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THE WATCHER RBRY THE THRESHOLI,

CHAYTER [.—THE HOUSE OF MORE.

I mAVE fold thia story to
many saudiences with diverse
results, and once again I take
my reputation in my hands
and brave the perils. To the
gommon circle of my friends
it waa & romance for a winter's
fire, and I, the most prosaio
of mon, was credited with a
fancy. Onee I repeated it to
an acquaintance, who, scenting
mystery, transcribed i1l in a
notebook, and, with feigned
names, it figured in the pub-
lications of a Learned Society.
Oue man only heard me with
true sppreciation; but Le was
a wandering spirit with an ear
open to marvels, and I hesi-
tate to advance his security.
He received it simply, saying
that Giod was great, and I
cannot nmprove upiém his com-
ment.

A chill evening in the early
Octaber of the year 180 found
me driving in a dog-cart
fhrongh the belts of antique
woodland which forin the low-
land hmits of the hilly parish
of More. The Highland ex-
press, which brought me from
the north, took me no farther
than Perth. Thence it Lad
been a slow journey in a dis-
jointed local train, till I emerged
on the platform at Morefoot,
with a bleak prospect of pit-
stalks, coal-heaps, gertain gour
corn-lands, and far to the
wost 2 line of moor where the

I

AOn was sotiing, A neat groom
and a respectable trap took
the edge off my discomfort,
and soon I had forgotten my
spenifice and found eves for
the darkening landscape. We
were driving through a land
of thick woods, cut at rare
intervals by old long-frequented
highways. The Mors, which
at Morefool is an vpen sewer,
became o  sullen  woodland
atream, where the bwown leaves
of the seagzon drifted. At times
we would pass an ancient lodge,
and through o gap in the trees
would come u mlimpso of chipped
erow-step gable,  The namen of
such houses, as told me by my
companiom, wera all famous,
This one liad been the home
of a drunken Jacobite laird,
andd a kind of north-couantry
Medmenham,  TUnholy revels
had waked the old halls, and
the devil had heen toasted
at many a hell-fire dinner,
The next was the property of
9 gereat Heots law family, and
thare the old Lord of Session
who bwmit the place, in hie
frowey wig and carpet slippers,
had laid down the canons of
Taste for his day and soclsty,
The whele country had the air
of faded and bygone gentility.
The nocssy roadside walls had
stood for two hundred years,
the few wayside houses were
tollbars or defunct hostelries.
The namen, too, were great —
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Scvots Daronial with a smack
of France — Chatelray and
Retverslaw, Black Holm and
Fountainblue. The place had
a cunning charm, mystery
dwelt in every cranny, and
vet it did not  please s,
The earth smelt heavy and
raow, the roads were red nnder-
foot, all was olid, sorrowful, and
uncaany.  Compared with the
fresh Highland glen I had left,
where wind and sun and fHying
showers wero never absent, all
was chilly and dull aud dead.
Even shen il sun sent a
shiver of crinson over the
cresta of certain firs, I felt no
delight In the prospoct. I
admitted shamefacedly to my-
scell that T was in a very bad
{uraper.

I haed Buen staying at Glen-
atelll  wath  the  Clanroydens,
and for a weolk had found the
proper plaasure 1n life. You
know the home with 1ta old
rooms and gardens, amd the
miites of heather which (lefend
it from the world. The shoot-
ing  had beoen  extracrdinary
for a wild place far on in the
season, for there are few par-
tridges and the woondeock ave
notorionsly late, 1 had done
respectably in my stalking,
more than respectably on the
river, and creditably on the
mooras.  Morcover, thers were
pleasant peonlo in the houwse—
and there woers the Clanroydens.
I hud had o hard year's work,
pustained to the last moment
of term, and a forinight in
Norway had been disastrous.
It was therefore with real
comfort that I had settled
myself down for another ten
days in Glenaicill, when all
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my plana were shattered hy
Sybil's letter. Syhil s my
cousin amld my very good friend,
and 1o old days when I was
briefless I had fallen in love
with her many times. DBut she
vary sensibly chose otherwise,
antd married 2 man Ladlaw—
Robert John Ladlaw—who had
heen at school with me, He
was a cheery, gowl-huinoured
tellow, a great apﬂrtsma.n, a
justice of the peace and deputy-
lieutenant for his county, and
romtething of an antiguary in
a mild way. He had a box in
Lecicestershire to whicl: he went
in the hunting season ; but from
February €ill October he lived
1 his moeorland home. The
Place was called tho House of
More, aril I had shot at it
unce or twice in reconl years,
I remembered is lonelinesa and
its comfort, the charming diffi-
dent Sybil and Ladlaw’s genial
welcomne, And my  recolleo-
tiong set e puzzling again
over the letter which that
maorning had broken into my
comfort, “You promised us a
visit this autumn,” Sybil had
written, “and I wish you
would come as soon ad you
can.” Bo far gommon polite-
ness. But she had gone on
to raveal the fact {liat Ladlaw
was i, she did not know how
exactly, but somsthing, sha
thonght, abont his  heart
Then she had  signed  herself
my afloclionate conain, and
then had come a short violemt
postseript, in which, as it were,
the fences of eonvention had been
luild low, * For ITeaven's sake
come and see us!” she scrawled
bolow., “Bob is terribly ill,
anel [ am crazy. Come at
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cnee.”  And then she finished
with an afterthought, “Don’t
bother about bringing doctors,
It is mot their business.”

She had assumed that I
would come, and dutifully I set
cut. I could wet regret my
decigion, but I tock leave to
upbraid my luck. Thae thought
of Glenaicill with the woodenck
beginning to arrive, and the
Clanroydans imploring me to
atay, saddenad my journey in
the morning, and the murky,
coally, midlamd country of the
afternoon complated my depres-

sion. The drve through the
wootllamls of More friled to

raise my spivits. I was anxious
about Bybil awl Ladlaw, and
the acecursed country had al-
ways given me o certain eeri-
ness o my first approaching it
You may call it silly; but I
have no nerves, and am little
susceptible to vague sentiment.
It was sheer physical dislike of
the rich deep soil, the wooly
and antigue smells, the melan-
choly roads and trees, and the
flavour of old myatﬂrv I nm
agoressively healthy and wholly
Philistine. I love clenr out-
lines and strong colours, and
More, with its hal-tints and
hazy distances, depressed me
naserably,  Even when ihle
road crept uphill and the (rees
ended, I found nothing to
hearten ma in the moorland
which succeeded, It was genu-
ine moorland, close on 80U feat
above the sea, and throngh it
ran this old grass-grown aonch-
road,  Low hills rose to the Teft,
anil to the right affer some miles
of peat flared the chimnoys of
pita and oil-works. Straight
i front the moor ran out into

The Watcher by the Threshold.

19

the horizon, and there in the
centre was the last dying spark
of the sun. The place was as
still a3 the grave save for the
crunch of our wheels on the
grassy rouwd ; Dbul the Haring
lights fo the north seemed to
endow 1t with life. I have
rarely folt so keenly the feeling
of movement in the inaidmate
worlll, Tt was  an  unguiet
place, and | shivered nervously.
Little glearns of loch camo from
the hollows, the burns were
brown with peat, and every
nuw and then there rose in the

moor  jags ol sickening  ved
stome, I remoembered that Lad-

Liw luad talked about the place
a# the old danann, the holy land
of the ancient races. T Lol paid
htile attention at tlue dine, Dot
now it struck me that the old
peoples Lad Deen wise m thenr
choise.  There wad something
uneainy m tits soil and air
Framed n danls mysterious
woodls, and a country of econl
aud ironstone, no preat  dis-
tance, too, from the capital
eity, il was a sullen Telic of a lost
barbarisn.  QOver the low hills
lay a green pastoral conntry
with  Iwight  streams  and
villevs, but here in this peaty
degert there wero few sheep aud
Iitrle cultivation.  The Heuse
of More was e only dwelling,
and, save for the rageed villaga,
the wildetness was miven nver
to the wild things of the halls,
The shooting was zood ; but the
hast F.Imntmg on E'futh would
not peranade me to make my
abode in such a place.  Fadlaw
was ill; well, I <id not wonder.
You can have uplands without
air, mmoars that are not health-
giving, and a counlry life which
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is more arducus than a towns-
man’s, [ shivered again, for
seemmad to have passed in a few
hours from the open noon to a
kind of dank twilight,

We passed the village and
entersd the lodge-gates, Here
there were trees again, little
innocent new-planted firs, which
Hlourished hadly. Some large
plane-trees grow near the house,
and there were thickets upon
thickets of the ugly elder.
Even in the half - darkuess
I could see that the lawns
were tritn and the flower-beds
reapectabla for  the season;
doubtless Sybil looked after the
gardeners. The oblong white-
waahed house, more like & bar-
rack than ever, opened suddenlty
ont ty aight, and I oxporienced
my firat sense of comfort sinca
I leoft Glenalcill Tlere I shonld
find warmth and company, and,
sure encugh, the hall-deor was
wide open, and in the great
[locd of light which poured from
it Syhbil stood to welcome me.

She ran down the steps as I
dismounted, and, with a word
to the groom, caught my arm
and drew ma into the shadow.
“ Oh, Henry, it was 8o good of
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you to come, You mustn't let
Bob think that you know he is
ill. Wea don’t talk about it,
I'1} tell you afterwards. I want
you to cheer him up, Now we
must go in, for he is in the hall
expecting you,”

While I stood blinking in the
light, Ladlaw ¢ame forward
with outstretehed hand and his
usual cheery greeting. Ilecked
at him and saw nothing un-
natural in hia appearance: a
little drawn at the lips, per-
haps, and heavy below the
pyes, but still fresh-coloured and
healthy, It was Sybil who
showed change, She was very
pale, her pretty eyes were de-
plorably mournful, and in place
of her delightful shyness there
was the self-confidence and com-
posure of pain. I was honestly
slocked, and as I dressed my
hesrt wua full of hard thoughts
about Ladlaw, What econid
his illness mean? He seemed
well and cheerful, whila Syhil
was pale, and yet it was Sybil
who had written the postseript
Aa T warmed myself by the fire,
I resclved that this particular
family difficulty was my proper
business,

IL.

The Ladlaws were waiting
for me in the drawing-room.
I noticed something new and
atrange in Sybil's demeanour,
HShe looked to her husband with
a motherly protective air, whila
Ladlaw, who had been the ex-
treme of masouline independ-
ence, seemed to oling to his
wife with & euricus appesaling
fidelity. Inconversation he did
little more than echo her words.

Till digner was anncunced he
spoke of the weather, the
shooting, and Mahel Clanroy-
der. Then he did a queer
thing, for, when I wes about
to offer my arm to Sybil, he
foreatalled me, and, clutohing
her right arm with his laft hand,
led the way te the dining-room,
leaving me tc follow in pome
bawilderment.

I have rarely taken part in &
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more dismal meal. The House
of More has a pretty Georgian
panelling throngh meost of the
rooms; but in the dining-reom
the walls are level, and painted
& dull stome colour. Abraham
offered up lsaac in a ghastly
pieture in front of me. Some
photographa of the Quorn hung
ovaer the mantelpiece, and five
or s1x drab ancestors filled up
tha remaining space. But oue
thing was new and startling.
A great marble bust, a genuine
antique, frowned on me from a
pedestal. The head was in the
late IRoman styla, clearly of
some emperor, and in 1ts com-
monplace environment the great
brows, the massive neck, and
the mysterions, solamn lips had
a surprising effect. I nodded
towards the thing, and asked
what it represented.

Ladlaw grunted smrmthmg
which T took for “ Justiman,”
but he never raised his eyes
from his plate. DBy accident I
paught Sybil's glance.  She
looked towards the bust, and
lIaid a finger on her lips,

The meal grew more doleful
as 1t advanced. Sybil scarcely
touchad g dish, but her hushand
ate ravenously of everything.
He was a strong, thick-set maun,
with & syusre, kindly face,
burued brown by the sun,
Now he seemad to have sudl-
denly coarsened. He gobbled
with undignified haste, and his
eye was extraordinarly vacant.
A question made him start, and
he wounld turn on me a face so
strange and inert that 1 re-
pented the interruption.

I asked him about the
autumn’s sport, and he ocllected
bis wits with diffieulty. He
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thought it had been good on
the whole, but la had shot
badly. He had not bean quite
s0 it as nanal, No, he had had
neboedy staying with him—Syhil
had wanted to be alone. He
was afraid the moor might have
been under-shot, but he would
make z big day with keepers
ami farmers before the wintor.

“DBob has done pretty well,”
Bybil said.  “He hasn't been
vut often, for Lhe weather has
been very bad lbere. You gan
have ne idea, Henry, how
horvible this moorland place of
oura can be when 1t tries. It
18 one great sponge somstimes,
wills ugly red bims, and mud
to the ankles”

“1 don't think it’s healthy,”
said L

Ladlaw liftod his fuce.  “ Nor
do I: I ithink it’s mtolerable;
but I am so busy, I can't get
wway,”

Onee again I cauglit Syhil's
warning eye a3 I was about te
question hin on his business.

Clearly the man's brain had
recoived o shock, and he was
beginning to suffer from hallue-
inations.,  This could hbe tha
only explanation, for he had
always led a temperate life,
The distrait wandering manner
was the only sign of 1113 malady,
for otharwise he seemed normal
anil medicers as aver. My heart
grisved for Syhil, alonv with
him in this willerness.

Then Le broke the ailence.
He lifted his head and luoked
nervously around till his eye
foll on the Roman bust.

“De you kunow that this
ecountry - side is the old Ma-
nann " lie sald.

It was an odd turn to the
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cimversation, but I was glad
of a sign of intelligence. I
ansawearad thai I had heard ao,

“It's u queer name,’’ he sanl
oracularly ; “but the thing it
atood for was quecrer. Mavann,
Manaw,” ho repeated, rolling
the words on Lis tongus, Ag
Lie spoke, he glanced sharply,
and, as it scemed to me, fear-
fully, al lis lafl side,

The movement of hizs bedy
nuule his napkin slip from his
laft fnea and fall on the Hoor.
It leaned against his leg, and
ha started from its touch as if
he had besn stung by a snake.
1 bave never seen a mnore sheer
ahnd transparent lerror on a
man’s faeo.  Ilo got Lo his feot,
his strong framo shalang like
a rusle Bybil ran round to his
sicla, pu_.kul up the napkin, and
ﬂung_, 1 on o sidelward,  Then
she stroked his hair as one wonld
sbroke a {rightened horse. She
cafled him hy hiz old bov's
name of Robin, and at her
tonck  amd volee he  became
quiet. Bul the particular
courso thou i progress wag
renioved untasted,

In a few minmstes he seemad
to have forgotten his hehaviour,
for he took up the former con-
versation. Hor a time he spoke
well and briskly.

“Youlawyers,” he gaid, ¥ un-
derstand only the dry frame-
work of tho past. You cannot
conceive the rapture, winch only
the antiquary ecan fesl, of con-
structing in every detail an old
cultura, Take this Manann,
It 1 could explore the secret of
these moors, I would write the
world's greatest book, I would
write of that prehistorie life
when man was kmnit close to

The Waitcher by the Threshold,

[Dac,

natore, 1 would describe the
peopla who were brolhers of the
red earth and the red rock and
the red atreams of the hills,
Oh, it would be horrible, but
guperh, tremendons! It would
be more than a piece of history ;
it would be a new gospol, a now
theory of hfe. It would kil
materialism oneo and for all
Why, man, all the poets who
have deified and porsonified
nature would not do an eighth
part of my work., 1 wouldshow
yon the unknown, the deous,
slirieking mystery at the back of
this simpla natire.  Men would
sea the profundity of the old
crucle faiths which they affect
to despize. I would malke a
pictura of cur shagey, somhbre-
oyed  [orefather, who heard
strange  things in  the hill-
stfences. I would show Lim
bruta! and terror-stricken, but
wise, wise, Gol alore ltaows
how wise! The Homans knew
it, and they learned what they
could from him, but he did not
tell them much. But we have
some of his blood in us, and we
may go deeper. Manann! A
queer land newadays! 1 some-
times leve 1l and sometimes
hate 1t, but I always fear it.
It 15 like that statue, inscrat-
able.”

I would have told Lim thai
he waa talking mystical non-
sense ; but I had looked towards
the bust, and my rndeness waa
checked on my lips. The moor
might be a common piesce of
ugly waste land, but the statue
was inscrutable—of that there
was no doubt. 1 hate your
cruel, heavy - mouthed Roman
busts; to me they have none
of the beauty of life, and little
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of the interest of art. DBut my
eyes were fastened on thin ag
they had never before looked
ch marhble. The oppression of
the heavy woodlands, the mys-
tery of the silent moor, seemed
to be caught and held in this
face. It wua the intangible
mystery of culture on the verge
of savagery, a ecruel, lusiful
wisldlom, and vet a lind of
bitter ansterity which langhed
at the game of life and stood
aloof. Thero was no wealiness
in the heavy-veined brow and
slumlirous ayelids, It was the
face of one who lad conquered
the worll and found it Just
and ashes, ono who had eaten
of the tree of the knowledpe
of good auld evil and scorned
hurnan wisdormn.  Aud at thae
same flme It was the face of
one who knew uneenny things,
a man who was the mtimate
of the half-world and the dim
backgronml of life. Wly on
earth [ should comnect the
Roman grandee ! wilth the
moorland parish of More, I
cannol say; but the fact re-
maius, that there was thal
in the face which I knew hal
haunted e through the wood-
lands and bogs of the place,
a aleepless, dismal, incoherent
melancholy,

“I hought that at Colenzo’s,”
Ladlaw said, “because it took
my fancy. It iwmalches well
with this place.”

I thonght it matehed very il
with his draly walls and Quorn
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photographs, but I lald
peace,

“ Do you konow who it is?"
he asked. “It is the head of
the greateat man the world has
ever sven.  You are 4 lawyer
and know your fustinian.”

The Pandects aro scarcely
part of the daily work of a
comrnon - law barrigter. I had
uot leoked into tliem sinee [
loft college,

“I know that he married an
actress,” T sall, “and was a
sort of all-round genius,  He
made law and fought battles
ard Tad rows with the Chureli.
A rcurlous man! And wasn't
thoro somme  story  about  lhis
sellingg lur sonl to tlhe Devil
mul getting law in exchange,
Railer a poor barpain U

I chattered away silhly
encugly, Lo dispel the gloom of
that dinner-table, The rvesult
of my words wag wihappy.
Liadlaw gasped, and caught at
liis left gide as ifF in pain.
Syrbil, with Aragie eyes, lad
been 1Ak Eif_‘llh o meae to
hold my peace.  Now she ran
romnd to her husband’s side
and coinforted him like a ehild,
As slie pagsed me she managed
to whisper in iy ear to talk to
her only and let hier husband
alone.

For the rest of dinper 1
obeyed my orders to the lelter.
Ladlaw ate his food in rluoiny
gilence, whila I spoke to Syhil
of our relatives and friends, of
London, Glepaicill, amnd any

my

little power to affect me.

L | Im'm identifled the bust, which, when seen utider other cireumatances, had
I6 wag n copy of the hesd of Jestinien in the Tesei

Mpseuin at Venice, and several duplicates exist, dating apparently from the
seventh century, and rhowing tracez of Byzantine decadence in the scrollwork

or, the hair,
Windscheid's * Pandekicnlobrbuch.

14 i engraved io M. Delacroix’a * Byszantium,' and, 1 think, in
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random subject, The poor girl
was dismally forgetful, and her
eye wonkl wander to her
hushand with wifely anxiety,
I remember heing saddenly
ovoreome by the somic aspect
of i1t all. Here were we three
fools slone in this dank npland,
ona of ua sick and nervous,
talking out-of-the-way nonsense
about Manann and Justinian,
gobbling hiz food and getting
scared at his napkin, another
gravely anxious, and myself at
my wits' end for a solution. It
was a Mad Tea-party with a
vengeancs, Syhil the melancholy
little Dormoese, and Ladlaw the
incotprehensible Hatter, 1
laughed aloud, but checlked
myself when 1 canght my
cousin’s eye. It was really no
case for finding humour. Lad-
law was very ill, and Sybil's
faca waa getiing deplorably
thin,

I weltomed the end of that
menl with unmannerly joy, for
I wanted to rpeak seriously
with my host. Syhil told the
butler to have the lamps lit in
the library. Then she leaned
over to me and apoke low and
rapidly : “L wanf you to talk
with Bob, I'm sure you can
do bim good. You'll have to
ba very patient with him aud
very gentla, Oh, please try
and find ont what is wrong
with him. He won't tell me,
and I can ouly guess.”

The butler returned with
word that the library was
ready to receive us, and Syhil
roge to go, Ladlaw lhali rose,
protesting, making the meost
curioes, foeeble elutches at his
gida, Hiz wife quisted him.
“Henry wil look after you,
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dear,” she asid, “You are
going inte the library to
smoke.” Then she slipped

fromn the room, and we were
left alone.

He caught my arm fiercaly
with his left hand, and his grip
nearly made me cry out. As
we walked down the hall I
conld feel his arm twitching
from the olbow to the shonlder,
Clearly he was in pain, and
I mot it down to some form of
cardiac aifection, which might
possibly 1ssue in paralysis

I settled him in the biggest
arm-chair, and took ome of his
cigars,  The library is the
plessantest room in the houss,
and at night, when a peat-fire
burned on the old learth and
the great red curtains were
drawn, it used to be the place
f[or comfort and geod talle
Now I noticed changes. Lad-
law's  book-shelves had been
filled with the proceedings of
antiguarian societies and many
light-hearted works in belles-
lettres. But now the Badmin-
ton Library had bheen cleared
out of a shelf where it stood
most convenient to the hand,
and its place taken by an old
Leyden reprint of Justinian.
There were hooks on Byzan-
tine subjects of which I never
dreamed he had heard the
names, There were volumes
of history and speculation, all
of a slightly bizarre kind ; and
to crown everything, there were
several bulky medical worka
with gaudily ecoloured plates.
The old atmosphere of sport
and travel had gone from the
room, with the medley of rods,
whips, and guon-cases which
used to oumber the tables
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Kow the piace was maderately
tidy and slightly learned—and
L did not hike it.

Ladlaw =+fused to smeke,
and sat for a little while in
pilence, Then ol his own necord
ke broke the tension,—

“It was devilish good of
you to come, Harry, This is
a lonely place for & man who is
a bit seedy.”

“1 thouzht you might be
alone,” T said, * so I looked you
up on my way down from
Glenaicill. TI'm sorry io hind
you looking ill”

- “Do you notice it ?"” he asled
sharply.

“Ti%s tolerably patent,” T sadd.
“Have vou seen a doctor?”

He gan] sometlune  uncomn-
plimentary abont doctors, and
kept looking at me with his
curious dull cyves.

I remarked the strange pos-
fure in wiich he sat—las Lead
sorewed  round to hiy right
shoulder, and his whole bady
& protest against something at
his left hand,

“TIt looka like yonr heart,” 1
said,  “You seern 1o have paing
in yonr left pide.”

Again a spasm of fear. 1
went over to hun and stood at
the back of his chair,

“Now, for goodness’ sake,
nmy dear fellow, tell me what
iz wrong ?  Youre scaring
Sybil to death. It's lmm]v
work for (ke poor irl, and
H w13h you would let me help
you.”

He was lying back in his
chair now, with his eyes half
ghut, and shivering like a
frightened colt. The extra-
ordinary change in one who
had been the stromgest of the
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atrong kept me from realising
its gravity. I put a hand on
his shoulder, but he thung it off;

“ For (tod’s sake sit down!™
he saidl lLicarsely. “T'm going
to tell you; but I'll never make
yvou nncderstand.”™

I sat down prowptly opposite
him.

“It's the Devil,”
solemmly.

I am alrand that T was rude
cuough to laugh,. He took no
notive, hut sat with tha game
tense, wmiserable air, staring
over my head.

“Right,” said L. “Then it
is the Devil. It's 1 new con-
Plaint, so it’s as well T did not
bring o doctor. How does it
alfect you?”

He masde the oll nnpotent
cluteh at the aie wath lns ot
hand, I had the seuse to be-
come  grave at onee,  Clearly
this was some mental atfection,
some  hadlucination  bern of
physical pain,

Then hs began to talk in a
low wolce, very rapidly, with
his hexd bent forward like a
Lunted animal’s,. I am nol
going to set down what he told
me in his own words, for they
werg  inoolierent  often, and
thers was  much  repetition.
But I am going to write the
gist of the odd story which
took my sleep awsy on that
antnmn night, with such ex-
planations amd additions as 1
think needful. The fire died
down, the wind arose, the huour
arew Iate, and atill he went on
m his mumbling recitative, 1
forgot Lo smoke, forgot my
comforl, —everything but the
odd figure of my friend and
his  inconceivable romance,

3K

he gaid vory
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And the night before 1 had
been in cheerful Glensicill !

He had returned to the
House of More, he said, in the
lutter part of May, and shortly
aftor he fell ill. It waas s
trifling sickness—influenza or
something—but he had never
quite recovered. The rainy
weather of June depressed him,
and the extremo heat of Jfuly
made him listless and weary.
A kind of insistent sleepiness
Jmng over him, and he suffered
mucl: from nightmare.  To-
warids the end of July his
former health returned ; but he
wus  haunted with a curious
oppression. He seemed to him-
seif to have lost the art of
being alone. There was a
perpetual sound in his lelt oar,
a kind of moving and rustling
at, hig Jeftv =ide, which never
left him by nighi or day. In
addition he had Tecome the
prey of nerves amd an insensato
dread of the unknown.

Luadlaw, as I have explained,
was a commonplace man, with
fuir talents, a mediocre culture,
Irmest  instinets, and the be-
hefs and incredulities of his
class.  On abstract grounds I
should have declared him an
unlikely man to be the vietim
of u hallucination. He had s
kind of dull, bourgeois ration-
nlism, which used to find rea-
soms for all things in heaven
und earth. At first he con-
trolled his dread with proverbs.
He told himself it was the
sequel of his 1llness, or the
light - headedness of summer
heat on the moors. But it
soon outgrew his comfort. It
bocame s living second pres-

The Watlcher by the Threshold.

[Des.

ence, an alter ego which dogged
his footsteps. Ha became acute-
ly afraid of it. He dared not
be alone for & moment, and
clung to 8ybil's company de-
spairingly. Bhe want oif for
8 weak's visit in the beginning
of August, and he endured for
seven days the tortures of the
lost. His malady advanoced
upon  him  with swift steps.
The presence became maore real
daily. In the early dawning,
in the twilight, and in the
firat hours of the morning it
seemed  at times to tuke a
vigible bodily form. A kind of
amorphous featureless shadow
would run from his side inta
the darkuness, and ho would
sit palsied with terror. Some-
times in lonely places his foot-
steps sounded double, and some-
thing wonld brush elbows with
him, Human society alone
axorcised it.  With Sybil at
his side he was happy; but
a3 soont &8 she left him the
thing came slinking back from
the unknown to watch by him,
Jjompany might have saved
him, but joined to his afflic.
tion was a crazy dread of his
fallows, He would not leave
his moorland home, but must
bear his burden alone ameng
the wild streams and mcsses
of that dismal place.

Tha Twelfth camoe, and he
shot wretchedly, for his nerve
had gone to pleces. IHe ateod
exhaustion badly, and became
a, dweller about the doors, But
with this bodily inertness came
an extraordinary intelleotual
revival, He read widely in a
blundering way, and he specn-
lated unceasingly. It was
characteristic of the man that,
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as soon as he left tha paths
of the prosaic, he should seek
his supernatural in a very con-
crete form. He assumed that
he was haunted by the Devil—
the viaible, personal Devil in
whomne our fathers believed. He
waited hourly for the shape at
his side to speak, but no words
came. The Acctiger of tha
Brethren in all but tangible
form was his ever-present com-
panion. He felt, he declared,
the epirit of old evil entering
gubtly into his blood. He sold
his soul many times over, and
yot thers was no possibility of
resistance. It was a Visitation
more undeserved than Job's,
and a thousandfold more
awful.

For a week or more he was
torturad with a kind of re-
Hgious mania. When a man
of & healtly, secular mind [nds
himself adrift on the terrible
acean of religious troubles, he
is peculiarly helpless, for he
has not the most rudimentary
knowledge of the winds and
tides. It waa useless to call
up his old earelosaness; he had
guddenly dropped inte a new
waorld where old proverbs did
not apply. And all the while,
mind you, there was tho shriek-
ing terror of it—an Intellect all
alive to the torture and the
most. nnceasing physical fear.
For u little he was on the far
adge of idiocy.

Then by accident it toock a
new formm. While eitting with
Sybil one day in the library, he
began listlessly tc turn cver the
lsaves of an old boock, Ha read
& few pages, and found the hint
of a story like his own, It was
some French life of Justinian,
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ona of the unscholarly pro-
ductions of Jast century, made
up of stories from Procopius
and tags of Roman Jaw. Here
wag his own case written down
in black and white; and the
man had been a king of kings!
This was a new comfort, and
for a littlo—satrange though it
may seem—ho took a sori of
pride in hLis afliction. He
worshipped the great emrperor
and read every scrap he could
find on him, not excepting the
Pandects and the Digest. He
gont for the bust in the dining-
room, paying o fabulous price.
Then he settled hitnself to study
his imperial prototyps, and Lho
study became an idolatry. As
I have sald, Ladlaw was o man
of ordinary talents and certainly
of meagre dmaginative power.
And wvet from the lies of the
‘Hecret History ' and the erndi-
tivs of CGerruan legalists he had
conalructed a marvellons por-
trait of & man. Bitting there
m the half-lit room, he drew
the picture,—the oquiet, cold
king with his inheritance of
Dacian mysticism, holding the
great workl in {ee, giving it
law and religion, fighting its
warg, building its churches, and
vet all the wlile imtent upon
his own private work of muking
his peace with his soul. The
churchman and warrior whom
all the world worshipped, and
yol one going through life with
his lip guivering, the Watcher
by the Threshold ever at his
left, side. Sometimes at night
in the great DBrazen Palace,
warders heard the emperor
walking in the dark corridors,
alone and yet not alene; for
once, when a servant entered
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with a lamp, he saw s master
with a face sa of anothar world,
and something beside hirm which
had no face or ahape, but which
ha knew to be that hoary Evil
which i3 eoldar than the stars.
Crazy nonsense! I had to rub
my eyes bo assure myself that I
was not sleeping.  No! Thers
was my frieml with his sutfer-
ing face, and it was the library
of }T{}I'E.

And then he spoke of Theo-
dora — aotress, harlot, dévais,
empress.  For him the lady was
but ancther part of the utter-
most  horror, a forn of the
shapeless thany al Ius sido, I
folt  nyself Fulllng ander the
fascination. I have ne nerves
and little imagination, but in a
flagh 1 seemud to realise some-
thing of that awial featureless
face, erouching ever at o man's
hancd, till doarkness anl loweli-
negs coanes and b rises Lo 1ts
wastery. I shivered as I looked
at Lhe man 1a the chair before
ma, Those dull eyes of his
were looking upon things 1
conld not see, and I saw their
terror. I realised that it was
grim earnest for him. Nonsense
or ho, some devilishh faney had
usurped the place of sanily, and
he was being slowly broken
upon  the wheel.  And  then,
when hig left hand twitched, I
almost oried out. I had thought
1% comic before ; now it seeined
the last prool of tragedy.

He stopped, and T got up
with loose knees and W'Hl'lt to
the window, Detter the black
nizht than the intangible horror
withii,. I Hong up the sash
and looked out across the moor.
There was no light, nothing
but an inky darkness and the
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uncanny rusile of eldsr-bushes,
The sound chilled me, and I
cloged tha window.

“Tha land is the old Manann,”
Ladlaw was saying. “Wea are
beyond the pale here. Do you
hear the wind #”

I forced myself back inte
sanity and looked at my watoh.
It was nearly one o'clock.

“What ghastly idiots we
are!” 1 mgand. “I am off to
bed.”

Ladlaw looked at me help-
losaly. * For God’s sake don't
leave me alone!” lie moaned,
“Goet Sybil”

We went together back to
the hall, while he Lkept the
same faverish grip on my ann
Some one was sleeping in a
citnivr by the hall-lire, and to
my disiress I recognised my
hostess.  The poor child nrust
Itvve beon sadly wearied  She
came forward with her anxious
face,

“¥'m afraid Bob has kept

you very late, Henry,” she
saic.  “1 hope yon will sleap
well.  Hreakfast at nine, vou
know.” And then I left them,

(Over my bed there was a
littls picture, a rveproduction of
some Ilalinn work of Christ
and the Domonine, Some im-
pulse mada me hold my candle
up to it. The madman's face

was torn with passion and
suifering, and his sye had the
patned [urtive look which I
had come to know., And by
his left side there was a dim
shape crouching.

I got into bed hastily, but
not to sleepr. 1 felt that my
reason must be going. I had
besn pitohforked from our olear
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and cheerful modern life into
the miste of old superstition,
Md fragic stories of my Cal-
vinist upbringing returned to
haunt me. The man dwelt in
by a devil was Do new fancy
but I believed that Selence had
dockeoted and analysed and ex-
plained the Devil ont of the
wortd. T remembered my dal-
blings in the accult before 1
settled down to law--the story
of Donisariung  the monk of
Padua, ihe uunlwly lagend of
the I‘uee of Pr‘:merpma the
taler of awrcubl and inondi, the
Leannain Sith and the Hidden
Presence.  But Lere was some-
thing slranger stilll I had
stumbled  upon that  very
possession  which  fifteen hun-
dred years ago had made the
monks of New Rome tremble
and cross themselves. Some
devilish occull forve, lingrering
through the ages, had come to
life after a Iqur sleep.  (zal
knows what J.rthlv connection
there was between the splendid
Emperor of the World and my

prosale friend, or between the

ghittering shores of the Bos-
phorua  and  this  moorland
partsh! But the land was the

old Manann! The spirit may
bava lingrered in the earth and
air, a eadly legacy from Pict
and Roman. I had felt the
uncanniness of the place; I had
augured ill of it from the {irst.
And then in sheer disgust I
rese and aplashed my face with
cold water,

I lay down again, langhing
miserably at my credulity. That
1, the sobar and rational, shonld
beliova in this CTAZY fab]e, wWaR
too palpably absurd. I would
steel my mind resolutely against
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such harebrained theories. It
was a mere bodily ailment,—
liver out of order, weal hecart,
ba:l circulalion, or something of
that sort. At the worst it
might be gome affeciion of the
brain to be treated by a special-
ist. I vowed to myself that next
morning the best doctor in Edin-
buargh should be brought to
Morc.

The worst of it was that my
duty compelled me to stand my
ground. 1 foresaw the few re-
mainimg weeks of my oliday
blighted, T should be tied to
this moorland prisoe, o sort of
keeper and nurse in une, tor-
mented by silly funcles, Tt was
noocharming  prospect, and the
thouglit of Glenaicil and the
wonideock  made  me  hitter
againgst  Ladlaw, Jut  there
was no way out of it. I miught
do Ladlaw oo, and T ocoadd
ot have Sybil worn to death
by his vagaries,

My itl- nature comforted me,
and I iorgot the horror of the
thing in its vexation.  After
that, I think I fell asleep and
dozed  uncasily Gl morning.
When I awoke 1 was 1n oo
betrer frame of mind, The early
aun harl worked wonders with
the moovland. The low hills
stood out fresh - eolomred and
clear against the pale October
sky, the elders aparkled with
frost, the raw lihn of morn was
ristngr from the litle loeh in
tiny clouds. It was a cold
rousing Jday, and I dressed m
rood gplirits anid went down to
breakfast.

I found Ladlaw looking ruddy
and well, very different from the
broken man I remembered of
the night before. We were
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alone, for Bybil was hreakfast-
mgrin bad. I remarked on his
ravenous appetite, and he smiled
cheerily. He made two joken
during the meal, he laughed
otten, and I hegan to forget the
evants of the previous day, It
seemed to me that I might still
flea froon More with a clear

conscienece, He lad fﬂrgﬂt-f &L
about hin illness,. When I
tonched distantly upon the

matter he showed a blank face.

It might be that tha affection
had passed : on the other hand,
it might return to him at the
darkenming—1TI had no means to
tlecide.  His manner was still
a trifle distrait and peenliar,
and I did not like the dulness
in hiz eye. At any rate, 1
should spend the day in his
company, and the evening
would decide the guestion.

I proposed shooting, which he
promptly vetoed. He was no
good at walking, he said, and the
birds were wild, This gericusly
limited the possible ocoupations.
Fishing there was none, and
hifl - climbing was out of the
queation.  Ho proposed a game
at Talliards, and I pointed teo
the glory of the morning, It
wonld have been sacrilege to
waste snch sunshine in knock-
ing balls about. Finally we
agreed to drive somewhere and
have lunch, and he ordered the
dog-cart,

In apite of all foreboedings I
enjoyed the day, We drove in
the opposite direction from tha
woodland  parts, right away
acrosg the moor to the ocoal-
country beyond. We lunched
at the little mining town of
Borrowmuir, in a small and
noisy publie-house, The roads

The Watcher by the Threshold.

[Dec.

made bad geoing, the country
waa far from pretty, and yet the
drive did not bore me. Lad-
taw talked inceszantly, talked
a3 I had never beard man talk
before. There was something
indescribable in all he said,—a
different point of view, a lost
groove of thought, = kind of
innocence and archaic shrewd-
ness in one, I can only give
you a hint of it by saying that
it was like the mind of an early
ansestor placed suddenly among
modern surrcundings. It waa
wise with a remote wisdom, and
silly (mow and then) with a
quite antique and distant slli-
Ness.

I will give you instancea of
both. He provided me with a
theory of veriain early fortifica-
tions, which must be true, which
commends itgelf to the mind
with overwhelming conviction,
and vet which is so cut of the
way of common speculation
that no man could have guessed
it. I do net propose to set
down the details, for I am
working at it on my own
sccount,  Again, he told me
the story of an old marriage
custom, which till recently sur-
vived in this distriet,—told it
with full circumstantial ¢etail
and constant allusions to other
customs which he could not
possibly have known of. Now
for the other side. Heo explained
why well-water is In winter
warmer than a running stream,
and this was his explanation.
At the Antipedes cur winter
is summer; consequently the
water of a well which comes
through from the other side of
the earth must be warm in
winter and cold im summer,



1900.]

gince in our summer it is winter
there, You perceive what this
5. It is no mero silliness, bat
a genuine effort of an early
mind which had just grasped
the fact of the Antipodes, to
use it in explanation,

Gradually I was forced to
the baliaf that it was not ILad-
law who was talking to me,
but something speaking thrnutrh
him, something at onece wiser
and simpler, ?\I:,r old fear of
the Devil began to depart.
This spirit, this exhalation,
whatever it was, was ingenuous
in ite way, at least 1n ita day-
light aspect. For a mement I
liad an idea that it was a real
reflex of Byzantine thought,
and that by cross-examining I
might make marvellous discov-
eries. The ardour of the
scholar began to rise 1In me,
and 1 asked a question abomt
that much-debated point, the
legal status of the apocrisiars.
To my vesation he gave no
responee,  Clearly the intelli-
gence of this familinr had its
limits,

It was about three in the
afterncon, and we had gome
half of cur homeward journey,
when signs of the old terror be-
gan to appear. I was driving,
and Ladlaw aat on my left. 1
noticed him growing nervous
and silent, shivering at the
flick of the whip, and turning
half-way round towards me.
Then he asked me to change
places, and 1 had the unpleas-
ant work of driving from the
wrong gide. After that I do
not think he szpoke once till
we arrived at More, bhut sat
huddled together with the
driving-rug almost up tu his
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chin—an eccentric figure of a
AL

I foresaw another such night
as the last, and I confess my
heart sank, I had no stomach
[or more mysteries, and some-
how with the approach of twi-
ligrht the confidenca of the day
departed.  The thing appeared
in darker colours, aud I could
Iave found it in my mind to
turn coward.  Syhbil alone de-
terred me. I could not hear
to think of her alone with this
demented being, I remembered
her shy timidity, her innocence.
It was monstrons that the poor
Lthing should be ealled on thus
tiy ftght‘ alone with phantoms,
5o 1 braced my=elf for unnother
evening.

When we came to the House
il was almost sunset.  Ladlaw
kﬂt ezt \-E"I'}- [FLI'E-"fl]"F i th.("
right side, and for a sesond
stootd by the horse. The sun
wag making our shadows loug,
and asa I stood beyond him, 1t
seomed for a monent that his
shadow was double. It may
have been mere fancy, for 1
had not time to look twice.
He was standing, as I have
said, with hig left side next the
horse.  Buddenly the havinless
elderl:, eob fell nto a very
panic of fright, reareidt upright,
and all but soceeeded in I-::l]lmg
its master. T was Iin tinme to
pluck Ladiaw from under its
feet, but the beast had be-
come perfectly unmanageable,
and we lelt a groom struggling
tu quiet it.

In the hall the butler gawve
me & telepram. It was from
my clark, summening mo back
at once to an imporiunt con-
sultation.
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CHAPTER 1L—THE MINISTER INTERVENES,

Here was n prompt removal
of my seruples ! There could he
ne question of my remalining,
for the case was one of the first
impoertance, which I had feared
might break up my lmlldﬂ.y
The consultation fell in vaca-
tiom -time to meet the con-
venience of certain peopls who
were going abroad, and there
wan the most instant demand
for my presence, I must go
and ot onea; and, as 1 hunted
iz the time-table, | found that
in five honrs’ time a night-train

for the South would porsa
Borrowmuir, which might he
atopped by apecial wire,  This

would give me time for dinner
and a comfortable departure.

But I had no pleasure in my
freedom, for I was in despuir
about Syhil I must refurn to
More—ihat was clear; amul I
must find some one to look after
Londlaw, I found my cousin in
the drawing-room alone and
told her my plans.

She was very pale and fra-
gile, and she seemed Lo shiver
a8 the prospeet of rolitude
returned to her. I spoke with

all the carelessness 1 could
muster. “1 am coming back,”
I said. *“Don’t think vou have

got rid of me so easily. It is
most  unpleasant to lave to
travel eight hundred miles in
thirty-six hours, but thore s no
help for it. T ought to be back
again by Frnlu;-, morning.  And
vou know Bob is mueh hetter.
He was quite like his old self
driving to-day.”

My words comforted the poor
chilll, and I went away with
the novelfeeling of a good con-

science.  Frankly, I hate the
sordid and unpleasant, I am
honestly a sun-worshipper; I
have mmall taste for arducus
duty, and the quizetic is my
abhorrence. My professional
success 18 an aceident, for Lord
knows | had no impulse to con-
tend and little ambiticn. But
somewhere or other I have tha
rudiments of an austere con-
scicnee. It glves me no pesrce,
ail as I love a quiel hife, I do
tta  badiling with a grumble
Now I grombled f‘IE'I‘ﬂ{-‘h‘ o
bIl]I‘It I:J"llt U'l]t‘n’i-!—l.l"'{“}' ]. was a
model of virtuous c¢heerfulness.

But to find gomebody to keep
lLadlaw company —thera waa
the rub. I racked my braina
to 1hink of a substitute. It
must be a mwan of sotne educa-
tion and not o mers servant,
and 1t must be smnebody 10 the
parigsh of More; the conjunetion
seemed for the moment inmios-
gible.  Then a brilliant idea
struck me.  There wag the
minister of Morebrig, the ugly
village by tle roadside. 1
rememberad him on previous
visits, He was a burly young
man, with a high complexion
and s drooping blonde mous.
tache, who smoked cheap cigar-
ettes incessantly, and spat. He
had been what they call a
“hrilliant student,” and he was
reported to ba something of an
orator, eagerly sought after by
city congregations, but at pre-
sent liding his light under the
bushel of Morebrig to allow him
time to prepare some great
theclogical work, Ladlaw had
liked him in 5 half-amunsed and
tolerant way, and he used to
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ecome sometimes to dine.  His
namo was Bruce (hphant, and
he inhabited a dark manse at
the outskirts of the village,

I had an hour before dinner,
and I set out for Mr Qliphant’s
dwelling, 1remember the curi-
cus <dnli village street, without
colour or life, drab wonmen look-
ing out of dingy doorwiys, and
a golilary child playing in the
red muwd. The manse stood ot
the back of the wusuval elder
thicket, a httle place with small
windows and a weather-stainel
front doer. A gaunt old servant
ushoercd me inte Mr Oliphant’s
study, where I found that youny
man smoking and reading a
weekly paper. It was a room
well stocked with books in the
popular religions vein, and he
Poeta in gkt editions admned
his  shelves, Mr  Gliphant
greeted me with the pervous
eage of one who would fain ewl-
tivate u good manuner, The
first sight of Lim sent iy hopes
down, He had a large calf-
Jike face, mildly arroganl eyves,
and a chin which fell sharply
away bencath the caves of hia
moustache, This was not one
to do Ladlaw much good; in-
deed I questioned if I ecould
ever make him uwnderstand, for
the man before me had an im-
penetrable air of nmmiscience,

“1 have coma to ask you a
great favour on behalf of the
Ladlawg,” gaid I. *“You arc
the only other gentleman in the
parish of More, and 1t 18 yonr
duty to help your neighbours.”

He bowed, with pleased eves,
“Anythmg,” he gaid. “I'll be
very glad.”

“Iam staying there just now,
you know, and ag it happens I
must go back to town by the
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night-train. TI'll only be gone
a day, but you know that Lal-
law is a melane holy beggear and
gets low-spirited,. Now T want
you ta po up and stay at the
Tlouse for a (,m]lmle of nugrhts
while T am away.’

it was an odd request, and
he stared at e Why, what's
wrong with Mr Ladlaw?” he
askel, “1 should never have
called Tinn meluncholy.,  Now,
his ludy 15 different. Bhe al-
wavs luoks o httle pale. Dl
she send you toask me?™ Mr
Cliphant was o stickler for the
FEHEL o puim- =-,urwh'

[ sat down in a clair and

toals one  of  his  cigarettes,
Y Now, ook here, Oliphant,” 1
sl Yot are o of edin-

ciling anel commmn-sense, sl
I aan o to do yonu the lon-
cne to tell you on Htun whiely T
wonld not tell to a .‘-..111}:‘]{1 11k
A stupid wman wonld Taugh at
me. I lops you will sea the
gravity of the {‘]111:|¢f.'"

i tald hint hrie !h'
in Ladlaw’s case. Il cyes
orew very round as 1 went on,
aned when T finished be Langlied
nerveusly,  Ile was clearly im-
pressed s hul ho was toa ignorant
sl unimarinaiive to ululer-
stand 1"11]]:,.',' and he huwd los
credit fas a representalive of
wmodern  thonght to  support.
v Oh, come now! Yeu don't
meart all that; I never heard
the like of it.  You can't expect
ma a3 a Christisn man to believe
in a Pagan f-:}nul I might as
well helieve in ghosts at once
What has the familiar of a
henthen emperor to do with
thiz parish ¥

# Juatinian was a Chnstian,”
T sunl.

Ha locked puzzled.

the pomts

“Tt'm all
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preposterous. Mesning no dis-
respect to you, I muat decline
to believe it. My profession
compels me to discourage such
nonsense.”

“ 8o does mine,” I said weari-
lv. “(ood Lord! man, do you
think I came here to tell you a
fairy tale? It's the most ter-
rible earnest. Now I want you
to give me an answer, for ]
have very little ilime”

He was still ineredulous and
inclined to argus.  “Tlo youn
know if Mr Ladlaw has been—
eh—a strictly temperate man ¥’
he asked.

With this my patience de-
parted. I got up to go with
rude thoughta on the stupulity
of the clergy. But Mr Oli-
phant wags far from a refusal
He had ne objection to ex-
change the barren comfort of
the manse for the comparative
Iuxury of tho Houso, and he
had no distruat of his power
to enbiven, As be accompanied
ma to the door he explained
his position. * You see, if they
really want me 1 will come,
Tell Mra Ladlaw that I shall
bo delighted. Mrs Ladlaw is
s lady for whom I have a
great respect.”

“8o have I," I said crossly.
“Very well. A {rap shall be
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sent for you after dinner.  Good
evening, Mr Oliphant. It ia
& pleasure tc have met you”

When I reached the House,
I told Syhil of my arrangement.
For the firat time since my
arrival sho amiled. “It’s very
kind of him, but I am afraid
he won’t do much good. DBob
will frichten bim away."”

“] fancy he won't. The
man iz strong in lis seli-con-
fidence and remarkably dense,
He'll probably exasperate Bob
into sanity. In any case I'll be
back by Friday morning.”

As T drove away the frap
arrivedd at the door, bringing
Mr Ofiphant and his port-
mantean.

The events of the next
twenty - four Thours, during
which I was travelling in the
Seotch express or transacting
draary business in my ocham-
bers, are known ounly from the
narrative of the minister. He
wrote it ocut some weeks after
at my reguest, for 1 wished
to have all the links in the
tale. 1 propose to give the
gint, of it, as he wrote if,
stripped of eertain rellections
on human life and an inscrat-
able Providence, with which
he had garnished it

Narrative of the Reverend Mr Uliphant.

I arrived at the House of
More at a guarter-past eight
cn the Wednesdsy evening.
The family had dired early,
as Mr CGrey was leaving for
London, and when I arrived
I was taken to the library,
where I found Mr Ladlaw. 1

hadl mot seen him for socme

time, and thought him looking
pale and a liitls haggard. He
seemed glad to see me, and
made me sit down in a chair
on hLis left and draw it up
close to him, I wondered at
his manner, for though we had
always been on good terms he
had never admitted me to
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any close intimacy. But now
he was more than amiable,
He made me ring for toddy,
and though he refused to
taste 1t himself, he pressed the
beverage on me. Then he gave
me & large cigar, at which I
trembled, and finally he said
that we shoukd play at picanet.
I declined resolutely, for it
is part of my conselence to
refuse to jein in any card
games ; but he made ne trouble,
and indeed In a Imoment
geemed to have forgotten his
propoesition.

The next thing he did
atartled my composure. Ior
he asked abruptly, “Do you
helieve in a lving personal
Devil, Oliphant?”

I was taken abacl, but an-
gwered that to the hest of my
light I dil net.

“And why not?” he asked
sharply.

I explained that it was an
old, false, anthropomorphic fic-
tion, and that the modern
belief was infinitely tnore im-
pressive. 1 quoted tha worda
of Dir Rintoul, one of our
Church leaders. I am sorry to
say that Mr Ladlaw’s words
were, “Dr Rintoul ba d—da!”

“Who the deuce are you to
change the belisf of centuriea?”
he cried. *“Our forefathers
believed in him. They saw
him at evening slinking about
the folds and peat-stacks, or
wrapped up in a black gown
standing in the pulpits of the
Kirk. Are we wiger men than
they ? "

1 answered that eulture had
undoubtedly advanced in our
day.

Mr

Ladlaw replied with
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hlasphemous words on modern
culture, I had imagined him
to be a gentlaman of consider-
able refinement, and I knew he
had taken a cmd degrea at

college. Cunaequently, I wasu
disagreeably surprised at his
new IN&nner,

“You are mnothing better
than an ignorant parsom,” —

these were his words,—* anrl
you haven't even the merits of
your stupid profession.  The

d Secots miniaters wers Cal-
vinizta to the backbone, and
they were strong
men, do you hear?—and they
left their mark upon the nation,
But your new tea-meeting kined
of parson, who has nothing but
a smattering of bad German to
commend hine iz a nnizance to
God and man.  And they don't
bebieve 1n the Devil! Well,
he'll get. them safe enough some
day.”

I implorad him to remember
my cloth, and curb his had
languago.

“T say tho Devil will get yon
all safe enough aome day,” he
repeated.

I rose to retire in ag dignified
a manner as poesible, but he
was belore me and closed the
door, I began to be genuinely
frightencd.

“For God's sake, don't go!”
he cried. *“Don't leave me
alone. Do sit down, Oliphant,
like a good chap, and I pmnnae
to held my tongue, You don’t
know how horrible it 13 to be
left. alone.”

I sat down again, though my
compusure was shaken. I re-
membered Mr Grey's words
ahbont the strange sickness,

Then Mr Ladlaw fell

into
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an extraordinary moodiness,
He sat hnddled up in his chair,
his faoe turned AWAY from ma,
and for some time neither of
us spoke a word. I thought
that T huwl serionsly offenderd
him, and prepared to apologise,
s0 | touched his left shoulder
to attract his attention. [In-
stantly he jumped to his feet,
sereaming, and turned om me
a face of utfter terror. I could
do nothing but stare at hiin,
and in o second he gueted
down and returned to his seal.

Then he became  partially
sang, and murnured a sort of
BXLILSS, I thought that 1
would discover what truth lay
in Mv Grey's singular hypoth-
esiz, ] did not ask him bluntly,
as aix ordinary man would have
done, what was his malady, bat
tactiully, as T thought thew, T
led the conversation to demon-
1meal possession o the olden
time, and guoted Pellinger’s
theory on the Seriptural cases.
He anywered with extraordinary
vehemence, showing a childish
credulity T little expected [rom
an educated maun.

“T wes Lhat you hold to the
old  interpretation,” I said
pleasantly,  * Nowadays, we
tend to find the solution in
natural canges.”

“ Heavens, manl” ha cried
“What de you mean by nat-
ural? You haven't the most
rudimentary  knowledge of
nature, Lislen fo me, and I
will tell yeu sometling.”

And with this he began a
long rambling account of some-
thing which 1 could not un-
derstand. Ha tslked much
abont a name which sounded
iike Canaan, and then he
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wanderad to another subjeect
and talked about Proserpina,
whom I remembered from Mr
Matthew Arnold’s poem. 1T
wodd have thought him try-
mg to ridienle e, if T had not
seenn his face, which was white
and drawn with pain; and,
again, I wonld have thought
him drunl, but for his well-
known temperate habits, By-
and-by oven my nerves, which
are very strong, began to suller,
I understood fragments of his
talk, and the understanding
did not reassire me, It was
poigonons nonegenss, but it had
a terrible air of realism. He
had a gueer habit of catching
at his heart like a man with
the heart discase, and his eves
wera like a mad dog's T once
savw, the pupll drawn fo a pin-
porit with fear. I could net
bievie it, a0 I tried Lo break the
apell, [ offered, agamst my
conscience, to irlrw a card game,
bt his face showed that he did
not uanderstand me. 1 hegan
to feel o sort of langnor of
terror. 1 could hardly rise
from my chair, and when at
last T got up the whole room
geemed hannted, I rushed to
the bell and rang it violently,
anid then tried to open the
door. Bnt he was before me
acain, and gripped my arm so
fiercely that I cried out be-
tween the pain and my dread
of him.

“Come back!"™ he cried
hoarsaly. “Don't leave me
alome.  For God's sake, Oli-

phant ¥

Juat then the man-servant
opened the door, and found
the two of us standing like
lunaties, I hnd the sense to
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save the situation, and I asked
him to bring more coals for
the fire. Then as scon as ha
turned to go, 1 stepped out of
the open door belore Mr l.ad-
law could prevent me,

The hall seemed empty, but
to my surprise I found XNrs
Ladlaw sleaping in a chair by
the fire, 1 did not like to
waken her, but 1 was at my
wits’ end with frightt If T
had known the way to the
kitchen, I should havo sought
the servants’ company. I ran
down s passagze, but 1t geemeil
to end 1 a blind wall, and in
a great fear { turned and ran
upstairs. But the upper lobbics
seemed te be unlit, and T was
turning back when I heard
Ladlaw’s volce behind me, It
wak muflled and queer, and the
sound drove me into the dark-
ness.  When I turned a corner,
to my relief I saw u lanp burn-
ing on a table and recugnised
my bedroom door.  Here was
sanctuary at last, and I ran in
and shut it behind 1ne.

My uerves wers so shalken
by the evening’s performances
that I found it impossible to
vot to sleep. [ mat up the
befter part of the mnight by
the fire, and smoked several
cigarettes, which in wrdinary
cireumatences I should never
have dared to do in a strange
bedroom, About four o'elock,
I think, I dozed ofl i iy chair,
and awoke about nine, very
stiff and cold, to fimd Liadlaw
laughing at me in the doorway.

I was at first 8o confused
that I did not remember what
had scared me the night before.
Then, as it came back to mse,
I waa amazed at my host's
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He locked fresh
and well, and in excellent
apirits.  He laughed immoder-
ately when he found I had
not gone to bed,

“You do look cheap,” Le
gaill.  “Brealkfast's in hall an
hoar, Yon will fesl better
when you have had a tuh.”

I hathed reluctantly, feeling
i and bitterly cold ; but T was
comforted by a gmood lrenikfast,
Then L had an opportunity of
talking to Mrs Ladlaw. A I
remembu_red lier, sha had been
full of paiety, and even, 1
thought, a little frivolous; bt
now she was 3o pale and silent
that I patied her sincerely. 1T
bhegun to feel an intense dis-
Itke of her Inwband, partdy
for the fright he had piven e
the night befory, awd partly for
the elfeel his silliness seemuul to
bw having on s wife.  The
day was g fine one, but after
brealkfaat e showed no inten-
tion of going out. I expected
to bo asked to shoot, a sport
which I sometimes ey ; but he
naver HEJULE" of 1t and inaisted
DR DY ComIng to the billiard-
room. As wa wers leavingr the
table Mrs lLadlaw tonched my
arin, and asked me in a low
tone if T wonld promise to stay
all day with her husband. <1
want Lo gu down to Moerefoot,”
she said, “and you know he
sammot be left alone” I prom-
ized willingly, for m the day-
light Mr Ladlaw had no terrors
for me. I thonght that Mres
Lavllaw Jocked relieved. Poor
thing! she badly needed a ros-
pite.-

We hung aimlessly abonut the
place t2ll lunch, playing a few
games of hilliards, and in the

appearance,
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intervals looking at stables
and harness -rooms and the
now barren gardens, At lunch
Mres Ladlaw appeared, but im-
nmediately after I heard wheals
on the gravel and knaw that
she had gone to Morefoot. Then
I began to feel nervous again, 1
wag the only responsible peracn
left in the place, and Mr Ladlaw
might at any moment relapse
into eraziness. I watched his
moods anxtously, and talled all
the nonsense I knew o keep
him in good bhuwinour. I told
Lim etories, I talked wildly of
spork, I made ridienlous jokes
ab which 1 felt myself blushing.
At brst he seemead amused, but
soon [ 1alt that my words were
falling on deaf ears. He him-
self began to talk, violently,
incessantly, and, 1 may say,
brilliantly. If my memory had
Leen better and my balance
less upset, I might have made
my raputation, f,huugh 1t would
havea heen a reputﬂtmn perhaps,
that a minster of the Gospel
might well look askance at. 1
eodd have written a terrible
romance from that man’s bab-
bling. Nay, Icould have dene
nware : I could have composed
a new philosophy which would
lhive cast Nietzsche 1 tha shade
for ever. I do not wish to ex-
agperate, but X have never been
5o 1npressed with a sense of a
crazy intellectual acumen, Thia
Mr Ladlaw, whom I had known
as a good landlord and a respect-
able country gentleman, now
appeared e a kind of horrible
geimus, & brillisnt and malig-
nant satyr. I was shocked
and confounded, and at the
same time filled with admira-
tion, I remember that we
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passed through the dining-room,
where there was & greaf marble
bust of a Roman emperor, an
old disecloured thing, but won-
derful in its way. Mr Ladlaw
stopped before it and pointed
out its merits. The thing
seemed simple enough, and yet
after tho description I Hed from
it as i it had been a deyvil
He followed me, still talking,
and we found ourselves in tha
library.

I remember that I suggrested
tea, but he scarcely heeded me.
The darkness was falling, Mrs
Ladlaw had not returned, and
I felt horribly uncomfortable.
I tried to draw him away from
the room which 1 feared, but
he made mno sign of under-
atanding. [ perceiver] that the
malady of the last night was
returning. I hated that library,
with its low {dire, its ghustly
whita books, and ite tlreary
outlonl, I piuked up one vol-
ume, and it was lettered on
the back *Sancti Adelberti
Certamina.’ T dropped it, only
to feel Mr Ladlaw clutching
my right arm and dragging me
to one of those horrible arm-
chairs.

“The uight is comiuyg on, the
old Nox Atra that the monka
dreaded. Promise me that you
won't go away.,”

I promised feebly, and prayed
for Mrs Ladlaw’s return. 1
suggested that the lamps should
he lit. Ha ross and tried to
light the hanging central one,
and I uoticed how his handa
trembled. His awkwardness
upset the thing, and it fell with
a crash on the floor. He jumped
back with a curious scream lika
an animal,
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I was so0 miserably scared
that T had not the lLeart to
do tha work for him, me we
sat on in the darkness. Any
sound from the out-of - doors
would have eomforted me, but
the whola world was as silent
as death. 1 felt that a little
more would drive me mad,
and the thought roused me
to make a final offort after
safety. In spite of all my
promises I must get away.
A man’s first duty was to

himself, and the hour had
come for me. I thought with
longing of my little bare

manse and my sclemn house-
keoper. And yet how was |
to escape, fur this man was
the stronger, and he would
never let me go

I beggad hiin to come into
the hsil, but Le refused. Then
I bocame very cunning, [ sug-
gested that we should go to
the door and receive Mrs Lad-
law. He did not know that
she had gone, and the news
made him so nervous that he
accepted my  proposal.  He
eaught my arm as before,
and, leaning heavily upon me,
went into the hall, There was
no one about, and the fire had
died down ; but at the far end
there was a pale glimmer from
the glass door. We opened it
and stood on the top slep,
loaking over the dark lswus,
Now waa the time for an
effort for freedom. If 1 could
only get zid of his hand |
might escape across the fields.
I believed him to be too -weak
on his legs to follow me, and
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in any case 1 was a respect-
able runner, Ont of doors he
seemed less formidable: it was
ouly in that haunted room
that I shuddered.

I took the only wuy of
cacupa which presented itmelf,
Thera was a [lowering-shrub
in a pot ou the top of the
parapet. I caught this with
my elbow and knocked it over,
so that it broke with a clatter
on the slone. As [ expected,
he sereatned and jumped aside,
letting go my arm for onc
inslant.  The next I was down
the steps and running hared
across the lawns to the park
beyond.

for a little I Lward him
stumbling after ine, breatlung
heavily and with litile short
eries. 1 ran with the spead
of fear, for till T was within
my own doors I ocould feel
no security.  OCnee I turned,
and there he was, a field belind
me, runnigg  with  los head
down like s blind dog. 1
skirted the willage,  broke
through the little fir planta-
tion, and cama ont on  the
highway. 1 saw the light
from Jean's little window, and
it was like a beacon of hope,
In & few mimules I was at the
door, sl my servant stared
as [ rushed in, without hat
or overcoat, and wet with por-
apiration. I insisted em har-
ring the doors, and bolting and
shuttering every window, Then
I had the unusual luxury of a
fire in my bedroom, and there
I smpped, aud sat till I fell
asleep.

End of Mr Oliphant’'s Statement,
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CHAFTER IIL—EVENTE GK THE TFPLANDE,

I returned from town by the
urght express, which landed me
at Borrowmnir about seven on
the Friday morning. To my
surprise there was no dog-cart to
raeet e, 59 had been arranged,
and I was compelled to hire
from ithe mn.  The omission
filleel me  with forebodings,
Thinga must have pone badly
at More in my abaence, or the
caretul Bybil wonld never have
forgotten. | grudged the time
umupmd in that weary drive.
The lherse seerned intolerably
plow, the ronds wosceountably
steapr, [t was a sharp morung,
with laze on the telds and
promise of bright snushine at
widday s but, tived as 1 was
with my two days’ journey, T
was in the humour to see little
good tnmy case. I way thanle-
ful when we drew up at the
house-door, and, cald and staff,
T hobibled up the steps.

The door was open, and I
enteredd. The Lall was empty,
there was no gipen of any sorvant,
arvh all the doors were wide to
tha wall, T tried owe room
after another without suwccess.
Then I made my voice heard in
that place. 1 shouted For Lad-
Iaw, and them I shouted for
Syhil.  There came no answer,
and 1a despair I rashed to the
kitelhen wing., There I found
a cluster of frirhtened malds,
and by dint of fuch question-
ing learned the truoth.

Ladlaw, it seemad, had dis-
appearad from the huuse about
a uarter-past 8ix on the pre-
vious night. The minister had
dacamped and found sanctuary

in the mange; but there was no
trace of the other. Sybil had
gono to Morefoot in the after-
noon, and, returning about hslf-
past six, found her husband
gone.  She had besn distracted
with anxiety, Lhad gone to the
mange, whare she found NMr
Oliphant 1o a state of nervons
eollapss and yuite wunable to
make any cohevent statement,
and had then roused some of
the neighbonring shepherds
ancl organised a search-party.
Thexy had searched all night,
but s far no wowml had coma
of 1he resalt. Meanwhila,
Srhil, utterly wearied and s
little hysterieal, was in  bed,
aleeping, for her anxiety of 'Lhe
past week had culminated in

a zort of desp languor, Whlﬂh
in the cireumstancez was the
hest thing that could have
happened.  There was 1o ques-
tion of wakening her; but, as I
snuatehed o hurried brealsfast) it
seemed to me that I must at
once follow the search. They
were to meet in the merning
at a farm called Moessrigging,
beneath o Lill of the same
uname, and if I went there I
might get word of them. In
the meantime I must interview
Mr Oliphant.

I found him in bed, unshaven,
and very hollow wbout the eyes,
He told me a lumne story, and
indeed his fright was so pal-
pable that | had not the Leart
to blame him. DBut I ingisted
that he shonld get up and come
with me, for every man would
be needed to search those mossy
uplands. Iwas dog-tired,sleepy,
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and irritable, and yet I must
go! why should not this man,
who had had his night's reat?
He made some feeble objec-
tion ; but he bad & conscionce
of hig own and rose obediently,
We set out to the nearest part
of the moor, e in his clergy-
man's garb, and I in a dark
sult and a bowler; and I re-
member thinking how oddly
unsuited was our dress for this
stelking-game. I was wretch-
edly anxious, for I liked Lad-
law, and God slone knew where
he might have got to in the
night. There were deep bogs
and ugly old pit-shafts on the
moor, and thore were ravies
with sheer red sides. At any
moment wa might find tragedy,
and I dreaded the report of
the searchers at Mossrigring.
When we laft the road, we fol-
lowed an old cart-track up a
shallow glen, where stood some
curious old stouwe chimneys,
which had been built by =a
apeculator who hoped to make
& fortune from peat. Tho sun
was  beginning  to break
through the haza, and miles of
low moorland were diselosed to
left and right. But the hills in
front were still cloudy, and we
wera close on the cottage be-
fore we knew its whereabouts.
It stood high in s orinkle of
hill, with & widse prospect north
and east to the sea, and as I
turned I saw Morcbrig amoking
olear in the autumn light, and
the chimneys of the House
above the fir-trees. Out on the
waters three ships were sailing
like toy-boats, a reminder of the
bustling modern life beyond
this antique place of horrors.
The house wsaa full of men,
YOL CLXVIIL—NQ, MXXIEL
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devouring thebr morning por-
ridga. They were shepherds of
the neighbourhood, and two
boye from the village, as well
a8 John Ker, the head-keeper
from Moro. One man, Robert
Tod by name, answered my un-
spoken question. “Ws havena
gotten him, but we've gotten
his whereabouts, Wu gol a
glisk o him about six this
morinin’ on thea backside o' the
Lowe Mogs, I Lkent him Hne
by the way he ran, Lord, bt
he was souple! Nane o' ns
could come within a hunner
yairdg o him. We'll has to
Wyso him genlly, sir, and sowe
o' ug 'ill hae Lo tak a lang cast
round the hill,"”

I hud no ambition to “tak =
lang cast round the hill " but
these men had beau abroad all
night, and I and the minister
must undertalo the duty, Tod
agraed to come with ns, and
the shaggy silant men of the
party expounded the plan of
campaign. The Lowe DMoss
was impassable on one side,
on another bounded by a atoep
hill-shouldar, 2 on the others
by two narrow glena.  They
would watch the ;__jema wa
three should make a eiremt and
core back over tha hill, driving
the fugitive before us. Unce
enciosed botween the moss and
onr threa parties, he should ba
an essy capture. I implored
them to go to work genily, for
I feared that he might be
driven into the hog.  They
shook their heads and laughed :
it was all a kind of crazy sport
to them, and their one idea wza
to carry out their orders.

1 confess I was desperately
tired bofore we had forded the

3L
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upper watars of the More,
crogsaad tha Rodscaurhead, and
looked over the green pasture-
lands to the south. It was a
most eurious sight 3 for whereas
one side of the l;a.ngﬂ waa rough
and mossy and hidecus with red
scaurs, the other was a gentle
glope  with sweat hill - grass
and bright shallow waters, It
was & new country where the
ol curse could not reign, and
an idea took possession of me
that if once Ladlaw came into
the place he would be healed of
his malady. The air scemel
clearer, the sky sofier, tha whaols
world simple and clean, We
fetched a cireuit down one of
the littla atreams till we came
to the back of the hill which on
its face 13 called Mossrigeing,
I was abominably tired, but in

batier gpirits.  As for tho
tninister, he groaned ocoasion-

ully, but never spoke a word,

At the foot we separated to
the distance of hall a mile, and
began the ascent. So far there
was no gign of our man. Tod
was on the far cast, I was in the
centre, and Mr QOliphant tock
the west, I eannof profess te
remember exactly all the inci-
dents of that chimb. I was too
stupicdl with sleep and exertion,
and the little distant ﬁgurea of
my companions daneod in a kind
of hazo, The ascent was simple,
—uhort grrass, varied by short
heather, with at wide intervals
a patch of shingle, The shep-
herd walked with an easy swing,
the minister stumbled sand
groaned, while I, in sgheer
bravado and irritation at my
weaakness, kept up a kind of
despairing trot. The Devil and
Ladlaw combined might con-
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front me, but I was too tired to
care, Indeed, in g little I had
forgotten all about the purposs
of our guest.

Then, quite sizddenly, almost
at the summit, in a little Lollow
of the ridge, I saw cur man,
He was sitting on the ground,
dirgctly in the minister's line,
and his head was sunk on his
breast. I remember being taken
with a horrid thought ihat he
was dead, and quickened my
tret to a run.  Meanwlile the
minister was approaching very
near, but apparently quite un-
conacions of his presence, His
eyves were in tho ends of the
earth, and he ambled along with
no purpose in the world,

What happened restzs mainly
on my authority ; but Robert
Tod, shepherd in Nether Moss-
rigging, i3 ready to swear tfo
the assentials. BMr ©Oliphant
siumblod on into the hollow tll
he wus within ten yards of the
aittingr fipure.  Ladlaw newver
moved ; hut the subtle influence
which tells of human presence
eame enddenly upon the minis-
ter’s senses, for he lifted his eyes
and started. The man was still
seared to death, and he natur-
ally turned to run away, when
something happened whieh I
cannot well explain. Ladlaw
was atill sitting with his head
on his breast, and yet it waa
clear to my mind that Ladlaw
had somehow risen and was
strugeling with the minister.
I could eee the man's wrisis
strained and twisted as if in &
death - grapple, and his white
face reddening with exertion.
He seemed to bs held round the
middle, for his fest tottersd
several times, and once ke
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lurched to the left side, so that
I thought he was thrown. And
vet he was only battling with
tha air, for there was Ladiaw
ai_tting quietl}f BATTLE }'a.rds from
him,

And then suddenly the con-
teat eeemed to  cease. M
Oliphant ran straight past the
gitting man and over the brow
of the hill, Surprise had held
Tod and myself moticnless,
Now the spell was hroken, and
from cur several places we ran
towards Ladlaw. I heard the
shephord’s lond woiee erying,
“ Look at Oliphant ! Oliphant’s
no wise!” and I thought T heard
a note of sardonic mirth. In
any case, it was the minister he
was alter, for a moment Iater he
disappeared down the [urther
slopa.

Mr Oliphant might go where
he pleased, but my husiness was
with my Iriend. 1 ecaught
Ladlaw by the shoulder and
ghook him llercely. Then 1
pulled him to his feet, lot im
go, and he rolled over. The
gight was so comic that I went
into a fit of nervous laughtoer ;
but the shock seemed to have
restored his wits, for ha opened
sleepy eves and regarded me
sclemnly. I do not propose to
analyse my reasons, but 1 was
consciows that it was the old
Ladaw who was looking at e,
I knew he was healed of lis
malady, but how [ knew it T de
not know, He stuck both Hsts
into his eyas like a sleepy childl.
Then he yawned, and looked
down ruel u]lv ul soaked, aoiled,
and ragged Llutlung Thﬂn 11&3
looked reproachfully at ins,

“What's up¥” he asked,
“Stop that hidecna row and
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tell mo what has happened.
Have I had an accident: ?

Then I spoke cnnmingly.
“Nothing mneh, A Tlittle IJ‘JL
of a full, tut you'll be all right
soon,  Why, von look better
already,”  And again T went
into a fit of langhter

He prew wholesomely crosa,
“0Oh, don't be & confounded
jackass ! he cried. T feel as
i I liadn’t glopl for & week, and
['m hungry amd thirsty.™

He swallowed the contents of
my flask, and wolfed my sand-
wiches 1n a disgrasting way,
Then  he  proposed  that  we
should go home. “T'm tirved,
and 'mosiclk of shooting for the
day. By the hyo, where's my
guan 7

“Brokon, I said, **brolen n
the fall.  The Leppe: i going
to look after 67 And with
the aid of my arm he bogan
with fecble steps hiy homew ard
journey.

The minister—this is the tale
of 1tehbert, T aned his collengies

ran down the procipttons part
of Mossrigeing like a thing in-
r::plred lm! inhnnrmg}lemﬂv
in his wake, declared that he
went down the hillside like a
loose stone, alipping, stunnbbing,
vet nover H..“_(‘HFL ther losing his
Yoet, and L]pqrmtr dangors 'auhl
hy the grace of God As ke
went, salil the men, ho made
clntehes at the air, aml his faco
was the face of ome dislrougsht,
They ran together from thwr
different places to intercept
Lim on the edge of the hog,
for at first they thought he
was Ladlaw.,  When they anw
their mistake they did not stopy,
for Tod was making frantic
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signals for pursuit, John Ker,
the More keeper, was nearest,
and he declared afterwards that
he naver approached a business
go unwillingly. %1 wad hae
grippit a wild stof or a daft
atalg suner nor yon man,” he
gaid. But the business was
too public for sheer cowardire.
John assaulted him on the left
flank while the other attacked
in front, and Jobn was bowlad
over like a npinepin. It was
not the minister, he said, bnt
something else, something with
an arm two yards long, which
flew out like a steam-hamrmer
But the others were more
fortunate. Oune caught DIMr
Oliphant's right arm, another
hung on to the l]a,pa of lis
eoat, while a third tripped him
up ,t:alhmtlv, 11l the whole
body of them rolled on the
ground. Then ensued an in-
describable fray. Tod got a
black eye from some unknown
gourece, and one of the boys lost:
geveral front teelh. Howls of
raga filled the mmoorland air,
and all the while, they declared,
the minister was praying with
an unction which was naver
heard in the kirk. * Lord, give
me peace]” he oried.  “ Lord,
take the thing away!"” and
then again, *(iet thee behind
me, Satan!”

The end came very suddenly,
for the eompany rolled into the
bog. Thaminister, heing lowest,
save the others, but he floun-
dered in the green shime up
to his middle. The accident
seomed to inspire sobriaty. He
eoased his prayers, his face lost
its horror, and took on a com-
mon human fear. Then Tod
and his friends laboured heroic-
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ally to resene him, and all the
while, they declared, something
was pommelling them and bruois-
ing them, and they showed
for long black marks on their
bodies. Slowly they raised My
Oliphant from the slough, and
on a bridge of coats he crept
back to solid land. And then
something happened which was
the erowning marvel of the
business, It was a still sharp
day ; but suddenly there cama a
wind, het and harsh, and like
nothing they had ever knowm
If stung them like nettles,
played for a moment in their
midst, and then in a kind of
visible cloud passed away from
them ovor the bog in the direc-
tion of the Red Loch., And with
tho wind went the Thing which
had so long played havoe in
the place; and the men were
loft with an unkempt figure,
coated with slinie and shivering
with fright, but once more the
sane and prosaic BMr Oliphant,
the minister of the parish of
More.

We got Ladlaw and the
minister back to the honse with
much trouble, for both were
weak on their legs, and one was
still in a pitiable fright. The
two kept eyeing each other, one
with a sort of disgusted amuse-
ment, the other with a wonder-
ing fear. The shepherds waere
myatified; but they were mnatter-
of-favt beings, who, having ful-
filled their orders, gave no mare
thought to the business, The
wounded nursed their bruizes
and swore chearfully, and the
boy with the broken teeth
whigtled his complaints. A
good dinmer restorad them to
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humour, and the lagt 1 saw was
Ker and Tod going over the
Odyssey of their adventurss to
& circle of critical spactators.

When Ladlaw and the minia-
ter had washed and fed, and
pat smoking in the library,
I went to talk to Sybik I
have often wondersd how much
ghe understood, At any rate
ahe took my word that the
trouble had passed, and in a
fit of tears thanked ma for my
labours. Then she said she
would go to her husband, and
Iled her to the library, where
the two heroes were smoking
the pipe of peace,

Ladlaw greeted her cheerily
ag 1f nothing bhad happened.
“1 feel u bit shaken,” he zaid,
“but I'll be all right after a
night's rest. Yon needn't be
nervous, Sib. By the bye,
Harry, where's that gun¥”

Then he wandered round the
room, casting an unfriendly eye
on his new acquisitions, “Look
here! Semebody has been play-
ing the fool in this place. |
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can't see a single Badminton,
and where did this stufl’ come
from?” And he tapped a row
of books in old wvellum. “I1
never ramember the things he-
fore, St Adelbert! Who on
earth was he? Why, any one
who came in suddenly and did
not know me might think I weas
= minor poet. I wish you'd
tell Harrison 1o clear all this
truck away.”

The minister sat by the liro
and said nothing.,  The mar-
vellous lad intruded npon s
easy life and spoiled the bal-
NI LEER I WL H{]II'I"F' fur tlhe nann
83 I thanked him in a low tone
and asled how he felt,

The words came from  be-
tween chattering testh.

“1 amm getting b-better,” he
said, “but I have had a terrible
ph-shock, — I am s Christion
man and [ have hsen temptod.
[ thought we lived in a pro-
gressive age, but now [ know
that we d-d-don’t.  And 1 am
going to wrile to Dr Rintoul”

JOoHN BUCHAN.
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