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CHAPTER XII
DVER THE MUIR, AMANG THE HFATHER

When 1 came to mwysel! my couxin Walter
Qordon was standing over me. He win drossed
in countryman's kpparel, and seemed imost

"k a ypadan with a small puck of good#
gpon hip bavk for enle In the [nrm towus an
cottars’ houses, It was griy day

XU hore In the beust?' 1 asked, for 1T wa
groatly bowildered by my wound.

“What teast? There s oo beant,” he re
plied, thinking that L drosmed,

Then 1 told hilm of what 1 had seen; but, as

I might have expected, he took little heel
thinking that T 4ld but dresm o that un
eouth place. And In the gray llght he wenl

forward with & fair cioth in his hand where-

with to wrap his fathior's head for burial
But when he came to the corner of the vault,
lo! there was naught there, eveén ws 1 hal

sl nnd, saving thot the earth seemed nawly
stirred, no traco of the hurror 1 had
whieh stuggered him no Hetle, Yet me it did
nol surprise, for I knew what 1 had seen

You fn n litle he sadd.  “Thuat ¢ ull folly
Willlim; you and your beuste. Yo hurled |
pourself In your sleej,.  How many thmes have
you wnlked the ramparts of Earlstoun in your
mark "

This, Indeed, seemed lkely, but I
maintain that I saw the mowdiewnrt

Wat tGordon had warned my men as
e hix own. So at the ouislde of the town
toward the back of the Boroughmuir. Hugh
Kerr met us with the beaste, Here we took
horse and rode, having bapplly seen nothing
of ‘the guard. It was judged best that my
cousin aud 1 should ride alone, This we
wished, because we Know not whom to trust
in the strange case in which we found our
pelves,

Ho we ateadily rode southward toward Gal

still

well

loway, our own country, for there alons
conld we look for some ease from the long
arm of the privy council, Not that Gallo.

wuy wias safe. The dragoons
and down It from end to end
every nook and ocrevics for th Intereom-
muned fugutives, BPut Galloway s a wide
wild place, whero the raw edyges of ereation
have not been rubbed down. And on one
billside in the Dungeon of Buchan there
wire as many lurking places as Robort
Grier of Lag hae eins on his soul—which is
saylg no Hght thing, the Lard knows,

Onoe, 48 we went by nlght, we came upan
a company of muirland m:n, who Kept thelr
convenilele In the hollows of the hills, and
when they heard us coming they seattersd
and ran ke hares. 1 erled out to them that
we were of thelr own folk; yet they nnswersd
nat, but only ran the faster, for we might
Bave been informers, and It was a eonimon
custom of such like to eloim to be of the Wil
people. Bven dragoons 4id so, and had been
recelved among them to the hurt of many.

“Cousin Wat,” I sald to him, *‘tis a
Ktrange sight to see your mother's son so
soon of the strict opinlons. To be convertod
at the instance of her grace of Wellwood s
no common thing. Wat, 1 tell thee, thou wilt
lead the psalm singing nt a conventiele yot!'

Whereat he would hreak out on me, ealling
me “‘erop ear’ and other names. But at this
word play T had, | think, as much the mas-
lery as he at the play of sword blades,

“Rather It Is you who ehall be the ‘crap
heud'—of the same sort as his late majesty!”
[ sald; for It Is a strange thing that as soon
As men are at peril of their lives, It they be
logether, they will b gin to jest about ft—
young men, at least,

To get out of the country Wwas now our
Rim. It pleased Wat not at all to have him-
il numbered among the hill folk and be
charged with rellgion, For me, 1 had often
R sore heart and a boad conscience that I had
made 8o iittle of all my home opportunities,
My misspenit Sabbaths stuck in my throat
ind T had no stomach for running and hiding
with the intercommuned, Perhaps I 1 had
loved my brother Sandy better it had not
been so hord a matter., But that, God for-
gpive me, 1 never did, though 1 knew that he
was a good Covenant man and true to his
principles. Yet there Is no mistake but that
l.tr gave us all a disCaste at his way It think-

s

At lnst we came (o the white house of
Gordonstoun, which stunds on the hill above
the clachan of Saint John, It was a lodge of
my cousin's, and the keeper of it was a true
man, Matthew of the Dub by name. From
hm we learned that there were soldiers both
at Lochinvar and at BEarlstoun. Moreover,
the news had come that very day with the
Hiding post from BEdinburgh of the wounding
ot the duke of Wellwood, and that both of us
were put to the horn and declared outlaw,

I do not think that this affected us much,
for almost every man in Galloway, even
those that trooped with Graham and Lag,
half & doaen in all, had been time and again
At the horn. One might be at the horn
sthis |8, outlawed-—for forgetting to pay a
epess or tax, or for n private little tulzie that
poneernéd nobody, or for getting one's lum
pn fire almost. It was told that once Lauder-
fnle himeell was put to the horn In the
matter of & reckoning he had been slack in
paying, for Beekin' Johnnle was even better
At drawing In «han paying out,

But to think of my mother belng harassed
with a garrison, and to know that rough
blades clatieced In and out of our blen house
of Earlstoun, pleased me not at all.  Yet it
wag far out of my hap to help it, And 1
pomforted me with the thought that It had
been as bad as it could be with us, even
before our affray with the Wellwood.

§o there was nothing for it but to turn out
pur_ horses at Gordonstoun and take to the
Bilfs Tke the rest. Matthew of the Dub gave
#e to understand that he could put us into a
sofe hold If we would trust ourselves to him.

paraded up
and searched

“But It s among the hill-fulk o' Balm-
aghie!” he said, looking doubifully at his
Inird.

“Ah, Gordieston,” sald Lochinvar, making
A& wry face and speaking reproachfully,
*noeds. must. when the devil drives! But
what for did you sign all the papers and take
all the oaths against Intercommuning, and
yot all the time be having to do with the
rebels?™ For Matthew was a cunnlng man
and had takeén all the king's oathis as they
came along, holding the parritch and feather
bods: of Gerdiestom on the hill worth any
form of words—which indeed could be awal-
lowed down llke an npotbecary’s bolus, and
no moere ado about It

rDeed, your honor,' sald Matthew of the
Dub, slowly, “I's a wersh breakfast to streek
your neck In a tow, an’' T hae sma' stammack
for the whig's ride to the Grassmarket. Hut
& man canna julst turn informer an' gi'e the
gang-by to a' his auld acquaintances. Wha
In Gallowa' wants to ride an® mell wi* Clavers
an® the lads on the Grey Horses, save siccan
Joons as red-wud Lag, roaring Baldoun, and
Lidderdale, the Hullion o' the Isle?"

Y% owould bave you remember, Matthew,"
sald my cousin, speaking in Beols, *‘that 1
rode we' them ne lang syne mysel',"

“Ou, ay, I ken," sald independent Matthew,
dourly, "there was my leddy to tbank for
that, The women fowk are &' great gomerils
when they meddle wi' the affalre o' the state.
But-a' the Glen jaloosed that ye wad come
ovot, Hka the daddy o ye, whan ye tired o
leading-atring, s’ gang to the born like an
honest man, e'¢n as ye hoae dune the day."

It was ohe wintry-like morning In the
later spring whet at last we got out of hid-
log In the house of Gordonstoun, During cur
tay there 1 had often gone 10 see my mother
un{ over the hill at Barlstoun, to give ber
what confert 1 could, and In especial to ad-
vise about Bandy, who was then on his trav-
@ls in the Low Countries. That morning
Matthew of the Dub came with us, and we
took our legs to it, desplsing horses lo our
new quality of billfolk. The wind blew bit-

from Lhe

bleakest of spring months, that ought to be
tho boanniest—was dolng her worst to
strengthen the « in proportion a8 N
lengthened her unkindiy days,

Matthew told us not whither we were gEoing,
ind as for me, 1 had no thought or suspiclon.
Yot the tear was I My eye as we raw Lhe
honny waods of Earlstoun Iylng bebind us,
with the gray liead of the oll tower setting
Ity ehin over the troe tops and looking wist-
fully at us.

Put we marched #auth along the Ken, by
Now Galloway A the seat of my Lord Ken
mule, whire e whs now A& garrison with
Clavers hhmaelt In hold, We saw the loch
tar beneuth us, fof we had to keep Ligh on
the alide of Bennan. It raflled its broast as

1 dove's feazhers are blown awry by a sudden
gurty wind., Jt was a cheerless day, and the
gloom on our faces was of the deepest FFor
we were o the wild cave of suffering for con-

selence sake, and with ho gredt raft cither
if conselence of of religlon to comfort us,
Not that cur case was uncommon, for all
wers not saints who hawd tyranny
“Wat,' 1 said, “the thing gange In the
husk o a hazel. 1 wear o paticulur muko
if glove chevron. It likes me well, but | am

not desdly get on it. Comes the Baronballie
or my lord provest, dnd sallth he ‘Ye shiall
ot hencelorth wear that plove of thine, but
ote of iny color and of the fashion ofMelal!
Then ways 1 to the Barcnbaille: *‘To the il
thilef wi' you and your pattern gauntlet!” And
I tak’ him naturally across the cheek with it
and out with my whinger—""

“BEyven #6,"" =ald wy cousing who eaw not
whither I was leading hlm, *“let 1o man drive
you ue to the fashlon of your gloves. Out
with your whingsr, and sé¢o whiat might be
the eslor of hla blood!"

“And wha! else are the covenant men
oing?" eried 1, quick to take advantage
“Wie were none #0 fond o' the kirk that 1 ken
of—weo that are the lairds o Gulloway, when
we could plesse ourselves when and where
we would go. Wae there one of us, =ave
maybe your Tather and milne, that hatl not
been sessloned thuoe and sgaln? Many an i

whom men ealled the Lion of the Covenant, i
great Will preacher, who, strangely etough
like some others of the prominent dizaffected

girt

nt
which
goldier's son 1 own that
ter for it

Lochinvar sat silent and watch-

And it was not for a little | ¢
I came to know that they meant my |t

“soaled his testhnony with

I thought It best not to give my cousin's

THE HOME OF MAISIE LENNOX. I

And | gave my hand to Richard Cameran

|
o the governmoent

il prelooy.

An 1 looked upon him 1 saw that he was
with a sword, and that he had a habit
if gripping the hilt when he gpoke, @@ {hough |
the pinch he had wvet another argument
#ll might understand. And belpg a |

1 Hked Wim the bet- |
Then T remembered what It waa
reported he had sald on the Holms of Kirk-
mnhoe when he preachsd thers

“TI. am mno reed o be shaken with the
winid, am Charles Stuart shall one day know.*
Andl It was here that 1 got my fArst wafi
of the new tongue which these K1l folk spak
nmong thempelves, I heard of “singulnr
Christians," and concoerning the evils of pay
ing the “eess’ or king's tax—things of which
I bod never lieard In my father's house lh!'!
necemsity not heving atlsen before Bothwell

hud been bred of the party

to dixcues these gquesiions,

When all the men were gathered Into the
wide house-place, somn sitting, some stand-
Ing, the grave-faced woman knooked with her
kuuoklas gently on a door, which opened (nto
an lonper room.  Instantly Malsle Lennox amd
two olther malds ¢ame out bearing relresh
ments, which they handed round to all that
were In the house.  The carringe of one of the
threg sarorised me much, snd | obeseved that
my eousin Wat dld not take his eyes from
Wi

“Who may these malls be?" he whispered |
in my car.

“Nay, but 1

koen them

not all.” 1 an-
sweredd,  “'Blde, and we shall hear,” For, in- |
deed, 1 knew only one of them, but her very
well
And when they cam® to us In our turn
Mulsle Lennox nodded to me as to o friend
of familiar discourse, to whom noth'ng ne-ds

wide, and we talked together

Lennox,
which had first drawn her to u bellef In the
| faith of the hill-folk. |

¥
o
€

| eountry,

1
him the welecome that one true man gives | looked the narrow paek roud by the wn[qr'nl
to another.
ful In the strange scene. For me 1 nm-m.‘d]
to be In a familiar place, for Earlstoun was
on every tongue
that
brother Sundy, who was & great man among | and that It was hor geeat love for Malsie
them, greater than ever my father had hean, |
though he had
his bLlood,” as thelr phrase raw.

wdge.

An wo went Kate McoGhle walked by my
She told me
her parenta’  will,

her father's knowledge, |

hat ahe came agninst
hongh not without

who was her friend and gossip,

“But there Is one thing,” sald she, "that

name, excuning myself in the meantime by | | cannot hold with them in 1 am no rebel,
vouching that his father had suffered to the | and | ecare fiot to Mwown the authority of
death, even as mine had done, for the cause | the king!'
of Scotland's covenant, | “You you look not llke a sufferer In sl
- ‘lr-nn--.'” I oEabd, smiling at her. “Are you a
CHAPTER X1

mald of the Quaker folk?"

At which she wan fain to laugh and deny

it.

“Put,” 1 eald, “if you are a King's woman, |
on will surely find vourself In A Eirang
mpany todny. Yet there 18 one

ven the same mind as yourself,™

]
Then she (ntreated me to tell her who that

Anthony Lennox presontly took me by the
hand and Jed me over to where the dark
young mian siht, whose noble head and -.n--|
rlage 1 had remarked
"Mr. Cameron,” he maid, gravely, and with
resprect, this Is the son of & brave man and
princely contender with his manter, Willlam | might be
Gurdon of Karistoun, lately gone from us.'’

0, not 1,"" 1 replisd

f Charles Stuart 1 ¢could pat  with ease
all 1 like af him, or his brother, either! It
In my cousin of Lochinvar who has been

lately put to the horn and outlawed.'

Al he name she seomed much surprised.

“It were woll not to name him here,” she
sald, “for the chief men know
lgnants, and they might distrust his hon-
eatly, "’

We hnd otler pleasant
and she told me of sl
uncle thunt was ai Kirkendbright
taln Windram and the garrisen
af her fauther that had forbidden her
to the Neld meetings

“Which Is perhaps why I am here!™
Bld, glanong at me with her bold,
BYES,

As T went T oould hear belilnd ws the soft
wiords and low gpeech of Malsie Lennox, who
came with my courin Wat and Margaret of
Glen Vernock: What was the matter of
thelr speech 1 coudd not hear, though 1 own
I was eager to learn But they seemeil to
agres well together, which seemed slrange
o me, for 1 was & much older acqualntance
than he.

Nuw, especially when In the wilder plaoes
we came 1o walk all four together, it geemod
A very pleasant thing to me to go thus to
tha warship of God |In company. And 1 began
from that hour to think kindlier of the fleld
folka' way of hearing a preacher In the opon
This, ns 1 well Know, siys
little for me; vet [ will be plain and conceal
nothing of the way by which U wns led from
being a eareless and formal homekeaper, to
cast my lot with the rernnant who abode in

tnllkk by the way
her house, of her
with Cap

In go

she

bilmek

the fields and were perseouted,
CHAPTER X1V,
THE SWEET SINGERS OF THE DEER'S
SLUNK.
Now, father had drilled it into me that
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word Cld we speak o' the kirk, and many n
glint did we cast at the sandglass in the pol-
pit the precenter gieil her another turnp.
|1h:| after &' the kirk was oor aln mither
)il what for should the king misca” or dp-
turp her?® Oln she whummelt us and peved
us soondly il clawed where we wereni
youky, wha's wis that but oor ain?
DBut comes King Charlie, and siys he, 'Put
away your old mither, that's overly sore on
you, an’ tak' this braw casy step-minnie, that
will pever stevr ye a hair or gar cinw
yqur hinderlands!” What wad yo =ay, Wat?
What say ye, Wiut? Wal ye gle your mither
up for the king's word 2"

“No.'" sald Wat, sullenly, for now he saw
where he was belng taken, and Hked g Hrtle
“I wadnpy,'

I thought T had him, and so, loglically, 1
hind, But he was nothing but a dour sol
dier and valued good logie not a docken,

“Hear me,” bhe sold, after a moment’s si-
lence, “this la my way of it. I am no
preacher, and but poor at the practicz, But
I learned, noe matter where, to be true to
the klng—and, mind you, even now | stand
by Charles Stuart, though at the horn 1 be
Even now 1 have no quarrel with him,
though for the dirty sake of the duke of
Wellwood he has one with me."

“That's as may be,”" I returned, “'but
mind where you are golng. Ye will be eal-
ing the bread of them that think differently,
nnd surely ye'll hae the sense and the mense
to keep a calm sough, an' your tongue for
ben within your teeth.”

We were passing the ford of the Black
water ag I was speaking, anid soon we came
to the steading of the little duchrae in the
light of the wmorning. It wae a long, low
house, well thatehed, like all the houses in
the nelighborhood, and sending up a hearik-
some pew of wreck Into the air that told of
the stir of breakfast. The tangel of the
wood grew right up to the windows of the

Wi
s lnicey

Yo

back, and immediately  behind the house
there was a lttle morass with the great
willow trees growing, and many hiding

places about it—as well 1 kenned, for there
Malsle Lennox and 1 had played the day by
Lthe length,

Now “Auld Anton” of the duchrae was n
kenned man all over the countryside, The
pame of Anthony Lennox of Duchras was
often on my father's lips, and not seldom
he would ride off to the south in the high
days of presbyiery to have fellowship with
him whenever he was low in the spirit, and
also  before our etated seasons of com-
munion. Thither also 1 had often ridden In
later years on other errands, as has already
been sald,

Never had T been ahle to understand by
what extraordinary favor it was that Anthony
Lennox had not enly been able to eseape so
tar himself, but could afford a house of refuge
to othiers in cven more perilous plight. Upaon
the cause of this immunity there {8 no need
Fut present to condescend, but certain it is that
the house of the Duchrae had bien favored
above most, owing to an Influrnce at that
timeé hidden from me, For Auld Anton was
never the man to hide his thoughta or to set
a curb upon his actions,

With a lght hand Matthew of the Dub
knocked at the door, which was carefully and
Immediately opened, A woman of a watenful
and rather severe countenancs presented hee-
self there—a serving woman, but evidently
one accustom:d to privilege and quality, as
was comon o Gallowsy I that day,

“Matthew Welsh,' she sald, “what brings
you so far from home so0 early In  the
maorning?""

“l com wi' thea twa callants—young Gor-
don o' Earistoun and a young man that Is
near Kin to him It may be batter to gi'e
the particulars the go-by till T see you more
privately. Is the good man asbout the doorsT*

For answer the woman went to the window
at the back and cried thrice. Instantly we
maw W lttle clond of men dizengage them-
pelves \rregularly from the bushes and come
toward the door. Then began a curious scine.
The woman ran to various hiding places,
under the eaves, behind dressers, In sumr.es
snd  presses, and set A large number of
bowls of porridge on the deal table. Soon
the house was fillsd with the stir of men and
the volees of folk In earncst conversation.

Among them uall 1 was chiefly aware of
one young man of very striking appearance,
whose dark halr flowed back from a broad
brow, white as a lady's, and who looked like
one born to command. On the faces of many
of the m:n who entered and overflowed the
little kitchen of the Duchrae wae the hunted
look of them who look this way and that for
A way of escape. But on the face of this
man was only a free Indifferepnce to danger,
as of one who had passed through many perils
and come farth scathless,

Last of all the master of the house entered
with the famillarity of the well accustomed
e was alert and active, a man of great
height, yet holding himself like & soldier,
Threg countries knew him by his long, gray
bsard and Dbushy eyvebrows for Anthony
Leonnex, one of the most famous leaders
of the original United Socletien. To
we he wae but Maisle Lennox's father,
and ipdeed he never wasted many words
ot & boy such as | seemed to him.

Byt now he came asnd took us by the haail
in token of welcome, and to me In especial
he was full of warm feeling.

“You are welcome, young sir.,'" he sald.
“Miny an hour at the dyke-back havée we
hed, your father and 1, praylng for our
bulrns and for poor Scotland. Alack that
I left him on the way to Bothwell last year
and rode forward to tulzie wi®* Robis Hamil-
ton—and now he lies in bis quiet, resting
grave, an' Auld Anton is still here among
the contenders,’

With Walter also he abook hasds sud gavy)

|

THEY BOWED TO

lfél(ﬂl]t\‘
i

ONE ANOTHER,

to be =a!d, and ghe that was the tallest of the
malils handed Wat the well-euried caten
cake ¢n a trencher, Then he rose and bowed

courteously to her wheroat theére was firs ul

silence aud then a wonder mmong the wen
In the house, DPut Anthony Lennox stiiled
them, telling of the Introduction which he
had gott:n concerning Walter, and that our
fathers hod mede o good end for the faith,
f0 that we were presently made wholly free
of the meeting.

We heard that there was to be & fleld con-
venticle near by, at which Mr, Cameron was
to priach. This was the ro.son of so great
a gathering, many having come out of Ayr-
shire, and even o far as Leshmahago n the
Upper Wird of Lanark, where there are very
many zealous for the truth.

Then they fell again to the talking, while
I noted how the malls comforted themszlves,
The eldest of them and the tallest was a lass
of mettle, with dark, bent brows, She hil4
her head high and seemed, by her attiring
and dignity, accustomed to other places than
this moorland farm town. Yet here she was,
handing victual hxfore a fleld-presching. And
this 1| was soon to learn was a ¢ mmon thing
in Galloway, where nearly the whole of the
gentry, and still more of thelr wives and
daughters, were on the side of the Cov nant,
It was no uncommon th ng for a Kings min,
when he was disturbing a conventlele, “slkcaii-
ing a bees’ byke,” as It was called, to come
on his wife's or his  daughter's palfray.
tethered in walting,

“Keep your black-tail coats cloger In hy!"
sald Luke Rothes once to his lady, “or |
shall have to do wome of them a huri! Ca'
your messing to your foot, elee 1'Il hae to
kennel them fer ye!'

’I:{;orer was no such safe hiding as in some
of the greater hous's of the stiri-t psrsecutorn

S0 in a lttle while, the mcst part of the
company going ount, this tall, dark-browed
mald was made known to us by Matthew of
the Dub as Mistress Kate McGhle, daugliter
of the Lalrd of Balmaghle, within which
parish we were,

Then Milsle Lennox beckoned to the third
maid, and she came forward with shyness
and grace. She was younger than the cother

two and seemed to be a well-grown lass of
13 or 14.
“This," sald Malste Leonnox, “‘ls my cousin

Miargaret of Glen Vernock."
The mald whom she wo named blushed
und spoke to us In the broader accent of

the shire, yet plensantly and frankly as one
well reared, o

Presently there came to us the taller maid
~-ahe¢e who was called Kate, the Laird's
danughter

Bhe bheld out her hand to me.

“Ah! Wil of Earlstoun, 1 have heard of
you!"

1 answered that 1 hoped It was for good,

"It was from Maisle here that 1 heard It
she sald, which, Indeed, told me nothing.
But Kate MeGhie shook her heéad at us,
which templed me to think her a Bighty
mald, However, 1 remembered her words
often afterward when [ was lp hiding.

Thereupon 1 presented my cousin Wat to
her, and they bowed to one another with a
courtly grace, 1 declare It was pretly to
see Lhem, and also most strange in a houe
whera the hill-folk were gathered tlogether.
But for the sake of my father and brother
we were never so much as questionesd,

Presently there was one came (o the door
and cried that the preaching was called and
about to begin, BSo we took our bonnet
and the maids their shawls about them, an
set forth, t was & gray, unkindly, day,
and the clouds bung about the helghts
There are many woods of pine and oak abott
the Duchrae; and we went through one of
them to an anclent moat Lill or plice of
defense, on & biMside, with a dlich abous it

of threa pr four yurds wideness, which oves-

Anton Lennpx, called the Covenanter, was a
good and rcund-bearied man, even as he
wihi doubtless a manifest and notable Chris-
tian.  But the tale that most |mpressed me
and touched my spirll nearcst, was the tale
of how he served Muckle Joln Gib and his
orew, after godly Mr, Carglll had givén them
over to Satan

It was Sandy, my brother, that wawx the
eyt-witness of the affalr. He was ever of the
extréeme opinlon—as my mother used often to
#ay: "Our Sandy was either in the moon
or the midden,” but In my Judgment, often-
€8st In the latter.

Yet 1 will never deny that bhe has had »
great deal of experience, though I would
rather want than have some of [t. Now at
this time, Bandy, perhaps by means of hils
wife, Jean Hamilton (who, like her brother
Robert, was just Inordinate for preachings
and prophesyings), wes much inclined to
kick over the traces, and betake himself to
the wilder extremes that were much handled
by our enemies for the purpo:e of briaging
digcredit on the good name of the Cove-
nanters,

There was one great bulking sailor of Bor-
rowstounness that was spealally afMicted with
these visions and maunderings. Nothing but
his own will In all things could satisfy him.
He withdrew himself Into the waste with two
or three men and a greéat company of feeble-
minded women, and there they renounced all
authority and lssued proclamations of the
wildest and maddest kinds,

The godly and devout Mr. Danald Cargill
(as he was called, for hls real name was
Duncan) was much exercised about the mat-
ter, and, Anding himsel in the neighbprhood

to which these people had betaken them-
selves, he spared no palng, but with much
anl sore foot travels e found them. But

John Gib, who could e upon occasion a lace-
able and plausible persom, persusaded him to
ablde with them for a night, which accord-
ingly he did, but, having wrestled with them
in prayer and communing:half the night, and
making not anything of them, he rose and
went out into the flelds most unhappy. Bo
afler long wandering he came homeward,
having falled in his misslon. Then It was
that he wld eld Anton. Lennox, who had
come from Galloway'to attend the greal so-
cletios' meeting atl Lesmahagow. WIith him
at the ttme was my brother Sandy, and here
it Is that Sandy's story used to commenoe.

And of all Sandy's ptories it was the one 1
'ked the best, becaure there was the least
chance of his having anything about himaelf
to tell.

“I mind the day"—so: he began—'"a great
hearisome harvest day In mid-September. We
had our crop in earlypthat year, and Anton,
my father and I, had gotten awa' to the so-
cleties’ meéting at Lesmahagow. It wae in
the earliest days of them, for ye maun mind
that I am one o' the few surviving original
members. We were &' silting at our duty
when In there came Into the farm kitchen
where we abode Donald Cargill himself. He
was leaning upon his =taff, and his head was
hanging down. We desisted from our worship
and looked at him steadfastly, lor we saw
that the hand of the Lord had been upon him
and that for grief. B0 we¢ walled for the de-
livery of his testlmony.

“‘My heart is heavy," he sald at long and
leat, ‘for the people of the wilderness arp de-
livered over to the galnsayer, and that by
resson of John Gib, ecalled Muckle John,
sallor in Borrowstounness, and presently lead-
Ing the willy folk astray.' Then he told them
how he had  wrestled with the Gibblles
mightily in the spirit, and +0 overthrown.
Whereat he was notified that the hearts of
all those that hated Lhe Way would be lifted
u
p__“. also brought a copy of the fooltah sheet
called the 'Proclamation of the Bweet Bing-
ers,’ which was much handed about among

here of
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GET OUT OF BED!

COME TO THE

FUNERAL OF PROFITS.

There's the busiest kind of a Clearance Sale 1n
We are getting rid of our big stock of Summer
Woolens before the real hot weather sets 1n.

our store.

motion at

So don't sit on

life’s curbstone thinking over how you can make your last year's

clothes do you,

We will give you a Suit, Overcoat or Pants to

order at practically your own prices, for this 1s the

Greatest Price Reducing
Merchant=Tailors’ Sale

Ever Held.
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Not an inch of the work on any garment we make during

this sale will be slighted,

Inside and outside will be given the

same grace and tone as when we charged regular prices,

ED. HART, THE TAILOR

Y. M. C. A. Bldg,, 210 and 212 S. 16th St.

to bring terrible dizersdit on the s'bh.r ani
God-f aring folk of the south and west, who
had nothing to do with the matter,

wiLet me see it sild Anton Lennox, hold-
ing out his hand for It

My, Carglll gave It to him, saying sadly,
“The Spirlt will not always s rove with them?!

vooNat mald Auld Anton, but Il e'en str v
wi' them mysel,! Reeck me doon Clickie!” |

“He spoke of hle great herd's stuve rimil
had p shank of o yard and a balf long, anl
was a8 thick us my wrist,

CCome you, Sandy.” he oried over
ghoulder as he =trode ont, ‘and ye will
your bellvful of Sweet Singing this day!

“Now 1 did not want to move, for
gxercl=e wii pleasant, but my father
Yiade me go with Auld Anton, and, ns
know, It 18 not easy ta say nay to
father,

It was cver a wild moor
our way—silent boeause all
had by with thelr nesting. and the place
where Mr. Cargill had left the company of
John Gib wos in a very desert place where |
iwo countries met. But Auld Anton went
stegging® ovor the hills till 1T was falr driven |
emt of my breath. And ever as he went he |
drove his staff deeper into the sod.

“It was a long sesson before we arrived al
the place, but at last we came to the top of
a little brow facs, and stogd leoking at the
strange company gathered beneath us, |

“Taere was a kind of moss hag or dry
peat, wide and deep, yet level along the |
bottom. Down upon the black coom was a
large company of women, all standing close
together and Jolning thelr hands, A llitle
way apart on a lttle mound of peat In the
midet gtood a great bulk of a fdllow, with a
white gown upon him, like a woman's
smock, of white linen, felled with purple at
the edges, But whenever It blew aside with
the wind one saw undernsath the sallor’s jer-
Kin of rough eloth, with the bare tapned
skin of the neck showing through,

"eertes, Master Anson,' sald I, 'but
I & braw chiel, him wi' the broad hat
the white cock ontil the bob o't!

“And Indeed a brave, braw, heartgome-
like man he was, for all the trashery of his
attlre, He kept good order among the men
and women that sccompanied with him In
the Deer S8lunk. There were thirty of them
—twenty-xix of them being women—many of
them wvery respectable of family, that had
been led away from their duty by the per-
suading tongue of John Gib. But Auld Anton
tooked very grim as he stood a moment on
the knowe-top and watched them, and he
took a shorter grip of the cudgel he carried
in his hand. It was of black crab tree and
knotted, very grievous,

“4John GIbY eried Anton Lennox from the
Eilltop suddenly In a loud volce. ]

“The grest sea glug of a man in the white
petticoat turned slowly round, and looked at
ue stunding on the parched brae-face with
no ftriendly eye.

* rPegone—ye are the children of the devil
—begone to your father! he cried back.

“ ‘Belike—John Gib—bellke, but bide a wee
—1 am coming down to have a word or two
with you as to that! replied Auld Anton, and
his look had a smile In it that was sour as
the erab apples which hig cudgel would have
borne bad It bidden In the hedge root

“ 1 have come,' he sald, slowly and tartly,
‘that 1 might converse seriously with you,
John Gib, and that"concerning the way that
you have treated Mr. Donald Cargill, an hon-
ored servant of the Lord!”

srpeoft erled Johm Gib, standing up to
ook at us, while the women drew themselyos
together angrily to whisper together; 'speak
not to us of minlsters. We deny them every
one, We have had more comfort 1o our
souls slnce we had done with ministers and
elders, with week days and fast days, and
bibles and Sabbaths, and came our ways here
by ourselves to the deeps of the Deer's
Slunk!

“Nay.' sald Auld Anton, '‘minlsters, Indeed,
are not all they might be, but without them
yo have proved yourself but a blind guide
jeading the blind, John Gib! Ye shall not
long coptinue wound fn the falth or stralght
in the way if ye want falthful guldes! But
chlefly for the faellon in which ye have u:e-!.
Mr, Cargill am | come 1o wrestle with you,
oriesk Anton,

l" '!l*e is byt an hireling,' shouted Muckle
John Gib, making hls white gown flulter,

“'Yea, yea, and amen! cried the womern
that were at his back. But David Jamle,
Walter Ker and John Young, the other thréee
men who were with him, looked very greatly
ashamed and turned away thelr faces—as, in-
deed, they had greéat need, :

*grand up like men, David Jamle, Wallar
Ker and John Young! cried Anton to them,
‘do ye bide to lake part with these silly
women and this hulker from the bilhoes, or
will ye return with me to good doctrine and
wholesome correction?

“But the three men answered not a word,
looking llke men surprised in a shameful
thing and without their needful garments,

“Ogarglll me no Cargilis!' sald John Gib;
‘he is & traitor, a led captain, and a hirellng.
He deserted the poor folk and wenl to an
other land, He came hither to us, yot neither
preached to us nor prayed with or for us.'

“John Young looked about him as John Gib
sald this s though he would have contra-
dicted hlm It he dared. But he was silent
again and looked at the ground

“Npy, sald Auld Anton, ‘that s a le,
John Gib; for | know that he offered o preach
to you, standing with his Bible betwessn his
open hands as his ordinary. But ye wanted
him to promise to confine bis preaching te
you, which when he would not consent te
do ye were for thrusting him out. And be

his
Bt

the
nlso |
yuu
my

that we took
the wild birds

yan
and

came home, wot and weary, with the cold
easterly wet fog all night uvpon the mulr,
very melancholy, with great grief for you all
upon his spirit?”

“Then at this John GIb became
very furtons and drew a plstol upon us

suddenly
This

made Anton Lennox laugh
o1 ghall come down and wrestle with your
pistol In a wee, John Gib, DBut 1 have a

word to eay to you all flest,’

“He stood o wiille and looked at them with
contempt, as if they were the meanest
wretelios under heaven, as, Indeed, they were,

"You, Jubhn Gib, that luy claim to belng a
wizard, 1 have little to say to you, Ye have
drawn away thege s=illy folk with your blas-
phemous deviees. Your pname s leglon, for
thére are many devils within you, You are
the herd of swine after the devils had en-
tered into them, Hath your master glven you
any word to speak before I come down to
you?'

YAy sald John Gib, leaping up In the alr
and clapping hig hands together us I he
would agaln begin the dance, which accom-
punied by a horrid yowling like that of a
braten dog, they called sweet singing.

oAy, that 1 have! Out upon you, Anton
Lennox, that set you up for a man of God
and & reprover of others, 1 alone am pure,
and God dwells in me, T Ut up my testl-
maony again all the months of the year, for
thelr names are heathen, 1 alone testify
agninst January and February, agulnst Sun-
day, Monday and Tuesday; agalnst Martin-
mas and holldays, ogainst Lammas day,
Whitsunday, Candelmas, Biitan, slone criasses,
salnts’ Imoages, Kelton HIN falr and Stony-
kirk sacrament, Agalnst Yule snd Christ-
mas, old wife's fables, Palm Sunday, Carlin
Bunday, Pasch, Hallow eand Hogmanay;
against the cracklng of nits and the slnging
of sange; against all romances and story-
bulks; against Handsel Monday, kirks, kirk-
yards and ministers, and especially against
the eockups Iin the front o' the Sabbath bon-
net o' ministers' wives: against registers, law-
yvers and all law books —'

“He cried out this rigmargle at the top
of his volee, speaking trippingly by rote, as
ane that says his lesson In school and has
learned It often and well. He rolled his
eyes as he reclted, and all the women clapped
their hands and made a Kind of moaning
howl, like a dog when It bays the moon.

“‘Yea, yen, and amen!' they .eried after
him, like children singing the chorus,

“Peage, devil's brats all! erled Anton
Lennox, like a tower above them,

“And they hushed at his word, for he
stood above them all, lke one greater than
man, till even Muckle John Gib seemed puny
begide the old man.

“‘David Jamie, hearken to me, you that
has your hand on your bit &hable.® Hetter
put up your feckless iran spit. It will do you
no good, You are a good scholar lost, and a
decont minister spolled, 1 wonder at you—a
tad of some lear—companying with this halry-
throated, tarry-fisted decelver.'

“This David Jamle was a young lmber
lad, that looked paler and more delieate than
the others. What brought him into the com-
pany of mad men and migguided women it ls
perhapa better only guessing.

“He looked sufficlently ashamed now at all
evente,

“Walter Ker apd John Young, hearken ye
to me; 1 bave more hope of vou. You ars
but thoughtlesey landward men, &nd the Lord

may be pleased to reclalim you from this
dangerous and horrible delusion.’
“Anton Lennox looked about him There

ne great distance
Something black and square lay
upon It.  He took three great strides to the
place, Litting the dark, smouldering object
up from off the fire, he erled aloud in horror,
and began rubbing with his hands. It was a
fine, Iarge-print bible, with more than half of
It burned away. There were also several
little ones upon the fire underneath I never
saw o man's anger fire up more qulckly, For
me, 1 was both amaszed and afrald at the
awlul and unthinkable blasphemy

“*John Gib' erled Anton Lennox, ‘stand
up before the Lord and answer—who has
done this?

“f, that am the head of the sweot slngers
and the Lord's annpimted!” sald he. 'l have
done It)*

* “Then, by the Lord's great name, I will
make you aing right sweetly for this!" eried
Anton, taking a vow,

“Then one of the women ook up the par-
able.

*'We heard a volee In the Frost Moss'
whe sald, "and a light shone about us there;
and John Gib bade us burn our bibles, for
that the Psaline in Metre, the chapler head-
ings, and the tables of contents were but
human Inventions.'

rand 1 odid It out of desplte agalngt God!'
cried John Gib.

“Then Apnton Lennox sald not a word more,
but cast away his plaid, spat upon his cud-
gel-palm, and called cover his shoulder (o
me:

“ 'Came, Sandy, and help me to wrestle In
the Spirit with these Sweet Singers,'

was a fire smouldering at
from him,

“Anx he ran down the bras David Jamle, the
student youth, came at him with & little
spit-stick of & sword and cripd that If he

came nedrer he would run him through.

““The Lord forgie ye for leein', callant,'
oried Anton, catching the poor thin biade on
lils great oak cudgel, for Anton was a greal
player with the single-stickes, and as a lad
bad been the cock of the countryalde. The
steel, being spindle-thin, shivered Into twenly
piecen, and the poor lud stcod guplng st the
sword hilt left in his hand, which had grown
suddenly light.

*'Blde you
Sandy! Auld Anton cried again over
shoulder,

8o 1 look my knes and tripped David up;

-—

there and wrostle with him,
hin

and =0 fal up upecn him very comfortable, til)
his nose wae predsed Into the moes, and all
bis members sprawled and waggled beneath
me ke a puddock under a stone,

“Then Auld Anton made stralght for John
Gib himeelf, who stpod back among his circle
of women, conapicucus in his white sark and
with a plstel In his hand. Wheén he saw
Aulll Anton coming s flercely at him ancross

the peat hags, he shot off his pistol and
turned to run. But hils women caught hold
of him by the flying white robe, thinking

that he was about to soar upward out of thele
slght,

“olet me be,' e erled, with a great sailor
oath, and tearing away from them he left
hulf the linen cloth in thelr hands, and bee
took him to bhis heels.

“Anton Lennox went after him hot
nnd there they had 1t, like coursing dogs
upnn the level moor, It was noble sport. i
laughed till David Jamie was nearly choleed
in the moss with me rocking to and fre
upon him. Anton Lennox was twiee the age
of John Gih, but Muckle John, being a salloy
man, accustomed only to the ghort deck, and
ulgo having hig running gear out of order,
by his manner of lfe, did exceedingly pant
and blow, Yet for a Ume he managed tq
keep ahead of the pursuer. But there wai
no ultimate city of refuge for him.

“Anton Lennox followed after him a 11t1lq
atimy, with a grim, determined countenanco
and as he ran | saw him shorten his cud
of orabtree In his hand. Presently he camg
up with the muckle man of Borrowstounness
The great stick whistled throogh the ain
soughing lke a willow wand. Once, twicey
thrice—It rose and fell,

“And the sound that ensued was like the
beating of a sack of meal,

“*I'll learn you to burn the bible!* eried
Anton, as he still followed. His arm rose
and fell, while John Gib continued to run as
it the dogs were after him. The great hulk
erfjed out with the intolerable pain of the
blows.

1 mak’ ye Sweet Singers a', by my
faith! TI'll score llka poilnt o' your papep
soresd on your back, my man—8unday, Mons
day, Tuesday, Pasch, Beltan and Yulel’

“At the Yule sroke Jolin Gib fell into a
moss hole. We could not casily see what
followed then. PBut the grievous cudgel ross
and fell like the flnll of & man that thrashes
corn In a barn, and a howling and roaring
that was anght but sweet singing came to us
over the moor.

“Presently Anton returned, striding back to
where 1 sat upon David Jamie's back.

“*Rise!" he sald. And that was all
sald,

“But he took his foot and turned him over,
pulling him out of the moss with a cloop like
the cork belng drawn out of & brisk boltle
af ale.

* ‘David, Iad, do ye renounce John Gib and
all his ways?'

“The limber-imbed student looked doubt-
ful, but the sight of the wtick and the distant
gound of the sweet singlng of Muckle John
decided him,

“‘Aye,” he sald, 'l am content to renounce
them and him.'

“ Qe ye and etlck to It then! sald Anton
and wena after Walter Ker and John Young,
who stoad together as though they hnd gotten
n stroke.

“ye saw vislons, did ye?' he said,
If this be a vislon?

“And he gave them certain dour gtrokes on
thelr bodies, for they were strong eurles and
could bide the Hke—not Hke the poor feckless
loon of a colleger, '

i ye see a Light shining In the moss late
yvestreen?' he ushed them,

* It was but glow worms,' sald Walter Ker.

SO was, aiblins, Wull-g'-the-Wisp?' sald
John Young,

“iAy, that's mair like the thing, noo!' sald
Auld Anton, with something ke o smile on
his face.

Qo saying he drove all the women (shve
two orf three that had scattersd over the
moss) before him, t11] we eame to the place of
the ordinary scolstivs’ meeting at Lesmahas
gow, Ifrom which we set oot

“Hore wers assembled sundry of the hus-
bands of the women—for the shame was that
the most part of them were Wivea and
mothers of familles of an sge when the lfaults
of youth were no longer either temptation or
(13 Tl TR T4

“To them he delivered up the women, each
to her own hasband, with certain adviee.

“ ] have wrestled with the men, he sald,
‘and overcome them. Wrestle ye with the
women, that are your own according to the
fesh, And If ye think that my oaken stave
4 too sore, discharge your duty with a birch
rod of the thleknese of your litle finger—fop
it Is the law of the realm of Soofland that
every husband be allowed to glve hils wife
reasonnble correction therewith. But gin ye
nesd my staff, or gin your wives prefer It, it
n ot your service.’

foot,

he

‘See yo

8o saying he threw his plaid over hls
whoulder und made for the door

Learn them a' the sweet siogin,' he

sald. *John b was grand st it. He pang

ko a mavis ool by here on the moor sl the
Desr's Blunk.' "

This was the matier of Sandy's tale about
Johp Gib and Auld Anton Lennox.

And this cured Sandy of some part of his
extrames, though to my thinking at tiines he
had been none the worse of Auld Antun at his
elbow tw give him a lesson or two In sweel
pinging. | might net in that case have had to
buy all over ugaln tho Lonny house of Earle
etoun, and s had more to spend upon Altoly
which is mine own dedlrable residence.

(To be Continued,)
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