side the harpies that find seagoing men with clothes. There was one with coats and one
8
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with guernseys, and one with boots of leather and one of nest'nskin, and with these things they made every m a n to fit himselt
And if one asked the price, and protested that he had got no
money, the Samaritans laughed and bade them not to think of
price or money untU their captain should return from the
treasury of the Mayor. The seamen took all with good cheer,
and every m a n picked out what he wanted, and put it on, throwm g his rags aside laughing.
But presently the master of the crew returned, and his face
was h e a v y ; and when his men asked how he had fared, and if
the Mayor had advanced him anything, he told them No, and
that the Mayor had said he was no usurer to lend money. At
that there were groans and oaths from the crew, and looks of
bewilderment among those who had fetched the clothes; but
the innkeeper said aU would be well, and that they had but to
send for a merchant in the next street who made it his trade to
advance money to ship-broken men. This news brought back
the light to the dark face of the captain, and he sent the servant
of the inn to fetch the merchant.
When this m a n came m y mind misgave, for I saw the stamp
of uncharity in his face. But the captain told his story, whereof
the sum was t h i s : — T h a t they were the English crew of the
brig ' Betsey,' and were seven days out from Bristol, bound for
Buenos Ayres, when they foundered on a rock, and had made
their way thither on a raft, suffering much from hunger and the
cold of the nights, and that they wanted three pounds advance
on their owners to carry them to Dublin, whence they could sail
for their own port. But the merchant curled his hard lip and
said he had just before been deceived by strangers, and could
not lend money except to men of whom he knew something;
that they were strangers, and, moreover, by their own words
entitled to no more than six days' pay apiece. And so he went
his way.
Hardly bad he gone when the harpies of the coats and boots
and guernseys called on the men to strip off these good garments,
which straightway they rolled in their several bundles, and then
elbowed themselves out of the crowd. The poor seamen, resuming their rags, were now in sad case, scarce knowing whether
most to curse their misfortunes or to laugh at the grim tm-n
that they were taking, when the captain, in a chafe, caUed on
the innkeeper to give breakfast to his men, for that he meant to
push on to the next to-wn, where people might be found who
had more humanity. But the innkeeper, losing his by-respects,
ehook his head, and asked where was his pay to come from for
what he had already done.
Now, when I heard this, and saw the men rise up to go on
their toilsome way with naked, bleeding feet, suddenly I beUionght me that, though I had little money, I had what would
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bring money, and before I had taken time to consider I had
whipped my watch from my fob to thrust it Into the captain's
hands. But when I wordd have parted the crowd to do so, on
a sudden that same ghostly hand that I have before mentioned
seemed to seize me from behind. Then on the instant I faced
about to hasten away, for now the struggle within me was more
than I could bear, and I stopped and went on, and stopped
again and again went on, and all the time the watch was in my
palm, and the ghostly hand on my shoulder. At last, thinking
sure that the memory of the seven sea-going men, hungry and
Ul-clad, would foUow mo, and rise up to torment me on land and
sea, I wheeled around and ran back hot-foot and did as 1 was
minded. Then I walked rapidly away from the market-place,
and passing down to the harbour I saw a Pe.3ltown fisherman,
and knew that he saw me also.
Now, I should have been exceeding glad if this thing had
never befaUen, for though it made my feeling less ungentle
towards the two men, my old shipmates, who had turned from
me as from a leper when I took them from the burning boat,
yet it brought me to a sense that was full of terror to my oppressed spirit, namely, that though I might fly to lands where
men knew nothing of my great crime, yet that the curse thereof
was mostly within mine own affiicted soul, from which I could
never flse away,
AU that day I stayed in my boat, and the sun shone and the
sky was blue, but my heart was filled with darkness. And
when night fell in I had found no comfort, for then I knew that
from my outcast state there was no escape. This being so,
whether to go back to mine own island was now my question.
Oh, it is a goodly thing to lie down in the peace of a mind at
ease and rise up from the refreshment of the gentle sleep. But
not for me was that blessed condition. The quaking of my
spirit was more than I could well stand under without losing
my reason, and in the fear of that mischance lay half the pain
of life to me. Long were the dark hours, and when the soft
daylight came again I did resolve that go back to my own island I
would. For what was it to me though the -world was wide if
the little place I lived in was but my own narrow soul ?
That night in the boat for lack of the tick of my watch there
seemed to be a void in the air of my cabin. But when the tide
was about the bottom of the ebb I heard the plash of an oar
alongside, and presently the sound of something that fell overbead. Next morning I foimd my watch lying on the deck, by
the side of the hatches.
At the top of the flood I lifted anchor and dropped down the
harbour, having spoken no word to any man since I saUed
into it,
83
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CHAPTER

XL.

OF HIS GREAT LONELINESS.

BACK at m y old moorings inside the rocks of Kitterland I knew
full well that the Almighty Majesty was on this side of me and
on that, and I had nothing to look for now or hereafter. But I
think the extremity of my condition gave me some false courage,
and m y good genius seemed to say. W h a t have you to lament ?
You have health, and food, and freedom, and you live under no
taskmaster's eye. Let the morning see you rise in content, and
let the night look on you lying down in thankfulness. And turn
not your face to the future to the unsettling of your spirit, so
t h a t when your time comes you m a y not die with a pale face.
Then did I laugh at m j ' old yearning for foilowship, and asked
wherefore I should be lonely since I lived in the same planet
with other men, and had the same moon and stars above my
sleep as hitng over the busy world of men. I n such wise did I
comfort m y torn heart, and shut it up from troubling me, but
weU I knew that I was like to one who cries peace where there
is no peace, and that in aU m y empty sophistry concerning the
moon and the stars there was no blood of poor human neighbourUness.
Nevertheless, I daily went about m y businesses, in pursuance
whereof I walked up to the place over the Black Head where I
had planted my corn and potatoes. These in their course I
reaped and delved, cutting the barley and rye with my claspknife for sickle, and digging a burrow in the earth for my
potatoes. Little of either I had, but enough for my frugal needs
until more might grow.
W h e n my -work was done, and I had no longer any employm e n t to take me ashore, the autumn had sunk to winter, for in
this island of Man the cold and the mist come at a stride. Then
sitting alone in my boat, with no task save such as I could make
for myself, and no companion but little Veg-veen, the strength
of the sophistry wherewith I had appeased myself 'oroke do-wn
pitifully. The nights were long and dark, and the sun shone
but rarely for m a n y days together. Few were the ships that
passed the mouth of the sound, either to east or west of it, and
since m y coming to moorage there no boat had crossed its
water.
Cold and bleak and sullen it lay around my boat,
reflecting no more the forehead of the Calf, and lying now under
the sunless sky like a dead m a n ' s face that is moved neither
to smiles nor tears. And an awful weariness of the sea came
to me then, such as the loneliest land never brought to the spirit
of a Christian man, for sitting on the deck of m y Uttle swaying
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craft, with the beat of the sea on its timbers, and the sea-fowl
jabbering on Kitterland, and perhaps a wild colt racing the -wind
on the Calf, it came into my mind to chink that as far as eye
eould see or ear eould hear there was nothing around me but
the hand of God, Then all was d-arkness within me, and I did
oft put the question to myeelf if it was possible for man to be
with God alone and live.
Now it chanced upon a day that I wanted potatoes out of
my burrow o^er the Black Head, and that returning therefrom
towards nightfall I made a circuit of the stone circle above the
Chasms, and the northernmost side of it, midway to Cregneesh,
came on a sight that arrested my breath. This was a hut built
against a steepness of rugged land from which stones had sometimes been quarried. The walls were of turf; the roof was of
gorse and sticks, with a hole in it for chimney. Window there
was none, and the doorway was half closed by a broken gate
whereof the bars were intertwined with old straw.
Mean it was, and desolate it looked on the wild moorland,
but it was a mark of the hand of man, and I who had dwelt so
long with God's hand everywhere about me was touched with a
sense of human friendliness. Hearing no voice within I crept up
and looked into the little place. A bed of straw was in one corner,
and facing it was a lump of freestone hoUowed out for the bed
of a fire. A broken pipe lay near this rude hearth, and the floor
was of mountain turf worn bare and hard. Two sacks, a kettle,
a saucepan, and some potato-parings were the only other things
in the hut, and poor as it all w-as it touched me so that in looking upon It I think my eyes were v/et, because it was a man's
habitation. I remember that as I turned to go away the rain
began to fall, and the pattering drops on the roof seemed to my
eye and ear to make the place more human
In going back to my boat that day I came nearer to Cregneesh than was my wont in the daytime, and though the darkness was coming down from the mountains I could j-et see into
the streets from the knoll I passed over. And there in the unpaved way before a group of houses I saw a -svitless man in coat
and breeches, but no vest or shirt, and with a rope about his
waist, dancing and singing to a little noisy crowd gathered about
him.
After that I had come upon the hut my mind ran much on
the thought of it, and in three days or thereabouts I went back
to look at it again, and coming near to it from behind saw sundry
beehives of a rude fashioning made of straw and sticks. Vegveen was with me, for he was now my constant company, and
in a moment he had bounced in at the doorway and out again at
yet more speed, with three of his kind close at his tail. Before
I could turn me about to go away a man followed the dogs out
of the hut, and he was tho same witless being that I had seen at
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his dancing In the streets of Cregneesh. His lip lagged low and
his eyes were duU as a rabbit's; on his head was a crownless
hat through which his hau" was seen, and I saw that his breast,
where his shirt shorJd be, was blackened as with soot, I would
have gone about m y own employments but he spoke, teUing me
not to fear him, for it was false that ho was possessed, as hardspoken people said, with the spirit of delusion, I answered
nothing to this, but stood and listened with eyes turned aside,
whUe the broken brain of the poor creature rambled on.
' They call me Billy the Bees,' he said, 'because I catch them
and rear them—look,' and he pointed to his hives. H e talked
of his three dogs and named them, saying that they slept in a
sack together, and that in the same sack he slept with them.
Something he said of the cold that had been coming latterly, and
pointed to the soot on his breast, saying that it kept him warm.
H e told how he made a circuit of the farmhouses once a week,
dancing and singing at all of them, and hov/ the people gave him
barley meal and eggs. Much more he said, but because the
method of it—where method there was anj'—has gone from my
memory I pass it. That the world -was nigh about its end he
knew of a surety, because he saw that if a man had money and
great store of gear it mattered not what else he wanted. These
with other such words he spoke ramblingly, and I stood aside
and answered him nothuig, neither did I look up into his face.
At last he said timidly, ' I know I have always been weak in my
intellects,' and hearing that I could bear to hear no more, but
went about m y business with a great weight of trouble upon
me. And ' 0 God,' I cried that night in my agony, ' I am an
ignorant sot, without the grace of h u m a n tenderness, or the gift
of understanding. I am guilty before Thee, and no man careth
for m y soul, but from this affliction, 0 Almighty Master, save
m e ; save me fr-om this degradation, for it threatens me, and
when death comes that stands at the foot of life's awful account
I will pay its price with thanlifulness.'
Now after this meeting with the witless m a n the weariness
that I had felt of m y home on the sea lay the heavier on my
spirits, and I concluded with mj-self that I should forsake my boat
and build me a home on the land within sight of man's habitation.
So I walked the cliffs fr-om the Mull Hills to the Noggin Head,
and at last I lit on the place I looked for. Near to the land
where I had lately broken the fallows and grown me a crop oi
corn and potatoes there were four roofless -svalls. Sometime a
house had stood there, but being built on the brink of the great
clefts in the earth that we caU the Chasms it had shrunken in
some settlement of the ground. This had affrighted the poor
souls who inhabited it, and they had left it to fall into ruins.
Such was the tale I heard long afterwards, but none came near
it then, and none have come near to it since. Save the four
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bare waUs, and a wall that crossed it midway, nothing was left.
Where the floor had been the grass was growing; wormwood
was in the settle nook, and whinberries had ripened and rotted
on the hearth. The door lintel was gone, and the sill of the
window was fallen off. There was a round patch of long grass
where the well had been, and near to where the porch once
stood the trammon-tree still grew, and thus, though the good
people who had' Uved and died there, been born and buried,
were gone from it for ever, the sign of their faith, or their
superstition, lived after them.
Better for me than this forsaken place it was hard for any
place to be. On a dangerous spot it stood, and therefore none
would come anigh it. Near to Cregneesh It was, and from tha
rising ground above it I could look down on the homes of men.
Truly it looked out on the sea, and had a great steepness of
shelving rocks going down to an awesome depth, where, on the
narrow beach of shingle, the tide beat with a woeful moan; but
though the sea was so near, and the sea-fowl screamed of an
evening from the great rock like a cone that Ufted its gaunt
finger a cable's length away, yet to me It was within the very
pulse of human life.
So I set to work, and roofed it with driftwood and turf and
gorse; and then with lime from a cliff at the Tubdale Creek In
the Calf I whitened it within and without, walls and roof. A
door I made in somewise, and for a window I had a piece ot
transparent skin, having no glass. And when aU was made
ready I moved my goods from the boat to my house, taking all
that seemed necessary—flour, and meat, and salt, and my
implements, as well as my bed and the spare clothes I had,
which were not many.
I had been in no haste with this work, being well content
with such employment, but it came to an end at last, and the
day that I finished my task was a day late in the first year after
my cutting off. This I knew because the nights were long, and
I had been trying with my watch to cast on the shortest day,
and thereby recover my lost count of time. On the night of my
first sleeping in my new home there came a fierce storm of wind
and rain from the east. Four hours the gale lasted, and often
the guUs were dashed screaming at the walls wherein I sat by
the first fire I had yet kindled on my hearth. Towards midnight the wind fell suddenly to a dead calm, and, looking out, I
saw that the moon was coming very bright in its rising from behind a heavy cloud over the sea. So, wondering what chance
had befallen my boat—for though I had left it I had a tenderness for it and meant perchance to use it again—I set out for
the sound. When I got to the head of the cliff I could plainly
see the rocks of Kitterland, and the whole length of the Doon
Creek, but where my boat had been moored no boat could I see.
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nor any trace of one from Fistard Head on the east to HalfWalk Rock on the west. Next morning, under a bright winter's
sun, I continued the search for my boat, and with,the rising
tide at noon I saw her thrown up on to the beach of the Doon,
dismasted, without spar or boom, bilged below her water-Une,
and altogether a hopeless hulk. I made some scabbling shift tc
puU her above high-water mark, and then went my ways.
Now this loss, for so I considered it, did at first much depress
me, thinking, with a bitter envy of my late past, that my future
showed me a far more unblessed condition, seeing that I was
now for ever imprisoned on this island, and could never leave it
again whatsoever evU might befall. But when I had thought twice
upon it my mind came to that point that I was filled with
gratitude: first, because the wrecking of my boat on the very
day of my lea-ving it seemed to give assurance that, in making my
home on the land, I had done that which was written for me to
do; and next, because I must inevitably have been swaUowed
up in the storm if I had stayed on the sea a single night longer.
Arid my terror of death was such that to have escaped the
peril of it seemed a greater blessing than releasement from this
Island could ever be.
Every day thereafter, and oftenest at daybreak, I walked up
to the crest of the rising ground at the back of my house,
and stood awhile looking down on Cregneesh, and watching for
the white smoke that lay like a low cloud over the hollow place
wherein Port Erin lay. After that I had done this I felt
strangely refreshed as by a sense of companionship, and went
about my work, such as it was, with content. But on a bitter
morning, some time in December, as I thought, I came upon a
sight that weU-nigh froze my heart within me, for, outstretched
on the bare moorland, under the bleak sky and in the lee of a
thick gorse bush, tipped with yellow, I found the wdtless man,
BiUy the Bees, lying cold and dead. His bare chest was blue,
as with starvation, under the soot wherewith in his simpleness
he had blackened it, and his pinched face told of privation and
of pain. And now that he lay stretched out dead I saw that he
had been a man of my own stature. In his hut, which was
farther away than my own house from the place where he lay,
there was neither bite nor sup, and his dogs seemed to have
deserted him in his poverty, for they were gone. The air had
softened perceptibly for some minutes while I went thither,
and as I returned to the poor body, wondering what to do with
it, the snow began to faU in big flakes. ' It will cover it,' I said
with myself. ' The snow wUl bury it,' I thought; and casting a
look back over my shoulder, I went home with a great burthen
of trouble upon me.
AU that day, and other two days, the snow continued to fall,

ratil the waUs of my house were blocked up to the level of my
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nrindow, and I had to cut a deep trench to the gable where I
pUed my wood. And for more than a week foUowing, shut in
from my accustomed walk, I sat alone in the great silence and
tried to keep my mind away from the one fearful thought that
now foUowed it. Remembering those long hours and the sorry
employments I found for them—scrabbling on aU-fours in play
with MiUish-veg-veen, laughing loud, and barking back at the
dog's shrill bark, I could almost weep whUe here I write to
think of the tragic business that was at the same time lying
heavy on my spirit. Christmas Day fell while thus I was imprisoned, for near to midnight I heard the church beUs ring for
Oiel Verre.
When the snow began to melt I saw that the dog put his
muzzle to the bottom of the door constantly, and as often as I
drove him away he returned to the same place. I wiU not say
what awful thing came then to my mind, knowing a dog's
nature, and how near to my door lay the body of the witless
man; only that I shuddered with a fear that was new to me
when I remembered that, by the curse I lived under, the time
woidd come when my unburied bones would lie on the bare face
of the moor.
As soon as the snow had melted down to within a foot's
depth of the earth I went out of my house and turned towards
where my poor neighbour lay; but before I had come close to
him I saw that two men were coming over the hillside by way
of Port-le-Mary, and, wishing not to be seen by them, I crept back
and lay by the hinder waU of my house to watch what they did.
Then I saw that they came up to the body of the witless man
and saw it, and stood over it some minutes talking earnestly,
and then passed along on their way. And as they walked they
turned aside and came close up by the front of my house, and
looked in at the window, pushing the skin away. Standing by
the waU, holding Veg-veen by the throat lest he should betray
me, I heard some words the men said each to the other before
they went on again.
' WeU, man, he's dead at last, poor craythur,' said one,' and
good luck too,'
And the other answered,' Aw, dear, to think, to think! No
man alive oould stand up agen It. Aw, ter'ble, ter'ble!'
' I was at the Tynwald myself yander day,' said the first,
' and I'll give it a year, I was saying, to finish him, and behould
ye, he's lying dead in half the time,'
Then both together said,' God bless m e ! ' and passed on.
At that moment my eyes became dim, and a sound as of
running water went through my ears. I staggered into my
house, and sat do-wn by the cold hearth, for in my eagerness to
go forth on my errand at first awakening no fire had I kindled.
I recaUed tbe words that the men had spoken, and repeated
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them aioud one by one, and very slowly, that I might be sure 1
took their meaning rightly. 'Phis done, I said with myself,
' This error will go far, until the wide island will say that he who
was cut off, he who is nameless among men, is dead.' Dead ?
What then ? I had heard that when death came and took away
a bad man, its twin-angel, tho angel of mercy, bent over those
who were left behind on the earth, and drew out of their softened
hearts aU evil report and all uncharity.
And a great awo slid over me at that thought, and the gracious
dew of a strange peace fell upon me. But close behind it came
the other thought, that this error would reach my father also—
God preserve him !—and Mona—God's holy grace be with her I
—and bring them pain. And then it came to me to think that
when men said in their hearing, ' He whom you wot of is newly
dead,' they would take heart and answer,' No,he died long ago;
it was only his misery and God's wrath that died yesterday.'
With this thought I rose up and went out, and put some
shovels of earth over the body of my poor neighbour that his
face might bo hidden from the sky.

CHAPTER XLI.
OF HOW HE KEPT HIS MANHOOD,

THE great snow lay long on the mountains and died off in Its
sUence like one who passes away in sleep. And the spring came,
the summer and the winter yet again, and to set down in this
writing all that befell would be a weariness, for I feel as I write
that the pulse of my life is low ; and neither am I one who can
paint his words with wit. My way of life has now grown
straight and even, and at my simple employments I wrought
early and late, that by much bodUy toU I might keep in check
the distempers of my mind.
With my fishing-boat, my gun, which J had left behind me
of design, had been carried to the bottom of the sound, and when
the hulk of the lugger drifted up with the tide the gun was no
longer within her. This I took for a direction to me that I
should hunt no more. Nevertheless for some -while I went on to
fish with a line from my small boat, which, being on the beach,
the storm had spared. But soon it w-as gotten into my head
that, if to shoot a hare was an ill deed, to take a cod was but a
poor business. Well I knew that there was some touch of insanity in such fancies, and that for man to kiU and eat was the
law of life, and the rather because it was enjoined of God that
so he should do. But being a man like as I was, cut off from the
land of the living, never more to have footing there for the great
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crime committed of spUling blood, I think it was not an ungentle
madness that made me fear to take life, whether wantonly or of
hunger's need. This dread lay close to me, and got to extremities whereat one of healthy mind might smile. For being
awakened some nights in succession by the nibble of a mouse,
I arose from m y bed in the da-wn, and saw the wee mite, and
struck It with an iron rod and killed it, and then suffered many
foolish twitches, not from pity for the mouse, for of h u m a n i t y I
bad none left, but from the sudden thought that the spirit of its
life, which I had driven from its harmless body, was now about
me as an invisible thing. Though I had fallen into such a
weakness, yet I think that where choice was none for one like
me between the weakness of a m a n and the strength of a beast,
I did least injury to ray own nature and disposition by yielding
with childish indulgence to-wards the gentler side.
And truly it is a beautiful thing to mark how the creatures
of earth and air will answer with confidence to m a n ' s tenderness, whether, as with my saintly father, it comes of the love of
them, or, as with me, of the love of myself. The sea-fowl flew
in at my door and pecked up the morsels that feU at m y feet;
the wild duck on the moor would not rise though I walked within
a stride of i t ; a fat. hare nested in a hole under m y house and
came out at dusk to nibble the parings of potatoes that I threw
at the door, and, but for MiUish-veg-veen and his sly treacheries,
with the rabbits of the Black Head I might have sported as
with a kitten.
I could fiU this account with the shifts I was put to by want
of many things that even a lone m a n m a y need for his comfort
or his cheer. Thus, I was at pains to devise a substitute for
tinder, having lost much of all I had in the wrecking of my
boat; and to find leather for the soles of m y shoes when they
were worn to the welt was long a search.
Yet herein m y case v/as but that of many another m a n who
has told of his privation, and the less painful was m y position
for that I had much to begin my battle of life with. I n this first
year of my unblessed condition my senses not only recovered
their wonted strength, but grew keener than before m y cutting
off. Oft did my body seem to act without help of m y Intelligence, and, with a mind on other matters, I would find m y way
over the trackless moor back to m y home in the pitch of darkness,
and never so much as stumble by a stone. When the wind was
from the north, or when the air lay still, I could hear the church
bells that rang in the market square at Castletown, and thereby
I knew what the day of the week was. None came nigh to m y
dweUing, but if a m a n passed it by at the space of two furlongs
I seemed to feel his tread on the turf.
And now, as I hold the pen for these writings, m y hand ia
icaih and m y spirit is not fain to teU of the strange buniours oi
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these times. So ridiculous and yet so tragic do they look as they
come back to me in the grave-clothes of memory, that my
imagination, being no longer turned wayward, shrinks from
them as sorry things that none shall see to be of nature save he
who has Uved in an outcast state. But if the eyes I look for
should ever read these lines, the tender soul behind them wiU
bring me no laughter for my pains, and I ask no tears. Only
for m y weakness let it be remembered that the terror of my life
was that the spirit of madness and of the beast of the field
waited and watched to fall upon me and to destroy the spirit of
the m a n within me.
I t is not to be expressed with what eagerness I strove to live
in m y soUtude as a m a n should live in the company of his
fellows, Down to the pettiest detail of personal manners I tried
to do as other men must be doing. Whatsoever seemed to be
the habit of a Christian m a n that I practised, and (though all
alone and having no m a n ' s eye to see me) with a grim and awesome earnestness. Thus before food, I not only washed but
dressed afresh, taking off the sea-boots or the curranes I worked
in, and putting on m y shoes with silver buckles. My seaman's
jacket I removed for a long coat of blue, and I was careful that
m y shirt was spotless. I n this wise I also never failed to attire
myself in the evening of the day for the short hours of rest
between m y work and m y bed. That m y cheeks should be kept
clean of hair and that the hair of m y head should never outgrow itself was a constant care, for I stood in fear of the creeping
consciousness which my face in the glass might bring me that
I was other than other men. But I am loath to set down my
little fooUsh formalities on sitting to meat and rising from it,
and the sUly ceremonies wherewith I indulged myself at going
abroad and coming home. Inexpressibly comic and ridiculous
some of them would seem to m e now, but for the tragic meaning
that i m n y terror underlay them. And remembering how much
a defaulter I had been in all such courtesies of life when most
they were caUed for, I could almost laugh to think how scrupulous I was in their observance when I was quite alone, with
never an eye to see me, what I did or how I was clad, or in
what sorry fashion I in m y solitude acquitted myself like a
man.
But though I could be well disposed to laugh at my notions
of how to keep m y manhood while compelled to live the Ufe of
a beast, alone like a wolf and useless for any purposes of man or
the world, it is not with laughter that I recall another form of
the insanity that in these times possessed me. This was the
conviction that I was visited by Ewan, Mona, and my father.
Madness I caU it, but never did m y pulse beat more temperately
or m y brain seem clearer than when conscious of these visitations. If I had spent the long day delving, or gathering lime-
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stone on the beach of the Sound, and returned' to my house at
twUight, I would perhaps be suddenly aware as I lifted the latch
—having thought only of my work until then—that within my
kitchen these three sat together, and that they turned their eyes
to me as I entered. Nothing would be more convincing to my
inteUigence than that I actually saw what I say, and yet I
always seemed to know that it was not with my bodily eyes that
I was seeing. These indeed were open, and I was broad awake,
with plain power of common sight on common things—my stool,
my table, the settle I had made myself, and perhaps the fire of
turf that burned red on the hearth. But over this bodily vision
there was a spiritual vision more stable than that of a dream,
more soft and variable than that of material reality, iii which I
clearly beheld Ewan and Mona and my father, and saw their
eyes turn towards me. Madness it may have been, but I could
say it at the foot of the White Throne that what I speak of I
have seen not once or twice, but many times.
And weU I remember how these visitations affected me : first
as a terror, for when on a sudden they came to me as I lifted the
latch I would shrink back and go away again, and return to my
house with trembling; and then as a strange comfort, for they
were a sort of silent company in my desolation. More than once,
in these days of great loneliness, did I verily believe that I had
sat me down in the midst of the tree to spend a long hour in
thinking of the brave good things that might have been for aU of
us but for my headstrong passion, helped out by the cruel tangle
of our fate.
One thing I noted that even yet seems strange In the hours
when my imagination is least given to waywardness. Throughout the period wherein I lived in the boat, and for some time after
I removed me to my house, the three I have named seemed to
visit me together ; but after that I had found my witless neighbour lying dead on the moor, and after that I had heard the
converse of the men who mistook his poor body for my own, the
visitations of Mona and my father ceased altogether, and Ewan
alone did I afterwards seem to see. This I pondered long, and
at length it fastened on me with a solemn conviction that what
I had looked for had come about, and that the error that I was
a dead man had reached the ears of my father and of Mona.
With Ewan I sat alone when he came to me, and oft did it
appear that we were loving company, for in his eyes were looks
of deep pity, and I on my part had ceased to rail - at the blind
passion that had parted us flesh from flesh.
These my writings are not for men who wUl look at such
words as I have here set down with a cold indifferency, or my
hand would have kept me back from this revelation. But that
I saw apparently what I have described is as sure before God as
that I was a man cut off from the land of the living;
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A more material sequel came of the finding of the body on
the moor. I was so closely followed by dread of a time that
was coming when I must die, and stretch out my body on the
bare ground with no m a n to give it Christian bm-ial in the earth,
that I could take no rest until I had devised a means whereby
this terror might not haunt me in my last hom-s. I n front of
my house there were, as I have said, the places we call t'ne
Chasms, wherein the rock of this hungry coast is honeycombed
into a hmidred deep gullies by the sea. One of these gullies I
descended by means of a cradle of rope swung overthwart a
strong log of driftwood, and there I found a long shelf of stone,
a deep fissure in the earth, a tomb of shelving rock coated with
fungus and mould, whereto no dog could come, and wherein no
bird of prey cotdd lift its wing. To this place I resolved that I
would descend when the power of life was on the point of ebbing
away. Having lowered mj'self by my cradle of rope, I meant to
draw the cordage after me, and then, being already near my end,
to lie down in this close gully under the earth, that was to serve
me for grave and death-bed.
But I was still a strong man, and, ungracious as my condition was, I shrank from the thouglit of death, and did what I
could to put by the fear of it. Never a day did I fail to walk to
the crest of the rising ground behind me and look down to where
in the valley lay the habitations of men. Life, life, life, was now
the constant cry of the voice of m y heart, and a right goodly
thing it seemed to me to be alive, though I might be said not to
live, but only to exist.
Whether from the day whereon I heard the converse of the
two m e n who went by my house I was ever seen of any man
for a twelvemonth or more I scarce can tell. Great was my care
to keep out of the ways wherein even the shepherds walked, and
never a foot seemed to come within two furlongs of these
abandoned parts from the bleak Black Head to the margin of
the sound. But it happened upon a day towards winter, beginning the second j'ear since my cutting off, that I turned
towards Port-le-Mary, and walking on with absent mind, came
nearer than I had purposed to the village over the Kallow Point.
There I was suddenly encountered by four or five men who,
much in liquor, were playing at leap-frog among the gorse,
English seamen they seemed to be, and perhaps from the brig
that some time before I had noted where she lay anchored to
the lea of the Canick Eock in the Poolvash below. At sight ol
them I was for turning quickly aside, but they raised such a cry
and shot out such a volley of levities and blasphemies that try
how I would to go on I could not but stop on the instant and
turn m y face to them.
Then I saw that of me the m e n took no note whatever,
smd that aU theur eyes were on m y dog MiUish-veg-veen, who
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was with me, and was now creeping between my feet with his
stump of a taU under his belly, and his little cunning face
full of terror. ' Why, here's the dog that killed our monkey,'
said one, and another shouted, ' It's my old cur, sure enough,'
and a third laughed and said he had kept a rod in pickle for
more than a year, and the first cried again ' I'U teach the beast to
kUl no more Jackeys.' Then, before I was yet fully conscious
of what was being done, one of the brawnj' swaggerers made towards us, and kicked at the dog with the fierce lunge of a heavy
seaman's boot. The dog yelped and would have made off, but
another of the blusterers kicked him back, and then a third kicked
him, and whatever way he tried to escape between them one of
them lifted his foot and kicked again. Wliile they were doing
this I felt myself struggling to cry out to them to stop, but not
a syUable could I utter, and, like a man paralysed, I stood stockstill, and did nothing to save my housemate and only companion
in life. At length one of the men, laughing a great roystering
laugh, stooped and seized the dog by the nape of the neck and
swung him round in the air. Then I saw the poor cur's piteous
look towards me, and heard its bitter cry ; but at the next instant
it was flying ten feet above our heads, and when it feU to the
ground It was killed on the instant.
At that sight I heard an awful groan burst from my mouth,
and I saw a cloud of fire flash before my eyes. When next I
knew what I was doing I was holding one of the men by a fierce
grip about the waist, and was swinging him high above my
shoulders.
Now if the good God had not given me back my consciousness at that moment I know full well that at the next he who
was then in my power would have drawn no more the breath of
a living man. But I felt on a sudden the same ghostly hand
upon me that I have written of before, and heard the same
ghostly voice in mine ear. So, dropping the man gently to his
feet, as gently as a mother miglit slip her babe to its cot, I lifted
up my poor mangled beast by its hinder legs and turned away
with it. And as I went the other men fell apart from me with
looks of terror, for they saw that God had wUled it that, with an
awful strength, should I, a man of great passions, go through
hfe in perU.
When I had found coolness to think of this that had happened I mourned for the loss of the only companion that had
ever shared with me my desolate state ; but more than my grief
for the dog was my fear for myself, remembering with horror
that when I would have called on the men to desist I could not
utter one word. Truly, it may have been the swift access of
anger that then tied my tongue, but I could not question that
my sudden speechlessness told me I was losing the faculty of
speech. This conclusion fastened upon me with great pain, and
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I saw that for a twelvemonth or more I had been zealously
preserving the minor qualities of humanity, while this Its
greatest faculty, speech, that distinguishes man from the brute,
had been sUently slipping from me. Preserve my power of
speech also I resolved I would, and though an evil spirit within
me seemed to make a mock at me, and to say, ' Wherefor this
anxiety to keep your speech, seeing that you will never require
it, being a man cut off for ever from all intercourse with other
men ? ' yet I held to my purpose.
Then I asked myself how I was to preserve my speech savy
by much and frequent speaking, and how I was to speak having
none—not even my dog now—to speak to. For to speak
constantly with myself was a practice I shrank from as leading
perchr.nce to madness, since I had noted that men of broken
wit were much given to mumbUng vain words to themselves.
At last I concluded that there was but one way for me, and that
was to pray. Having lit on this thought I had stUl some misgivings, for the evil spirit within me again made a mock at me,
asking why I should speak to God, being a man outside God's
grace, and why I shotild waste myself in the misspent desire of
prayer, seeing that the Heavenly Majesty had set His face firom
me in rejecting the atonement of my life which I had ofl'ered
for my crime. But after great inward strivings I came back to
my old form of selfishness, and was convinced that though when
I prayed God would not hear me, yet that the yearning and
uplooking of prayer might be a good thing for the spiritual
part of my nature as a man—for when was the beast known to
pray?
At this I tried to recaU a few good words such as my father used,
and at length, after much beating of the wings of my memory,
I remembered some that were the words of Bishop Jeremy
Taylor, and did betake myself to prayer in this manner:—' 0
most gracious God, I tremble to come Into thy presence, so
polluted and dishonom-ed as I am by my foul stain of sin which
I have contracted; but I must come or I perish. I am_ useless
to any purposes of God and man, and, like one that is dead,
unconcerned in the changes and necessities of the world, Uving
only to spend my time, and, like a vermin, eat of the fruits
of the earth. O my God, I cannot help it now; miserable
man that I am, to reduce myself to so sad a state that I
neither am worthy to come to Thee nor dare I stay from Thee.
The greatness of my crime brings me to my remedy; and
now I humbly pray Thee to be merciful to my sin, for It ia
great.'
And this prayer I spoke aloud twice daily thenceforward, at
the rising and the setting of the sun, going out of my house and
kneeling on the turf on the top of the Black Head. And when
I bad prayed I sang what I could remember of the psalm that
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runs,' It Is good for me that I have been in trouble that 1 may
learn Thy statutes.'
In my mind's eye I see myself a solitary man in that lone
place, with the sea stretching wide below me, and only the
sound of its heavy beat on the rocks rising over me in the quiet
air.
CHAPTER XLII.
OF THE BREAKING OF THE CURSE.

far have I written these four days past, amid pain and a
quick lessening of the powers of life. In sleepless hours of the
night I have made this writing, sitting oftenest by the light
of my feeble candles until the day has been blue over the sea.
And now that I glance back and see my own heart in the mirror
I have made for it, I am like to one who has been brought
through a fearsome sickness, that has left its marks upon him,
to look for the first time at his altered face in the glass. And
can it be that I, who have penned these words, am the man of
seven years ago ? Ah, now I see how profound has been the
change that my great punishment has made in me, and perceive
the end of God in refusing my poor atonement of life for Ufe,
and cutting me off from among men.
I wiU not say that what I have already written has not cost
me some pangs, and perhaps some tears. But now I am come to
that place where I must teU of the great turning-point in my
sad state, and though the strength fails me wherewith I hold the
pen to -write of it, my spirit rises before it like as the lark
awakened by the dawn.
This year—surely the darkest within the memory of out
poor people of Man^began with more than its share of a winter
of heavy rains. The spring that followed was also rainy, and
when I looked for the summer to begin, the rains were still
incessant. Heavy and sodden was the ground even of the moor
whereon I lived, so that my feet sank into it as into a morass,
and much of the seed I sowed was washed from It and
wasted. When at length thelong rains ceased to fall the year
was far worn Into June, and then the sun came quick and hot. My
house stood on a brow descending to the cliffs of the coast, and
beneath me were less than two feet of mould above the rock,
but when the great heat came after the great rain, out of the
ground there arose a thick miasmic mist that filled tho air,
obscured the light, lay heavy in sweat upon my hair and flesh,
and made the walls and floor, the furniture and the bed of my
home, damp and dripping with constant dew.
Quickly I set myself to the digging of deep trenches thi>t
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went verticaUy down the brow to the cliff head, and soon the
ground about me across many acres was drained dry. But
though I lived in a clear air, and could now see the sun as weU
as feel it, yet I perceived that the mists stood in a wide half
circle around me like waUs of rain seen afar, whUe the spot
whereon you stand is fair and in the sunshine. In my daUy
walks to the top of the moor I could no longer see the houses of
Cregneesh for the cloud of vapour that lay over them, and when
I walked to the KaUow Head for the first time since the day I
lost my dog, the basin below, where Port-le-Mary stands, was
even as a vast vaporous sea, -without one islet of house or hUl.
My health suffered Uttle from this imaccustomed humidity,
for my bodUy strength was ever wonderful; but my spirits sank
to a deep depression, and oft did I wonder how the poor souls
Bnust fare who lived on the low, wet Curraghs near to where my
own home once lay. From day to day, and week to week, the
mist continued to rise from the dank ground under the hot
Sim, and still the earth came up in thick clods to the spade.
The nights alone were clear, and towards midsummer I was
witness to strange sights in the heavens. Thus I saw a comet pass
close across the island fr-om coast to coast, with a visible motion
as of quivering flame. What this visitation could foreteU I
pondered long and sadly, and much I hungered for knowledge
of what was being done in the world of men. But therein it
seemed to my wayward mind that I was like a man buried in
the churchj-ard whUe he is yet aUve, who hears the beU In the
tower that peals and toUs, but has no window in his tomb from
which to see who comes to rejoice, and who to mom-n.
When the fleet of fishing-boats should have put out from
Port Erin for the ground that lies south of the Calf, scarce a
saU could I see, and not a boat had I noted coming from the
Poolvash where Port-le-Mary stands above the bay. From the
top of the Mull Hills I could faintly descry the road to Castletown, but never a cart on market-day seemed to pass over it.
Groups of people I vaguely saw standing together, and once, at
mid-day, from the middle of a field of new-mo-wn hay, there
came to me the sounds of singing and prayer. Oftener thanat
any period during my solitary Ufe I saw men on the mountains
or felt their presence near me, for my senses were growm very
keen. Oftener, also, than ever before, the sound of church bells
seemed to come through the air. And going to the beach where
my shattered boat lay; I one day came upon another boat beating idly down the waters of the soimd, her sails flapping in the
wind, and no hand at hor tiUer. I stood to watch whUe the
Uttle craft came drifting on with the flow of the tide. She ran
head on to the cliff at Fistard, and then I went down to her, and
found never a Uving soul aboard of her.
From these and other startling occurrences that came to me
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raguely, as if by the one sense of the buried man, I felt
that with the poor people of this island aU was not well. But
nothing did I know of a certainty untU a day towards the first
week of September—as I have reckoned it—and then a strange
thing befeU.
The sun was not shining, and when there was no sun there
was Uttle mist. A strong wind, too, had got up from the northeast, and the atmosphere over land and sea grew clearer as the
day wore on. The wind strengthened after the turn of the ebb,
and at half-flood, whicJi was towards three in the afternoon, it
had risen to the pitch of a gale, with heavy swirling rain. The
rain ceased in a few hours, and in the lift of the heavy clouds I
could see from the rising ground above my house a brig -with
shortened sail toUing heavily to the south-west of the Calf. She
was struggling in the strong currents that flow there to get into
the lea of the island, but was beaten back and back, never
catching the shelter of the cliffs for the rush of the -wind that
swept over them. The darkness was falling in while I watched
her, and when she was swept back and hidden from me by the
forehead of the Calf I turned my face homeward. Then I
noticed that on the top of the MuU HiUs a great company of
people had gathered, and I thought I saw that they were watching the brig that was labonring heavily in the sea.
That night I had close employment at my fireside, for I was
finishing a coat that I had someways fashioned with my undeft
fingers from the best pieces of many garments that of themselves would no longer hold together. Rough as a monk's long
sack it was, and aU but as shapeless, but nevertheless a fit companion for the curranes on my feet, which I had made some
time before from the coat of my hapless MiUish-veg-veen.
While I wrought v/ith my great saihnaker's needle and
twine, the loud wind moaned about the walls of my house and
whistled through its many crevices, and made the candle whereby I worked to flicker and gutter. Yet my mind was more
cheerful than had lately been its wont, and I sang to myself
with my face to the glow of the fire.
But when towards ten o'clock the sea below sent up a
louder hiss than before, followed by a deeper under-groan, suddenly there was a clash at my window, and a poor, panting
seamew, with open oeaK, came through it and fell helpless on
the floor, I picked up the storm-beaten creature, and calmed it,
and patched with the needle the skia of the window which it
had broken by its entrance.
Then all at once my mind went back to the brig labouring
in the sea behind the Calf. Almost at the same moment, and
for the first time these seven years, a quick knock came to my
door. I was startled, and made no answer, but stood stock-still
in the middle of the floor with the frightened bird in my hand.
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Before I was yet fully conscious cf what was happening, th*
wooden latch of the door had been Ufted, and a man had stepped
across the threshold. In another moment he had closed the
door behind him, and was speaking to me.
'You wUl never find heart to deny me shelter on such a night
as this ? ' he said.
I answered him nothing. Surely with my mind I did not
hear him, but only with mine ears. I was like the one who is
awakened suddenly out of a long dream, and can scarce be sure
which is the dream and which the reality, what is behind and
what is before.
The man stumbled a step forward, and said, speaking falteringlv, I am faint from a blow.'
He.,'staggered another pace forward, and would have faUen,
but I, recovering in some measure my self-command, caught
him in my arms, and put him to sit on the settle before the
hearth.
Scarce had he gained this rest when his eyelids trembled
and closed, and he became insensible. He was a large, swart,
and bony man, bearing in his face the marks of life's hard
storms. His dress was plainly the dress of a priest, but of an
order of priesthood quite unknown to me. A proud poverty sat
upon the man, and before I yet knew wherefor my heart went
out to him in a strange, uncertain reverence.
Loosening the hard collar that bound his neck, I made bare
his throat, and then moistened his lips with water. Some other
offices 1 did for him, such as with difficulty remo-ving his great
boots, which were full of water, and stretching his feet towards
the fire. I stirred the peats, too, and the glow was fuU and
grateful. Then I looked for the mark of the blow he spoke of,
and found it where most it was to be feared, on the hinder part
of the head. Though there was no blood flowing, yet was the
skuU driven in upon the brain, leaving a boUow spot over a
space that might have been covered by a copper token.
He did not soon return to consciousness, but toUed hard at
intervals to regain it, and then lapsed back to a breathless
quiet. And I, not knowing what else to do, took a basin o'
water lukewarm and bathed the wound with it, damping the
forehead with water that was cold. AU this time the seamew,
which I had cast from my hand when the priest stumbled, lay
in one corner panting, its head down, its taU up, and its powerbess wings stretched useless on either side.
Then the man, taking a long breath, opened his eyes, and
seeing me he made some tender of gratitude. He told me that
in being put ashore out of the brig ' Bridget,' from Cork, va
Ireland, he had been struck on the head by the boom as it shifted
with the wind, but that heeding not his injury, and thinking he
could make Fort-le-Mary to Ue there that night, he had set out
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over the moor, while his late comrades of the brig put off from
our perUous coast for England, whither they were bound.
So much had he said, si^eaking painfuUy, when again he feU
to imconsciousness, and this time a strong delirium took hold of
him. I tried not to hear what then he said, for it seemed to me
an awfiil thing that in such an hour of reason's vanquishment
the eye of man might look into the heart which only God's eye
should see. But hear him I must, or leave him alone In his
present need. And he talked loudly of some great outrage
wherein helpless women were thrown on the roads without
shelter, and even the dead in their graves were desecrated.
When he came to himself again he knew that his mind had
wandered, and he told me that four years before he had been
confessor at the convent of Port Royal in France. He said that
in that place they had been men and women of the Order of
Jansenists, teaching simple goodness and piety. But their convent had been suppressed by commission of the Jesuits, and
being banished from France, he had fled to his native country
of Ireland, where now he held the place of parish priest. More
in this manner he said, but my mind was sorely perplexed, and
I cannot recaU his words faithfully, or rightly tell of the commerce of conversation between us, save that he put to me some
broken questions in his moments of ease from pain, and muttered
many times to himself after I had answered him briefly, or when
I had answered him not at aU.
For the sense that I was a man awakening out of a dream,
a long dream of seven lonesome years, grew stronger as he told
of what traffic the world had lately seen, and he himself been
witness to. And my old creeping terror of the judgment upon
me that forbade that any man should speak with me, or that
I should speak with any man, struggled hard with the necessity
now before me to make a swift choice whether I should turn
away and leave this man, who had sought the shelter of my
house, or break through the curse that bound me.
Choice of any kind I did not make with a conscious nund,
but before I was yet aware I was talking with the priest, and he
with me.
The Priest: He said, I am the CathoUc priest that your good
Bishop sent for out of Ireland, as you have heard I doubt not ?
Myself: I answered No, that I had not heard.
The Priest: He asked me, did I Uve alone in this house,
and how long I had been here ?
Myself: I said. Yes, and that I had been seven years in this
place come Christmas.
The Priest: He asked. What, and do you never go up to the
towns?
Myself: I answered. No.
15aa Priest: Then, said the priest, thinking long before ho
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spoke, you have not heard of the great sickness that has broken
out among your people.
Myself: I told him I had heard nothing.
The Priest: He said It was the sweating sickness, and that
vast numbers had faUen to it and many had died. I think he
said—I cannot be sure—that after fruitless efforts of his own
to combat the disease, the Bishop of the island had sent to
Ireland a message for him, having heard that the Almighty had
blessed his efforts in a Uke terrible scourge that broke out two
years before over the bogs of western Ireland.
I Ustened with fear, and began to comprehend much that
had of late been a puzzle to me. But before the priest had gone
far his sickness overcame him afresh, and he fell to another long
unconsciousness. WhUe he lay thus, very sUent or rambUng
afresh through the ways of the past, I know not what feelings
possessed me, for my heart was in a great turmoil. But when
he opened his eyes again, very peaceful in their quiet Ught, but
•with less than before of the power of life in them, he said he
perceived that his errand had been fruitless, and that he had but
come to my house to die. At that word I started to my feet
with a cry, but he—thinking that my thoughts were of our poor
people, who would lose a deliverer by his death—told me to
have patience, for that God who had smitten him down would
surely raise up in his stead a far mightier saviour of my afflicted
countrymen.
Then In the lapses of his pain he talked of the sickness that
had befaUen his o-wn people: how it was due to long rains that
soaked the soil, and was foUowed by the hot sun that drew out
of the earth its foul sweat; how the sickness feU chiefly on such
as had their houses on bogs and low-lying ground; and how the
cure for it was to keep the body of the sick person closely -wrapped
in blanlsets, and to dry the air about him with many fires. He
told me, too, that aU medicines he had yet seen given for this
disease were useless, and being oftenest of a cooling nature went
sometimes deadly. He said that those of his own people who
had Uved on the mountains had escaped the malady. Much he
also said of how men had fled from their wives and women from
their children in terror of the infection, but that, save only in
the worst cases, contagion from the sweating sickness there
could be none. More of this sort he said than I can well set
down iu this writing. Often he spoke with sore labour, as though
a strong impulse prompted him. And I who Ustened eagerly
heard what he said with a mighty fear, for weU I knew that li
death came to him as he foretold, I had now that knowledge
which It must be sin to hide.
After he had said this the lapses Into imconsciousness were
more firequent than before, and the intervals of cool reason and
Bweet respite from pain were briefer. But a short whUe after
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midnight he came to himself with a smile on his meagre face
and peace In his eyes. He asked me would I promise to do
one thing for him, for that he was a dying man; and I told him
yes before I had beard what it was that he wished of me. Then
he asked did I know where the Bishop lived, and at first I made
no answer.
Bishop's Court they call his house, he said, and it lies to the
north-west of this island by the land they have named the
Curraghs. Do you know it ?
I bent my head by way of assent.
The Priest: I would have you go to him, he said, and say—
The Catholic priest you sent for out of Ireland, Father Dalby,
fulfilled his pledge to you and came to your island, but died by
the visitation of God on the night of his landing on your shores.
WUl you deliver me this message ?
I did not make him an answer, and he put the question
again. StiU my tongue clave to the roof of my mouth and I
could not speak.
The Priest: You need not fear, he said, to go to the Bishop,
for he is a holy man, as I have heard, without pride of worldly
place, and the poor and outcast are his constant guests.
Even yet I answered nothing, but only held down my head
whUe my heart surged within me.
The Priest: The fame of him as a righteous servant of God
had gone far into other lands, and therefore It was I, who love
Protestantism not at all, and hold no dalliance with it, came to
your Island at his caU.
He took my hand in his hands and asked me again If I would
go to the Bishop to say the words which he had given me, and I,
with swimming eyes that saw nothing of the dying face before
me, bowed my head, and answered, I wiU go.
Near three hours longer he lived, and much of that time he
passed in a feeble delirium. But just before the end came he
awoke, and motioned to a smaU bag that hung about his waist.
I guessed his meaning, and drawing out a crucifix I placed it In
his hands.
Then he passed silently away, and Death, the black camel
that had knelt at the gate of my lone house these seven years of
death-In-Ufe, had entered It at last to take another man than
me.
CHAPTER XLIII,
OF HIS GREAT RESOL-VE.

WHEH he had ceased to breathe, the air of my house became
suddenly void and empty. With a great awe upon me I rose
and stretched him out on the settle, and covered his white face
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with a cloth. Then in the silence I sat and tried to think of tha
strange accident that had that night befaUen, One thing I saw
with a fearful certainty, that a great burden of responsibility had
fallen upon me. I thought of the people of this island perishing
in theur sickness, and I remembered that I alone of all men here
knew how to succour and save them. I alone, and who was I ?
The one man accursed among men; the one man cut off for ever
from the company of the Uving; the man without family or kin
or name among the people; whose flesh no man might touch
with his flesh; whose eye no other eye might look upon.
And thus -with the burden of responsibility came a yet more
terrible burden of doubt. Was it for me to break through the
dread judgment pronounced upon me, and go down among the
people to heal them ? And if I went would the people receive
me, even in this their last extreme ? Before the face of death
would all other fears sink out of their sight ? Or, fearing death
itself less than the curse, would they rise up and drive me from
them?
Long I sat in the anguish of black misgivings, and then rose
and ranged my room from side to side, if perchance I might
find some light in my darkness. And oft did the strangeness of
that night's accidents so far bewilder me that for an instant it
would seem that I must be in a dream. Once I Ufted the facecloth from the face on the settle that I might be sure that I was
awake.
At length it fixed itself on my mind that whatsoever the
judgment upon me, and whatsoever the people's terror of it, I
had no choice but to bear the bm-den that was now mine own. Go
dowTi among my sick coimtrymen I should and must, let the
end be what it would ! Accursed man though I was, yet to fulfil the dead priest's mission was a mission wherewith God Himself seemed to charge me !
And now I scarce can say how It escaped me that my first
duty was to take the body of the priest who had died in my
house to one of the churchyards for Christian burial. There
must have been some end of Pro-vidence in my strange forgetfulness, for if this thing had but come into my wUd thoughts, and
I had indeed done what it was fitting that I should do, then
must certain wonderful consequences have faUen short of the
blessing with which God has blessed them.
What I did, thinking no e-vil, was to pick up my spade and
go out on the moor and delve for the dead man a shaUow grave.
As I turned to the door I stumbled over something that lay on
the floor. Stooping to look at it, I found it to be the poor seamew. It was dead and stiff, and had stUl its wings outstretched
as if In the act of flight.
I had not noted until now, when with a fearful glance backWards I stepped out into the night, that the storm had gone. A
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thick dew-cloud lay deep over the land, and the lound moon was
shim'ug through it. I chose a spot a little to the south of the
stone circle on the Black Head, and there by the moon's light I
howket a barrow of earth. The better part of an hour I wrought,
and when mj' work was done I went back to my house, and then
the dead man was cold. I took a piece of old canvas, and put
it about the body, from head to feet, wrapping it over the clothes,
and covering the face. This done, I Ufted the dead in my arms
and carried it out.
Very hoUow and heavy was the thud of my feet on the turf
in that uncertain light. As I toUed along I recaUed the promise
that I had given to the priest to see my father and speak with
him. This memory brought me the sore pain of a wounded
tenderness, but it strengthened my resolve. When I had
reached the grave which I had made the night was near to
morning, the dew-cloud had Ufted away, and out of the unseen,
murmuring sea that lay far and wide in front of me a grey
streak, like an arrow's barb, was shooting up into the darkness
of the sky.
One glance more I took at the dead man's face in that vague
fore-dawn, and its swart meagreness seemed to have passed off
under death's composing hand.
I covered the body with the earth, and then I said my
prayer, for it was nigh to my accustomed hour. Also I sang
my psahn, kneeling with my face towards the sea. And whUe
I sang in that dank air the sky lightened and the sun rose out
of the deep.
I know not what touched me then, if It was not the finger of
God Himself; but suddenly a great burden seemed to faU from
me, and my heart grew full of a blessed joy. And, 0 Father, I
cried, I am delivered from the body of the death I Uved in I I
have Uved, I have died, and I Uve again !
I saw apparently that the night of my long imprisonment
was past, that the doors of my dungeon were broken open, and
that its air was to be the breath of my nostrils no more.
Then the tears gushed from mine eyes and rained down my
bony cheeks, for weU I knew that God had seen that I, even I,
had suffered enough.
And when I rose to my feet from beside the dead man's
grave I felt of a certainty that the curse had faUen away.

His LAST WORDS.

Three days have gone since last I put my hand to this
writing, and now I know that though the curse has faUen firom
me, yet must its earthly penalties be mine to the end. Sorely
Weary, and more sorely ashamed, I have, within these three
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hours past, escaped from the tumult of the people. How theii
wUd huzzas ring in m y e a r s !
' God bless the priest!'
' Heaven save the p r i e s t ! ' Their loud cries of a blind gratitude,
how they follow me 1 Oh, that I could fly from the memory of
them, and wipe them o-at of m y mind ! There were those that
appeared to know me among the many that knew me not. The
tear-stained faces, the faces hard and stony, the faces abashed
and conftised—hov\f they live before m y eyes! And at the
Tynwald, how the children were thrust under my hand for my
blessing! My blessing—mine I and at the Tynwald! Thank
God, it is all over ! I am away fr-om it for ever. Home I am
at last, and for the last time.
Better than three weeks have passed since the priest died in
m y house, and I buried him on the moor. What strange events
have since befallen, and in what a strange new world! The
Deemster's terrible end, and m y own going with the priest s
message to the Bishop, m y father. But I shall not live to set it
down. Nor is it needful so to do, for she whom I v/rite for
knows all that should be -written henceforward.
Everything
she knows save one thing only, and if this writing should yet
come to her hand that also she -u'iU then learn.
God's holy grace be with her ! I have not seen her. Tho
Deemster I have seen, the Bishop I have spoken with, and a
U-ving vision of our Ewan, his sweet ehUd-daughter, I have held
to m y knee. But not once these m a n y days has she who
is dearest of aU to me passed before m y eyes. I t is better so,
I shunned her. Where she was there I would not go. Yet,
through all these heavy years I have borne her upon my heart.
D a y and night she has been with me. Oh, Mona, Mona, my
Mona, apart for ever are our paths in this dim world, and my
tarnished name is your reproach. My love, m y lost love, as a
m a n I yearned for you to hold you to m y breast. But I was
dead to you, and I would not break in with an earthly love that
must be brief and might not be blessed, on a memory that death
had purified of its stains. Adieu, adieu, m y love, m y own Mona;
though we are never to clasp hands again, yet do I know that
you wiU be with m e as an unseen presence when the hour
comes—ah ! how soon—of death's asundering.
For the power of life is low in me. I have taken the sickness. I t is from the Deemster that I have taken it. No longer
do I fear death. Yet I hesitate to do with myself what I have
long thought that I would do when the end should come, ' Tomorrow,' and ' to-morrow,' and ' to-morrow,' I say in m y heart,
and stiU I am here.
T H E E N D OF THE RELATION OF DANIEL MYLREA.
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CHAPTER XLIV.
THE SWEATING SICKNESS.

I,
WHEN the sweating sickness first appeared in the Island it carried off the lone body known as Auntie Nan, who had lived on
the Curragh. ' Death never came without an excuse—the woman
was old,' the people said, and v/ent their way. But presently a
bright young girl, who had taken herbs and broths and odd comforts to Auntie Nan while she lay helpless, was stricken down.
Then the people began to hold their heads together. Four days
after the girl was laid to rest her mother died suddenly, and two
or three days after the mother's death the father was smitten.
Then three other chUdren died in quick succession, and in less
than three weeks not a soul of that household was left alive.
This was on the south-west of the Curragh, and on the north of
it, near to the chm-ch at Andreas, a similar outbreak occurred
about the same time. Two old people named Creer were the
first to be taken; and a child at Cregan's farm and a servant at
the rectory of the archdeacon followed quickly.
The truth had now dawned upon the people, and they went
about with white faces. It was the time of the hay harvest, and
during the two hours' rest for the midday meal the haymakers
gathered together in the fields for prayer. At night, when work
was done, they met again in the streets of the villages to call
on God to avert His threatened judgment. On Sundays they
thronged the churches at morning and afternoon services, and
in the evening they congregated on the shore to hear the
Quaker preachers, who went about, under the shadow of the
terror, without hindrance or prosecution. One such preacher, a
town-watch at Castletown, known as BiUy-by-Nite, threw up
his calling, and traveUed the country in the cart of a carrier,
prophesying a visitation of God's wrath, wherein the houses
should be laid waste and the land be left utterly desolate.
The sickness spread rapidly, and passed from the Curraghs
to the country south and east of them. Not by ones but tens
were the dead now counted day after day, and the terror spread
yet faster than the malady. The herring season had run a
month only, and it was brought to a swift close. Men who
came in from the boats after no more than a night's absence
were afraid to go up to their homes lest the sickness had gone up
before tiiem. Then they went out to sea no longer, but rambled
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for herbs in the rank places where herbs grew, and, finding then*,
good and bad, fit and unfit, they boiled and ate them.
StiU the sickness spread, and the dead were now counted in
hundreds. Of doctors there were but two in the island, and
these two were closely engaged sitting by the bedsides of the
richer folk, feeling the pulse with one hand and holding fhe
watch with the other. Better service they did not do, for rich
and poor aUke fell before the sickness.
The people turned to the clergy, and got' beautiful texes,'
hut no cure. They went to the old Bishop, and prayed for the
same help that he had given them in the old days of their great
need. He tried to save them and failed. A preparation of
laudanum, which had served him in good stead for the fiux,
produced no effect on the sweating sickness. With other and
other medicines he tried and tried again. His old head was
held very low. ' My poor people,' he said, with a look of shame,
' I fear that by reason of the sins of me and mine the Spirit of
the Lord Is gone from me.'
Then the people sent up a cry as bitter as that which was
wrung from them long before when they were in the grip of
their hunger. ' The Sweat is on us,' they groaned; and the old
Bishop, that he might not hear their voice of reproach, shut
himself up from them Uke a servant whom the Lord had foroaken.
Then terror spread like a fire, but terror in some minds
begets a kind of courage, and soon there were those who would
no longer join the prayer-meetings In the hay-fields or listen to
the preaching on the shore. One of those was a woman of
middle life, an idle slattern, who had for six or seven years lived
a wandering life. While others prayed she laughed mockingly
and protested that for the Sweat, as weU as for every other scare
of life, there was no better preventive than to think nothing
about it. She carried out her precept by spending her days in
the inns and her nights on the roads, being supported In her
dissolute existence by secret means, whereof gossip spoke frequently. The terrified world about her, busy with its loud
prayers, took smaU heed of her blasphemies untU the numbers
of the slain had risen from hundreds to thousands. Then in
their frenzy the people were carried away by superstition, and
heard in the woman's laughter the ring of the devil's own ridicule. Somebody chanced to see her early one morning drawing
water to bathe her hot forehead, and before night of that day
the evU word had passed from mouth to mouth that it was she
who had brought the sweating sickness by poisoning the wells.
Thereupon half a hundred lusty feUows, with fear in their
wUd eyes, gathered in the Street, and set out to search for the
woman. Li her accustomed haunt, the ' Tliree Legs of Man,'
they found her, and she was heavy with drink. They hounded
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laer out of the Inn into the road, and there, amid oaths and
curses, they tossed her from hand to hand until her dress was In
rags, her face and arms were bleeding, and she was screaming
in the great fright that had sobered her.
It was Tuesday night, and the Deemster, who had been
holding court at Peeltown late that day, was riding home In tho
darkness when he heard this tumult in the road in front of him.
Putting spurs to his horse, he came upon the scene of it. Before
he had gathered the meaning of what was proceeding in the dark
road, the woman had broken from her tormentors and thrown
herself before him, crawUng on the ground and gripping his foot
in the stirrup.
' Deemster, save me I save me, Deemster!' she cried In hei
frantic terror.
The men gathered round and told their story. The woman
had poisoned the wells, and the bad water had brought the
Sweat. She was a charmer by common report, and should be
driven out of the island.
' What pedlar's French is this ? ' said the Deemster, turning
hotly on the crowd about him. ' Men, men, what forgotten age
have you stepped out of that you come to me with such drivelling, doddering, blank Idiocy ? '
But the woman, carried away by her terror, and not grasping
the Deemster's meaning, cried that if he would but save her she
would confess. Yes, she had poisoned the weUs. It was true
she was a charmer. She acknowledged to the e-vU eye. But
save her, save her, save her, and she would teU aU.
The Deemster listened with a feverish impatience. ' The
woman Ues,' he said under his breath, and then lifting his voice
he asked If any one had a torch. ' Who is the woman ? ' he
asked; ' I seem to know her voice.'
'D
her, she's a witch,' said one of the men, thrusting
his hot face forward In the darkness over the woman's cowering
body. ' Ay, and so was her mother before her,' he said again.
' Tell me, woman, what's your name ? ' said the Deemster
stoutly; but his question seemed to break down as he asked it.
There was a moment's pause.
' MaUy Kerruish,' the woman answered him, slobbering at
his stirrup in the dark road before him.
' Let her go,' said the Deemster in a thick underbreath. In
another moment he had disengaged his foot from the woman's
grasp and was riding away.
That night MaUy Kerruish died miserably of her fright in
the Uttle tool-shed of a cottage by the Cross Vehi, where six
years before her mother had dropped to a Ungering death
Alone.
News of her end was taken straightway to BaUamona by one
ef the many tongues of evil rumour. "VVith Jarvis Kerruish,
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who was in lace coUar and silver-buckled shoes, the Deemster
had sat down to supper. He rose, left his meat untouched, and
Jarvis supped alone. Late that night he said uneasUy:
' I intend to send in my resignation to Castletown—the burden of my office as Deemster is too much for my strength.'
' Good,' said Jarvis; ' and if, sir, you should ever think of
resigning the management of your estate also, you know with
how much willingness I would undertake it, solely in order
that you might spend your days in rest and comfort,'
' I have often thought of it latterly,' said the Deemster.
Half an hour thereafter he spent In an uneasy perambulation of
the dining-room, whUe Jar-vis picked his teeth and cleaned his
nails.
' I think I must surely be growing old,' he said then, and,
drawing a long breath, he took up his bedroom candle.
II.
The sickness increased, the deaths were many in the houses
About BaUamona, and in less than a week after the night of
MaUy Kerruish's death, Thorkell Mylrea, a Deemster no longer,
had made over to Jarvis Kerruish all absolute interest in his
estates. ' I shall spend my last days In the cause of reUgion,'
he said. He had paid up his tithe in pound notes—five years'
tithe in arrears, with interest added at the rate of six per cent.
Blankets he had ordered for the poor of his own parish, a double
blanket for each famUy, with cloaks for some of the old
women.
This done, he relinquished his worldly possessions, and shut
himself fi-om the sickness in a back room of BaUamona, admitting none, and never stirring abroad except to go to church.
The Bishop had newly opened the chapel at Bishop's Court
for daUy prayers, and of aU constant worshippers there ThorkeU
was now the most constant. Every morning his Uttle shriveUed
figure knelt at the form before the Communion, and from his
blanched lips the prayers were mumbled audibly. Much he
sought the Bishop's society, and in every foolish trifle he tried
to Imitate his brother. A new canon of the Church had lately
ordered that every Bishop should wear an episcopal wig, and
over his flowing white hair the Bishop of Man had perforce to
put the grotesque head-covering. Seeing this, Thorkell sent to
England for a periwig, and perched the powdered curls on his
o-wn bald crown.
The sickness was at its worst, the terror was at its height,
and men were flying from their sick families to caves in the
mountains, when one day the Bishop announced in church that
across in Ireland, as he bad heard, there was a good man who
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had been blessed under God with miraculous powers of curing
this awful malady.
' Send for him 1 send for h i m ! ' the people shouted with one
voice, Uttle heeding the place they sat in' But,' said the Bishop, with a faUing voice, ' the good man
is a Romish Catholic—indeed, a Romish priest.'
At that word a groan came from the people, for they were
Protestants of Protestants.
' Let us not think that no good can come out of Nazareth,'
the Bishop continued. ' And who shall say, though we love the
Papacy not at all, but that holy men adhere to it ? '
There was a murmur of disapproval.
• My good people,' the Bishop went on, falteringly, ' we are in
God's hands, and His anger burns among us.'
The people broke up abruptly, and talking of what the
Bishop had said, they shook their heads. But their terror continued, and before its awful power their qualms of faith went
dovra as before a flood. Then they cried,' Send for tho priest i '
and the Bishop sent for him.
Seven weary days passed, and at length with a brightening
countenance the Bishop announced that the priest had answered
that he would come. Other three days went by, and the news
passed from north to south that in the brig ' Bridget' of Cork,
bound for Whitehaven, with liberty to caU at Peelto-wn, the
Romish priest, Father Dalby, had sailed for the Isle of Man.
Then day after day the men went up to the hill-tops to
catch sight of the saU of an Irish brig. At last they sighted one
from the Mull Hills, and she was five leagues south of the Calf.
But the wind was high, and the brig laboured hard In a heavy
sea. Four hours the people watched her, and saw her bearing
down into the most dangerous currents about their coast. Night
closed In, and the wind rose to the strength of a gale. Next
morning at early dawn the people cUmbed the headlands again,
but no brig could they now see, and none had yet made their
ports.
' She must be gone down,'- they told themselves, and so saying they went home with heavy hearts.
But two days afterwards there went through tho Island a
thrilling cry, ' He Is here!—he has come!—the priest!' And
at that word a wave of rosy health swept over a thousand haggard faces.
III.
In the dark sleeping-room of a little ivy-covered cottage that
Stood end-on to the high road through Michael a blind woman
lay dying of the sickness. It was old Kerry; and on a three-legged
Btool before her bed her husband Hommy sat. Pitiful enough
WM Hommy's poor ugly face. His thick lubber lips were dravra
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heavily dovrawards, and under his besom brows his little eyes
were red and his eyelids swoUen. In his hands he held a
shovel, and he was using It as a fan to puff air into Kerry's
face.
' I t ' s aU as one, man,' the sick woman moaned. 'Ye're
only keeping the breath in me, I'm bound to lave ye.'
And thereupon Hommy groaned lustUy and redoubled his
efforts with the shovel. There was a knock at the door, and a
lady entered. It was Mona, pale of face, but very beautiful in
her pallor, and with an air of restful sadness.
' And how are you now, dear Kerry ? ' she asked, leaning
over the bed,
' Middling badly, mam,' Kerry answered feebly. ' I'U be
took, sarten sure, as the saying is.'
'Don't lose heart, Kerry. Have you not heard that the priest
is coming ?'
' Chut, mam 1 I'U be gone, plaze God, where none of the
like will follow me.'
' Hush, Kerry ! He was in Patrick yesterday; he wUl be in
German to-morrow, and the next day he wUl be here In Michael,
He is a good man, and is doing wonders with the sick.'
Kerry turned face to the waU, and Hommy talked -with
Mona. What was to become of him when Kerry was gone ?
Who would be left to give him a bit of a tidy funeral ? The
Dempster ? Bad sess to the like of him. What could be expected from a master who had turned his o-wn daughter out oi
doors ?
' I am better where I am,' Mona whispered, and that was
her sole answer to the deaf man's too audible questions. And
Hommy, after a pause, assented to the statement with his
famlUar comment, ' The Bishop's a rael ould archangel, so he
is.'
Thereupon Kerry turned her gaze from the wall and said,
• Didn't I teU ye, mam, that he wasn't dead ? '
'Who?'
'Why—him—him that we mayn't name—him'
' Hush, dear Kerry, he died long ago,'
' I tell ye, mam, he's a living man, and coming back—I know
it—he's coming back immadient—I saw him,'
' Drop It, woman, it's drames,' said Hommy,
' I saw him last night as plain as plain—wearing a long grey
sack and cmTanes on his feet, and a queer sort of hat.'
' It must have been the priest that you saw in your dream,
dear Kerry.'
The sick woman raised herself on one elbow, and answered
eagerly, ' I teU you no, mam, but him—him.'
' Lie stiU, Kerry; you wiU be worse if you uncover yourself
to the cool air.'
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There was a moment's quiet, and then the blind woman said
finaUy, ' I ' m going where I'U have my eyes same as another
body.'
At that Hommy's rugged face broadened to a look of gruesome sorrow, and he renewed his exertions with the shoveL
IV
At seven o'clock that day the darkness had closed in. A
bright turf fire burned in a room in Bishop's Court, and the
Bishop sat before it with his slippered feet on a sheepskin rug.
His face was mellower than of old, and showed less of strength
and more of sadness. Mona stood at a tea-table by his side,
cutting slices of bread and butter.
A white face, with ej-es of fear, looked In at the dark window.
It was Davy Fayle. He was but little older to look upon for
the seven years that had gone heavily over his troubled head.
His simple look was as vacant and his lagging Up hung as low;
but his sluggish inteUect had that night become suddenly charged
with a ready man's swiftness.
Mona went to the door. ' Come in,' she said; but Da-vy
would not come. He must speak with her outside, and she
went out to him.
He was trembling visibly,
' What is it ? ' she said.
' Mistress Mona,' said Davy, in a voice of great emotion,' it'a
Bs true as the U-ving God.'
' What ?' she said.
'He's aUve—ould Kerry said true—he's alive, and coming
back,'
Mona glanced into his face by the duU light that came through
the window. His eyes, usually duU and vacant, were aflamo
with a strange fire. She laid one hand on the door-jamb, and
said, catching her breath, ' Davy, remember what the men said
long ago—that they saw him lying in the snow.'
' He's aUve, I'm teUmg you—I've seen him with my own
'Where?'
' I went do-wn to Patrick this morning to meet the priest
coming up—but it's ne priest at all—it's—it's—It's him.'
Again Mona drew her breath audibly.
'Think what you are saying, Davy. If It should not be
true 1 Oh, if you should be mistaken !'
' It's Bible truth, Mistress Mona—I'U go baU on It afore God
A'mighty.'
' The priest, you say ? '
•Aw, lave It to me to know Mastha—I mean—him.'
' I must go iu, Davy, Good-night to you, and thank you
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Good-night, and
' the plaintive tenderness of her voice broka
down to a sob. ' Oh, what can It aU mean ?' she exclaimed
more vehemently.
Davy turned a-way. The low moan of the sea came uj
through the dark night.
VIt happened that after service the next morning the Bishop
and ThorkeU walked out of the chapel side by side,
' We are old men now, Gilcrist,' said Thorkell, ' and should
be good friends together.'
' That is so,' the Bishop answered,
' We've both lost a son, and can feel for each other.'
The Bishop made no reply.
• We're childless men, in fact.'
' There's Mona, God bless her !' the Bishop said very softly.
' True, true,' said ThorkeU, and there was silence for a moment.
' It was partly her fault when she left me—^partly, I say;—
dx>n't you think so, Gilcrist ? ' said ThorkeU nervously,
' She's a dear sweet soul,' the Bishop said,
•It's true,'
They stepped on a few paces, and passed by the spot whereon
the two fishermen laid down their dread burden from the
Mooragh seven years before. Then Thorkell spoke again and in
a feverish voice.
' D'ye know, Gilcrist, I sometimes awake in the night crying " Ewan ! E w a n ! ' "
The Bishop did not answer, and Thorkell, in another tone,
asked when the Irish priest was to reach Michael,
' He may be here to-morrow,' the Bishop said.
Thorkell shuddered.
' It must be that God is revenging Himself upon us with this
fearful scourge.'
' It dishonours God to say so,' the Bishop replied, ' He is
CalUng upon us to repent.'
There was another pause, and then ThorkeU asked what a
man should do to set things right in this world if perchance ha
had taken a little more in usury than was fair and honest.
' Give back whatever was more than justice,' said the Bishop
promptly.
' But that is often impossible, Gilcrist.'
' If he has robbed the widow, and she is dead, let him repay
the fatherless.'
' It is knpossible—I teU you, GUcrist, it is impossible—impossible.'
As they were entering the house, ThorkeU asked if there wai
truth in the rumour that the weUs had been charmed.
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• To believe such stories is to be dra-wn off from a tinist in
God and a dependence on His good providence,' said the Bishop.
' But I must say, brother, that strange things are kno-wn to
happen. Now I myself have witnessed extraordinary fulfilments,'
' Superstition is a forsaking of God, whom we have most
need to fly to in trouble and distress,' the Bishop answered,
'True—very true—I loathe i t ; but stiU It's a sort of
religion, isn't it, GUcrist ? '
• So the wise man says—as the ape Is a sort of a man,'
VI,
Three days later the word went round that he who had
been looked for was come to Michael, and many went out to
meet him. He was a stalwart man, straight and taU, bony and
muscular. His dress was poverty's own livery: a grey shapeless sack-coat, reaching below his knees, curranes on his feet of
untanned skin with open clocks, and a cap of cloth, half helmet
and half hood, dra-wn closely down over his head. His cheeks
were shaven and deeply bronzed. The expression of his face
was of a strange commingling of strength and tenderness. His
gestures were few, slow, and gentle. His measured step was a
rhythmic stride—the stride of a man who has learned In the
long endurance of solitude to walk alone in the ways of the
world. He spoke Uttle, and scarcely answered the questions
which were put to him. ' Aw, but I seem to have seen the good
man in my drames,' said one; and some said ' Ay ' to that, and
some laughed at it.
Within six hours of his coming he had set the whole parish
to work. Half of the men he sent up into the mountains to
cut gorse and drag It down to the Curraghs In pUes of ten feet
high, tied about with long sheep lankets of twisted straw. The
other half he set to dig trenches in the marshy places. _ He
made the women to kindle a turf fire in every room with a
chimney-flue, and when night came he had great fires of gorse,
peat, withered vegetation, and dried sea-wrack built on the open
spaces about the houses in which the sickness had broken out.
He seemed neither to rest nor eat. From sick house to sick
house, from trench to trench, and fire to fire, he mo-ved on with
his strong step. And behind him at aU times, having never a
word from him and never a look, but trudging along at his heels,
like a dog, was the man-lad, Davy Fayle.
Many of the affrighted people who had taken refuge m the
mountains returned to their homes at his coming, but others,
husbands and fathers chiefly, remamed on the hills, weaving
their wives and famiUes to fend for themselves. Seemg this, he
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went up and found some of them m their hiding-places, and,
shaming them out of their cowardice, brought them back behind
him, more docUe than sheep behind a shepherd. When the extown-watch, BiUy-by-Nite, next appeared on the Curraghs in
the round of his prophetic itineration, the strange man said not
a word, but he cut short the vehement jeremiad by taking the
Quaker prophet by legs and neck, and throwing him heaflong
into one of the drain-troughs newly dug in the dampest places.
But the strength of this silent man was no more conspicuous
than his tenderness. When in the frenzy of their fever the
sufferers would cast off their clothes, and try to rise from their
beds and rush into the cooler air from the heat by which he
had surrounded them, his big horny hands would restrain them
with a great gentleness.
Before he had been five days in Michael and on the Curraghs
the sickness began to abate. The deaths were fewer, and some
of the sick rose from their beds. Then the people plied him
with many questions, and would have overwhelmed him with
their rude gratitude. To their questions he gave few answers,
and when they thanked him he turned and left them.
They said that their Bishop, who was grown feeble, the good
ould angel, thought it strange that he had not yet visited him.
To this he answered briefly that before leaving the parish he
would go to Bishop's Court.
They told him that Mistress Mona, daughter of the Dempster that was, bad sess to him, had been seeking him high and
low. At this his lip trembled, and he bent his head.
' The good man's face plagues me mortal,' said old BiUy-theGawk. ' WhUes I know it, and otherwhUes I don't.'
VII,
Only another day did the stranger remain in Michael, but
the brief time was fuU of strange events. The night closed in
before seven o'clock. It was then very dark across the motmtains, and the sea lay black beyond the cliffs, but the Curraghs
were dotted over with the many fires which had been kindled
about the infected houses.
Within one of these houses, the home of Jabez Gavrae, the
stranger stood beside the bed of a sick woman, the tailor's
wife. Behind him there were anxious faces. Davy Fayle,
always near him, leaned against the door-jamb by the porch.
And whUe the stranger WTapped the sweltering sufferer in
hot blankets, other sufferers sont to him to pray of him to
come to them. First there came an old man to tell of his
grandchild, who had been smitten down that day, and she was
the last of his kin whom the Sweat had left aUve. Then a
iroman, to say that her husband, who had started again with
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the boats but yesterday, had been brought home to her that
night with the sickness. He listened to aU who came, and
answered quietly, ' I will go.'
At length a young man ran In and said, ' The Dempster's
down. He's shouting for you, sir. He sent me hot-foot to
fetch you.'
The stranger listened as before, and seemed to think rapidly
for a moment, for his under Up trembled, and was drawm pain*
fully inward. Then he answered as briefly as ever, and with as
calm a voice, ' I will go.'
The man ran back with his answer, but presently returned,
saying, with panting breath, ' He's rambling, sir; raving mad,
sir; and shouting that he must be coming after you if you're
not for coming to him.'
' We -wiU go together,' the stranger said, and they went out
immediately, Da-vy Fayle followed them at a few paces.
VIII,
Through the darkness of that night a woman, young and
beautiful, in cloak and hood like a nun's, walked from house to
house of the Curraghs, where the fires showed that the sickness
was stiU raging. It was Mona. These three days past she
had gone hither and thither, partly to tend the sick people,
partly In hope of meeting the strange man who had come to
cure them. Again and again she had missed him, being sometimes only a few minutes before or after him.
StUl she passed on from bouse to house, looking for him as
she went in at every fresh door, yet half dreading the chance
that might bring them face to face.
She entered the house where he had received her father's
message almost on the instant when he left It. The three men
had gone by her in the darkness.
Jabez, the taUor, who sat whimpering In the Ingle, told her
that the priest had that moment gone off to BaUamona, where
the Dempster that was—hadn't she heard the newses ?—was
new down with the Sweat.
Her delicate face whitened at that, and after a pause she
turned to follow. But going back to the hearth, she asked il
the stranger had been told that the Bishop wanted to see him.
Jabez told her yes, and that he had said he would go up to
Bishop's Court before leaving the parish.
Then another question trembled on her tongue, but she
oould not utter it. At last she asked what manner of man the
stranger was to look upon.
' Aw, big and sthraight and tall,' said Jabez.
And BUly-tbe-Gawk, who sat at the opposite side of tha
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ingle, being kin to Jabez's sick wife, said,' Ay, and quiet like,
»nd solemn extraordinary.'
' A wonderful man, wonderful, wonderful,' said Jabez, still
whimpering. ' And wherever he comes the Sweat goes down
before him with a flood.'
' As I say,' said BiUy-the-Gawk, ' the good man's face
plagues me mortal. I can't bethink me where I've seen the
Uke of it afore.'
Mona's lips quivered at that word, and she seemed to be
about to speak; but she said nothing.
' And the strong he is !' said Jabez ; ' I never knew but one
man in the Island with half the strength of arm at him.'
Mona's pale face twitched visibly, and she Ustened as with
every faculty.
' Who d'ye mane ? ' asked BiUy-the-Gawk.
At that question there was a moment's silence between the
men. Then each drew a long breath, dislodged a heavy burden
from his throat, glanced significantly up at Mona, and looked
into the other's face,
' Him,' said Jabez, in a faint under-breath, speaking behind
his hand.
' Him V
BiUy-the-Gawk straightened his crooked back, opened wide
his rheumy eyes, pursed up his -wizened cheeks, and emitted a
low, long whistle.
' Lord A'mighty ! '
For an instant Jabez looked steadily Into the old mendicant'l
face, and then drew himself up in his seat—
' Lord a-massy !'
Mona's heart leapt to her mouth. She was almost beside
herself -with suspense, and felt an impulse to scream,

IX,
Within a week after old Thorkell had conversed -with the
Bishop about the rumour that the weUs had been charmed, his
terror of the sickness had grown nigh to madness. He went to
church no longer, but shut himself up in his hou^e. Night and
day his restless footstep could be heard to pass from room to
room and floor to floor. He ate little, and such was his dread
of the water from his weU that for three days together he drank
nothing. At length, biurning from thirst, he went up the Dhoon
Glen and drank at a pool, going down on hands and knees to
lap the water like a dog. Always he seemed to be mumbUng
prayers, and when the beU of the church rang, no matter for
what occasion, he dropped to his knees and prayed audibly. He
forbade the servants of the house to bring him news of deaths,
but waited and watched and Ustened at open doors for their
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oonversation among themselves. At night he went to the front
windows to look at the fires that wore kindled about the infected houses on the Curraghs. He never faUed to turn from
that sight with bitter words. Such work was but the devil's
play: it was making a mock at God, who had sent the sickness
to revenge Himself on the island's guilty people. Thorkell told
Jar-vis Kerruish as much time after time. Jarvis answered contemptuously, and Thorkell retorted angrily. At length they
got to high words, and Jarvis flung away.
One morning Thorkell caUed for Hommy-beg. They told him
that Hommy had been nm-sing his wife. The blind woman
was now dead, and Hommy was burying her. At this ThorkeU's terror was appalling to look upon. All night long he had
been telling himself that he despised the beUef in second sight,
but that he would see if Kerry pretended to know whether he
himself was to outlive the scourge. No matter, the woman was
dead. So much the better!
Later the same day, Thorkell remembered that somewhere
on the mountains there Uved an old farmer who was a seer and
bard. He woiUd go to see the old charlatan. Yes, he would
amuse himself -with the superstition that aped religion. ThorkeU set out, and found the bard's lonely house far up above the
Sherragh Vane. In a corner of the big fireplace the old man
sat, with a black shawl bound about his head and tied under
his chin. He was past eighty years of age, and his face was as
old a face as Thorkell had ever looked upon. On his knee a
young child was sitting, and two or three small boys worn
playing about his feet, A brisk middle-aged woman was Ktiri
ring the peats and settling the kettle on the chimney-hook. She
was the old man's wife, and the young brood were the old man's
chUdren.
ThorkeU began to talk of carvals, and said he had come to
hear some of them. The old bard's eyes brightened. He had
written a carol about the sickness. From the ' lath ' he took a
parchment pan, fuU of papers that were worn, thumb-marked,
and greasy. From one of these papers he began to read, and
Thorkell tried to listen. The poem was an account of a dream.
The dreamer had dreamt that he had gone Into a church. There
was a congregation gathered, and a preacher was in the pulpit.
But when the preacher prayed the dreamer heard nothing of
God. At length he discovered that it was a congregation of
the dead in the region of the damned. They had aU died of
the Sweat. Every man of them had been warned by wise men
and women In this world. The congregation sang a joyless
psalm, and when their service was done they began to break
Up. Then the dreamer recognised some whom he had known
in the flesh. Among them was one who had killed his own son,
KsA. be was afflicted with a burning thirst. To this unhappy
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man the dreamer offered a basin of milk-and-water, "but the
damned soul could not get the basin to his parched lips, struggle
as he might to lift it in his stiff arms.
At first ThorkeU listened with the restless mind of a man
M'ho had come on better business, and then with a feverish
interest. The sky had darkened since he entered the house,
and while the old bard chanted in his sing-song voice, and the
children made their clatter around his feet, a storm of heavy
rain pelted against the window-pane.
The ballad ended in the grim doggerel of a harrowing
appeal to the sinner to shun his e-vU courses:
0 sinner, see your dangerous state,
And think of hell ere 'tis too late;
When -svorldly cares would drown each thought)
Pray call to mind that hell is hot.
Still to increase your godly fears
Let this be sounding in your ears.
Still bear in mind that hell is hot.
Remember, aud forget it not.

Thus, -with a swinging motion of the body, the old bard of
Ihe mountains chanted his rude song on the dangers of damnation. ThorkeU leapt up from the settle and sputtered out an
expression of contempt. What madness was this ? If he had
his way he would clap aU superstitious people Into the Castle,
The next morning, when sitting down to breakfast, Thorkell
told Jarvis Kerruish that he had three nights running dreamt
the same dream, and it was a terrible one, Jaarvis laughed in
his face, and said he -was a fooUsh old man, ThorkeU answered
with heat, and they parted on the instant, neither touching food.
Towards noon Thorkell imagined he felt feverish, and asked for
Jarvis Kerruish ; but Jarvis was at his toilet and would not be
disturbed. At five o'clock the same day Thorkell was sweating
from every pore, and crying lustUy that he had taken the sickness. Towards seven he ordered the servant—a young man
named Juan Came, who had come to fill Hommy's place—to go
in search of the Romish priest, Father Dalby.
When the stranger came, the young man opened the door to
him, and whispered that the old master's wits were gone. ' He's
not been wise these two hours,' the young man said, and then
led the way to ThorkeU's bedroom. He missed the corridor,
and the stranger pointed to the proper door.
ThorkeU was sitting up in his bed. His clothes had not
been taken off, but his coat—a blue coat, laced—and also hia
long yeUow vest were imbuttoned. His wig was perched on the
top of a high-backed chau-, and over his bald head hung a torn
piece of red flannel. His long hairy hands, with the prominent
blue veins, crawled liko a crab over the counterpane. His eye?
were open very wide. When he saw the stranger he was for
getting out of bed.
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• I am not ill,' he said; ' it's foUy to think that I've taken
the sickness, I sent for you to tell you something that you
should know.'
Then he called to the young man to bring him water. ' Juan,
water! ' he cried; ' Juan, I say, more water.'
He turned to the stranger. ' I t ' s true I'm always athlrst,
but is that any proof that I have taken the sickness ? Juan, bo
quick—water!'
The young man brought a pewter pot of cold water, and
Thorkell clutched at it, but as he was stretching his neck to
drink, his hot Ups working visibly, and his white tongue protruding, he drew suddenly back. ' Is It from the weU ? ' he
asked.
The stranger took the pewter out of his hands, unlocking
his stiff fingers with his own great bony ones. ' Make the water
hot,' he said to the servant.
ThorkeU feU back to his pUlow, and the rag of red blanket
dropped from his bald crown. Then he lifted himself on one
elbow and began again to talk of the sickness. ' You have
made a mistake,' he said. ' It is not to be cured. It is God's
revenge on the people of this sinful island. Shall I teU you for
what offence? For superstition. Superstition is the ape of
reUgion. It is the reproach of God. Juan 1 Juan, I say, help
me off with this coat. And these bed-clothes also. Why are
there so many ? It's true, sir—Father, Is it ?—it's true. Father,
I'm hot, but what of that ? Water! Juan, more water—Glen
water, J u a n ! '
The stranger pushed ThorkeU gently back, and covered him
closely from the air.
'As I say, it is superstition, sir,' said Thorkell again. ' I
would have it put down by law. It is the curse of this Island.
What are those twenty-four Keys doing that they don't stamp it
out ? And the clergy—what are they wrangling about^ now,
that they don't see to it ? I'll teU you how it is, sir. It is tills
way. A man does something, and some old woman sneezes.
Straightway he thiaks himself accursed, and that what is predicted must certainly come about. And it does come about,
"Why ? Because the man himself, with his blundering, doddering fears, brings it about. He brings it about himself—that's
how it is 1 And then every old woman in the island sneezes
again.'
Saying this, ThorkeU began to laugh, loudly, frantically,
atrociously. Jarvis Kerruish had entered while he was running
on with his tirade. The stranger did not lift his eyes to Jarvis,
but Jarvis looked at him attentively.
When ThorkeU had finished his hideous laugh he turned to
Jarvis and asked if superstition was not the plague of the island,
and if it ought not to be put down by law. JarA'is curled his
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lips for answer, but this form of contempt was lost on old
ThorkeU's dim eyes.
' Have we not often agreed that It is so ? ' said Thorkell.
' And that you,' said Jarvis, speaking slowly and bitterly,
'are the most superstitious man alive,'
' What ? what ? ' ThorkeU cried.
The stranger Ufted his face, and looked steadily into Jarvis's
eyes. ' You,' he said calmly, ' have some reason to say so.'
Jarvis reddened, turned about, stepped to the door, glanced
back at the stranger, and went out of the room.
ThorkeU was now moaning on the pillow. ' I am aU alone,'
he said; and he fell to a bout of weeping.
The stranger waited until the hysterical fit was over, and
then said, ' Where is your daughter ? '
' A h ! ' said ThorkeU, dropping his red eyes.
' Send for her.'
' I wiU, Juan, go to Bishop's Court, Juan, I say, run fast
and fetch Mistress Mona, Tell her that her father is ill.'
As ThorkeU gave this order Jarvis Kerruish returned to the
room.
' No 1' said Jarvis, lifting his hand against the young man,
' No ? ' cried ThorkeU.
' If this is my house, I will be master in it,' said Jarvis.
' Master ! your house 1 yours 1' Thorkell cried; and then he
fell to a fiercer bout of hj'sterical curses. ' Bastard, I gave you
aU! But for me you would be on the roads—ay, the dunghill!'
' This violence -wUl avail you nothing,' said Jarvis, with hard
constraint. ' Mistress Mona shaU not enter this house,'
Jarvis placed himself with his back to the door. The
stranger stepped up to him, laid one powerful hand on his arm,
and drew him aside. ' Go for Mistress Mona,' he said to the
young man. ' Knock at the door on your return. I wUl
open it.'
The young man obeyed the stranger. Jir-vis stood a moment
looking blankly into the stranger's face. Then he went out of
the room again.
Thorkell was whimpering on the pillow. ' I t Is true,' he
said, with labouring breath, ' though I hate superstition and
loathe it, I was once its victim—once only. My son Ewan was
kiUed by my brother's son, Dan. They loved each other Uke
David and Jonathan, but I told Ewan a lie, and they fought,
and Ewan was brought home dead. Yes, I told a lie, but I
heUeved It then. I made myself believe It. I listened to some
old wife's balderdash, and thought it true. And Dan was cut
off—that Is to say, banished, excommunicated; worse, worse.
But he's dead now. He was found dead in the snow.' Again
ThorkeU tried to laugh, a poor despairing laugh that was half a
ory, 'Dead! They threatened me that be would push me

THE

SWEATING

SICKNESS

299

firom my place. And he is dead before me I So much for divi*
nation I But tell me—you are a priest—teU me if that sin wUl
drag me down to—to
• But then, remember, I believed it
was true—yes, I
'
The stranger's face twitched, and his breathing became
quick.
' And it was you who led the way to all that followed ? ' he
said in a subdued voice.
' It was; it was
'
The stranger had suddenly reached over the bed and taken
Thorkell by the shoulders. At the next instant he had relinquished his hard grasp, and was standing upright as before, and
with as calm a face. And Thorkell went jabbering on—
' These three nights I have dreamt a fearful dream. Shall I
teU you what it was ? Shall I ? I thought Dan, my brother's
son, arose out of his grave, and came to my bedside, and peered
into my face. Then I thought I shrieked and died; and the first
thing I saw in the other world was my own son Ewan, and he
peered into my face also, and told me that I was damned eternaUy. But, tell me, don't you think it • was only a dream ?
Father! Father 1 I say tell me
'
Thorkell was clambering up by hold of the stranger's coat.
The stranger pushed him gently back.
' Lie still; lie still—you, too, have suffered much,' he said.
• Lie quiet—God is merciful,'
Just then Jarvis Kerruish entered in wild excitement, ' Now
I know who this man is,' he said, pointing to the stranger.
' Father Dalby,' said ThorkeU.
' Pshaw!—it is DAN MYLREA.'

Thorkell Ufted himself stiffly on his elbow, and rigidly drew
his face closely up to the stranger's face, and peered into the
stranger's eyes. Then he took a convulsive hold of the stranger's
eoat, shrieked, and fell back on to the pillow.
At that moment there was a loud knocking at the door below.
The stranger left the room. In the hall a candle was burning.
He put it out. Then he opened the door. A woman entered.
She was alone. She passed him in the darkness without speaking. He went out of the house and pulled the door after him.
X.
An hour later than this terrible interview, wherein his identity (never hidden by any sorry masquerade) was suddenly revealed, Daniel Mylrea, followed closely at his heels by Davy
Fayle, walked amid the fires of the valley to Bishop's Court,
He approached the old house by the sea front, and went into its
grounds by a gate that opened on a footpath to the library
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through a clump of elms. Sluggish as was Davy's inteUecfc, he
reflected that this was a path that no stranger could know.
The sky of the night had lightened, and here and there a
star gjea'ued through the thinning branches overhead. In a faint
breeze tlie withering leaves of the dying summer rustled sUghtly.
On the meadow before the house a silvery haze of night-dew lay
in its sUence. Sometimes the croak of a frog came from the
glen; and fr-om the sea beyond (though seemingly from the
mountains opposite) there rose into the air the rumble of the
waves on the shore.
Daniel Myhrea passed on with a slow, strong step, but a secret
pain oppressed him. He was walking on ground that was dear
with a thousand memories of happy chUdhood. He was going
back for some brief moments that must be painful and joyful,
awful and delicious, to the house which he had looked to see no
more. Already he was very near to those who were very dear
to him, and to whom he, too—yes, it must be so—to whom he,
too, in spite of all, must stUl be dear. 'Father, father,' he
whispered to himself. ' And Mona, my Mona, my love, my love.'
Only the idle chatter of the sapless leaves answered to the yearning cry of his broken spirit.
He had passed out of the shade of the elms into the open
green of the meadow with the stars above it, when another voice
came to him. It was the voice of a child singing. Clear and
sweet, and -with a burden of tenderness such as a chUd's voice
rarely carries, it floated through the quiet air.
Daniel Mykea passed on untU he came by the Ubrary window, which was aUght with a rosy glow. There he stood for a
moment and looked into the room. His father, the Bishop, was
seated in the oak chau- that was clamped with iron clamps.
Older he seemed to be, and with the lines a thought deeperon
his massive brow. On a stool at his feet, with one elbow resting
on the apron in front of him, a little maiden sat, and she was
singing, A fire burned red on the hearth before them. Presently tho Bishop rose from his chair, and went out of the room,
walking feebly, and with drooping head.
Then Daniel Mylrea walked round to the front of the house
and knocked. The door was opened by a servant whose face
was strange to him. Everything that he saw was strange, and
yet everythuig -svas famiUar. The hall was the same but smaUer,
and when it echoed to his foot a thrill passed through him.
He asked for the Bishop, and was led like a stranger through
his father's house to the door of the library. The Uttle maiden
was now alone in the room. She rose from her stool as he
entered, and, without the least reserve, stepped up to him and
held out her hand. He took her tender little palm in his great
fingers, and held It for a moment whUe he looked into her face.
It was a beautiful chUd-face, soft and fair and oval, -with a faint
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tinge of olive in the pale cheeks, and with yellow hair—almost
white In the glow of the red fire—falling in thin tresses over a
full, smooth forehead.
He sat and drew her closer to him, stiU looking steadily into
her face. Then in a tremulous voice he asked her what her
name was, and the little maiden, who had shown no fear at all,
nor any bashfulness, answered that her name was Aileen.
' But they call me Ailee,' she added promptly ; ' everybody
calls me AUee.'
'Everybody? Who?*
' Oh, everybody,' she answered, with a true chUd's emphasis,
' Your mother ? '
She shook her head.
' Your—your—perhaps—your
'
She shook her head more vigorously.
' I know what you're going to say, but I've got none,' she
9eid.
' Got none ? ' he repeated.
The Uttle maiden's face took suddenly a wondrous solemnity,
and she said,' My father died a long, long, long time ago—when
I was only a little baby.'
His Ups quivered, and his eyes feU from her face.
* Such a long, long while ago—you wouldn't think. And
auntie says I can't even remember him.'
'Auntie?'
' But shall I tell you v/hat Kerry said it was that made him
die ?—shall I ?—only I must whisper—and you won't tell
auntie, wUl you ?—because auntie doesn't know—shaU I teU
you?'
His quivering Ups whitened, and with trembling hands he
drew aside the little maiden's head that her innocent eyes might
not gaze into his face,
' How old are you, Ailee ven ?' he asked in a brave -voice.
' Oh, I'm seven—and auntie, she's seven too; auntie and I
are twins,'
' And you can sing, can you not ? WUl you sing for me ? '
' What shaU I sing ? '
' Anything, sweetheart—what you sang a Uttle whUe since,'
' For grandpa ? '
' Grandpa ? '
' Kerry says no. It's uncle, not gi-andpa. But that's wrong '
with a look of outraged honour; 'and besides, how should
Kerry know ? It's not her grandpa, is it ? Do you know
Kerry ? ' Then the little face saddened aU at once. ' Oh, I
forgot—jjoor Kerry.'
' Poor Kerry ? '
' I used to go and see her. You go up the road, and then on
and on and on untU you come to some chUdren, and then on
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and on and on until you get to a Uttle boy—and then you're
there.'
' Won't you sing, sweetheart ?'
' I'U sing grandpa's song.'
' Grandpa's ? '
' Yes, the one he likes,'
Then the Uttle maiden's dimpled face smoothened out, and
her simple eyes turned gi-avely upwards as she began to sing:—
0, Myle Charaine, where got you your gold f
Lone, lone, you have left me here.
0, not in the Curragh, deep under the mould,
Lone, lone, and void of cheer.

It was the favourite song of his own boyish daj's; and whila
the little maiden sang it seemed to the crime-stained man who
gazed through a dim haze into her cherub face that the voice of
her dead father had gone into her voice. He listened whUe he
eould, and when the tears welled up to his eyes, with his horny
hands he drew her fair head down to his heaving breast, and
sobbed beneath his breath, ' Ailee ven, Ailee ven,'
The Uttle maiden stopped in her song to look up in bewilderment at the bony, wet face that was stooping over her.
At that moment the door of the room opened, and the
Bishop entered noiselessly. A moment he stood on the threshold, with a look of perplexity. Then he made a few halting
steps, and said:
' My eyes are not what they were, sir, and I see there is no
light but the firelight; but I presume you are the good Father
Dalby?;
Daniel Mylrea had risen to his feet.
' I come from him,' he answered.
' Is he not coming himself? '
' He cannot come. He charged me with a message to you.'
' You are very welcome. My niece wUl be home presently.
Be seated, sir.'
Daniel Myh-ea did not sit, but continued to stand before his
father, -with head held down. After a moment he spoke again,
' Father Dalby,' he said, ' is dead.'
The Bishop sank to his chair. ' When—when
'
' He died the better part of a month ago.'
The Bishop rose to his feet.
' He was in this island but yesterday.'
' E e bade me tell you that he had fulfilled his pledge to you
and come to the island, but died by the visitation of God the
same night whereon he landed here.'
The Bishop put one hand to his forehead.
' Sir,' he said, ' my hearing is also failing me, for, as you see,
I am an old man now, and besides I have had trouble in my
time. Perhaps, sir, I did not hear you aright ? '
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Then Daniel Mylrea told In few words the story of the
priest's accident and death, and how the man at whose house
he died had made bold to take the good priest's mission upon
himself.
The Bishop listened with visible pain, and for a while said
nothing. Then, speaking in a faltering voice, with breath that
came quickly, he asked who the other man had been. ' For the
good man has been a blessing to us,' he added nervously.
To this question there was no reply, and he asked again:
'Who?'
• Myself.'
The Bishop lifted with trembling fingers his horn-bridged
spectacles to his eyes,
' Your voice is strangely famiUar,' he said ' What Is your
name?'
Again there was no answer.
' Give me your name, sir—that I may pray of God to bless
you,"
Still there was no answer,
' Let me remember it in my prayers,'
Then In a breaking voice Daniel Mylrea replied :
' In your prayers my poor name has never been forgotten.'
At that the Bishop tottered a pace backward :
' Light,' he said faintly. ' More light.'
He touched a bell on the table, and sank quietly into his
chair. Daniel Mylrea feU to his knees at the Bishop's feet.
' Father,' he said in a fervent whisper, and put his lips to the
Bishop's hand.
The door -was opened, and a servant entered with candles.
At the same moment Daniel Myhrea stepped quickly out of the
room.
Then the Uttle maiden leaped from the floor to the Bishop's
side.
' Grandpa, grandpa I Oh, what has happened to grandpa ? '
she cried.
The Bishop's head had dropped into his breast and he had
fainted. When he opened his eyes in consciousness Mona was
bathing his forehead and damping his lips.
'My chUd,' he said nervously, ' one has come back to us from
the dead.'
And Mona answered him with the thought that was now
uppermost in her mind :
' Dear uncle,' she said,' my poor father died half an hour
BflO.'
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CHAPTER XLV.
'OUB FATHER, WHICH ART IN HEAVEN.'

NOT many days after the events recorded in the foregoing
chapter, the people of Man awoke to the joyful certainty thai
the sweating sickness had disappeared. The soUd wave of heat
had gone ; the ground had become dry and the soil light; and
no foetid vapours floated over the Curraghs at midday. Also
the air had grown keener, the nights had sharpened, and In ths
morning the fronds of hoar-frost hung on the withering leaves
of the trammon.
Then the poor folk began to arrange their thoughts concerning the strange things that had happened; to count up their
losses by death; to talk of chUdren that were fatherless; and of
old men left alone in the world, Uke naked trunks, -without
bough or branch, flung on the bare earth by yesterday's storm.
And in that first roU-call after the battle of Ufe and death the
people suddenly became aware that, with the sweating sickness,
the man who had brought the cure for it had also disappeared,
He was not on the Curraghs, he was no longer in Michael, and
further east he had not travelled. None could teU what had
become of him. When seen last he was walking south through
German towards Patrick. He was then alone, save for the halfdaft lad, Davy Fayle, who slouched at his heels like a dog. As
he passed up Creg Willey's Hill the people of St. John's followed
him in ones and twos and threes to offer him their simple
thanks. But he pushed along as one who hardly heard them.
When he came by the Tj-nwald he paused and turned partly
towards Greeba, as though half minded to alter his course.
But, hesitating no longer, he followed the straight path towards
the viUage at the foot of Slieau Whallin. As he crossed the green
the people of St. John's, who followed him up the hiU road, had
gro-wn to a great number, being joined there by the people of
Tynwald. And when he passed under the ancient mount,
walking -with long, rapid steps, his chin on his breast and his
eyes kept steadfastly down, the grey-headed men uncovered
their heads, the young women thrust their young children under
his hands for his blessing, and aU by one impulse shouted in one
voice, ' God bless the priest!' ' Heaven save the priest I'
'There were spectators of that scene who were wont to say,
when the sequel had freshened their memories, that amid this
wUd tumult of the gratitude of the island's poor people, he who
was the subject of it made one quick glance of pain upwards to
the mount, now standing empty above the green, and then,
parting the crowds that encircled him, pushed through them
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without word, or glance, or sign. Seeing at last that he shrank
from their thanks, the people followed him no farther, but remained on the green, watching him as he passed on towards
Slieau WhaUin, and then up by the mountain track. When he
had reached the top of the path, where it begins its descent to
the valley beyond, he paused again and turned about, glancing
back. The people below saw his full figure clearly outUned
against the sky, and once more they sent up their shout by one
great impulse in one great voice that drowned the distant rumble
of the sea : ' God bless the priest I ' ' Heaven save the priest!'
And he heard it, for instantly he faced about and disappeared.
When he was gone it seemed as if a spell had broken. The
people looked into each other's faces in bewilderment, as if
vaguely conscious that somewhere and sometime, under conditions the same yet different, all that they had then seen their
eyes had seen before. And bit by bit the memory oame back to
them, linked with a name that might not be spoken. Then
many things that had seemed strange became plain.
In a few days the whisper passed over Man, from north to
south, from east to west, from the sod cabins on the Curragh to
the Castle at Castletown, that he who had cured the people of
the sickness, he who had been mistaken for the priest out of
Ireland, was none other than the unblessed man long thought
to be dead; and that he had lived to be the saviour of his
people.
The great news was brought to Bishop's Court, and it was
found to be there already. Rumour said that from Castletown
an inquiry had come asking if the news were true, but none
could tell what answer Bishop's Court had made. The Bishop
had shut himself up from all visits, even those of his clergy.
With Mona and the chUd, Ewan's little daughter, he had passed
the days since ThorkeU's death, and not until the day of ThorkeU's funeral did he break in upon his solitude. Then he went
down to the little churchyard that stands over by the sea.
They buried the ex-Deemster near to his son Ewan, and
with scarcely a foot's space between them. Except Jarvis Kerruish, the Bishop was ThorkeU's sole mourner, and hardly had
the service ended, or the second shovel of earth fallen from old
WUl-as-Thorn's spade, when Jarvis whipped about and waUied
away. Then the Bishop stood alone by his brother's unhonoured
grave, trying to forget his malice and uncharity, and his senseless superstitions that had led to many disasters, thinking only
with the pity that is nigh to love of the great ruin whereunto his
poor beliefs had tottered down. And when the Bishop had
returned home the roll-call of near kindred showed him pitiful
gaps, ' The island grows very lonesome, Mona,' he said.
That night Davy Fayle came to Bishop's Court with a book
bj his hand. He told Mona how be had found the ' Ben-my»
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Chree' a complete wreck on the shingle of the Dhoon Creek in
the Calf Sound, and the book in its locker. Not a syllable could
Davy read, but he knew that the book was the fishing-log of the
lugger, and that since he saw it last it had been fiUed with
writings.
Mona took the book into the library, and with the Bishop
she examined it. It was a small quarto, bound In sheepskin,
with corners and back of untanned leather. Longways on the
back the words ' Ben-my-Chree Fishing Log ' were lettered, as
with a soft quiU in a bold hand. On the front page there was
this inscription:—
Ben-my-Chree.
Owner, Daniel Mylrea, Bishop's Court,
Isle of Man.
Master, lUiam QuiUeash.

Over page was the word ' ACCOUNTS,' and then foUowed the
various Items of the earnings and expenditure of the boat. The
handwriting was strong and free, but the bookkeeping was not
lucid.
Eight pages of faintly-tinted paper, much frayed, and with
lines ruled by hand one way of the sheet only, were fiUed with
the accounts of the herring season of
. At the bottom there
was an attempt at picking out the items of profit and loss, and
at reckoning the shares of owner, master, and man. The balance
stood but too sadly on the -wrong side. There was a deficit of
forty pounds four shiUings and sixpence.
The Bishop glanced at the entries, and passed them over
with a sigh. But turning the leaves, he came upon other matter
of more pathetic interest. This was a long personal narrative
fr-om the owmer's pen, covering some two hundred of the pages.
The Bishop looked it through, hurriedly, nervously, and with
eager eyes. Then he gave up the book to Mona.
' Read it aloud, chUd,' he said, in a voice unlike his o-wn, and
with a brave show of composure he settled himself to listen.
For two hours thereafter Mona read from the narrative that
was written in the book. What that narrative was does not need
to be said.
Often the voice of the reader faUed her, sometimes it could
not support itself. And in the lapses of her voice the sUence was
broken by her low sobs.
The Bishop listened long with a great outer calmness, for the
affections of the father were struggling with a sense of the duty
of the servant of God. At some points of the narrative these
seemed so to conflict as to tear his old heart woefuUy. But he
bore up very bravely, and tried to think that in what he had
done seven years before he had done well. At an early stage oi
Mona's reading he stopped her to say:

'OUR FATHER,

WHICH ART IN HEAVEN'

307

' Men have been cast on desert islands beforetime, and too
often they have been adrift on unknown seas.'
Again he stopped her to add, with a slow shake of the head :
' Men have been outlawed, and dragged out weary years in
BxUe—men have been oftentimes under the ban and chain of the
law."
And once again he interrupted and said, in a trembling undertone, ' It is true—it has been what I looked for—it has been a
death in life.'
But as Mona went on to read of how the outcast man, kept
back from speech with every living soul, struggled to preserve
the spiritual part of him, the Bishop interrupted once more, and
said in a faltering voice :
' This existence has been quite alone in its desolation.'
As Mona went on again to read of how the unblessed creature
said his prayer in his soUtude, not hoping that God would hear,
but thinking himself a man outside God's grace, though God's
hand was upon him—thinking himself a man doomed to everlasting death, though the blessing of Heaven had already fallen
over him like morning dew—then all that remained of spiritual
pride in the heart of the Bishop was borne down by the love of
the father, and his old head fell into his breast, and the hot tears
rained down his vnrinkled cheeks.
Later the same night Mona sent for Davy Fayle. The lad
was easUy found; he had been waiting in the darkness outside
the house, struggling hard with a desire to go in and teU Mistress
Mona where Daniel Myh-ea was to be found.'
' Davy,' she said,' do you know Vv^here he is ? '
' Sure,' said Davy.
' And you could lead me to him ?'
' I could.'
' Then come here very early in the morning, and we wiU go
together.'
Next day when Mona, attired for her journey, went do-wn for
a hasty breakfast, she found the Bishop fumbling a letter In his
trembling fingers.
' Read this, child,' he said in a thick voice, and he handed the
letter to her.
She turned it over nervously. The superscription ran,' These
to the Lord Bishop of Man, at his Palace of Bishop's Court,' and
the seal on the other face was that of the insular Government,
_ While the Bishop made pretence of wiping with his handkerchief the horn-bridged spectacles on his nose, Mona opened and
read the letter.
It was from the Governor at Castletown, and said that the
Lord of Man and the Isles, in recognition of the great services
done by Daniel Mylrea to the people of the island during their
leoent affliction, would be anxious to appoint him Deemster of
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Man, In succession to his late uncle, Thorkell Mykea (being satisfied that he was otherwise qualified for the post). If the Steward
of the Ecclesiastical Courts were willing to remove the censure
of the Church under which he now laboured.
When she had finished reading Mona east one glance of
nervous suppUcation upwards to the Bishop's face, and then
with a quick cry of joy, which was partly pain, she flung her
arms about his neck.
The old Bishop was quite broken do-wn.
'Man's judgments on man,' he said, 'are but as the anger
of Uttle chUdren—here to-day, gone to-morrow, and the Father's
face is over aU,'
.

.

.

.

.

.

a

.

What need to tell of one of the incidents of Mona's journey,
or of the brave hopes that buoyed her up on the long and toilsome way? Many a time during these seven years past she
had remembered that it was she who had persuaded Dan to
offer his life as an atonement for his sin. And often the thought
came back to her with the swiftness of remorse that it was she
who, in her blindness, had sent him to a doom that was worse
than death. But Heaven's ways had not been her ways, and
all was weU, The atonement had been made, and the sin had
been wiped out of the book of Ufe, Dan, her love, her beloved,
had worked out his redemption. He had proved himself the
great man she had always kno-wn he must be. He was to come
back loaded with honour and gratitude, and surrounded by
multitudes of friends.
More than once, when the journey was heaviest, she put her
hand to her bosom and touched the paper that nestled so warmly
there. Then in her mind's eye she saw Dan in the seat of the
Deemster, the righteous judge of his own people. Oh, yes, he
would be the Deemster, but he would be Dan still, her Dan, the
lively, cheerful, joyous, perhaps even frolicsome Dan once
more. He would sport with her little Ailee; he would play with
her as he used to play long ago -with another Uttle girl that
she herself could remember—tickling her under her armpits
and under her chin—whUe she sent up a chorus of squeaUng
laughter.
The burden of Mona's long years of weary sorrow had been
BO suddenly lifted away that she couid not restrain her thoughts
from childish sportiveness. But sometimes she remembered
Ewan, and then her heart saddened, and sometimes she thought
of herself, and then it flushed full of quick, hot blood. And, oh,
how delicious was the secret thing that sometimes stole up
between her visions of Dan and the high destiny that was before him. It was a vision of herself, transfigured by his noble
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i ' ^ ' ' ' ^ "P *<' ^^™' ^^ tli«s passmg on
jma
.u P^°!i.^^^ remembered, with a chiU passing through her,
that in the vvritmg which she had read Dan had said he was
Ul i But what of that ? She was gomg to him, and would
nurse him back to health.
And Davy Fayle, walking at her side, was fuU of his own
big notions, too. Mastha Dan would be Dempster, true; but
he'd have a boat for his pleasure, sarten sure, Davy Fayle
would sail man In her, perhaps mate, and maybe skipper some
day—who knows? And then—lying aft and driftmg at the
herrmgs, and smookin', and the stars out, and the moon makin'
a peep—aw, weU, weU, weU!
They reached the end of their journey at last. It was In a
smaU gorse-covered house far over the wild moor, on the edge
of the Chasms, looking straight out on the hungry sea. In i1,s
one bare room (which was without fire, and was cheerless with
Uttle Ught) there was a table, a settle, a chair, a stool, and a
sort of truckle-bed. Dan was there, the same, yet, oh, how
different! He lay on the bed unconscious, near to death of
the sickness—the last that the scourge was to slay.
Of this story of great love and great suffermg what Is left to
teU?
There are moments when Ufe seems Uke the blind swirl of
a bat in the dusk—blundering, irresponsible, not to be counted
with, the swift creature of evil chance. We see a little child's
white face at a hospital window, a strong man toUing hopelessly
against -wrong, the innocent suffering with the guilty, good
instincts thwarted and base purposes promoted, and we ask
ourselves, with a thrUl of the heart. What, after all, is God doing
In this His world ? And from such blind labouring of chance
the tired and beaten generations of men seem to find it reward
enough to drop one after one to the hushed realms of rest.
Shall we marvel very much if such a moment came to this
pure and noble woman as she stood in the death-chamber of her
beloved, with whom, after years of longing, she was at last
brought face to face ?
But again, there are other moments, higher and better, when
there is such a thing in this so bewildering world as the victory
of vanquishment, when the true man crushed by evil chance is
yet the true man undestroyed by it and destroying it, when
Job on his dunghUl is more to be envied than Pharaoh on his
throne, and death is as good as Ufe.
And such a higher moment came to Mona in_ that deathchamber. She sac many hours by Dan's side, v^^diting for the
breaking of his delirimn and the brief space of consciousness and
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of peace which would be the beginning of the end. I t e<ime at
long, long length, and, ah, how soon it came!
The night had come and gone whUst she sat and watched.
When the sunrise shot red through the skin-covered window it
feU on Dan and awakened him. Opening his eyes he saw Mona,
and his soul smUed over his wasted face. He could not speak,
nor could he lift his worn hands. She knew that the time was
near, and holding back her grief, Uke wUd creatures held by the
leash, she dropped to her knees, and clasped her hands together
to pray. And while she prayed the dying man repeated some
of the words after her.
' Our Father,'—
' Our—Father,'—
' Which art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name,'—
' HaUowed—be—thy—name,'—
' Thy kingdom come. Thy wiU be done in earth, as it is in
heaven; give us this day our daily bread; and forgive us our
trespassesj as we forgive them that trespass against UB ; and
lead us not into temptation, but deUvor us fi-om evU,'—•
•But—deUver—us—from —evU,'—
•Amen,'
—Amen,'
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WHAT

IS

IVIORE TERRIBLE

THAN

REVOLUTION?

" As clouds of adversity gathered a r o u n d , Marie Antoinette displayed a Patience and
Courage in Unparalleled Sufferings such as few Saints a n d Martyrs have equalled.
. .
T h e Pure Ore of h e r n a t u r e was b u t hidden u n d e r t h e cross of worldliness, a n d the
scorching fire of suffering revealed one of the tenderest hearts, a n d o n e of t h e Bravest
Natures that history records.

(Which will haunt all who have studied that tremendous drama,
"THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.")
" W h e n one reflects that a century which considered itself enlightened, of the most
refined civilization, ends with public acts ot such barbarity, one begins to doubt of
Human Nature itself, and fear that t h e brute which is always in Human Nature, has the
ascendancy!"—GOWER.
THE UNSPEAKABLE GRANDEUR OF THE HUMAN HEART.
THE DRYING UP OF A SINGLE TEAR HAS MORE HONEST FAME THAN SHEDDING SEAS OF GORE!!!
W h a t is T e n T h o u s a n d T i m e s m o r e H o r r i b l e t h a n R e v o l u t i o n OP W a r ?

OUTRAGED N A T U R E ! ^W^
" O W o r l d ! O m e n ! w h a t are we, and our best designs, that we must work by
crime to p u n i s h crime, and slay, a s if death had b u t this one gate ? " — B Y R O N .
" W h a t is T e n T h o u s a n d T i m e s more T e r r i b l e than Revolution or W a r ? Outraged
N a t u r e ! S h e kills a n d kills, aud is never tired of killing, till she h a s taught man the
terrible lesson he is so slow to learn—that N a t u r e is only conquered by obeying her. . .
Man h a s his courtesies in Revolution a n d W a r ; he spares the woman and child. But
N a t u r e is fierce when she is offended; she spares neither woman nor child. She has no
pity, for some awful but most good reason.
She is not allowed to have any pity.
Silently she strikes the sleeping child with as little r e m o r s e as she would strike the
strong m a n with-musket or the pickaxe in his hand. Oh ! would to God that some man
had the pictorial eloquence to p u t before the m o t h e r s of England the mass of preventable
suffering, the m a s s of p r e v e n t a b l e agony of mind which exists in England year after
year."—KIHGSLEY.

MORAL.—Life is a Battle, not a Victory. Disobey ye who w i l l , but
ye who disobey must suffer.

JEOPARDY OF LIFE, THE GREAT DANGER OF DELAY.
You can change the trickling stream, but not the Raging
Torrent.
H o w i m p o r t a n t it is to h a v e at h a n d s o m e simple, effective, a n d palatable remedy,
such as E N O ' S " F R U I T S A L T , " to check disease at the o n s e t ! ! ! F o r this is the
time. W i t h very little trouble you can change the course of the trickling mountain
stream, but not the rolling river.
It will defy all your efforts.
I cannot sufficiently
i m p r e s s this i m p o r t a n t information u p o n all householders, ship captains, or Europeans
generally, who a r e visiting or residing in hot or foreign climates. VVhenever a change is
contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let E N O ' S " F R U I T S A L T "
be your companion, for u n d e r any circumstances its use is beneficial, and never can do
h a r m . W h e n you feel out of sorts, restless, sleepless, yet u n a b l e to say why, frequently
without w a r n i n g you are seized with lassitude, disinclination for bodily or mental
exertion, loss of appetite, sickness, pain in the forehead, dull aching of back and limbs,
coldness of the surface, a n d often shivering, &c., t h e n your whole body is out of order,
the spirit of danger h a s . b e e n kindled, but you do n o t k n o w w h e r e it may e n d ; it is a
real necessity to h a v e a simple r e m e d y at h a n d . T h e common idea is : '• I will wait and
see, p e r h a p s I shall be better to-morrow," whereas h a d a supply of E N O ' S " F R U I T
S A L T " been at h a n d , and use m a d e of it at the onset, all calamitous results might have
been avoided.
W h a t dashes to the e a r t h so m a n y hopes, breaks so many sweet
alliances, blasts so m a n y auspicious enterprises, as untimely D e a t h ?

" I used my * FRUIT SALT' in my last severe attack of fever, and I have
every reason to say I believe It saved my life."—J. C, ENO.
Small Pox, Scarlet Fever, Pyaemia, Erysipelas, Measles, Gangrene,
and almost every mentionable disease.—" I have been a nurse for upwards of
ten years, and in that time have nursed cases cf scarlet fever, pyasmia, erysipelas,
measles, gangrene, cancer, and almost every mentionable disease.
During the whole
time I h a v e not been ill myself for a single day, and this I attribute in a great measure to
the use of E N O ' S ' F R U I T S A L T , ' which has kept my blood in a pure state. I
r e c o m m e n d it to all my patients during convalescence. Its value as a means of health
cannot be over-estimated.—April 21,1894,
A PROFESSIONAL N U R S E .
CAUTION.—S«e the CAPSULE
is marked "ENO'S
FRUIT SALT."
WitJwut it you
have been imposed on by a worthless imitation.
Prepared only at
ENO'S " F R U I T S A L T " W O R K S , LONDON, S . E . , b y J. C. ENO'S P a t e n t .
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< ^ w e A r e ! A s 'Ure M a y B e i Social Essajs. Crown Svo, linen, 6».
iShertfy,
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Bechstein (Ludwig).—As Pretty as Seven, and other German

stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM, and 98 Illustrations by RICHTER. Square
Svo, cloth extra, 6j. 6d.; gilt edges, 7J. 6d.

Beerbohm (Julius).—Wanderings in Patagonia; or. Life among
the Ostrich-Hunters. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 6d.

Bellew (Frank).—The Art of Amusing: A Collection of Graceful
Arts, Games, Tricks. Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 4J. 6d.

Bennett (W. C , LL.D.).—Songs for Sailors. Post Svo, cl, limp. 25,
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By AUSTIN DOBSON. With 95
Illustrations. Square Svo, doth extra, 6s.

„_.^^___

Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and
Civilians. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6J. i post gvo, illustrated boards, 2J.

Bill Nye's History of the United States.

With 146 Illustrations

by F. OPPER. Crown Svo, dotb entra, y. id.

Eire (Edmond). —Diary of a Citizen of Paris during 'The

Terror." Translated and Edited by JOHN DE VILLIERS. With a Photogravures. Two Vols., Svo, cloth,
aij.

[Shorlly.

Blackburn's
Art Handbooks.
Grosvenor
A c a d e m y N o t e(Henry)
s , 1B75,187T-Se,
1883.

N o t e s , Vol. II., 1883-87. With
300 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s.
1890,1892-1895, Illustrated, each is.
Grosvenor N o t e s . Vol. III., 1 8 8 8 - 9 0 . With
A c a d e m y Motes. 18T5-79. Complete in
230 Illustrations. Demy Svo cloth, 3J. 6d.
One Vol., with 6oo Illustrations. Cloth, 6s.
T h e N e w Gallery, 1888-1895. With nu
Academy N o t e s . 18S0-8?. Complete in
merous Illustrations, each ir.
One Vol., with 70o illustrations. Cloth, 6s.
T h e N e w Gallery, Vol. I., 1888-1882. With
Academy N o t e s , 1890-94. Complete in
250 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s.
One Vol., with Soo Illustrations. Cloth, ^s. 6d.
English P i c t u r e s a t t h e National Gallery.
Grosvenor N o t e s , 1877, 6d.
•with 114 Illustrations, is.
Grosvenor N o t e s , separate years from
Old Masters a t t h e National Gallery.
with 12S Illustrations, is. 6d.
1878-1890, each is.
I l l n s t r a t e d C a t a l o g u e to t h e National
Grosvenor N o t e s . Vol. I., 1 8 7 7 - 8 2 . With
G a l l e r y . With 242 Illusts. Demy Svo, cloth, jr.
300 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 6j.
The Paris Salon. 1S95. With 300 Facsimile Sketches, jr.

Blind (Mathilde), Poems by.

The A s c e n t of Man. Crown Svo, cloth, ss.
Dramas in Miniature. With a Frontispiece by F. MADOX BROWN. Crown Svo, cloth, jr.
Songs and Bonnets. Fcap. Svo, vellum and gold, 5r.
Birds of P a s s a g e ; Songs of the Orient and Occident. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, linen. 6s. net.

Bourget (Paul).—A Living Lie, Translated by JOHN

DE VILLIERS.

Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d.

jShortly.

Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by.

Ungllsh Merchants : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Commerce. With numerous
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d.
English Nenvspapers : Chapters in the History ofToumalism. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, a^s.
The Other Side of t h e E m i n P a s h a Relief Expedition. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s.

Bowers (Qeorge).—Leaves from a Hunting Journal.

Coloured

Plates. Oblong foHo, half-bound, 21J.

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each.
Chronicles of No-Man's Iiand. |

Camp N o t e s .

I

S a v a g e Iilfe.

Brand (John).—Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir
HENRY ELLIS, and numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 'js. 6d.

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by.

The Reader's Handbook of A l l u s i o n s , References. Plots, and Stories, Seventeenth
Thousand. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d.
Authors and their W o r k s , v r i t h t h e D a t e s ! Bdng the Appendices to ' The Reader's Handbook,' separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, as.
A Dictionary of Miracles. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d.

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. td. each.

More VTorlds t h a n O n e : Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates.
The Martyrs of S c i e n c e : GALILEO, TYCHO BRAKE, and KEPLER. With Portraits.
Letters on N a t u r a l Magic. With numerous Illustrations.

Brillat-Savarin.-—Gastronomy as a Fine Art.

Translated by

it. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post Svo, half-bound, as.

BrVdges (Harold).—Uncle Sam at Home.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.; cloth limp, as. 6d.

With 91 Illustrations
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Buchanan (Robert), Works by.

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

Selected P o e m s of Robert Buchanan, With Frontispiece by T. DALZIBL.
T h e E a r t h q u a k e ; or.^Six-Days-and a Sabbath.
T h e City ot D r e a m : An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. MACNAB.
T h e Wandering Jevr: A Christmas Carol.

The O u t c a s t : A Rhyme for the Tune. With 15 Illustj-atiops by RUDOLF BLIND, PETER MACN-AB.
and HUME NISBET. Small demy Svo, cloth extra. Si-.
Robert B u c h a n a n ' s Poetical Works, With Steel-plate Portrait. Crown Svo, doth extra, is. 6d.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
T h e S h a d o w of t h e Svirord.
r Iiove Me for E v e r . With Frontispiece.
A Child of Nature. With Frontispiece.
I Annan Water.
| Foxglove Manor.
God and t h e Man. With zi Illustrations by I The Ne'w Abelard.
FRED. BARNARD.
- . J M a t t ; A story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece.
T h e Martyrdom of Madeline. With I The Master of t h e Mine. With Frontispiece.

Frontispiece by A. w. COOPER.

I The Heir of Iilone. I Woman and the Man.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, J J . 6d, each.
Red and W h i t e H e a t h e r .
I
R a c h e l Dene.
Iiady Kllpatrick, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
T h e Charlatan, By ROBERT BUCHANAN aiid HENRY MURRAY. tVith a Frontispiece by T. H
ROBINSON. Crown Svo, cloth, j j . 6d. .
_ __

Burton (Richard F.).—The Book of the Sword.

With over 400

Illustrations. Demy 4to, cloth extra, 32J.

Burton (Robert).—1"he Anatomy of Melancholy. With Translations of the Quotations. Demy Svo, doth extra, js. 6d.
M e l a n c h o l y _ A n a t o m l s e d : An Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY. Post Svo, half-bd., as. 6d.

Caine (T. Hall), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. bd. each.;

post Svo, illustrated boards, as, each ; cloth limp, as._6d. each.
T h e S h a d o w of a Crime, I
A Son ot Hagar.
|
T h e Deemster.
A LIBRARY EDITION of The D e e m s t e r is now ready; and one of The S h a d o w of a Crime
is in preparation, set in new type, crown Svo, cloth decorated, 6s. each.

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ' Black
Prince' Privateer. Post Svo, picture boards, as.

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), Novels by.
Juliet's Guardian,

Carlyle (J^ne Welsh), Life of.

|

Post 8vo, illust. bds. 2s. ea.

D e c e i v e r s Ever.

By Mrs, ALEXANDER

IRELAND.

With

Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy Svo, cloth extra, is. 6d.

Carlyle (Thomas).—-On the Choice of Books.

Post Svo, cl., is. bd.

Correspondence of T h o m a s Carlyle and R. VT. Emerson, 1839-1372.
C. E. NORTON. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 241.

Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones.

Edited by

With 17 lUustra-

tions. Fcap. Svo, cloth, as.

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. Svo,
cloth, as. 6d. each.
T h e King In Yellovg.

I

In t h e Quarter.

Chapman's (Qeorge), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the
Doubtful Ones.—Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.—Vol.
III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.
^______

Chappie (J. Mitchell).—The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima
Donna. "Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. €d.

^___

Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.—A Treatise on Wood Engraving,
Historical and Practical. With Chapter by H. G. BOHN, and 450fineIllusts. Large 4to, half-leather, gSr.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS. With
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.
Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS. Demy SVO, cloth limp, 2J. 6I^.

.

C h e s s , T h e L a w s a u d Practice of. With an Analysis of the Openings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown Svo, cloth, jj.

T h e Minor T a c t i c s of C h e s s : A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL. Long fcap. Svo, cloth, as. 6i.
T h e Hasitlngs Chess Tqurnamerit Book (Aug.-Sept., 1893). Contaijiing the Official Report of
the 231 Games played in the Tournament, with Notes by the Players, anfl Diagrams of Interegfing
Positions: Portraits anci Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters; and ah Account of the
congress and its surroundings. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7f. 6rf. net.
\ShQrtty.
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Clare (Attstin).—For the Love of a Lass. PostSvo.a^. ; cl..25. 6d.
Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
Paul Ferroll,

^

|

W h y Paul Ferroll Killed h i s Wife.

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—Myths and Dreams.
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by.
•

Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d.

T h e C u r e o f S o u l s . Post Svo, Illustrated t>oards, as.
T h e R e d S u l t a n . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, as.

The Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y . 6d.

Coleman^John).—Players and Playwrights I have Known. Two
Vote., demy Svo, d o t h , g4J.

.

Coleridge (M. E.).—The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Cloth, is. 6d.
Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo. boards, 25.
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by.
Illustrations of T e n n y s o n . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6;.
J o n a t h a n Smrlft t A Biographical and Critical Study.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Bs.

Collins (Mortimer and Prances), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. each.
From Midnight t o Ilidnight.
|
B l a c k s m i t h and Scholar.
Transmigration^
|
You Play m e False.
|
A. Village Comedy.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.

^.tfeet A n n e P a g e . I A Fight w i t h Fortune. | S w e e t and T w e n t y .

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by.

| Frances

~~'

Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each; cloth limp, as. id. eacTi.
A^tonlna. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R. A.

• 'BoeU. Illnstrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R. A., and J. M AHONEY.
Hide a n d S e e k , Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R . A., and J. MAHONEY.

After Dark, With Illustrations by A. B. HOUGHTON.
|
The T w o Destinies.
The Dead Seoreto With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R. A.
Queen o f H e a r t s . With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT. R. A.

-Th». W o m a n In W U t e ,

With Illustrations by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and F. A. F R A S E R .

Ho rNama. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. MILLAIS, R. A., and A. W. COOPER.
My U l s c e l l a n l e s , -with a steel-plate Portrait of W I L K I E COLLINS.
Armadale, With Illustrations by G. H. THOMAS.
- T h e Moonstone, with Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER and F. A. FRASER.
. Mai^ « n d Wife. With Illustrations by WILLIAM SMALL.
Poor M i s s F i n e n . Illustrated by G. OU M A U R I E R and EDWARD H U G H E S .

Miss or H r s . 7 With Illustrations by S. L. FiLDES, R.A., and HENRY WOODS, A.R.A.

The H a w M a g d a l e n , Illustrated by G. Du M A U R I E R a n d c S. REINHARDT.
The Frozen D e e p . Illustrated by G. Du MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.
The t a w . a n d t h e I i a d y . With Illustrations by S..L. FILDES,-R.A., and SYDNEY H A L L .

The H a u n t e d H o t e l . With Illustrations by ARTHUR HOPKINS.
The Fallen I , e a v e s .
I
H e a r t and Science.
I
The E v i l Genius.
Jezebel's Daughtero
I
' I S a y Ho.'
I
U t t l e Hovels. Frontis.
The Black Robe.
|
A Rogue's Iilfe..
I
T h e Legacy ot Cain.
Blind t<ove. With a Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT, and Illustrations by A. FORESTIER.
POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium Svo, 6d. each; cloth, is. each.
The W o m a n In W h i t e .
|
T h e Moonstone.

Colman's (<ieorge) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grins,' 'My Night.
gown and Slippers,' &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d.

Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
Colt'breaking, Hints on. By W. M. HUTCHISON. Cr.Svo, CL, 3s. 6d.
Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE RYAN. Cr. Svo, IS. ; CL, I^. 6^.
Conway (Moncure D.), Works by.
Demonology a n d Devll-Iiore. With 6< lUiistrations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, QSJ.
George W a s h i n g t o n ' s R u l e s of Civility. Fcap. Svo, Japanese vellum, as. 6d.

Cook (Dutton), Novels by.

Paul Foster^s Daughter. Crown Svo, doth extra, jr. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
Iieo. Post-Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Cooper (Edward H.).—Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, s$.6d.
Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S.
'ttro Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown Svo, cloth, '!s.6d.

Cotes fV. Cecil)-—Two Qirls on a Barge.
F. H . "TOWNSEND.

Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

With

With 44 Illustrations by

6
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Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
His

Vanished Star.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^r. 6d.

Crellin (H. N.) Books by.
B o m a n c e s o f t h e O l d S e r a g l i o . With 28 Illustrations by 5 . L . W O O D . Crown Svo, cloth, ^r. 6^;,
T a l e s o f t ^ . a C a l i p h . Crown Svo, cloth, ss.
T h e N a z a r e n e s i A Drama. Crown Svo, u .

Cram (Ralph Adams).—Black Spirits and W h i t e .

Fcap. 8vo,

cloth, xs. 6d.

Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, with 1 Frontispiece by DAN. B R A R D . y . 6rf.; post Svo, Illustrated boards, zs.

Crockett ~(S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast.

By S. R.

CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FRBDERIC, 'Q.,' and w. CLARK RUSSELL. With n

Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYK. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

IShortly.

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d.
e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each.

Pretty Irllss Neville.
A Bird ol Passage.

I Diana Barrington.
{ A Family Iilkeness.
| Proper Pride.
| ' To Iiet.*^
Village Tales and Jungle Tragedies.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each.

Mr. Jervls.
Married or Single?

|

The Real Lady Hilda.

T h r e e Vols., crown Svo, t y . net.

Cruiksbank's Comic Almanack.

Complete in Two SERIES : The

F I R S T , :rom 183s to 1843 : the S E C O N D , (turn r844 t o 185^. A Gathering of the Best Humour of
T H A C K C R A Y . H O O D . M A Y H E W , A L B E R T S M I T H , A ' B E C K E T T , R O B E R T B R O U C H , &C.

With

numerous Steel Engravinffs and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HiNE, LANDELL3, &c.
Two Vols., crown Svo. cloth gilt, ys. 6d. each.

The Iilfe of George Cruikshank.

By BLANCHARD JERROLD.

Bibliography. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cumming (C. F . Gordon), W o r k s by.

With 84 Illustrations and a

Demy Svo, cl. ex., 8i. 6i. ea.

I n t h e H e b r i d e s . With an Autotype Frontispiece and 2^ Illustrations.

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations.
Two Happy Years In Ceylon. With aS Illustrations.
V i a Corn"Wall t o E g y p t .

With a Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, 7J. 6d.

Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts
and a Coloured Plates. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cyples (W.).—Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3?. 6d.; post Svo, bds., 2s.
Daniel (George).—Merrie England in t h e Olden Time. With
Illustrations by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 2S.6d.

Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crovm
Svo, cloth extra, y . id.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on t h e Choice of
a Profession for their Sons when Starldng In Life.

Crown Svo. i r . : clr^th, is. id.

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler's Daughters.
Frontispiece by S T A N L E Y W O O D .

With a

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y . 6d.

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke=), Works by. Cr. Svo, is. ea.; cl,, is. 6rf. ea.
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints.

N u r s e r y H i n t s : A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
F o o d s f o r t h e F a t : A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure.
A i d s t o L o n g L i f e . Crown Svo. as.; cloth limp, as. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited,
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. G R O S A R T , D . D .

TWO Vols., crown Svo, cloth, las.

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).—The Fountain of Youth.

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, with Two Illustrations by lIUME NISBET. y . id. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TREBUTIEN.
w i t h a Memoir by S A I N T E - B E U V E . Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTHINGHAM. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, as. id.

De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journey Round m y Room.
by Sir HENRY A T T W E L L .

Translated

Post Svo, d o t h limp, as. id.

De Mille (James).—A Castle in Spain. Crown Svo, cloth extra, with
ft Frontigpi€c:e, -is. id.; p'ost SvtJj illtistrated boaVds, as.

Derby (The): The Blue Etibbon Of t h e Turf.

With Brief Accounts

of THE OAKS. By Louis HENRY CURZON. Ciown Svo, cloth limp, v. id.
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Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post Svo, 2s. ea.
Our L a d y of Tears.

|

Circe's Lovers.

|

Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Sketches b y Boz.
|
N i c h o l a s Hlckleby.
|
Oliver T w i s t .
About England w i t h Dickens. By ALFRED RIMMHR. With 57 Illustrations by C A. VANDERHOOF, A L F R E D R I M M B K . and others.

Square Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d.

Dictionaries.
A Dictionary of M i r a c l e s : Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C BREWER
LL.D.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, is. id.

*

The Reader's Handbook of A l l u s i o n s , B e t e r e n e e s , Plots, a n d Stories. By the Rev
E. C. BREWER, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY. Crown Svo, cloth extia, 7 / 6d
Authors and their Vforks, w i t h t h e D a t e s . Crown Svo, cloth limp, as.
Familiar Short S a y i n g s of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes bv SAMUEL
A. BENT, A.M. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7/. erf.
.r
"
The Slang Dictionary 1 Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 6d.
Words, F a c t s , a n d P h r a s e s : A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Bv
ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, yj. 6d.
'

Diderot.—The Paradox of Acting.
WALTER H E R R I E S POLLOCK,

Translated, with Notes, by

w i t h Preface by Sir H E N R Y I R V I N G .

Crown Svo. parchment, 4J. 6d.

Dobson (Austin), Works by.
Thomas B e w i c k a n d h i s Pupils. With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, dr.
Four Frenohvromen. With Four Portraits. Crown Svo. buckram, gilt top, 6s
Eighteenth Century V i g n e t t e s . T w o SERIES. Crown 8vo,T)uckram, &r. each.—A T H I R D
SERIES is in preparation.

Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post
Svo, cloth limp, as. id.

^

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each.

The H a n - H u n t e r . |
Wanted.
Caught a t Last.
Tracked and T a k e n .
Who Poisoned H e t t y D u n c a n 7
Suspicion Aroused,

A Detective's Triumphs.
In t h e Grip of t h e L a w .
From Information Received.
Link b y Link, j Dark Deeds.
Riddles Read.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each; cloth, as. 6d. each.
The Man from Manchester. With a% Illustrations.
Tracked to Doom. With Six full-page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE.
The M y s t e r y o t J a m a i c a Terrace. Crown Svo, cloth, -^s. id.

Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6rf.
Dramatists, The Old. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, &.. per Vol.
'Bvn J o n s o n ' S W o r k s . With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by
WILLIAM G I P P O R D . Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols.
C h a p m a n ' s W o r k s . T h r e e Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II.. Poems and Minor
Translations, with an Essay by A. C. S W I N B U R N E ; Vol. H I . , Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's W o r k s . Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.
Massinger's P l a y s .

From G I F F O R D ' S Text.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs.

Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM.

EVERARD COTES),

One Vol.

Works by.

Crown Svo, doth extra, ys. id. each.
A Social Departure. With rri Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
An American Girl In London. With So Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
The Simple A d v e n t u r e s of a Memsahlb. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each.
A Dauptter of T o - D a y .
|
V e r n o n ' s A u n t . With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST.

Dyer (T. F. Thiselton).—The Folk.=Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo. cl . 6s.
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, dr. per Volume.
Fletcher's (GUeis) Complete P o e m s . One Vol.
Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols.
Herriok's (Robert) Complete Collected P o e m s . Three Vols.
. Sidney's (Sir PhUlp) Complete Poetical TUforks. Three Vols.

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil
and on the River Plate.

With 41 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5r.

Edison, The Life and Inventions of Thomas A.
ANTONIA DICKSON.

By W. K. L. and

With 200 Illustrations by R. F . OUTCALT, <S;c, Demy 4to, cloth gilt, j8l,

8
CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS. PiCCADlLLV.
Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by.
Archie Loveil.

_^

Post Svo, illustratec^ boards, as. each.
| A P o i n t of H o n o u r .

^

Edwards (Eliezer).—Words, Facts, and P h r a s e s : A Dictionary
of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters.

Crown Svo, cloth, 7J. id.

Edwards (M. Betham=), Novels by.
Kitty.

Post Svo, boards, as.; cloth, as. id.

|

Felicia.

Post Svo. illust rated boards, as.

Egerton (Rev. J . C , M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways.
w i t h Introduction by Rev. Dr. H . WAGE, and Four Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, %s.

Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy; A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25.
Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Building a House.

By C. J . R I C H A R D S O N .

Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illusts.

Cr. Svo. cloth, js. id.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), W o r k s by.
T h e L i f e a n d T i m e s o f P r i n c e C h a r l e s S t u a r t , Count of Albany ( T H E Y O U N G P R E T E N D E R ) . With a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth e.-ttra, ys. id.
s t o r i e s f r o m t h e S t a t e P a p e r s . With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Eyes, O u r ; How to Preserve Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Cr. SVO, li.
Familiar S h o r t Sayings of Great Men. By SAMUEL ARTHUR BENT,
A.M.

Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. 6f^.

Faraday (Michael), W o r k s by. Post Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each.
T h e C h e m i c a l H i s t o r y of a C a n d l e ; Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience.
by W I L L I A M C R O O K E S , F . C . S . With numerous Illustrations.

Edited

On t h e Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other. lEdited by
W I L L I A M C R O O K E S , F.C.S.

With Illustrations.

'

Farrer (J. Anson), W o r k s by.
M i l i t a r y M a n n e r s a n d C u s t o m s . O-own Svo. cloth extra, 6s.
IfiTar: T h r e e Essays, reprinted from ' Military Manners and Customs.'

Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by.

Crown Svo, is.;

doth, is. id.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 31. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
The N e w Mistress.
I
Vfltness t o t h e Deed.
T h e Tiger L i l y : A Tale of Two Passions.
T h e W h i t e V i r g i n , Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33-. id.

Fin=Bec.—The Cupboard P a p e r s : Observations on the Art of Living
and Dining.

Post Svo, cloth limp, as. 6d.

L _ ^

Fireworks, The Complete A r t of M a k i n g ; or, The Pyrotechnist's
Treasury.

By THOMAS KENTISH.

With 267 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, %s.

F i r s t Book, M y .
By W A L T E R B E S A N T , J A M E S PAYN, W . CLARK R U S SELL, GRANT ALLEN, HALL CAINE, GEORGE R. SIMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE,
M. E. BRADDON, F . W . ROBINSON, H . R I D E R HAGGARD, R . M . BALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWILL,
MoRLEY R O B E R T S , D . C H R I S T I E MURRAY, MARY C O R E L L I , J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRANGE
W I N T E R , B R E T HARTE, ' Q.,' R O B E R T BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story
by J E R O M E K . J E R O M E , ana 185 illustrations. Small demy Svo, cloth extra, js. id.

Fitzgerald (Percy), W o r k s by.
T h e World B e h i n d t h e S c e n e s . Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. id.
L i t t l e E s s a y s : Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post Svo, d o t h , as. id.
A D a y ' s T o u r : A Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Crown 4to, is.
F a t a l Z e r o . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
Post Svo, iUustrated boards, as. each.
Bella Donna.
I T h e L a d y of B r a n t o m e .
I T h e S e c o n d Mrs. Tillotson.
Polly.
I N e v e r Forgotten.
| Seventy-five Brooke Street.
T h e Life of J a m e s Bosisrell (of Auchinleck). With Illusts. Two Vols., demy SvOj dath, 241.
T h e S a v o y O p e r a . With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. id.
S i r H e n r y I r v i n g : T w e n t y Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown Svo, i j . ; clotli, is, id

Flammarlon (Camille), Works by.
P o p u l a r A s t r o n o m y : A General Description 01 the Heavens. Translated by J . ELLARD GORE,
F . R . A . S . With T h r e e Plates and 283 Illustrations. Medium Svo, cloth, i6r.
U r a n i a t A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5J.
^

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete P o e m s : Christ's Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph o^er Death, and Minor Poems.
Rev. A. B. GROSART. D . D . Crown Svo, cloth boards, is.

With Notes by

Fonblanque (Albany).—Filthy Lucre. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2S,
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Francillon (R. E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
One b y One.
| A Real Queen.
I K l n ^ or K n a v b .
Hopes of Sand. Illustrated.
| A Dog a n d h i s S h a d o v .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as, each.
Queen Cophetna. I Olympla.
| Romances ot the Iiaw.
Jack Doyle's Daughter, Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. 6d.
Esther's Glove. Fcap. svo, picture cover, u . .

Frederic (Harold), Novels by.
Seth'a Brother's Wife.

Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
|

T h e L a w t o n Girl.

French Literature, A History of.

By HENRY VAN LAUN.

Three

Vols., demy Svo, cloth boards, 7f. 6d. each.

Friswell (Hain).—One of Two; A Novel. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.
Frost (Thomas), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Glrcns Life and Circus Celebrities.
I
L i v e s ot t h e Conjurers.
The Old S h o p m e n a n d t h e Old London Fairs.

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities.
by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

Edited

^

Gardening Books. Post Svo, is. each; cloth limp. is. 6d. each.
A Year's Work In Garden a n d Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY.
Household Horticulture. By TOM and JANE JERROLD. Illustrated.
The Garden t h a t P a i d t h e R e n t . By TOM JERROLD.
My Garden Wild. By FRANCIS G. HEATH. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6s.

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being

the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the
Author and P. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ais.

Garrett (Edward).—The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, with two Illustrations, 3J. id.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Qaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Translated by JOHN DE ViLLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

Gentleman's Magazine, The.

15. Monthly.

Contains Stories,

Artides upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and • Table T a l k ' by SYLVANUS URBAN. '
*^* Bound Vohmus/or recent years kept in stock, Sj. 6d. each. Cases for binding, as.

Gentleman's Annual, The.
German Popular Stories.
.

Published Annually ia November. 15.
Collected by the Brothers GRIMM and

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and aa Steel Plates after
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square Svo. doth, 6s. 6d. -, gilt edges, 7J. 6d.

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Robin Gray. Frontispiece. | The Golden Shaft. Frontispiece. |
Loving a. Orea
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
I n Love and W a r .
The Floirer ot t h a Forest.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.
B y Mead and Stream.
For Lack of Gold.
The B r a e s of Yarrovr.
What Will tha World S a y ?
F a n c y Free.
| Of High Degree.
For t h e King.
| A Hard K n o b
I
n Honour Bound.
Queen of t h e J S e a d o w .
In P a s t u r e s Green.
Heart's Delight. | Blood-Money.

Oibney (Somerville).—Sentenced 1 Crown Svo, 15. ; cloth, i^. 6d.
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, as. 6d. each.
The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World^Pygmalion and Galatea—Charity—The Princess—
The Palace of Truth Trial by Jury.
• The SECOND SERIES : Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts-^Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M S.'Pinafore'—The Sorcerer—The Pirates of Penzance,
. ,- .,j
Tho T H I R D SERIES • Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty's Fairy—Rosencrantz and Gnildenstern—
Patience—Princess'ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore—The Yeomen of the Guard—Tha Gondoliers—
The Mountebank*—Utopia. __,
•Itfht Original Comic Operas written by W. S. GILBERT. Containing: The Soroerer—H.M.S.
•Pinafore'^he Pirates of Penzance-Iolanthe—Patience-Princess Ida-The Mikado-Trial by
Jury. Demy Svo, doth limp, as. 6d.
_ . „ , .
... Trx . .,. ^.
, . j.
The Gilbert a n d S u l l i v a n Birthday B o o k : Quotations for Every Day m the Year, selected
from Plays byW. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULI.IVAN. CompUed by ALEX. WATSON.
Royal i$n)0, Jap^nesB leatli?r, sf. ^ .
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each.
Dr. A u s t i n ' s Guests.
The Wizard of t h e Mountain.

I
j

J a m e s Duke, Costermonger.
___^

Qlanville (Ernest), Novels by.

Crown Svo, doth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
The Lost H e i r e s s : A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NISBET.
The Fosslcker : A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET.
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.
T h e Golden Reck. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. M.
Kloof Y a r n s . Crown Svo, picture cover, is.; cloth, is. id.
[Shortly.

Glenny (George).—A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse:
Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post gvo, is. ; cloth, rj. 6rf.

Godwin (William).—Lives of t h e Necromancers. PostSvo, cl., 2t.
Golden Treasury of Thought, T h e : An Encyclopaedia of QUOTATIONS. Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown Svo, cloth gilt, ys. id,

Qontaut, Memoirs of t h e Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Children of France), T773-r8.T6. With Two Photogravures. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, ass.

Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, y. erfGraham (Leonard).—The Professor's Wife: A Story. Fcp. 8vo, is.
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d.

Greenwood (James), Works by.
The Wlids oT London.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. dd. each.

|

Lo-w-Llfe Deeps.

Qreville (Henry), Novels by.
Nlkanor. Translated by ELIZA E. CHASE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
A Noble W o m a n . Crown Gvo, cloth extra, 5r. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Qrundy (Sydney).—The Days of his V a n i t y : A Passage in the
Life of a Young Man. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Habberlon (John, Author of ' Helen's Babies '), Novels by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each.
Brueton's B a y o u .
|
Country Luck.

H a i r , T h e : I t s T r e a t m e n t in H e a l t h , W e a k n e s s , a n d Disease.
lated from the Gennan of Dr. J. PINCUS. Crown Svo, is.; cloth, is. id.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by.
N e w Symbols.

Trans-

Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,6j each.

|
Legends of t h e Morroiv.
|
The Serpent Play.
Maiden E c s t a s y . Small 4to, cloth extra, Ss.

Hall (Owen).—The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65.
Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous
Illustrationt on Steel and Wood by MACLI3E. GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.
Small demy Svo, doth extra, js. id.
^

Halliday (Andrew).—Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, zs.
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and
Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post Svo, cloth limp, as. id.

Hanky-Panky:
Hand, &c

____^^

Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of

Edited by W. H. CREMER. With goo Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ts. id.

Hardy (Lady Duffus).—Paul W y n t e r ' s Sacrifice. PostSvo, bds.,2;.
Hardy (Thomas).—Under t h e Greenwood Tree. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, with Portrait and tg illustrations, 3f. id.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. doth limp, as. id.

Harper (Charles G.), Works by.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, i6s. each.

T h e Brighton Road. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations.
From Paddlngton to P e n z a n c e : The Record of a Summer Tramp. With T05 Illustrations.

Harwood (J. Berwick).—The Tenth Earl.

Post gvo, boards, as,
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Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY
/ol.
"
„
„
„

EDITION, In Eight Volumes, crown Svo, cloth extra, is. each,

I.
.'!•
III.
IV.
VI.
VII.
„ VIII.

COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS, with Steel-plate Portrait.
X"^ LUCK O F ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEGENDS.
T A L E S O F T H E ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES.
GABRIEL CONROV. | Vol. V. STORIES—CONDENSED NOVELS, &C.
T A L E S O F T H E PACIFIC SLOPE.
T A L E S O F T H E PACIFIC SLOPE—II. With Portrait by JOHN P E T T I E , B . A .
T A L E S O F T H E P I N E AND T H E CYPRESS.

The Select W o r k s of B r e t H a r t e , in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M.
BELLEW, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Bret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown Svo, buckram, 4r. id.
The Queen of t h e Pirate I s l e . With 28 Original Drawings by KATE GREENAVVAY, reproduced
in Colours by EDMUND EVANS. Small 4to, cloth, js.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo, picture boards, as. each.
A Waif of t h e P l a i n s . With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L . WOOD.
A Ward of t h e Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L . WOOD.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each.
A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two Illustrations by HUME NisnET.
Colonel Btarbottle's Client, a n d S o m e Other People. With a Frontispiece.
S u s y i A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE.
B a l ^ DOUBTS, &C. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others,
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's. With a& Illustrations by W. SMALL and others.
Tha Bell-Rlnger of Angel's, &c. With 39 Illustrations by DUDLEY HARDY ani others
Clarence: A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. J U L E GOODMAN.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Gabriel Conroy.
I
T h e Luck of Roaring Camp, &c.
A n H e i r e s s o t Red Dog, &c.
|
Californlan Stories.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth, as. id. each.
Flip.
I
Maruja.
|
A P h y l l i s of t h e Sierras.
Fcap. Svo, picture cover, is. each.
Snow-Bound a t Eagle's.
|
J e g Brlggs's L o v e S t o r y .

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art
The Art
The Art
Chaucer
Chaucer

of B e a u t y . With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth bds., is.
of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. Svo, cloth bds., is.
of D r e s s . With 33 Illustrations. Post Svo, is.; cloth, is. id.
for Schools. Demy Svo, cloth limp, as. id.
for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, y . id.

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.), Books by.
American H u m o r i s t s i WASHINGTON IRVING, OLIVER W E N D E L L HOLMES. TAMES R U S S E L L
LOWELL, A R T E M U S WARD, M A R K TWAIN, and B R E T H A R T E . Third Edition. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, is.
Travel and Talk, 1883, 1893, 1895 : America—New Zealand—Tasmania—Ceylon. With Photogravure Frontispieces. Two Vols., crown Svo. cloth, gij.
[Sho,'tly.

Hawthorne'(Julian), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3r. id. each post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Garth.
I
Bllice Quentin.
I
B e a t r i x R a n d o l p h . With Four Illusts.
. Sebastian Stroma.
David Poindexter's Disappearance.
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. I
T h e Spectre of t h e Camera.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Miss Cadogna.
|
Love—or a N a m e .
Mrs. Gainsborough's D i a m o n d s . Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover, u .

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).—Our Old Home.

Annotated with Pas-

sages from the Author's Nete-books, and Illustrated with 3r Photogravures. Two \'ols., cr^Svo. 15J.

Heath (Francis George).—My Garden Wild, and What 1 Grew
There. Crown Svo, doth extra, gilt edges, 6j.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post Svo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. each.
Animals and their Masters.
|
Social Pressure.
Ivan de Biron l A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. id.; post Svo. illustrated boards, as.

Henderson (Isaac). —Agatha Page: A Novel.
Henty (G. A.), Novels by.

Cr. 8vo,cl., 3;. 6i.
,.
.

Hujub t h e Juggler. With Eight lUustrations by STANLEY L . WOOD. Crown Svo, clah, 3^. 6d.;
post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
Dorothy's Double. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^r. id.

Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, bds., zs.; c\..2s.td.
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete
Collected P o e m s . With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D.,
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, lis.
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H e r t z k a (Dr. T h e o d o r ) . ~ F r e e l a n d : A Social Anticipation. Translated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

.

H e s s e = W a r t e g g (Chevalier E r n s t v o n ) . — T u n i s : The Land and
the People. With 22 lUustrations. Crown 8vb, cloth extra, 3.f. 6d,

Hill (IHeadon),—Zatnbra t h e d e t e c t i v e . Post Svo, bds.. 25.; cl., 25.6d.
Hill (John), W o r k s by.
Treason-Felony.

Post Svo, boards, as.

|

T h e Comnton Ancestor. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3^. id.

H i n d l e y (Charles), W o r k s by.

T a v e r n A n e c d o t e s and S a y i n g s : Including Reminiscences connected with Coffee Houses,
Clubs, &c. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. id.
T h e Life and A d v e n t u r e s of a Cheap Jack. Crown Svo, doth extra, 3s. 6d.

H o d g e s ( S y d n e y ) . — W h e n Leaves w e r e Green. 3 vols.,155. net.
H o e y (Mrs. Cashel).—The Lover's Creed. Post Svo, boards, 2s.
H o l l i n g s h e a d (John).—Niagara Spray. Crown Svo, is.
H o l m e s (Gordon, M.D.)—The S c i e n c e of Voice Production and
Voice P r e s e r v a t i o n . Crown Svo, i.r.; cloth, li-. id.

H o l m e s (Oliver W e n d e l l ) , W o r k s by.
T h e A u t o c r a t of t h e Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post Svo, cloth
limp, as. id.~ Another Edition, post Svo, cloth, as.
T h e A u t o c r a t of t h e Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table.
In One VoL Post Svo, half-bound, as.

Hood's (Thomas) Choice W o r k s in Prose and Verse.

With Life of

the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. id.
Hood's W h i m s and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post Svo. half-bound, as.

Hood (Tom),—From N o w h e r e t o t h e North

P o l e : A Noah's

Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 illustrations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES. Cr. Svo, cloth, is.
H o o k ' s ( T h e o d o r e ) C h o i c e H u m o r o u s W o r k s ; including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life ol the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. id.
^_^
'

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The H o u s e of Raby. Post Svo, boards, 2s.
H o p k i n s ( T i g h e ) . — " T w i x t Love and D u t y . ' PostSvo, boards,25.
H o m e (R. H e n g i s t ) . — O r i o n : An Epic Poem. With Photograph
Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J.

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Bawn '), N o v e l s by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each; cloth Ump, as. 6(^..each.
A Maiden All Forlorn.
I
I n Durance V i l e .
|
A Mental Struggle.
Marvel.
I
A Modern Circe.
I
The Red-House Uystery.
T h e Three Graces. With 6 illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id.
_ IShortty.
L a d y Verner's Flight. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. id.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
T h e Professor's E x p e r i m e n t . Three Vols., crown Svo, i^s. net.
A Point of Conscience. Three Vols., crown Svo, igj. net.

H u n t ' s (Leigh) E s s a y s : A Tale for a C h i m n e y Corner, &c. Edited
by EDMUND OLLIER. Post Svo, half-bound, as.

'_

H u n t (Mrs. Alfred), N o v e l s by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
The Leaden Casket.
|
Self-Condemned.
|
That Other Person.
Thornicroft'S Model. Post Svo. boards, as. | Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y.id.

H u t c h i s o n (W. M.).—Hints on Colt=breaking.

With 25 lllustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y . 6d.

^

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. PASTEUR'S System ; The Technique.of
his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

H y n e (C. J. Cutcliffe).—Honour of T h i e v e s . Cr. Svo. cloth, y. 6(g.
Idler (The) : An Illustrated Magazine. Edited by J. K. JEROME, IS.'
Monthly. Tne First EIGHT VOLS, are now ready, cloth extra, ^s. each; Cases for Binding, is. 6d. each.

CHaTnr& WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY.
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Impressions (The) of A u r e o l e .
Crown Svo, printed on blush-rose
paper and handsomely-bound,6J,^

'

:'•'.-

Indoor Paupers. By Q N E OF THEM. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, 15. 6d.
Ingelow(Jean)^—Bated t o be F r e e . Post Svo, illustrated bds., 2s.
Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual.
By J. T R E V O R - D A V I B S .

Crown Svo, i j . ; cloth, is. 6d.

Irish W i t and H u m o u r , S o n g s of.

Collected and Edited by A.

PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post svo, cloth limp, 2j. 6d.

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum.
By P E R C Y F I T Z G E R A L D .

With Portrait.

Crown Svo, is.; cloth, is. 6d.

James (C. T. C.). —A Romance of the Queen's Hounds.

Post

Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 6d.

Jameson (Williaro)^—My Dead Self. Post Svo, bds., 25.; cl., 25. 6rf.
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. CSr. Svo, cloth, 55.
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
The Dark Colleen.
|
T h e Q u e e n of C o n n a u g h t .
Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Nature near London.
i
T h e Life ot t h e Fields.
|
The Open Air.
*if Also the H A N D - M A D E P A P E R E D I T I O N , crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each.
T h e E u l o g y of R i c h a r d Jefferies.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

By Sir W A L T E R B E S A N T .

With a Photograph

Portrait.

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by.
C u r i o s i t i e s o f C r i t i c i s m . Post Svo, cloth hmp, as. id.
L o r d T e n n y s o n : A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait.

Post Svo, is.; cloth, is. id.

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by.
S t a g e l a n d . With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD P A R T R I D G E . Fcap. 4to, picture cover, is.
J o h n I n g e r i l e l d , &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. BO'fD and J O H N G U L I C H . Fcap. Svo, pic. cov. is. id.
T h e P r u d e ' s P r o g r e s s : A Comedy by J. K. J E R O M E and E D E N P H U L P Q T T S , Cr. Svo, is. 6d.

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber's Chair;
Letters.

and'The Hedgehog

Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2^-.

Jerrold (Tom), W o r k s by.

,

T-

-

-

Post Svo, is. e a . ; cloth limp, is. 6d. ea.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
H o u s e h o l d H o r t i c u l t u r e : A Gossip about Flowers.

Illustrated.

Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life.
Post Svo, cloth limp, as.

__^

.

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by.

'_^

Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 75. 6d, ea.

F i n g e r - R i n g L o r e : Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 Illustrations. Second
Edition, Revised and Enlarged.
. .
„
C r e d u l i t i e s . P a s t a n d P r e s e n t . Including- the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, ,Vk''ord and
Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessingr of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, & c . "With Frontispiece.
C r o v m s a n d C o r o n a t i o n s : A History of Regalia. With 100 Illustrations.

Jonson'S (Ben) W o r k s .

With Notes Critical and Explanator^.i^and

a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GiFFORD.
crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
,

Edited b y Colonel CUNNINGHAM.

Josepiius, Tiie Complete Worlcs of.

Three-^ols.
' ' ' '.'•.

Translated by WHISTON.

taining * T h e Antiquities of the J e w s ' and ' T h e Wars of the Jews.'
Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 12J. 6d.
^_

Con-

With 52 Illustrations and Mapk
...
, •-

Kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists.
Post Svo, d o t h limp, as. id.

^

Kersliaw (Marie). — Colonial Facts and Fictions:
Sketches.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.; cloth, as. id.

^^i. -''

Humorous

^

Keyser (Arthur).—Cut b y t h e M e s s . Crown Svo, is.; cloth, i^. 6d.
Kinz (R. A s h e ) , N o v e l s by. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post Svo.bds., 2s. ea.
A D r a w n Game.
Passion's Slave.

|
' T h e i y e a r i n g of t h e G r e e n . '
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
I
Bell Barry.

M

CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PlCCAPrCLY.

Knight

(Wiiliam, M . R . C . S . ,

and Edward,

L.R.C.P.). — T h e

PatianVs V a d e Meoum : How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. Svo, is.; cl., u . 6d.

K n i g h t s (The) of t h e Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century.
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS O F LORNE, K.T. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

L a m b ' s (Charles) Complete W o r k s in Prose and Verse, including

' Poetry for Children 'and ' Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and Facsbnile of the ' Essay on RoastPig.' Crown Svo, half-bd., 7J. 6d.
The £ s 3 a y s of £Ua< Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.
Irfittle B s s a y s I Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY
FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, doth Ump, 2s. 6d.
Tlie Dramatic E s s a y s of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT*
THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, 2J. 6a?.

Lander (Walter Savage).—Citation and E x a m i n a t i o n of W i l l i a m

Shakspeare, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching- Deer-steahng-, 19th September, 1582. To which
is added, A ConfePonoe of Master £ d n i u n d Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching tho
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.

Lane (Edward W i l l i a m ) . — T h e Thousand and One N i g h t s , commonly called in England The Arabian Nights* Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic,
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 7^. 6i/. ea.

Larwood (Jacob), W o r k s by.

The Story of t h e Iiondon P a r k s . With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6;/,
A n e c d o t e s of the Clergy. Post Svo, laid paper, half-bound, si-.
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2J-. 6d. each.
Forensic A n e c d o t e s .
[
Theatrical A n e c d o t e s .

L e h m a n n (R. C ) , W o r k s by.

Post Svo, is. each; cloth, is, 6i. each.

H a r r y Fludyei* a t Cambridge.
Conversational H i n t s for x o u n g S h o o t e r s : A Guide to Polite Talk.

L e i g h (Henry S.), W o r k s b y

- . . on hand-m'ade paper, bound in buckram, 5J.
Carols of Cocl
Cockayne. -Printed
it. Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH. Post Svo, cloth limp, -zs. 6d.
J e n x d'Espriti

L e p e l l e t i e r (Edmond). — M a d a m e Sans=Qene.

Translated from

the French by JOHN DE ViLLIERS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.

L e y s (John).—The L i n d s a y s : A Romance. Post Svo, illust.bds.,as.
L i n d s a y (Harry).—Rhoda R o b e r t s : A Welsh Mining Story, Crown
8vo. cloth, 3J. 6d.

Linton (E. Lynn), W o r k s by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each.
P a t r i c i a Kemball. |
lone.
j
Under ^vhichliord ? With 12 Illustrations,
T h e A t o n e m e n t of Learn Dundas.
* My L o v e ! '
| S o w i n g tho Wind.
T h e World Well Lost. With 12 Illusts.
|
P a s t o n Carewt Millionaire and Miser
T h e One Too M a n y .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, os. each.
The Rebel of the F a m i l y .
I
W i t h a Silken Thread.
Post Svo, cloth Hmp, ar. 6d. each.
Witch Stories.
I
O u r s e l v e s : Essays on Women.
F r e e s h o o t l n g : Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON.

Lucy (Henry W.)-—Gideon F l e y c e : A Novel.
extra, 3J\ 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, gj.

_^^

.

Crown Svo, cloth

_

Macalpine (Avery), N o v e l s by.
T e r e s a I t a s c a . Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is.
Broken Wlnga. With Six Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is.

MacCoIl (Hugh), N o v e l s by.
Iffr. Stranger's Sealed P a c k e t . Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
Ednor "iffhitlOCk. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker C o u s i n s . Post Svo, boards, 2s.
MacQregor (Robert).—Pastimes and P l a y e r s : Notes on Popular
Games. Post Svo. cloth limp, 2J. 6d.

Mackay

^___^

(Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and

Muiic *at Twilight. Crown Svo, cloth extra, is.

___^_^__

Undertones;

or,

CHATTO &.WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PiCCADlLLV.

is

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.), Works by.

Our
w n Times* from
the
Accession
of
Victoria to the General Election ot
A H1880.
i s t o>ry
rFour
y of
of Vols.,
Our O
Ovrn
thei2j.
Accession
of Queen
( a POPULAR
demy Times*
Svo, clothirom
extra,
each.—Also
EDITION, in Four Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each,—And the JUBILEE EDITION, wFithan Appendix of Events to the end
of 1886, in Two Vols., large crown Svo, cloth extra, yj. 6d. each.
A Short H i s t o r y of Our Oinrn T i m e s . On© Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6J-.—Also a CHEAP
POPULAR EDITION, post Svo, cloth limp, as. 6d.
A H i s t o r y of t h e Four Georges. Four Vols., demy Svo, cl. ex., 12J. each. [Vols. I. & II, tvady.
Crown 8TO, cloth extra, gr. 6rf. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each; cloth limp, as. 6rf. each.
The W a t e r d a l e Neighbours.
D o n n a Quixote. With 12 Illustrations.
My E n e m y ' s Daughter.
The Comet of a S e a s o n .
A Fair S a x o n .
Maid of A t h e n s .
With 12 Illustrations.
L l n l e y Rochford.
C a m i o l a : A Girl with a Fortune.
Dear I<ady Disdain.
T h e Dictator.
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illustrations.
Red Diamonds.

• The Right Honoorable.'

8ve, cloth extra, dr.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY, M.P.. and Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.

^

Crown

ivicCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by.

The French Keirolutlon. (Constituent Assembly, 1780*91). Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, las.
each.
Vols. I. & II. ready; Vols. III. & IV. in the press.
A n Outline o t t h e H i s t o r y o t Ireland. Crown 8vo, is.; cloth, i^. id.
Ireland S i n c e t h e U n i o n : Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown Svo, cloth, is.
Haflz In I i o n d o n : Poems. Small 8vo, eold cloth, 3^-. id.
Our S e n s a t i o n N o v e l . Crown Svo, picture cover, i.r.; cloth limp. is. id.
Doom I An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, is.
D o l l y : A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, i j . ; cloth limp, is. id.
Iilly I t a s s : A Romance. Crown Svo. picture cover, is.; cloth limp, if. id.
The Thousand a n d One D a y s . VVith Two Photogravures. Two Vols., crown Svo, half-bd., ras.
K London Iiegend. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. id.

MacDonald (Qeorge, LL.D.), Books by.

Works of F a n c y a n d I m a g i n a t i o n . Ten Vols., z6mo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, ais.; or
the Volume? may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at as. id. each.

Vol. I. W I T H I N AND W I T H O U T . — T H E HIDDEN L I F E .
„
II. THE D I S C I P L E . — T H E GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOOK O F SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS.
„ III. VIOLIN SONGS SONGS O F T H E DAYS AND NIGHTS.—A BOOK O F D R E A M S . - R O A D S I D E
POEMS.—POEMS F O R CHILDREN.
„ IV. PARABLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS.

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Romance.

|

Vol. VII. T H E PORTENT.

„ VIII. T H E L I G H T PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS.
„ IX. CROSS P U R P O S E S . — T H E GOLDEN K E Y . — T H E CARASOVN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT.
„
X. T H E C R U E L P A I N T E R . — T H E W O W O' RIVVEN.—THE CASTLE.—THE BROKEN SWORDS.
— T H E GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS.

Poetical W o r k s o l George MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols.
crown Svo, buckram, las.
A Threefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post Svo, cloth, jr.
P h a n t a s t e s : A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 6d.
Heather a n d Bno^r: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
l i l l l t h : A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo, cloth extra, is.
MacHse Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Characters : 8 5 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE ; with Memoirs—Biographical. Critical, Bibliographical,
and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM
BATES, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, TS. id.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

In t h e A r d e n n e s . With 50 lUustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID.
Pictures a n d Iiegends from N o r m a n d y a n d B r i t t a n y . 34 Illusts. by T. R. MACQUOID.
Through N o r m a n d y , with 92 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
Through B r i t t a n y . With 35 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
About Yorkshire, with 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
The Eirll E y e , and other Stories.
I t o s t Rose, and other Stories.

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c.
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 4J-. 6d.

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Incl uding full Practical
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo. is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Museum, 3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 5J.

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table.
KING. Post Svo, cloth liipp. ar.

l.K Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RA^^-
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by.

T h e N e w R e p u b l i c . Post Svo. picture cbver, 2^-.; cloth limp, as. 6d.
T h e Neiflr P a u l & V i r g i n i a : Positivism'pn an Island.- P o ^ Svo, cloth, as. 6d.

A R o m a n c e of t h a N i n e t e e n t h Century. Crown Svo, cloth 6s.; poS 8vo, illust. boards, as.
Poemsi Small 4to,''parc^ent, Ss.
'
' '
I s I<ile Worth Iilvlng 7 Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mark Twain, Books by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s,6d.eaich.

T h e Choice W o r k s of Mark T«rain. RevisodandCorrectedthroughoutby the Author. Wit)
Life. Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.
Roughing I t ; and The I n n o c e n t s a t Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FK.\SER.
Mark T w a i n ' s U b r a r y ot Humour, with 197 lUustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra (iUustrated), 7s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each, ,
T h e I n n o c e n t s A b r o a d ; or, T h e New Pilgrim a Progress. With 234 Illustrations. (The Two Shil-

lingEdition is entitled Mark T w a i n ' s P l e a s u r e Trip.)

T h e Gilded A g e .

By M A R K TWAIN and C. D. WARNER. With 212 Illustrations,

T h e A d v e n t u r e s of Tom B a i s y e r . With i n Illustrations.
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations.
T h e Prince and t h e Pauper. With 190 Illustrations.
l<lfe on t h e Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations.
T h e A d v e n t u r e s of H u c k l e b e r r y Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLB.
A Y a n k e e a t t h e Court of King Arthur. With 220 Illustrations by DAN.BEARD.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra,;3J,;6rf. each. , ,,
The A m e r i c a n Claimant. With 81.Illustrations by HAL H U R S T and others.
Tom Saiaryer Abroad. With 26 IlUistrations by DAN. BEARD.
Pudd'nhead W i l s o n .
With Portrait and Six Illlustrations by LOUIS LOEB.
Tom Sau^yer, D e t e c t i v e , &c. With numerous Illustrations.

[Shorlly.

Tho £1,000,000 B a n k - N o t e . Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6rf.; post Svo, picture boards as.
Post Svo, iUustrated boards, as. each.
T h e S t o l e n W h i t e Elephant.
| Mark T w a i n ' s S k e t c h e s .

Marks (H. S., R.A.), Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four
Photogravures and 126 lUustrations.

Marlowe's Works.

T w o Vols, demy Svo, cloth, 32J.

Including his Translations.

Edited, with Notes

and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM., Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j. -

Marryat (Florence), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. boards, 25. each.
A H a r v e s t of Wild Oats.
Open I S e s a m e !

Massinger's Plays.
by Col. CUNNINGHAM.

I
I

Fighting t h e Air.
IBfrltten i n Fire.,

From the Text of

WILLIAM GIFFORD.

Edited

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Masterman (J.).—Half=a-Dozen Daughters. Post Svo, boards, 2s.
Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of t h e Sea, &c. Post Svo, illustrated I>oards,-2*.-; -cloth limp, as. 6d.

Mayhew (Henry).—London Characters, and the Humorous Side
of London Life.

With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

Meade (L.T.), Novels by.

A Soldier of Fortune. Crown Svo. cloth. 3J. 6d.; post Svo, iUustrated boards, as.
I n a n Iron Grip.

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. id.

T h e V o i c e of t h e Charmer. Three Vols., iss. net.

Merrick (Leonard).—The Man who was Good.

Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, as.

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A. E . SWEET and J. A R M O Y K.VOX

With 265 lUustrations,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. id.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
Touch and Go.

|

Mr. Dorilllon.

Miller (Mrs. P. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The
House of Life.

With numerous lUustrations.

Post Svo, cloth limp, as. id.

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo, is. each; cloth, is. 6d. each.
T h e H y g i e n e of t h e Bkln. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, W'ines, &c.
T h e B a t h i n D i s e a s e s of t h e S k i n .
T h e Iiaw^s of Life, and their Relation t o D i s e a s e s of t h e Skin.

Minto (Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Cr. Svo, is.; cloth, is, 6d,

CHATTO & W I N D U S , P U B L I S H E R S , P i C C A D l L L V .
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Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each.
The G u n - R u n n e r : A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD.
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. With a Fromispiece by STANLEY L . WOOD. ,
The King's A s s e g a i . With Six fuU-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Renshagf Fanning's Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L . WOOD.

Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by.
Hathercourt R e c t o r y . Post Svo, iUustrated boards, as.
Thait Girl in Black. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6rf. ,.

. .

-

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott=) .—The Abdication: An Historical Drama.
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER.
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckram, ais.

Moore (Thomas), Works by.

The E p i c u r e a n ; and Alclphron. PostSvo, half-bound, 2;.
''
Prose and V e r s e ; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS O F LORD BYRON. Edited
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown Svo. cloth extra, js. id.

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by.
s t o r i e s Weird a n d Wonderful. Post Svo. illustrated boards, as.; cloth, as. id.
Tho Dead Man's Secret. Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ss.; post Svo, boards, as.
From t h e Bosom of t h e Deep. Post 8vo, iUustrated boards, as.
Maid Marian a n d Robin Hood. With 12 Illusts. by STANLEY WOOD. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3^. id.
Basile t h e J e s t e r . With Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d. [Shortly.

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by.

~~~

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated
A Life's A t o n e m e n t .
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat. 13 lUusts.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Coals ot Fire. 3 lUusts.
Cynic Fortune. Frontisp.
Val Strange.
B y t h e Gate of t h e S e a .
Hearts.
A Bit of H u m a n N a t u r e .
The W a y of t h e World.

boards, as. each.
First Person Singular.
Bob Martin's Little Girl.
Time's R e v e n g e s .
A W a s t e d Crime.
I n Direst Peril.

Mount Despair, &c. With Frontispiece by GRENVILLE MANTON. Crown Svo. doth, jr. id.
The Making ol a N o v e l i s t : An Experiment iu Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait and
Vignette. Crown Svo, art linen, is.

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by.
Crown STO, cloth extra, 3s. id. each; post Svo, iUustrated boards, as. each.
One Traveller R e t u r n s .
I
The Bishops' Bible.
Paul Jones's A l i a s , &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and G. NICOLET.

Murray (Henry), Novels by.
A Os.me ot Bluff.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each; cloth, as. id. each.
I A Song of S i x p e n c e .

Newbolt (Henry).—Taken from the Enemy. Fcp. Svo, cloth, 15. 6d.
Nisbet (Hume), Books, by.
'Ball Up.' Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo. illustrated boards, as.
Dr. Bernard St. V i n c e n t . Post Svo. illustrated boards. 2j-.
Lessons In Art. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, as. id.
Where Art B e g i n s . With 27 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth extra, 7J. id.

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
Saint A n n ' s .

|

Billy B e l l e w . with Frontispiece.

[Shortly.

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each.
The Unforeseen.

|

Chance ? or F a t e ?

Ouida, Novels by. Cr.Folle-Farlne.
8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Moths.
Svo,illust.
bds., 2s. ea.
I Plpistrello.
Held In Bondage.
Trlcotrin.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage
under T w o Flags.
Fuck.
I Idalia.

A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
I Signa.
T w o IVooden S h o e s .
In a W i n t e r City.
Ariadne.
I Friendship.
A Village Commune.

In Maremma. I V^anda.
Bimbi.
I
Byrlin.
Frescoes.
f Othmar.
Princess Napraxine.
Guilderoy.
I RufBno.
T w o Offenders.

Square Svo, cloth extra, ss. each.
Bimbi. With Nine lUustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT.
A Dog of Flanders, &c. With Six lUustrations by EDMUND H . GARRETT.
Santa Barbara, &c. Square Svo, cloth, is.; crown Svo, cloth, jr. id.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
Under Tivo Flags. POPULAR EDITION. Medium Svo, id.; cloth, is.
[May.
Wisdom, 'Wit, a n d P a t h o s , selected from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY MORRIS. Post
8yo, cloth extra, sj-.—CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, as.

i8
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Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. each.
Doctor R a m e a u .
A W e i r d Gift.

|

Crown Svo, cloth, j r . id.;

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by.

A Last Love.

post Svo, picture boards, as.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Primrose P a t h .
The Greatest H e i r e s s in England.

I

Whiteladles.

O'Reilly (Mrs.).—Phoebe's Fortunes.
Page (H. A.), Works by.
T h o r e a u t His Life and Aims.

With Portrait.

Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.

Post Svo, cloth Ump, as. id.

A n i m a l A n e c d o t e s . Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s.

Pandurang Hari; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo.
BARTLE FRERE.

With Preface by Sir

Crown Svo, cloth, jf. id.; post Svo, Ulustrated boards, as,

Pascal's Provincial Letters.
Introduction and Notes by T. M ' C R I E , D.D.

A New Translation, with Historical
Post Svo, cloth limp, as.

Paul (Margaret A.).—Qentle and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, with
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON. j r . id.;

post Svo. Ulustrated boards, as.

Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, j r . 6d. e a c h ; post Svo, iUustrated boards, as. each.

L o s t Sir Massingberd.
'Walter's Word.
L e s s Black t h a n We're P a i n t e d .
B y Proxy.
| For Cash Only.
High Spirits.
Under One Root.
A Confidential Agent. With rz Illusts.
A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 lUusts.

Holiday Tasks.
The Canon's Ward. With Portrait.
The Talk ot t h e T o w n . With 12 Illusts.
Glo'Br-'Worm Tales.
T h e M y s t e r y ot Mlrbrldge.
The IBTord and t h e Will.
T h e Burnt Million.
S u n n y Stories.
| A Trying Patient.

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2j. each.
H u m o r o u s Stories. | From E x i l e .
Found Dead.
T h e Foster Brothers.
Oiflrendollne's H a r v e s t .
A Marine Residence.
The F a m i l y Scapegrace.
Married B e n e a t h H i m .
Mirk Abbey.
Some P r i v a t e Vie^ivs.
B e n t i n c k ' s Tutor.
N o t Wooed, But W o n .
A Perfect Treasure.
Tyro Hundred Pounds Reward,
A County F a m i l y .
The B e s t of Husbands.
L i k e Father, Like Son.
Halves.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Fallen Fortunes.
Carlyon's Year.
| Cecil's Tryst.
W h a t H e Cost Her.
Murphy's Master.
K i t i A Memory.
A t H e r Mercy.
A Prince ot the Blood.
T h e ClySards ot ClySe.
I n Peril and P r i v a t i o n . With 17 lUustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, jr. id.
N o t e s from t h e * Ne"»ra.* Crown Svo. portrait cover, is.; cloth, is. id.

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by.
Puck on Pegasus.

Post Svo, cloth, 2J. W. ea.

With Illustrations.

P e g a s u s Re-Saddled. With Ten fuUpage Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER.
The Muses ot Mayfair ; Vers de Societe. Selected by H. C. PENNELL.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by.
B e y o n d t h e Gates.
Jack the Fisherman.

|

Post Svo, 15. ea. ; cloth, is. O'/. ea.

A n Old Maid's Paradise. I

IUustrated by C. W. R E E D .

Burglars In Paradise.

Crown Svo, is.; cloth, is. id.

Phil May's Sketch=Book. Containing 50 full-page Drawings. Imp.
4to, art canvas, gilt top, lor. 6d.

Pirkis (C. L.), Novels by.

Trooping virtth Crow^s. Fcap. Svo. picture cover, is.

Lady Lovelace.

Post Svo, iUustrated boards, as.

Planche (J. R.), Works by.

~"

T h e P u r s u i v a n t o t A r m s . With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth. 7J. 6rf.
S o n g s a n d P o e m s , rSig-iS/g. With Introduction bv Mrs. M A C K A R N E S S . Crown Svo. cloth, is.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men.
Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNE, and Portraits.

With Notes and a Life o

T w o Vols., demy Svo, half-bound

lor. 6d.

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intio
duction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Facsimiles.

Crown Svo, cloth, 7J. icf.

The M y s t e r y ol Marie Roget, &c. Post Svo, iUustrated boards, at.
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Pope's Poetical Works. Post Svo, cloth limp, 25.
Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
The R o m a n c e of a S t a t i o n .
| T h e S o u l of C o u n t e s s A d r i a n .
Crown Svo, cloth, j r . id. e a c h : post Svo, boards, 2j. each.
Outlaw and Lawmaker.
| C h r i s t i n a C h a r d . With Frontispiece by W. P A G E T .
Mrs. T r e g a s k i s s .

T h r e e Vols., crown Svo, 15J. net.

^

Price (E. C ) , Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35-. 6d. e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards, -zs. each*
Valentina.
I The Foreigners.
j Mrs. Lancaster's
G e r a l d . Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Rival*
^__

Princess Ol^a.—Radna : A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65^
Proctor (Richard A., B,A.), Works by.

F l o i v e r s o f t h e S k y With 55 Illustrations. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J-. 6d.
E a s y S t a r I i e s s o n s * With Star Maps for every Night in the Year. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s,
F a m i l i a r S c i e n c e S t u d i e s . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
S a t u r n a n d i t s S y s t e m . With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, icxr. 6d.
M y s t e r i e s o f T i m e a n d S p a c e * With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, fix.
T h e U n i v e r s e o f S u n s , &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
W a g e s a n d W a n t s o f S c i e n c e W o r k e r s . Crown Svo, u . 6d.

Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, cloth,
w i ^ Frontispiece by HAL L U D L O W , y. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

Rambosson (J.).—Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. PITMAN. With Coloured Frontispiece and numerous Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d.

Randolph (Lieut.=Col. Qeorge, U.S.A.). —Aunt Abigail Dykes;
A Nov^l. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. id.

Reade's (Charles) Novels.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, mostly Illustrated, 3s. id.
Peg W o f B n g t o n . I C h r i s t i e J o h n s t o n e .
'It i s N e v e r T o o I i a t e t o M e n d . '
Ihe Course ot T r u e I<ove N e v e r D i d R u n
Smooth.
Tlie A u t o b i o g r a p h y o f a T h i e f ; J a c l t o f
all T r a d e s ; and J a m e s I i a m b e r t .
Love M e L i t t l e , I i o v e M e I i o n g .
The D o u b l e M a r r i a g e .
The C l o i s t e r a n d t h e H e a r t h .

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Hard Cash
J Griffith G a u n t .
Foul P l a y . I P u t Yourself In H i s Place.
A Terrible Temptation,
A Simpleton. | Tho Wandering Heir.
A VToman-Hater.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good S t o r i e s of M e n a n d o t h e r A n i m a l s .
T h e J i l t , and other Stories.
A Perilous Secret.
I Beadiana.

A New Collected LIBRARY E D I T I O N , complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in n e w l o n ^ primer type,
printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. each, is now in course of publication. 1 h e
volumes will appear in the following order : I i o v e M e I i l t t l e , I . o v e m e I i o n g . [,War.
I. P e g W o f i i u g t o u ; and C h r i s t i e J o h n [Aim.
8. T h e D o u b l e M a r r i a g e .
stone.
[May.
9.
Griffith G a u n t .
>. H a r d C a s h .
[yune.
10. F o u l P l a y .
% Ths Cloister a n d t h e H e a r t h .
With a
[Jfly.
11. P u t Y o u r s e l f i n H i s P l a c e .
Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT.
[August.
Z2. A T e r r i b l e T e m p t a t i o n .
4. * I t i s N e v e r t o o I , a t e t o M e n d . '
13. A s i m p l e t o n .
[Seft.
5. T h e C o u r s e o t T r u e I i o v e N e v e r D i d
CSe.
14. A W o m a n - H a t e r .
[Oct.
R a n S m o o t h ! and S i n g l e h e a r t a n d
IS- T h e J i l t , and other Stories; and G o o d
Doubleface.
S t o r i e s of M e n & o t h e r Animals.CAW.
6. T h e A u t o b i o g r a p h y o f a T h i e f ; J a c k
16. A P e r i l o u s S e c r e t .
[Dec.
of a l l T r a d e s ; A H e r o a n d a M a r 17. R e a d l a n a ; & B i b l e C h a r a c t e r s . [ 7 ' ' » . ' 9 7
t y r ; and T h a W a n d e r i n g H e l r ^
P O P U L A R E D I T I O N S , medium 8vo, id. each : cloth, is. each.
'It i s N e v e r T o o L a t e t o Mend.'
I T h e Cloister a n d t h e Hearth.
P e g W o f f i n g t o n ; and C h r i s t i e J o h n s t o n e .
C h r i s t i e J o h n s t o n s . With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. Svo, h^S-Roxb.as.id.
Peg W o f f i n g t o n . Choicely printed in Eleevir style. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxbur^he, as. id.
T h I C l o l S t e r a n d t h e H e a r t h . In Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER BRSANT and a Frontispiece to each Vol.. 14s. the s e t ; and the ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY E D I T I O N ,
with Illustrations on every page. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth gUt, 43^. net.
Bible O h a r a e t e r s . Fcap. Svo, leatherette, is.
B s l e o t l o n s f r o m t h e W o r k s o f C h a r l e s R e a d e . With an Introduction by Mrs. A L E X . I R E .
LAND. Crown Svo. buckram, with Portrait, 6s.; CHEAP EDITION, post Svo. cloth hmp, as. id.

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by

td.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
Crown Svo, d o t h extra. 3J. id.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
F a i r y "Water.
The U n i n h a b i t e d H o u s e . ^
„
^
Her Mother's Darling.
The P r i n c e of W a l e s ' s G a r d e n P a r t y ,
T
he Nun's Curse. I Idle Tales.
The M y s t e r y i n P a l a c e G a r d e n s .
Weird S t o r i e s .

ao
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Rimmer (Alfred), Works by.

Square Svo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6i. each.

Our Old Country Toivns. With 55 Illustrations by the Author.
R a m b l e s Round Eton and H a r r o w . With 50 Illustrations by the Author..
About England w i t h Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOP and A. RiMMER.

Rives (Amelie).—Barbara Dering.
post Svo, illustrated boards. SJ. ^^^

Robinson Crusoe.

By

_

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.;
^

,___,„

.....

.. ..^^^,

"With 37 Illustrations by

DANIEL DEFOE.

GBORGB CRUIKSHANK. Post Svo, half-cloth, as.; cloth extra, gilt edges, as. 6d.
_

^

•

•

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by.

=

. _ .

-

i.—

•'•

i:

..

"Women are Strange. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
T h e H a n d s of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ ^r. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.
T h e W o m a n i n t h e Dark. Two Vols., loj. net.

Robinson (Phil), Works by.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each.

T h e P o e t s ' Birds.
I The P o e t s ' B e a s t s .
The Poets and Nature t Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections.

With Notes

and an Introductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE. Post Svo. cloth limp, as.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold and Colours. 5J.

Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans.
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. With 630 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d,

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by.

Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. each.

P u n l a n a : Riddles and J o k e s . With numerous Illustrations.
More P u n l a n a . Profus.ejy Illustrated.

Runciman (James)^, Stories by.
Skippers and Shellbacks.
Schools a n d Scholars.

Russell (Dora), Novels by.
A Country S y e e t h e a r t .

^

Post 8vo, bds., SJ. ea.; cl.,2sr6(i.ea.
I
I

Grace Balmaign's S w e e t h e a r t .

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
|

Tlie Drift of F a t e .

[Shortly.

Russell (W. Clark), Books and Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each.
Round t h e Galley-Fire.
I A Book for t h e Hammock.
I n t h e Middle ^Vatch.
I The M y s t e r y of t h e ' Ocean Star.'
A V o y a g e t o t h e Cape,
I The Romance of J e n n y H a r l o w e .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each; cloth limp, 2j. 6d. each.
A n Ocean Tragedy.
| M y Shipmate Iioulse. { A l o n e on a Wide Wide Saa.
I s H e tha Jff a n 7
I T
e Phantoni
Death, &c. With Frontispiece.
Crown Svo, cloth,
3s.h id.
each.
_
I The Phani
On
o Fo'k'Sle• Head.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
cloth limp,
as. id.
T h et hCoodShlp
Mohook.'
I Theas.;
Convict
Ship.
[Shortty.
H e a r t of Oak. Three Vols., crown Svo. 15J. net.
T h e Tale ot t h e Ten. Three Vols., crown Svo, Igj. net.
[Shortly.

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
A FellOTsr of Trinity. With a Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece.
T h e Junior Dean.
| T h e M a s t e r ot St. Benedict's. | To H i s O w n Master.
Orchard Damerel.
Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, is. id. each.
The Old Maid's S w e e t h e a r t .
I
M o d e s t U t t l e Sara.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each.
I n t h e Face of t h e World.
I
T h e Tremlett Dlamondg.
[Shortly

Sala (Qeorge A.).—Oaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
Sanson. — Seven Generations of Executioners: Memoirs of the
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3?. id.

Saunders (John), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. each.
Guy W a t e r m a n .
I The Iiion i n t h e P a t h .
| The T w o Dreamers,
Bound t o t h e W h e e l . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id.
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Saunders (Katharine), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Margaret a n d Elizabeth.
I
Heart Salvage.
The High Mills.
\
Sebastian.
Joan Merry^ireather. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as.
Gideon's Rock. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3s. id.
'
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Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years.
By Ex-Chidf-Ingpcctor CAVANAGH. Post Svo, illustrated boards, zs.; cloth, ej. id.
S e c r e t O u t , T h e : One T h o u s a n d Tricks with Cards ; with Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or* White'Magic. By W.H. CREMER. Witli 300 lUustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 4J. id.

Seguin (L. Q.), Works by.

The Country of t h e P a s s i o n P l a y (Oberammergau) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With
Map and 37 lUustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 6rf.
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, is.

Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Sergeant (Adeline).—Dr. Endicott's Experiment. Crown Svo,
buckram, 3s. 6d.

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare.
with Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4ta, cloth p i t s^. id.

Sharp (William).—Children of To=morrow. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose.
Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 3s. id. each.
Poetical Works, in Three Vols.:
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor ; Pogthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson j Shelley's Correspondence with Stockdale; The Wandering Jew ; Qufeen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor,
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c.
II. Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of
Atlas; Epipsychidion; Hellas.
„ III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces.
Prose Works, in Two Vols.;
Vol. 1. The Two Romances of ZastrOzzi and St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refutation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments.
u II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY.
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works,
•t* Also a few copies of a LARGE-PAPER EDITION, 5 vols., cloth, £a las. 6d.

Sherard (R. H.).—Rogues; A Novel. Crown Svo, is.; cloth, is. 6d.
Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits,
Maps, and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, ajs.

-

Sheridan's {Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and
Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches,
and Jokes. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo, half-bound, 7J. 6A
The Rivals Tha School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post Svo, half-bound.zr.
BherWan's Comedies" The R i v a l s and The School tor Scandal. Edited, with an Intro
ductfon and Noles t^elch p"y, t n d a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS. With
Illustrations. Demy Svo, half-parchment, laf. 6d.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all
those In • Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction. Notes. &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART.
D.D. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, iSs.

Sims (George R.), Works by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each : cloth limp, as. id. each.
Rogues a n d Vagabonds.
D r a m a s of U f e . With 60 Illustrations.
The Ring o' BeUs.
Memoirs of a. I<andlady.
Hary Jane's Memoirs.
My T w o W i v e s .
Mary J a n e Married.
S c e n e s from tha S h o w .
Tinkletop's Crime.
The
T e n Commandments: Stories. ISIiorlty.
Zeph: A Circus Story. «c.
Crown Svo, picture cover, is. each; cloth, is. id. each.
^
? h T D * J : l o n e r R « I t S i « d Re^dei": B e « « a i n g s and Recitations In Prose and ,Ve«e,
S S S I l o T g " e " c " L ' S d Y e S ^ ! ^ ^ r : W n e t Ditties, <Frpm ^ ; . . . / « , , . ,
Dagonet Abroad. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. id.

CHATTO & WINDUS. PUBLISHERS, PICCAUILUY.
Slj^nboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and
Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN "
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d.

Sister Dora:

A Biography.

'""'' ^ ' '

By MARGARET LONSDALE,

" '^ - - ' -

With

Four

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, ^d.; cloth, 6d.

S k e t c h l e y ( A r t h u r ) . — A M a t c h i n t h e D a r k . Post 8vo. boards, 25.
S l a n g D i c t i o n a r y (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 6a.

Smart

( H a w l e y ) . — W i t h o u t Love o r L i c e n c e :

A Novel,

Crown

Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

S m i t h (J. M o y r ) , W o r k s b y .

T h e Prince of ApgoUs. With 130 Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.
T h e \ y o o l n g of t h e Wateg W i t c h . With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s.

S o c i e t y in L o n d o n . Crown Svo, is,; cloth, 15. 6d,
S o c i e t y i n P a r i s : T h e Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters
from Count PAUL VASILI to a Young French Diplomat. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

S o m e r s e t (Lord H e n r y ) . — S o n g s of A d i e u . Small 4I0, Jap. vel..65.
S p a l d i n g (T. A . , L L . B . ) . — E l i z a b e t h a n D e m o n o l o g y : An Essay
on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown Svo, cloth extra. $s.

^^__

S p e i g h t (T. W . ) , N o v e l s b y .
PostSvo, illustrated boards, as. each.
T h e M y s t e r i e s of Heron D y k e .
Back t o Lite.
B y D e v i o a s )Vays, &c.
The Loudwatep Tragedy.
H o o d w i n k e d ; & Sandycroft H y s t e p y .
Bupgo's R o m a n c e .
Tha Golden Hoop.
Quittance In Full.
Post Svo, cloth lirap, is. id. each.
£ Barren Title.
|
Wife or N o W i f e ?
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3^. id. each.
A Secret of t h e S e a .
|
The Grey Monk.
The Sandyopoft M y s t e r y . Crown Svo, picture cover, is.
T h e MasteP of TPenance. Three Vols., crown Svo, 151-. net.
A H u s b a n d fpom t h e S e a . Post Svo, illustrated boards, as.

S p e n s e r for C h i l d r e n . By M. H. TOWRY.

[Shortlv.
[Short'y.

With Coloured Illustrations

by WALTER J. MORG.\N. Crown 4to, cloth e^tra. y . id.

S t a r r y H e a v e n s (The) : A POETICAL BIRTHDAY BOOK.

Royal i6mo,

cloth extra, as. id.

S t e d m a n (E. C ) , W o r k s b y .
Vlctoplan Poetfl.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gs. each.
I

The P o e t s of America.

S t e p h e n s ( R i c c a r d o , M . B . ) . — T h e C r u c i f o r m M a r k : The Strange
Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, Bachelor of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown Svo, cloth, is. [Shortly.

S t e r n d a l e (R. A r m i t a g e ) — T h e A f g h a n K n i f e : A Novel.

Crown

8vo, cloth extra, y . 6d.; post Svo, iUustrated boards, as.

S t e v e n s o n (R, L o u i s ) , W o r k s b y .

PostSvo, cloth limp, 25. 6;^. ea.

T r a v e l s vrlth a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.
A n I n l a n d V o y a g e . With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.
Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s, each.
Famillap S t u d i e s of Men a n d Books.
T h e Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. STRONG.
T h e Merry Men.
I U n d e r w o o d s : Poems.
Memories a n d Portraits.
Vlrglnibus Puerlsque. and other Papers, t Ballads.
| Prince OttO«
A c r o s s t h e P l a i n s , with other Memories and Essays.
Memr Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, g-ilt top, 6s. ; post Svo, iUustrated boards, as.
T h e Suicide Club) and T h e Rajah's Diamond, (From N E W ARABIAN NIGHTS.) With
Eigrht Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSV. Crown 8TO, cloth, W.
F a t h e r Damlen i An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. <Zx. Svo, hand-mad« and brown paper, xs.
T h e Edinburgh Edition of t h e Works of Robert Iiouls S t e v e n s o n . Twenty-serea
Vols., demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to i.ooo copies) is sold only in Sets, tha price of
which may be learned from the BookseUers. The First Volume was published Nov., 1894,
Songs of Travel. Crown Svo, buckram, SJ-.
\ShortIy,
Weir of Hermiston. (R. L. STEVENSON'S LAST WORK.) Large crown 8vo, 6J.
\May,
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Stoddard (C. Warren).—Summer Cruisinjc in tlie South Seas
IUustrated by WALLLS MACKAY. Crown Svo, cloth eMr" y . 6rf.

^*$oc1fz,Ew^ f°''®J^, Novelists.

OOUIH D e a S .

With Notices by

and

HELEN

ALICE ZlMMBRM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y . id.; post 8YO. illustrated boards, as.

Strange Manuscript (A) Pound in a Copper Cylinder.

Crown

8YO, cloth extra, with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, sr.; post Svo. illustrMed boards, as.
Strange

Secrets.

Told

by

PERCY FITZGERALD,

ENCE MARRYAT, &C. Post Svo, illnstrated boards, as.

CONAN

DOYLE.

FLOR-

Strutt (Joseph). — Tfie Sports and Pastimes of t h e People of

England; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c from
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With 140 lUustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. id.

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps In ' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. id.
GnlliveF's T r a v e l s , and A T a l e of a Tub. Post Svo, half-bound, as.
Jonathan S w i f t ! A .Study. By J. CHURTON COLLINS. Croivn Svo. cloth extra. 8.r.

Swinburne (Algernon C ) , Works by.
Beleotlons from t h e Poetical W o r k s o t
A. C. S w i n b u r n e . Fcap. Svo. 6^-.
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown Svo, is.
Chastelard 1 A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 7s.
Poems and Ballads. FIRST SERIES. Crown
Svo, or fcap. Svo. 9J.
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SERIES. Crown
8vo. ^ .
Poems & Ballads. THIRD SERIES. Cr. Svo, 7s,
Bongs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo. 10^. id.
Botnurell: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, i2j. id.
Songs ot Tiro N a t i o n s . Crown Svo, dr.
George Chapman. (See Vol. II. of G. CHAPMAI?S Works.) Crown Svo. 6s.
Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, las.
Erechtheus i A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s.

A Mote o n Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s.
A s t u d y of S h a k e s p e a r e . Crown 8vo, ar.
Songs of t h e Springtides. Crown Svo, 6s.
S t u d i e s In Song. Ctown Svo, j j .
Mary S t u a r t : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 8r.
Tristram ot I i y p n e s s e . Crown Svo. 9^.
A Century of R o u n d e l s . Small 4to, Rr.
A Midsummer Holiday. Crown Svo, 7s.
Marino Fallero : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.
A S t u d y ot Victor Hugo. Crown Svo, 61.
M i s c e l l a n i e s . Crown Svo, las,
lK>crlne 1 A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.
A S t u d y o t B e n J o n s o n . Crown Svo, js.
The S i s t e r s s A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 6s.
A s t r o p h e l , &c. Crown Svo, 7S.
S t u d i e s i n P r o s e and P o e t r y . Cr.8vo.9r.

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search

of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life ot the
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Taine's History of English Literature.

Translated by HENRY VAN

LAU.V. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cloth boards, 301.—POPULAR EDITIO.V, TWO Vols., large crown
Svo, cloth extra, 15s.

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of
Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as.

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works by.

Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. each.

The Sagacity and Morality of P l a n t s : A Sketch of the Life and Conduct of the Vegetable
Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and loo Illustrations.
Our Common British Fossils, and Whore to Find Them. With 331 Illustrations.
The P l a y t i m e N a t u r a l i s t . With 366 Illustrations.

Taylor (Tom). — Historical

Dramas.

Containing 'Clancarty,'

•Jeanne Dare,'"Twixt Axe and Crown,''The Fool's Revenge,' Arkwright's Wife,' 'Anne Boleyn,'
'Plot and Passion.* Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
*** The Plays may also be had separately, at is. each.

Tennyson (Lord): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J.

JENNINGS.

Post

Svo, portrait cover, is.; cloth, is. 6d.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the.
With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo, is.; cloth, is. 6d.

By A. S.

KRAUSSB.

^

Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of
France under Napoleon. Translated by D. FORBES CAMPPELL and JOHN STEBBING, With 3« Steel
Plates, 12 Vols., demy Svo, dpth fxtra, \is, e^ch,
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Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl.,3s.6(i.ea.; post Svo, as. ea.
The Ylolln-Player.
Cresslda. Post Svo, illnstrated boards, as.

|

Proud Malsle.
'

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence.

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 illustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, as.

With Intro-

Thornbury (Walter), Books by.
The Iilte and Correspondence of J . M. W. Turner. With Illustrations in Colours. Crown
Svo, eloth extra, 7j, 6iC
'"•" '
„__^_^
Post Svo, illustrated, boards, 2.f. each.
Old Stories Re-told.
1 T a l e s for t h e Marines.

Timbs (John), Works by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

T h e H i s t o r y of Clubs a n d Club U f e In L o n d o n : Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses.
Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations..
Bnglish BccentiTlcs a n d e c c e n t r i c i t i e s : Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 4S lUustrations.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. id. e.ach; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
T h e W a y W e Iilve N o w .
I Mr. Scarborough's F a m i l y .
Fran Frohmann.
I The Iiand-Iieaguers.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
Kept In t h e Dark.
I The A m e r i c a n Senator.
T h e Ooldui U o n ot Qranpere.
i John Caldlgate.
| Marlon Fay.

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
L i k e S h i p s Upon t h e Sea. | Mabel's Progress.
I Aiine Furness.

Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post Svo, illust. bds., zs.
Trowbridge (J. T.).—Farnell's Folly. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.
Tytler (C. C. Eraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo,
d o t h extra, j r . id.; post Svo,"Illustrated boards, as.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. id. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, os. each.
Iiady BeU. '
I
Buried Diamonds.
| T h e Blackball Ghosts.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
W h a t She Came Through,
1 The Huguenot Family,
Citoyanne J a c q u e l i n e .
1 Noblesse Oblige.
T h e Bride's P a s s .
[ B e a u t y and t h e B e a s t .
S a i n t Mnngo's City.
| Disappeared.
T h e H a c d o n a l d Iiass. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

Upward (Allen), Novels by.

T h e Queen A g a i n s t O'ven. Crown 8vo. cloth, with Frontispiece, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, boards, as.
Tha Prince of B a l k l s t a n . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. id.
A C r o i v n of S t r a i V .

Crown Svo. cloth, is.

Vashti and Esther.

[Shortly

By the Writer of 'Belle's' Letters in The World.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.

Villari (Linda).—A Double Bond: A Story. Fcap. 8vo, is.
Vizetelly (Ernest A.).—The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With
a Frofrtispiece.

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 3J. id.

Waltoti and Cotton's Complete Angler ; or, The Contemplative
. Man's Recreation, b y IZAAK W A L T O N ; and Instructions How to Angle, for aTrout or Grayling in a
d e a r stream, by C H A R L E S COTTON. With Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS NICHOLAS, and 6j
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cleth antique, 7J. id.

Walt Whitman, Poems by.
M. R O S S E T T L

w i t h Portrait.

Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM

Crown Svo. hand-made paper and buckram, is.

Ward (Herbert), Books by.

F i v e V e a r s vrlth t h e Congo Cannibals. With 92 Illustrations. Royal Svo, cloth, i4j.
My Life w i t h S t a n l e y ' s Rear Guard. With Map. Post Svo, z;.; clgtb, u , (i4.

\

^
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Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by.

as

''^J'S?*^? C.o»n*y.*'»™«'f s of t h e V n i t e d , K i n g d o m (1896). Confaihiitg the toescenf.
Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs,
&c. Royal Svo, cloth gilt, joj;^
i-- >
Walford's ahllllng Peeraga . (1806). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and
Irish Peers, &c. 32mo, cloth, ir.
' -'
^
Walford's Shilling Bar6n«tage (1896). CohfairiihlTa List of the Baronets oT the UnTted
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. samO, cloth i j
Walford's Shilling Knlghta.ge (1896). Containing a List of the Knights of'the United
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addre9Ses,"&c.~' 3emo, cloth, IJ
Walford's Shining H o u s e o t Commons (18S6). Containing a List of all the Members of the
New Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. samo, cloth, i£.
Walford's Complete Peerage, B a r o n e t a g e . Knightage, a n d H o u s e o t Commons
(1896). Royal 32010, cloth, gilt edges, 5.r.
Tales o t our Great F a m U l e s . Crown Svo, cloth extras ss.-fd.

Warner (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey.

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 6r.

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures

and Seals. Pristed onjpaper 22 in. by 14 in.- ej.
Warrant t o E x e c u t e H a r y Queen o t Soots. A Facsknile, including Queen Elizabeth's Sigimture and the Great Seal. as.
.
.
.
.
,

Washington's (George) Rules of Civilffy.Traced to their Soufces
and Restored by MONCURB D. CONWAy. Fcap. 8vo; Japanese vellum, 2j. 6rf.

Wassermann (Lillias), Novels by.

• '

;/.'•,';'

The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, if. j cloth, xr. 6if. •
The nrarquis o t C a r a b a s .

illustrated boards, as.

By AAROK WATSON and L I L L I A S WASSERMANN.

Post SVO,

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope.
ByF. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown Svo, ij. j cloth, ij. 6rf.
Ir.

«

ill

.

.

Webber (Byron).—Fun, Frolic, and Fancy.

With 43 illustrations

by PHIL MAY and CHARLES MAY. Fcap. 4to, cloth, ss.

Westall (William), Novels by.

Trust-Money. Post Svo, illustrated boards, sr.; cloth, ar. &f.
Sons Ot Beluil. Two Vols., crown Svo, io.r. net.

Whist, How t o Play Solo.

By

ABRAHAM S . WILKS

PARDON. Post 8VO, cloth limp, ZJ.

-

-

and

CHARLES F .

.

White (Gilbert).—The Natural History of Selborne.

Post 8vo,

printed on laid paper and half-bound, as.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by.

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J-. 6(/.
A Simple T r e a t i s e o n Heat* With Illustrations. Crown 8vb, cloth, 2s. 6d.,
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
The Chemistry of Iron a n d S t e e l Haklntf. Crown Svo, doth extra. 9^. A Yindioatlon of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lax. 6d.

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8v6. bds., 2s.
Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by.
Chapters o n E v o l u t i o n . With 250 Illustrations. Crbwh Sva, cloth extra, is. 6d,
Leaves from a N a t u r a l i s t ' s N o t e - B o o k . Poet 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d:
Leisure-Time S t u d i e s . With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra,, 6J-.
Studies In Life and Sense* With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6J,
Common A c c i d e n t s iHovfir t o Treat T h e m . Witli lUustrations. Crown 8vo, IJ. ; cloth, is.6d.
Glimpses of N a t u r e , with 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d..
_ _ •__

Winter (J. S.), Stories by.

Post 8vo,, illustrated boards, 2s. each;

cloth limp, 2J. orf. each,
. _
, . » ^-„j«
Cavalry Life.
I B e g i m e n t a l Legends.
A SoldlCir'S Children. With 34 lUustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. ^TUART HARDV; ^ Grown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
_,,..- . •. .
*

Wissmann

• .

. .

—

—

_

(Hermann v o n ) . — M y Second Journey through

Equatorial Africa, with 92 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, i^r.
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Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 2s. each.
T h e Paaadngep from Scotland Yard.

I

T h e Englishman of t h e Rue Cain.

Wood (Lady).—Sabina: A Novel, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Woolley (Celia Parker) .—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and Theolo^.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, is. i cloth, as. id.

Wright (Thomas), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. each.
The Caricature H i s t o r y of t h e Georges. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c.
H i s t o r y of Caricature a n d of t h e Grotesque i n Art, Literature, Sculpture, a n d
Painting.
~ " •" • Illustrated by F . W. F A I R H O L T , F.S. A.

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations.

With 13 Illustrations by

J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post Svo, cloth, 3s. id.

Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. each.
I,and a t I>ast.

I

T h e Forlorn Hope.

Zangwill (I.). —Ghetto Tragedies.
A. S. B O Y D .

I

Casta^aray.

With Three Illustrations by

Fcap. Svo, picture cover, is. net.

Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
T h e F a t a n d t h e T h i n . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
M o n e y . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.

T h e Doisnfall. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY.
T h e Dream. Translated by ELIZA CHASE. With Eight Illustrations by JEANNIOT.
D o c t o r P a s c a l . Translated by E . A. VIZETELLY.
I t O u r d e s . Translated by ERNEST A. ViZETBLLY.
R o m e . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.

With Portrait oi the Author.
[Shortly.

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
• » • For fuller cataloguing,

see alphabetical arrangement, pp. i-a6.

T h e Mayfair Library.
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. U. per Volume.
A Journey Round My Eoom. By X. DE MAISTRE.
Theatrical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD.
Translated by Sir HENRY ATTWELL.

Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. ADAMS.
The Agony Column of ' The Times.'
Melancholy Anatomised; Abridgment of BURTON.
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. DOBSON.
The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC.
W. S. Gilberts Plays. Three Series.
Bongs of Irish Wit aud Homonr.
Animals and their Masters. By Sir A. HELPS.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS.
Curiosities of Criticism. By H J . JENNINGS.
Tbe Autocrat of the BreakfasMable. By OLIVER
WENDELL HOLMES.

Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT.

Little Essays: from LAMB'S LETTERS.
Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD.

J e u x d'Esprlt. Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH.
Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON.
Ourselves. By E. LYNN LINTON.

Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR.
New Paul and Virginia. By W. H. MALLOCK.

The New Eepublic.

By w . H. MALLOCK.

Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. PENNELL.
Pegasus Re-saddled. By H. C. PENNELL.
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. C. PENNELL.

T h o r e a u : His Life and Aims. By H . A. PAGE,
Punlana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY.

More Punlana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY.
The Philosophy of^Eandwritlng.
By Stream and Sea.

By WILLIAM SENIOR.

Leaves from a Naturalist's note-Book. By Dr.
ANDREW WILSO."^.

T h e Golden Library.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. per Volume.
Diversions of the Echo Olub. BAYARD TAYLOR.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By
Songs for Sailors. By w . c. BENNErr.

Lives of the Necromancers. By V/. GODWIN.
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope.
Scenes of Country Life. By EDWARD JESSE.

Tale for a Chimney Comer. By LEIGH HUNT.

The Wanderer's Library.
Wanderings in Patagonia.
BOHM. Illustrated.

By JULIUS BEER-

Uerrla England in the Olden Time. By G. DANIEL.
Illustrated by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK.
Circus Life. By THOMAS FROST.
Lives of the Conjurers. By THOMAS FROST.

The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. By
THOMAS FROST.
Low-Life Deeps. By JAMES GREENWOOD.
She Wilds of London. By JAMES GREENWOOD.

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.

La Mort d'Arthur: Selections from MALLORY.
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal.
Maxims aud SeSectioni of Boohafoucauld.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Timls. By Chev. HESSE-WARTEGG. aa Illusts.
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack.
World Behind the Scenes. By P. FITZGERALD.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings.
Tho Qenial Showman. Byfi.P. KINGSTON.
Story of London Parks. By JACOB LARWOOD.
London Characters. By HENRY MAYHEW.

Seven Generations of Ezeoutloners.
Summer Cruising in tho South Seas.
WARREN STODDARD. Illustrated.

By C
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tooKS IN SERIES—continued.
Handy Novels.
Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, IS. 6d. each
l e Old Maid's Sweetheart. By A. ST. AUBYN.
A Lost Soul. By w . L. ALDEN.
lodest Little Sara. By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
Dr. PalUser's Patient. By GRANT ALLEN.
even Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. COLERIDGE.
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN BARRETT.
'aken from the Enemy. By H. NEWBOLT.
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. CRAM.
My
Library.
Printed on laid paper,
Itation and Examination of William Shakspeare. I
By W. S. LANDOK.
:be Journal of Maurice de guerin.
I

post Svo, half-Roxbnrghe, 2S. 6d. each.
Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE.
Peg Wofflngton. By CHARLES READE.
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb.

The Pocket Library. Post svo, printed
Ihe Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB.

tohinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK.
niinis and Oddities. By THOMAS HOOD.
Hie Barber's Chair. By DOUGLAS JERROLD.
iastronomy. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN.
:iiB Epicurean. &c. By THOMAS MOORH.

,elgh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. OLLIER.

on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2S. each.
White's Natural History of Selborne.
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT.
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.

Anecdotes of the Clergy.

By JACOB LARWOOD.

Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated.
A utocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Profeesor
at the Breakfast-Table.

By O. W. HOLMES.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
LIBRARY E D I T I O N S OF N O V E L S , m a n y Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
B y F . M. A L L E N .
By H A L L C A I N E .
}reen as Grass.
The Deemster.
The Shadow of a Crime.
By QRANT ALLEN.
A Son of Hagar.
I
The Great Taboo.
?hlIiBtla.
B y AtACLAREN COBBAN.
Dumaresq's D.aughter.
Strange Stories.
Duchess of Powysland.
Babylon.
The Red Sultan.
| The Burden of Isabel.
Blood P.oyal.
For Malmle's Sake,
B y MORT. & F R A N C E S COLLINS.
Ivan Greet's MasterIn all Shades.
Transmigration.
I From Midnight to Midpiece.
Ihe Beckoning Hand.
Blacksmith db Scholar. I night.
The Scallywag.
Ihe Devil's Die.
The Village Comedy.
| 7ou Play me False.
At Market Value.
this Mortal Ooil.
B y| AfterDark.
W I L K I E The
C OFrozen
L L I NDeep.
S.
Under Sealed Orders.
Armadale.
Ihe Tents of Shem.
The Two Destinies.
Ko Name.3.1 Afti
The Law and the Lady.
Antonina.
By MARY A N D E R S O N .
The Haunted Hotel.
BasU.
Othello's Occupation.
The Fallen Leaves.
Hide aud Seek.
Jezebel's Daughter.
By EDWIN L. ARNOLD.
The Dead Secret.
The Black BoSe.
Queen of Hearts.
Phra the Phoenician. | Constable of St. Nicholas.
Heart and Science.
My Miscellanies.
• I Say No.'
By ROBERT BARR.
The Woman in 'WUte.
LiUle Novels.
The Moonstone.
Sn a Steamer Chair.
| From Whose Bonm*.
The Evil Genius.
Man and Wife.
The Legacy of Cain.
By FRANK BARRETT.
Poor Miss Finch.
A Rogue's Life.
Mlea or M^s. 1
the Woman of the Iron Bracelets.
Blind Love.
The New Magdalen.
By 'BELLE.'
B y D U T T O N COOK.
Vathtl and Esther.
Paul Foster's Daughter.
Ready-MoneyMortiboy.
By Sir W . B E S A NBy
T Celia's
a n d JArbour.
. RICE
B y E . H. C O O P E R .
Chaplain of the Fleet.
My Uttle GirL
GeoSory Hamilton.
The
Seamy
Side.
With Harp and Crown.
The Case of Mr. Lncraft.
This Bon of Vulcan.
B y V. CECIL COTES.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Golden Butterfly.
Two Girls on a Barge.
The Honks of Thelema. The Ten Years' Tenant.
B y C. E G B E R T CRADDOCK.
By S i r W A L T E R B E S A N T .
His 'Vanished Star.
All Sorts and Condi For Faith and Freedom.
B y H. N . C R E L L I N .
To
Call
Her
Mine.
tlons of Men.
Bomances of the Old Seraglio.
The BeU of St. Paul's.
The Captains' Room.
The Holy Rose.
All in a Garden Pair.
B y M A T T CRIM.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
Dorothy Forster.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
S. Katherlne's by Tower
Uncle Jack.
B y S . R. CROCKETT a n d o t h e r s
Camellia BteTM World Went Very Verbena
phanotls.
Talcs of Our Coast.
Wall Then.
The Ivory Gate.
B y B . M. CROKER
OUldren of Gibeon.
The Rebel Queen.
To Let.'
Diana Barrington.
Herr Paulas.
Mr. Jervls.
Proper Pride.
By PAUL BOURGET.
Village Tales A Jungle
A Family Likeness.
A Uving Lie.
TragediesPretty Miss Neville.
The Real Lady Hilda.
A Bird of Passage.
By ROBERT BUCHANAN
The
New
Abelard.
B y WILLIAM CYPLES.
Hiadow of the Sword.
-v-»™
Ah«i,ir Dene.
Matt.
I Raehel
1 Child of Nature.
Hearts of Gold.
Master of the Mine.
M iDd the Man.
The H^ir of Linne.
By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
Vvrtyrdom of Madeline Woman and the Man.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.
liOveUe for Ever.
Bed and White Heather.
B y H. C O L E M A N D A V I D S O N .
imian Water.
Mr. Sadler's Daughters.
roxglove Manor.
.. , „ ^ ..,
By ERASMUS DAWSON.
ROB. B U C H A N A N & H Y . M U R R A Y
The Fountain of Voath. '
_
fis Charlatan.
. . . _„., _
E%y J A M E S D E M I L L E .
By J . M I T C H E L L C H A P P L E .
A Castle In Spain.
Ibe iGnor Chord.
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HOVEVS—continued.

B y . J. L E I T H D E R W E N T .
Our Lady of Tears.
I Circe's Lovers.
B y DICK D O N O V A N .
Tracked to Doom.
I The Mystery of Jamaica
Man from Manchester. | Terrace.
B y A . CONAN D O Y L E .
Ihe Firm of Girdlestone.
B y S. J E A N N E T T E DUNCAN.
A Daogtater of Today. I Vernon's Aunt.
B y O. M A N V I L L E F E N N .
The New Mistress.
I The Tiger Lily.
Witness to the Deed. | The White Virgin.
By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Fatal Zero.
B y R. E . F R A N C I L L O N .
One by One.
I King or ICnave 1
A Dog and his Shadow. Ropes of Sand.
A Real Queen.
I Jack Doyle's Daughter.
Prefaced b y S i r B A R T L E F R E R E .
Fandnrang Han.
BY E D W A R D GARRETT.
The Oapel Qirls.
B y P A U L QAULOT.
The Red Shirts.
By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
I The Golden Shaft.
Loving a Dream.
I
By E. GLANVILLE.
The Lost He&ess.
I The Fossicker.
A Fair C<donlst.
I The Golden Rock.
B y E . J. GOODMAN.
The Fate of Herbert Wayne.
B y Rev. S. BARING GOULD.
Bed Spider.
I Eve.
B y CECIL GRIFFITH.
Corliitlila Marazion.
By SYDNEY GRUNDY.
Ihe Days of his Vanity.
B y THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By BRET HARTE.
Susy.
A Waif of the Plains.
A Ward of the Golden Sally Dows.
A Protegee of Jack
Gate.
Hamlin's.
A Sappho of Green
Bell-Ringer of Angel's.
Springs.
Col. Starbottle's Clieht. Clarence.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE

Beatrix Randolph.
Garth.
David Poindexter's DisEUlce Quentin.
appearance.
Sebastian Strome.
The Spectre of the
Dust.
Camera.
Fortune's Fool.
B y S i r A. H E L P S .
Ivan de Biron.
B y I. H E N D E R S O N .
Agatha Page.
B y G. A . H E N T Y .
Rujub the Juggler.
I Dorothy's Double.
B y JOHN HILL.
The Common Ancestor.
B y Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
Lady Vomer's Flight. I Ihe Red-House Mystery.
The Three Graces.
|
B y Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
The Leaden Casket.
I Self-Condenmed.
That Other Person.
[Mrs. Juliet.
B y C. J . C U T C L I F F E H Y N E .
Honour of Thieves.
B y R. A S H E KING.
A Drawn Game.
' Ihe Wearing of the Green.

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans-G^e.
B y HARRY LINDSAY.
Rhoda Roberts.
B y E . L Y N NSowing
LINTON.
the Wind.
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Lean
TTnder which Lord?
Dundas.
' My Love I •
The World WeU Lost.
lone.
The One Too Many.
Paston Carew.
B y H E N R Y W . LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.
B y J U S T I N MCCARTHY.
A Fair Saxon.
Miss Misanthrope.
Linlay Rochford.
Donna Quixote.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Bed Diamonds.
Camiola.
Maid of Athens.
Waterdale Neighbours. The Dictator.
My Enemy's Daughter. Ihe Comet of a Season
B y J U S T I N H. MCCARTHY.
A London Legend.
B y G E O R G E MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow.
| Phantastes.
B y L. T. M E A D E .
A Soldier of Fortune. | In an Iron Grip.
B y BERTRAM MITFORD.
Ihe Gun-Runner.
I The King's Assegai.
The Luck ot Gerard Renshaw
Fanning'i
Ridgeley.
| Quest.
B y J . E . MUDDOCK.
Maid Marian and Robin Hood.
Basile the Jester.
B y D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Life's Atonement.
First Person Singular
Cynic Fortune.
Joseph's Coat.
The Way of the World.
Coals of Fire.
BobMartin's Little Girl
Old Blazer's Hero.
Val Strange. I Hearts. Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime.
A Model Father.
By the Gate of the Sea. In Direst Peril.
A Bit of Human Nature. Mount Despair.

By MURRAY and HERMAN.

The Bishops' Bible.
| Paul Jones's Alias.
One Traveller Returns. |

By HUME NISBET.

'Ball Up I'
By W . E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's.
| BiUy Bellew.
A Weird Gift.

By G. OHNET.

B y OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
Two Little Wooden
Shoes.
Strathmore.
In a Winter City,
Chandos.
Friendship.
Under Two Flags.
Moths.
Idalla.
Ruffino.
Cecil Castlemaine'a
PipistreUo.
A Village Commune.
Trlcotrin.
Bimbi.
Puck.
Wanda.
FoUe Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Frescoes. | Othmar.
In Maremma.
Pascarel.
Syrlin.
| GuUderoy.
Signa.
Santa Barbara.
Princess Napraxine.
Two Offenders.
Ariadne.
By MARGARET A, P A U L .
Qentle and Simple.
By JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
High Spirits.
Less Black than We're Under One Roof.
Painted.
Glow-worm Tales.
A Confidential Agent.
The Talk of the Tain.
A Grape from .a Thorn. Holiday Tasks.
In Peril and Privation. For Cash Only.
The Mystery of Mlr- The Burnt Million.
By Proxy.
[bridge. The Word and the WiU
Ihe Canon's Ward.
Sunny Stories.
Walters Word.
A Trying Patient.
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B y Mrs. C A M P B E L L P R A E D .
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Christina Chard.
B y B. G. P R I C E .
Valentina.
I Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
The Foreigners.
|
JBy R I C H A R D i>RYCE. .«!>
Him Maxwell's Affections.
B yToo
CH
A Rto
L ESingleheart
S R E A D andDonble.
E
It Is Never
Late
face.
Mend.
Ihe Double Marriage. Qood Stories ot Men
and other Animals.
Love Me Uttle, Love
Hard Cash.
He Long.
WofBngton.
The Oloister and the Peg
Christie Johnstone,
Hearth.
_
Griffith Gaunt.
The Course of True Foul
Play.
Love.
The Wandeiing He'r.
The Autobiography of A
WOman-Hater.
alhlef.
A Simpleton.
Put Yourself In His A Perilous Secrete
Place.'
Readlana.
A Terrible Xemptation,
The JiltB y M r s . J . H . RIDDELL.;
Weird Stories.
By AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Decing.
Iby F. W . ROBINSON.
The JBuUUt ot Justice.
B y DORA R U S S E L L .
A Oomit>7 Sweetheart. I The Drift of Fate.
B y W . CLARK R U S S E L L .
Ocean Tragedy.
Is He the Man 1
Hy Shipmate Louise.
Ihe 6o(id Ship 'MoAuAeiWWld? Wide Sea
hock.'
n « Pbuitoin Death.
The Convict Ship.
B y JOHN S A U N D E R S .
Guy Waterman.
I The Two Dreamers.
Bound to ,th» Wbeal; | The Lion in the Path,
By KATHARINE S A U N D E R S . ,
Margaretand Elizabeth | Heart Salvage.
'
Gideon's Rock.
Sebastian.
The High Mills.
_
„
By ADELINE SERGEANT.
Dr. Endicott's Experiment.
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By HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.
By T. W . SPEIGHT.
A Secret ot the Sea.
| The Grey Monk.
ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow BofyTrinity.
Ihe Junior Dean.
In
Orchard
Face of
Damerel
the World.
Master of St.Benedict's. The Iremiett Diamonds.
To his Own Master.
B y R. A . S T E R N D A L E .
Ihe Afghan Knife.
B y BERTHA THOMAS.
Frond Maisie.
•\ The Violin-Player.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live How. I Scarborough's FamUy
Frau Frohmann.
| The Land-Leaguers.
B y FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the I Anne Furness.
Sea.
I Mabel's Pregress.
B y I V A N T U R G E N I E F F , &c.
Stories trom Foreign HoveUsts.
B y MARK T W A I N .
The American Claimant. I Pudd;nl^ead Wilson.
The£l.a(IO,O0OBank-nate. I Tom Sawyer,Detectlve.
Tom Sawyer Abroad. |
B y C. C. F R A S E R - T Y T L E R .
Mistress Judith.: .
'^ .

By SARAH TYTbBR'.Lady Hell.
- - -, j j ^ KaciOiaH Ghosts.
Burled Diamonds.
| Ihe Macdonald Lass.
By ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen.
Ihe Prince ot Balklstan.
B y E. A. VIZETELLY.
Tbe Scorpion:. A Romance of Spain.
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
A Soldier's Children.
B y MARGARET WYNMAN,
My Flirtations.
B y E . ZOLA.
The Dowiitall.
| Money. | Lourdes.
The Dream.
I Ihe Fat and the Thin.
Dr. Pascal.
| Rome.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS;
Post 8vO| illustrated boards, 3S. each.

By ARTEMUS WARD.
Artemu* Ward Complete.
By EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.
B y HAMILTON A I D E .
Carr of Carrlyon.
I Confidences. |
B y MARY ALBERT.
Brooke-Flucbley's Daughter.

By Mrs. ALEXANDER
Maid, Wife or Widow ? I Valerie's Fata
By GRANT ALLEN
The Great Taboo.
Phllistla.
Dumaresci's Daughter.
Strange Stories.
Dnchess of Powysland.
Eahylon
Blood Boyal.
Per Malmle's Sake.
Ivan Qreet'B MasterIn all Shades.
piece.
Ihe Beckoning Hand
The Scallywag.
Ihe DevU's Die.
Ibis
Uortal CoiL
The Tents of Shem
B y E. LESTER ARNOLD.
Phra the Pbenician.
By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Graatley Grange.

BY PRANK
Fettered for Ufe.
Little Lady Unton.
Between Ufe & Death.
The Sin of Olg^ Zassoullch.
.,
^
FoUy Morrison, ^k,
Lieut. Barnabas,
w
Honest Davie.

BARRETT.
A Prodigal's Progress.
Found GuUty.
A Recoiling Vengeance.
For Love and Honour.
John Ford; and Hia
Helpmate.
Ihe woman ot the Iron
Bracelets.
B y S i r W . B E S A N T and J . RICE
Ready-Money Mortlboy By Celia's Arbour.
My Little Girl.
Chaplain ot the Fleet.
With Harp and Crown. The Seamy Side.
This Son ot Vulcan.
Ihe Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Golden Butterfly. In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Monks of Thelema. The Ten Years' Tenant.
B y Sir WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Condi- For Faith and Freedom.
tions of Men.
To CaU Her Mine.
The Captains' Boom.
The BeU of St. Paul's.
AU in a Garden Fair.
The Holy Bose.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
Dorothy Forster.
S.Katherlne's by Tower.
Uncle Jack.
The World Went Very Verbena OamelUa Ste*
Well Then.
T>hauotls.
Children of Gibeon.
The Ivory Gate.
Herr Faului.
Ihe Rebel Queen.
By AMBROSE BIERCE.
In the Mil.dst of Life.
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B y FREDERICK BOYLE
Chronicles of No-man's
Camp Notes.
Land.
Bavage Lite.
BY BRET HARTE.
FUp.
I Maruja.
Oalifomian Stories.
A PhyUis of the Sierras.
Gabriel Conroy.
A Waif of the Plains.
The Luck of Roaring A Ward ot the Qoiden
Camp.
Gate.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
By HAROLD BRYDQES,
Uncle Sam at Home.
By ROBERT BUCHANAN
The Martyrdom of MaShadow of the Sword.
deline.
A Child of Nature.
The New Abelard.
God and the Man.
Matt.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Heir of Linne.
The Master ot the Mine. Woman and the Man.
Annan Water.
B y HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime. I The Deemster.
A Son of Hagar.
|
B y Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise of the ' Black Prince.'
B y Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever.
I Juliet's Guardian.
B y HAYDEN CARRUTH.
The Adventures of Jones.
By AUSTIN CLARE.
For the Love ot a Lass.
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul FerroU Killed his Wife.
By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.
| Tbe Red Sultan.
B y C. A L L S T O N C O L L I N S .
The Bar Sinister.
B y MORT. & F R A N C E S COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty.
Sweet Anne Page.
The Village Comedy.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Mid- Ton Play me False.
Blacksnutb and Scholar
night.
A Fight with Fortune. Frances.
B y WILKIE COLLINS.
Armadale. ] AfterDark. My MlsceUanies.
No Name.
The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Antonina.
Man and Wife.
Basil.
Poor Miss Finch.
Hide and Seek.
The FaUen Leaves.
The Dead Secret.
Jezebel's Daughter.
Queen of Hearts.
The Black Robe.
Miss or Mrs. ?
Heart and Science.
The New Magdalen.
'I Say No I'
The Frozen Deep.
EvU Genius.
The Law and tho Lady The
Uttle
Novels.
The Two Destinies.
Legacy of Cain.
The Haunted HoteL
Blind Love.
A Rogue's Life.
B y M. J . C O L Q U H O U N .
Every Inch a Soldier.
B y D U T T O N COOK.
Leo.
I Paul Foster's Daughter.
B y C. E G B E R T CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.
B y M A T T CRIM.
The Adventures ot a Fair Rebel.
B y B . M. CROKER.
Pretty Miss NevlUe.
Proper Pride.
Diana Barrington.
A Family Likeness.
Village Tales and Jungle
'To Let.'
Tragedies.
A Bird of Passage.
By W. CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.
By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation.
By ERASMUS DAWSON.
Ihe Fountain of Youth.
, B y J A M E S DE MILLE.
& Castle in Spain.

PICCADILLY.

B y J. LEITH D E R W E N T .
Our Lady ot Tears.
| Circe's Lovers.
By CHARLES DICKENS.
Sketches
by Eoz.
Nicholas Nickleby.
Oliver Twist.
B y DICK DONOVAN.
The Mau-Hunter.
In the Grip of the Law.
Tracked and Taken.
From Information ReCaught at Last I
ceived.
Wanted I
Tracked to Doom.
Who Poisoned Hetty Link by Unk
Suspicion Aroused.
Duncan 1
Man from Manchester. Dark Deeds.
ADetective's Triumphs Riddles Bead.
B y Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour.
| Archie LoveU.
B y M. B E T H A M - E D W A R D S .
Felicia.
| Kitty.
By E D W A R D EGGLESTON.
Roxy.
B y G. M A N V I L L E F E N N .
The New Mistress.
I ;The Tiger Uly.
Witness to the Deed.
|
By PERCY FITZGERALD.
BeUa Donna.
Second Mrs. Tillotsoii.
Never Forgotten.
Seventy - live Brooke
Polly.
Street.
Fatal Zero.
The Lady of Brantome.
B y P. FITZGERALD and others.
Strange Secrets.
By ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
FUthy Lucre.
Olympla.B y R. B . F R A
King
Knave?
N C Ior
LL
ON.
One by One.
Romances of the Law.
A Real Queen.
Ropes of Sand.
Queen Cophetua.
A Dog and his Shadow
B y HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brother's Wife. | Ihe Lawton Girl.
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE,
Pandurang Hari.
B y HAIN F R I S W E L L .
One of Two.
By E D W A R D GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.
By GILBERT GAUL.
A Strange Manuscript.
Robin Gray.
B y C H A R L E SIn Honour
G I B B OBound.
N.
Flower of the Forest
Fancy Pree.
The Braes of Yai-row.
For Lack of Gold.
What will World Say 7 The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
In Love and War.
By Mead and Stream.
For the King.
Loving a Dream.
In Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow. A Hard Knot.
Hearts Delight.
A Heart's Problem.
Blood-Money.
The Dead H^art.
B y WILLIAM GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
j The Wizard ot thj
James Duke.
Mountain.
By E R N E S T GLANVILLE.
The Lost Heiress.
I The Fossicker.
A Fair Colonist.
B y R e v . S. B A R I N G G O U L D .
Red Spider.
I Eve.
JSy H E N R Y G R E V I L L E .
A Noble woman.
I Nikanor.
B y CECIL G R I F F I T H .
Corinthia Marazion.
By SYDNEY GRUNDY.
The Days of his Vanity.
By JOHN HABBERTON.
Brueton's Bayou.
| Cotmtry Luck.
B y A N D R E W HALLIDAY.
Everyday Papers. , .
B y L a d y D U F F U S HAF.DY,
Paul Wynter's Sacriflce.
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By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By J. BERWICK HARWOOD.
The Tenth Earl.
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
Beatrix Randolph.
BlUce Quentin.
Love—or a Name.
Fortune's Fool.
David Poindexter's DisMiss Oadogna.
appearance.
The Spectre ot the
Sebastian Stroma.
Camera.
Dust.
By Sir ARTHUR H E L P S .
Ivan de Blxon.
B y G. A . H E N T Y .
Rujub the Juggler.
By HENRY HERMAN.
A Leading Lady.
By HBADON HILL.
Zambra the Detective.
By JOHN HILL.
Treason Felony.
By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.
B y M r s . G E O R G E HOOPER.
The House ot Raby.
B y TIGHE HOPKINS.
Iwlxt Love and Duty.
Circe.
A Maiden
B yall
MForlorn,
r s . H U NA
GModern
E RVerner's
FOR
D , FUght.
Lady
In Durance
VUe.
The Red House Mystery
Marvel.
A Mental Struggle.
B y Mrs. A L F R E D HUNT.
Thornicroft'S Model.
| Self-Condemned.
That Other Person.
| The Leaden Casket.
By J E A N INQBLOW.
Fated to be Free.
By WM. JAMESON.
Hy Dead Self.
By HARRIETT JAY.
The Dark Colleen.
I Queen of Connaught,
B y MARK K E R S H A W .
Colonial Facts and Fictlona,
B y R. A S H E KING.
A Drawn Game.
| Passion's Slave.
• The Wearing of the BeU Barry.
Green.'
I
_
By JOHN LEYS.
The Lindsays.
_
B y E . LYNN^ LINTON,
The
Atonement
ot Learn
Patricia KembaU.
Dundas.
The World WeU Lost.
With a Silken Thread.
Under which Lord?
Rebel ot the FamUy.
Paston Carew.
Sowing the Wind.
' Hy Love I'
The One Too Many.
lone.
B y H E N R Y "W•. LUCY.
Qldeon Fleyce.
B y J U S T I N MCCARTHY.
Camiola.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Waterdale Neighbours. Douna Quixote.
Kv Enemy's Daughter. Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season.
AFalr Saxon.
Unley Rochford.
The Dictator.
Hiss Misanthrope.
Red Diamonds.
B y H U G H MACCOLL.
Ur. Stranger's Sealed Packet.
By GEORGE MACDONALD.
' >r aud Snow.
_
By A G N E S MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.
„.,„.„
By K A T H A R I N E S . MACQUOID.
Ihe Evil Eye.
{ Lost Rose.
B y W . H. MALLOCK.
A Romance of the Nine-1 The New Republi*.
teenth Century.
I

3^1

By FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open I Sesame I
I A Harvest of Wild Oat*.
Fighting the Air.
| WHtten in Fire.
B y J. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.
By BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.
B y L. T. M E A D E .
A Soldier of Fortune.
B y LEONARD MERRICK.
The Man who was Good.
By JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go.
| Mr. Dorilllon.
B y Mrs. MOLESWORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.
B y J. E. MUDDOCK.
Stories Weird and Won-1 From tho Bosom of tha
derful.
Deep.
Ihe Dead Man's Secret. I
B y D. C H R I S T I E M U R R A Y .
A Model Father.
A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat.
By the Gate of tbe Sea.
Coals ot Fire.
A Bit of Human Nature.
Val Strange.
First Person singular.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Bob Martin's Little Girl
Time's Revenges.
Tho Way of the World. A Wasted Crime.
Cynic Fortune.
In Direst Peril.
B y MURRAY and HERMAN.
One TraveUer Returns. I The Bishops' Bible.
Paul Jones's Alias.
|
By HENRY MURRAY.
A Game of BluS.
| A Song of Sixpence.
By HUME NISBET.
'Ball Up I '
I Dr.Bernard St. Vincent.
B y ALICE O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen.
| Chance ? or Pate 7
B y GEORGES OHNET.
Dr. Bameau.
I A Weird Gift.
A Last Love.
|
By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladles.
I The Greatest Heiress in
The Primrose Path.
I England.
B y Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY.
Phoebe's Fortunes.
B y OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.~
Two Ut. Wooden Shoss.
Moths.
Strathmore.
Bimbi.
Chandos.
PipistreUo.
IdaUa.
A VUlage Commune.
Under Two Flags.
Cecil Castlemaine'sQage Wanda.
Othmar.
Trlcotrin.
Frescoes.
Puck.
In Maremma.
FoUe Farine.
Guilderoy.
A Dog ot Flanders.
Bufflno.
Pascarel.
Syrlin.
Signa.
Santa Barbara.
Princess Napraxine.
Two Offenders.
In a Winter City.
Oulda's Wisdom, Wit,
Ariadne.
and Pathos.
Friendship.
B y MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.
B y C. L. P I R K I S .
Lady Lovelace.
B y E D G A R A. P O E .
The Mystery ot Marie Roget.
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.
Outlaw and Lawmaker.
Christina Chard.
B y E . C. P R I C E .
Valentina.
I Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
Tha Foreigners.
I Gerald.
B y RICHARD P R Y C E .
Kiss MaxweU's Affections.
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By JAMES PAYN.
Eentlnck's Tutor,
The Talk of the Town.
Murphy's Master.
Holiday Tasks.
A County FamUy.
A Perfect Treasure.
What He Cost Her.
At Her Mercy.
Cecil's Tryst.
A Confidential Agent.
The ClySards of Clyffe. Glow-worm Tales.
The Foster Brothers.
The Burnt Million.
Sunny Stories.
Found Dead.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Halves.
The Family Scapegrace.
Fallen Fortunes.
GwendoUne's Harvest.
Humorous Stories.
Like Father, Uke Son.
£200 Reward.
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
A Marine Residence.
Mirk Abbey.
Less Black than We're
By Proxy.
Painted.
Some Private Views.
Under One Roof.
A Grape from a Thorn.
High Spirits.
Carlyon's Year.
The Mystery of Mlrbrldge.
From ExUe.
The Word aud the Will.
For Cash Only.
Kit.
A Prince of the Blood.
A Trying Patient.
The Canon's Wai'd.
By CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to A lerriblelemptation.
Foul Play.
Mend.
The Wandering Heir.
Christie Johnstone.
Hard Cash.
The Double Marriage.
Put Yourself in His Singleheart and Doubleface.
Place
Love Me Uttle, Love Good Stories of Men and
other Animals.
Me Long.
The Cloister and the Peg Woffington.
Griffith Gaunt.
Hearth.
The Course ot True A Perilous Secret.
Love.
A Simpleton.
The Jilt.
Readlana.
The Autobiography ot A Woman-Hater.
a Thief.
B y M r s . J H. RIDDELL.
Weird Stories.
The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.
The Mystery inPalace.
Her Mother's Darling.
Gardens.
The Prince of Wales's The Nun's Curse,
Idle Tales.
Garden Party.
B y AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Dering.
B y P. W . R O B I N S O N .
Women are Strange.
| The Hands of Justice.
By J A M E S RUNCIMAN.
Skippers and SheUbacks. | Schools and Scholars.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
By W . CLARK RUSSELL,
Round the GaUey Fire. The Romance of Jenny
Harlowe.
On the Fo'k'Sle Head.
In the Middle Watcb. An Ocean Tragedy.
A '7oyage to the Cape. My Shipmate Louise.
A Book tor the Ham- Alone on a Wide Wide
Sea.
mock.
The Mystery of the
' Ocean Star.'
B y GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight aud DayUght.
B y JOHN S A U N D E R S .
Guy Waterman.
| The Lion in ths Path.
The Two Dreamers.
I
B y KATHARINE S A U N D E R S .
Joan Merryweather.
I Sebastian.
The High MiUs.
.
Margaret and ElizaHeart Salvage.
I beth.
B y G E O R G E R. S I M S .
Rogues and Vagabonds. Tinkletop's Crime.
Zeph.
The Ring o' BeUs.
Mary Jane's Memoirs. My Two Wives.
Memoirs of a Landlady.
Mary Jane Married.
Scenes frcm the Show.
Tales of Today.
The 10 Commandments
Dramas of Lite.
B y A R T H U R SKETCHLEY,
A Match in the Dark.

By HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.
iBy T. W ' S P E I G H T .
The Mysteries ot Heron B%c)L to Life.
Dyke.
The LoiidwaterTragedy.
The Golden Hoop.
Burgos Romance.
Quittance in FnU.
Hoodwinked.
A Husband from the Sea
By Devious Ways.
By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity.
| To His Own Master.
The Junior Dean.
Orchard Damerel.
Master of St.Benedict's |
B y R. A . S T E R N D A L E .
The Afghan Knife.
B y R. L O U I S S T E V E N S O N .
New Arabian Nights. { Prince Otto.
B y BERTHA THOMAS.
Cresslda.
I The VloUn-Player.
Proud Malsle.
|
By WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories Retold.
B y T. A D O L P H U S TROLLOPE,
Diamond Cut Diamond.
B y F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the I Anne Furness.
Sea.
I Mabel's Progress.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
Frau Frohmann.
The Land-Leaguers
Marion Fay.
'"'—
The American
*
^-- "
Senator.
Kept in the Dark.
UtT, Soarborough'a
John Caldlgate.
Family.
The Way We Uve Now. GoldenLion of Oranpera
By J. T. T R O W B R I D G E .
FarneU's
's FoUy.
FoUy.
_^ B y I V A N T U R G E N I E F F , &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.
B y MARK TWAIN.
A Pleasure Trip on the Life on the Mississippi.
Continent.
The Prince and the
The Mlded Age.
Pauper.
Huckleberry Finn.
A Yankee at the Court
MarkTwaln's Sketches.
of King Arthur.
Tom Sawyer.
The £1,000,000 Bank.
A Tramp Abroad.
Note.
Stolen White Elephant.
B y C. C. F R A S E R - T Y T L E R .
Mistress Judith.
B Pass,
y S A R A H TYTLER,
The Bride's
The Huguenot Family.
Buried Diamonds,
The BlackhaU Ghosts.
St. Mungo's City.
What SheCamelhrough
Lady Bell.
Beauty and the Beast.
Noblesse ObUge.
Citoyenne JaqueUne.
Disappeared.
By ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen.
B y A A R O N W A T S O N and LILLIAS
WASSERMANN.
The Marquis of Carabas.
By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Trust-Money.
B y M r s . F . H. WILLIAMSON.
A Child Widow.
B y J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Lite.
I Begimeutal Legends.
B y H. F. WOOD.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.
B y L a d y WOOD.
Eablna.
B y C E L I A P A R K E R WOOLLEY.
Rachel Armstrong ; or. Love and Theology.
B y E D M U N D YATES.
Ihe Forlorn Hope.
I Castaway.
Land at Last.
I
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ESTABLISHED

1851.

BIRKBECK

BANK,

Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London.
TWO-AND-A-HALF per C E N T . I N T E R E S T allowed on D E P O S I T S ,
repayable on demand.
T W O per CE-NT. on C U R R E N T ACCOUNTS, on the minimuni
monthly balances, when not drawn below ;f loo.
STOCKS, S H A R E S , and A N N U I T I E S purchased and sold.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT.
For the encouragement of Thrift, the Bank receives small sums oa
deposit, and allows Interest monthly on each completed £i.

BIRKBECK

BUILDING

SOCIETY.

HOW TO PURCHASE A HOUSE for Two Guineas per Month.

BIRKBECK

FREEHOLD LAND SOCIETY.

H O W TO P U R C H A S E A P L O T O P L A N D for F i v e S h i l l i n g s
per Month.
The B I R K B E C K A L M A N A C K , with full particulars,

post free.

FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT, Manager.

OSBORNE, BAUER & GHEESEMAN'S
CELEBRATED

"THE INCOMPARABLE
SMELLING SALTS,"
As supplied to the Queen.

SPECIALTIES.
INVALUABLE IN HOT ASSEMBLIES
ALWAYS REFRESHING.
OFGREATVALUEIntheSICK ROOM
The besf companion at Church, Chapel, Ball,
Theatre, or any heated assembly.

Bottles, IS., IS. 6rf., zs. and'2s. ti. Post free
(for Stamps) from the Sole Proprietors.

Cleanses, strengthens and promotes Groivtk of
Hair, removes Scurf and produces healthy action
of Sktn.

A SUPERIOR

BATH AND SHAVING SOAP.

BAUER'S

"HEAD.r„80AP."

A SSAMPOO
AT
HOME,
td. Tablets post free (for Stamps)
of Sole Proprietors.
Sold by all Chemists, Perfumers and Stores. Prepared only by

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN, Perfumers to the Queen,
Sole Proprietors of "BAby's Soap," specially prepared for Children or Adults with
Tender Skin, 6d.," Nafatha Soap " for Tender Feet," Glycerine and Honey Jelly "
for Chaps and Roughness of the Skin," Glymlel Soap," prevents Rouehness of Skim

19, GOLDEN SQUARE. REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.
Lfgs]

Awarded Six Gold and Prize li/ledals, 1884, the only
Year we haue Exhibited.

LORIMER'S
LORIMER'S COCA WINE.
for Drowsiness, Hunger, Fatigue, Exhaustion, Nervous Disorders, Indigestion, Debility, and all who feel below par.
A Retired Aged Gentleman writes—" I was led to try Lorimer's Coca Wine, and
the effect was simply marvellous. My pulse rose to its old rate of 64, in a few days
tny appetite returned, and I have not known fatigue since, though out in my garden
seven or eight hours every day. In fact, I am stronger now than I have been during
the past five years, and the blessing I feel it.
, no tongue can tell. My wholei
etame thrills with gratitude."*
*The original letter may be seen at our ofBce, but we are not at liberty to publish
the writer's name.

Invaluable, alike for.the Robust or Invalids.

HOUSEHOLD
PARRISH'S

GOLD MEDAL CHEMICAL FOOD.
OAtlTION.—The only Chemical Food officially recognised as " ParTlsh'S " by a
| a r y of Medical Experts is "Parrlsh's GOLD MBDAL Ohemlcal Food." The proprietors would respectfully ask the public to refuse all substitutes and highly-injurl<ins imitations, and to see their name is on the label.

COMFORTS
LORIMER'S

COMPOUND SYRUP OF THE HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Recommended by the Medical Profession throughout the World for its
Vitalising and Strengthening
Powers.
" NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, February 46th, 1887.
" For two months I have been suffering from SCIATICA, tho result of overwork,
over worry and exposure, and for some time was so bad as to be unable to put foot
to ground.
. . I consider myself almost entirely Indebted to your Syr.
Btypophogph. Co. for the rapidity of my convalescence. Yours faithfully,
.
, M,B., CM."

SOLD
Sole Proprietors

EVERYWHERE.
and Manufacturers

:>—

LORIMER & CO., Britannia Row, London, N.

Q P P ' P T AT TTTirC Sent Abroad by Parcels Post at Current Rates,
FROM T H E LABORATORY OF

TIl:01V[lLS JACKSON,
Kappa\ Strangeways, MANCHESTER. [1895.
JACKSON'S BENZINE RECT.
**

At ed., Is. ajid 2s. 6 d . ; by Parcels Post, 3d. extra.

For taking out Grease, Oil, Paint, Sec, from all absorbent fabrics. Dress or
Drapery, Kids, Books and Manuscript it cleans with equal success.

AT THE

WORLD'S FAIR, CHICAGO, 1893.
:-< i -
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PRINCE
ALBERT'S
CACHOUX.

Price 6d.&l/by Inland Post

7d. & 1/1

-<
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•i
I

-<

-I

•<
•<

Dainty Morsels in the form of Tiny Silver Bullets, which
dissolve in the m o u t h and surrender t o the breath their
hidden fragrance.

•"

1

-<
4,
•i
4

TACKSON'S Chinese Diamond CEMENT.
At 6d. and I s . ; by Inland Post for Is. 2d.

-<

For Mending every article of Ornament or Furniture, Glass, China,
Earthenware and What Not.

•i

•i
-i
•>

-<

TACKSON'S RUSMA.
**

At I s . ; by Inland Post for Is. 2d.

For Removal of Hair from the Arms, Neck or Face, without the use of the razor,
as well as Sunburn or Tan from the bkin.

Sold by Druggists and Kindred Retailers.
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P E A R S'
Soap is a p u r e soap, without
excess of alkali or excess of fat.
It is cheap, too, for being a
perfect soap, and without a d mixture of water, it lasts longer
than an adulterated article.
It has obtained

2 0 HIGHEST AWARDS,
and has t h e largest sale of any
Toilet Soap in the w^orld.
]

^ 1

WI
*

T h e public a r e not permitted
by s o m e s h o p k e e p e r s to have
PEARS' Soap, because they make |
much more profit by recommending inferior articles.
'ODMUND eV.AM^, tNQRAVER AND PRINTER, RACQUET COURT, FLEET STREET, LONDON, €.0.

