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The Devil’s Hunting Horn

Them That Be So Mighty Fond
of Explaining Everything on
Earth May Find Them-
selves Explaining Out of
Heaven One of
These Days.

I'here's & lot more stories told of two men
and ones woman than you'll find aboutl (we
women and one man; but that's only because
women ba cleverer to hide their secrets Lthan
we are, though, If the truth were known, there's

Jubt am many adventures in man<hunting as
weinan-hunting Only the fenales keep their
mouths shut closer and don't ghout =0 loud

when they bring down thelr prey, nor yet muake
such a fuss when they full

But In the case of Henry, Jacoh and Jemima
—rlled “Jem'" for shortness—'tia Jjust the
common wiyation of two men after one girl]
only, thanks to the Devil's Munting Horn and
vertain other mighty queer features of their af-
fulr, the story be worth the telling. The men
alno made It & lot out of the common, for one
was & churchman and s shining light, whe
done & power of good In his way, while the
other belonged to the ancient order of anointesd
mcamps that caure us mioderate people (o despali
of human nature

In another
Clegg might hayva

of life douybt Jucob
pramsed to hils grave sE a4 re-
spectable figure, fog he wanted waus (o be
lee alons to shoot and fmh and play; but, not
being born to that vondition where shooting
and fishing and playing is respectable, Jucob
was & filure, The difference botwean lilme and
Saulre Huller amounted just to that, Bquire
inherited his land and fur and feathers, and hes
vould devote his duye to slaughter and gamens
without a dmwsrespeciful word from nnybody;
while Jucob, being & wood cutter's child, who'd
tost his father at & yeurs old, had no wort of
right to birds and beasts and fishes; or, In fact,
to anything but work. Yot his nature craved
ta be hunting before all olse; and so It came
nbout that he wns u buggering young poacher,
with no friends but hia mother, though it was
well known hie had a good braln and could
stand to work as well as anybody when he
plensed to do so.

By trade he wup a thatcher—a very skillful
man-—uand It was well in his power ta be u
respectable character and a credit to the parish
it he chose. But he didn't ehoose, and he'd
begn locked up more'n onve and done a good
few things to make hix mother weep and the
godly sigh., And I'mi sure thut nobody sighed
oftener than Henry Bird., Indeed, he had tried
onee or twice to win over Jacob to righteousness
and plain dealing, but so far couldn't point to
no sUeCcess,

“If ever I'm reformed,” said Jacob, “ ‘twill be
by A chap from the Establishment, because 1
haven't got no use for psalm-smiting dissenters,
and least of all for you, Henry. You're a
fiddle-feced fool in my opinion, and you're only
s0 amazing good because you haven't got the
pluck and spirt to be anything else.” So spoke
Jacob, and the good man replied:

“The Lord forgive you for that speech an
readily as I do,"answered Henry, because he
always offered the left cheek if anybody smote
kim on the right. And yet thero was secrets
hid in him as nobody guessed at, and the first
thing that showed he was only human, after
all, happened in the matier of Jemima Mason.

In & word, Henry fell in love with her, much
to the surprise of a good few maidens of his
own persuasion, who listened to him like lambs
and who thought, of course, he'd take one of
them when the time came. But Jemima was
Church of England, and yet he fell in love with
her most furious and made the running in a
very manly way at first. She weren't a beauty,
btut she had a lot of sense for 25 and she wasi
independent having a clear fifty pound a year
left her by her grandfather, who knew her
worth. Her parents were dead and she lived
with & woman cousin—a widow a good bit
older than herself—in that nice double cottage
Just outside Thorpe,

She did needlework and made a useful bit
of money by it, and she kept herself to herself
ond was well thought upon for a sensible and
seif-respecting creature. She had a mind, too,
and a good education, BShe must needs even
g0 to town now and agaln, and she'd often
leave home and put in a week all on her own,
at Exeter or Plymouth, just to keep in touch
with things and rub off the rust of the country.
Qut of the common, you may say, and Thorpe
was proud of her and hoped she'd take Henry
Hird as being the young mgn among us most
worthy of such a sensible maiden.

And now I'll just name the Devil's Hunting
Horn and then we'll get going, It weren't a
public house, as you might think, but a lone
tower built & hundred years before this tale,
by the Squire Buller of them days, at the time
we were fighting the IKrench. He lifted it in
the midst of Thorpe Woods, and why he done
80 his descendants may know, but nobody else
ever did, A gamekeeper lived there for a bit,
but it had been empty for more than half a
century, I daresay, and it got its name from
& curious fact, because, often and often, there
came a strange and wisht sound from the tower
—& noise between a bittern booming and a
hunter's horn heard far away. '"Twas an un-
nitural and creepy note, and not & man, woman
or child at Thorpe but had often heard it.

Some said there was a sort of a mnatural
trumpet in the stonework—a rift through which
the wind blew when it was southwest, and made
the nolse; but for my part T don't like to hear
every strange affalr explained away in the

lation non

all

. modern fashion, and T steadfastly belleve that

all sorta of dark and deep things happen round
about us far beyond the power of human wits
to understand. 'Twas not accldent that made
that fearsome and creepy sound; the reason
wae hid with Providence, and, as I tell the
young folk, them that be so mighty fond of
explaining everything on earth may find them-
sclves explained out of heaven one of these
days. 'Tis a faithless generation; and so sure
az God's alive a lot of us will be called to pay
an ugly price for our unbelief when our turm
comes,

The Devil's Humting Horn stood in the very
thick of the woods on top of Thorpe Knoll, yet
rot much above a mile from the highroad. It
was a four-square fower, stained and time-
bitten, gray and yellow and moldering, with
fvy-tods hanging fromn the window Woles and
ferns fastened in the raotting mortar—the home
of bat and owl—its plaster fallen in the little
chambera and evem the flat roof up on top
ncattered to shivers at one angle, where the
lichtning struck some time before living mem-
ory. And you can still sce the great rusty nail
where the Dark Hunter was said to hang his
horn. Then of witter nights he'd blow it, and
the hounds of the air would come out of the
etorm, to do his wicked will and harry poor,
naked humin souls,

A fearsome place in a narrow clearing, with
pines towering ‘round about and a straggle of
thorn and laurel and sapling rowans in the
undergrowth. And of & moony night, if any
had the pluck to go there, they'd ses the tower
1ising up like a white ghost in the midst of
the black forest. And some had heard strange
noises within at such times—nolses half man,
haif beast+—and laughter that made ‘em go
goose flesh; and Dicky Tremleft lost the little
mind he had to lose after being night-foundered
up there: and it was there also that the baker
from Pogley hanged histell for love and was
found in & lower chamber hitched to a hook.
with hia tongae out of his mouth, s0 dead as a
nit. And a wise one or two even said the bit

vl tope ‘round Bis neck WAl nese wisted by
mortal handa
Among the ysung mea In my vyoulh ‘iwas

thought & pretly plucky deed 10 o up over
&t midnight, when the horn was sounding, and
A good few more vowed they had done so than
ever did; but Menry Bird he feared no evil
irawers, being shod with the shoon of rightous-
ness and girt with the sphisld of truth. He'd
gone there more than ance to show he was not
afeared of the devil or his works, but he was
soung, and, slas! he ddn't know that when the
Prince of Darkoess can't get in by the front
door he'll force u window or even come dowin
the chimney For the house of the soul has
plenty of wesk apots. and nobody kpnows ‘em
better than the Enemy of Mankind

Well, Henry he fell in love with Jemima and
fite willed that the dangsr apot in the man
should be touched by that innecent woman., He
wan & pussling chavacier without any doubt,
and, though noabody could ever say that he
weren't an honest man, and didn't believe all
be snid, and didn't sirive all ho knew to show
the light to others and gnther straying sheep
for the fold, yet, when his own cross cate and
his love wasn't returned, then his better nalure
fuiled him

It was the cass of & mian whao had never been
temnpted before and never found lite to thwart
Wim  and flout him, suddenly up against a
crushiing trinl and a denial of his passion; and

I like te ba free” she answered
Hitle bit of fun for the ysar "

“You'll go to worship on Funday, | hope,” hae
suid, for even then, with Batan working double
tides In his hieart, he had 1o be his plous self

“Nea' she answered, “1 go where they sing
fins anithems—~to 51, Andrews parish ehureh. ™

They went along, snd then, mournful and
steady, tha Devil's Hunting Hoern sounded
thiough the woods; but Henry already knew it
was blowing that night,

“Have you ever faced the tower afier dark T
he asked, and Jemioa sald she never had,

“Now's a good epportunity, then™ hs told
her, “and 1 dare say you'll be the first woinan
in Thorpe to say you have, It will be & good
erxample and show the maldens they must not
be superstitious.”

1 don't femr it
ing thers for an
answered

Bo they strolled into the fir trees and sopn
stood under the tower vising above ‘em with
the horm shouting fia meluncholy note aloft,

“We'll k0 In and olimb the stone steps and
leok at the moon—there's plenty of time,” he
telia her, and, rather enjoying the adventure,
Jom followed him.

There wax a heavy. oak door at the baltom,
that most thme hung open on the rusty hinges
They elimbad the stepa and got up on the flat
toof, and then Henry's manner changed and
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because | know thera's noth-
honest girl to fear,” wshe

g ihier up above, she heard tuolsteps ascend.
ing to her megain, and, as she hnd seen Lhe
Lipekguard go after he d made her fast, all she

Lhnew was that some other creature must be
alena i tha 1ower with het And then her
beart failed Indeed, tor she reckoned that i
couldn't be Anvhody murh less (his (ime than
the Demon MHunter himeelf. She couldn't
surean, though she tried, and her terrer mnade
her faint off onte more, so when Jacogh, who
had got the door free, elimbed up to see who

it was fastenad in by the villain he came acrops
p.:u; gl lying Dat on hery back and dead
o the world

And then he ploked her
down below,

“Don't aliald
when she'd gt baek a little of her seattored
wite, " 'Tis Jacob Clegg, with no intentivn but
to save you from that Hmb of the Devil, 1
hoard you holler, where 1 was to work half a
mile away, &and eatie along just In time to see
Henry Bivd tuke hils hook after he'd made the
door fust on vyou, And you be Miss Jemima
Maron, by the look of 1"

The blessed fact that she was safe very near
i he girl go light-headod, but she
soon  pulled heiwelf together, and, knowing
Jocob by sight, thanked Lim with all her heart
for saving her under the grace of God. Bhe
didn't hide vothing. elther, but told the whole
fearful story, and Jacob got so wnd that at

the
up and cvarvied her

e ne wore, mien™ he said

mnda | LAY

“Have you ever faced the tower after dark?” Henry asked, and Jemime said she never had.

the bBlow made his honor and justice and hu-
manity go down before the wind., For he was
ever In extremes, no doubt, though he hadn't
reallzed that, and the fervor and emotion and
excitement he put into religion were all switch-
od off into his love affair when it came. He
took the matter to his Maker, you may be sure,
and prayed that all would go right with the

appiness and prosperity of such a righteous
and faithful servdnt of the Lord as he was,
But it didn't go right, and after walking with
him and paying him ever proper respect and
altention, Jemima Mason convinced herself that
he wasn't the man for her market. She liked
a bit of the joy of life and told him so.

“Life with you would be one long Sunday,
Mr. Bird," she sald. "] admire you something

« tremendous, and I'm sure there never was such

another; but I couldn't live up to it—not all
the week, and, whether or no, I don't love you.
If T did the rest would come easy for certain.
But love is the needful thing."

He didn't take “no” for an answer very easy,
however, Life had gone smooth with him and
his goodness been repaid with prosperity, so
he wasn't at all used to disappointment and
quite unprepared to be denled in this great
matter of a wife.

Jemima seemed a proper masterpiece to him,
not fine enough to tempt the lust of the eye,
Lut as sensible as she was homely, and just the
sort of young woman to be the miother for a
nies lot of little Birde presently. B0 he stuck to
her dogged and made a hole in his manner
before long, for after she'd turned him down
half a dozen times he hegan to suffer & new
seneation &nd get a bit wild and fall' away
from his own, high standards. The Devil was
feeling for the weak spot, you see, and, ac-
cording to his fatal custom, he very soon found
it. Time passed and bad things began to happen
in the soul of Henry.

Then came a curious chance about a year
after Jemima's final refusal of the man, and,
httle knowing that love can turn to poison
and be & deadly danger to some natures,
Jemima played into his hands on a certain
winter night. She thought he was over his
sorrows and content to be just a friend, like
other men, and after he shut down on love-
making sha was content to see him and pass
the time of day with him, and even offer him
& cup of tea If he happened along at the proper
hour, Then she ordained to go to Plymouth
for one of her visits, to do a bit of shopping
and see the world. For she was very independ-
ent and liked to show the pcople that she
weren't a stay-at-home. i

And the train went off a bit afore midnight,
hearing which Henry offered to see her to it.
Thinking no evil and little knowing he was a
man possessed, she agreed, and the night came
—full moon with a scud flying and mild as
milk. He was early, but found her ready, and
he suggested a stroll first, as= he was wishful to
get her to do a few things for him in town.
So, guessing nought was wrong she set off and
he carried her little cane hold-all for her.

“We'll go up the hiiL"” ha said, “for I'm short
of exercise, and along by the Thorps Wood we
shan’t run across anybody."

They walked up to the forest. she thinking to
drop down the other side to the station; and
Henry pretended to be bright and cheerful and
hoped she'd have a good time away.

“What & one for mystery you are!” We said.
“¥Your cousin telis me you never even Iet-any-
body know where you put up at I'lymouth.”

sgmething of the hungry devil inside the man
broke out of his eyes and voice,

“Tell me this,”” he said, “and tell me true.
I5 there anybody else coming between us? 1Is
there another man you love, Jem? I've a right
to know that, and I'm going to kKnow."

She was frightened, but dldn't show it. She
lnoked away out over the tree tops and heard
the horn humming under her feet, and replied
very quietly and truly:

“No, Henry. There's no man In my life,”

With that he went at her llke g fiame of fire,
implored her to take him, and knelt to her,

.touched the hem of her garments and showed

lier in half 2 minute he was beslide himself,

But she kept her nerve and prayed to God
in her heart, and teold Henry that she could
never take him, and begged him to remember
his manhood and let her be, Then he broke
loose and cursed her for a hard-hearted giglet
who had ruined his life; and she saw his love
turned to bitter hate, and feared every minute
ke'd seize her and fling her down and break
her neck. She implored him for his religion
t2» keep a tight hold on himself, but he was
raging mad now and he told her that if she
didn't promise to take him he'd bawk her up
in the tower and leave her there to die.

“None comes here once in a month, as you
know,” he sald, “and here you'll starve and rot,
and nobody be the wiser, for they'll look for
vou in Plymouth;. and God judge me, when
once I leave you if ever 1'll come back."

She prayed him not to damn his soul with
such wickedness and asked him how he would
gain by putting her to a cruel death, but he
%:id her doom was on her own head, and she
gaw he was far past reason. Then she knelt
to him in her turn and implored him not to
do such an awful thing. /

With that he threw her on the stones and
rushed down the steps, and she heard him-put
heme the great door and heave timber up
against it from a wood stack, and make it fast
against her. He worked for half an hour with-
cit a word, and she screamed thrice so loud
as shes might, but thers was only him to Wear
her, and for answer cams the whistle of the
tiain A mile away In the vallev. Then he
shook his fist up at her and rar. off and was
Inst in the darkness,

He crashed away, Hke & wild creaturs, and
the Devil's Horn seemed io blow a blagt of
triumph, but Jemima didn't hear it, because
sha fainted after Henry wnas gone, ' But her
worst horror that night had yet 1o come.

For the Lord chooses His own tools, and He
ricked a rough one for a rough task. Her cry,
thiat might have gons out to the wind most
times, had catched a human ear after all, and
Jacob Clegg. very busy with the squire's pheas-
ants not half a mils from the tower, had heard
it. He knowed what it was, too, and, being

pretty much of a man Yor all his wickedness,
reckoned there was a female In trouble calling
for succor. 8o he i'd his birds and his air-
gun where none could find 'em but himself,
and slouched off as fast as he might through
the game covers till he peeped out at the edge
of the moonlit clearing. And then he saw—
first, Jemima up In the tower, and, second,
Master Henry heaving & lot of heavy stuff
against the door beneath, MHe marked the
man, but he had the caution proper to chaps
that play his nightly games, so he kept hid and
watched a bit., And he didn't creep out till
Henry was off.

So it happened that just as Jemima was re-
covering from her faint, and pulling herself to-
first he wanted to runafter the other man
instanter and catch him afore he fetched home,
Tlul prensently the poacher’s matural craft got
the better of his anger, and he thought of some-
thing a lot cleverer than that. And Jemima,
who ‘was properly indignant by now at the
shameful treatment she'd been called to suf-
fer, and s0 weak as a worm in body and mind
after her cruel handling, fell in with Jacob's
idea. She regretted agreeing with him a few
houra afterwards, but then it was too late, for
niore strange things than one happened Inside
the next week.

Jacob was the sort that loved a little plot
and very quickly made one, for when Jemima
had thanked him yet agaln for saving her life
and told him all that had happened, he thought
over it and then planned what she should do.

“To night," he mald, “you shall come and put
up with my mother, and tomorrow morning at
eock-light T'll drive you down to Cornford to
catech the train to Plymouth. You musn't go
from Thorpe, else you'll be seen, What we have
got to do is to let that murderer think he's had
hiz way. So you go down and enjoy vourself at
Plymouth, then come back to my mother, just
for a night or two, and 1'll tell you what to do
next. The point is that mobody who carea about
vou is going to be frightened, and there won't
ba no hue and ery, because everybody will think
you're all right. But the only hue and ery will
be in the soul of Henry Bird, where the Devil
and all his angela will torture the traltor till
he’ll wish he'd never been born."

“He may repent tomorrow and come up and
scek to save me,” said Jemima.

“Not him. If you'd took him he'd very like
have done you in s0 soon as he was tired of
you, same as he meant to do tonight,” vowed
Jacob. “He'sawolf in sheep’s clothing, and the
awfulest hypocrite ever I heard tell about.”

“But he's a religioua man and he's done a
rower of good among the young people, and
saved many from drink and foolishness,'"" shs
sixld. “He's gone mad, and that's the enly right
way to explain his outrage on me."

However, Clegg wasn't there to argue, He
fastened up the door again very careful, same
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and then he took Jewiima's
soon they wWas goni Iis
lived two mile away, in & vollage near North
Mill, whieh belonged (0 his mother, and he bad
the girl stop st & certain place while he alipped
bavk and got bis birds and alr gun,  Jemina
was alnaye calm and sell-possessed, mind when
ha joined her again sha saw only oo wicarily
what he'd been up to and was sorry

“Oh, Mr. Clegg.” she sand ‘I shall alwsys
feel wery grateful and kind te you (ALY
might's work, but 1'm terrible wshamed (hat such
& brave, fine chap should sink to that, 1 sure
you be made of too good stuff Lo sink to such
things."

He telt shoepish and eussed himaelf for show.
g her what he'd been up 1o

“Lucky for sou | wans poaching, anylhow he
sald, “for If 1 hsdn't been at Therpe Wooda
you would still be jugged In the Devil's Hunting
Horn, my dear woman, But don't yeu think
U'm not very thaukful | was there, for | very
well know this is the Lest night's work | ever
dona in my lfe, and 1 shall I.:’ terrible prowd
of i to my dying day.™

Bha liked his voiee und she Hked his looks as
he murehed her in and woke up hin moiher, and
made the old woman come down house and
find some supper for Jembng

Then Mrs, Clegg heard the awiul nnd
was sworn Lo gecrecy, and nest morning Jacob
fotehed his pouy along, Just afier down, and
drove the girl to cateh the first train to Myme-
outh froma Coruford station, four miles down
the line,

Bhe promised to write
was, and she Kept her word, and thy
le'd got her wddeess, al a Hitie inn down on the
larbican, where sho wus used to put up, f
Jacod didn't travel down for a ds

sa Henry had leh
“hold-all* and ver

W

et

and tell il where
iy

and call

wpon her and ax her to come wnd Tuve o bit
of dinner with him, and vo o,
Elie know by now there was pometling drew

her to him, und instead of Belng vexed awt b
choek in coming to see her she felt quite pleased
and must needs buy him a present,
atter all, o life in & e, and Jacob delicatels
|'l!|ll|l'll!"l! hl'l' mer n veul eutlot thet nhe'd LI
at her lnst gasp now and dyving with hupger
In the Devil's Hunting Horn but for Lim

“But for vou and Providence,” corrdcted
Jemima.

“Providence first,” he granted, “and 1 may
tell you that this affair have made me tale n
mueh more serioun view of Providence, Miss
Mason. Beecatise my mother has polnted out
to me that the Lord cliose a buckslider like mo
to do this useful picce of work; and if the Lord
haven't throwed me over, as everybody, includ-
Ing myself, imagined long ago, then there must
be hope for me and a rave chance of making
geod, And I hope you'll help me to do so."

Well, when a handsome young man tells a
woman he wanis her help to make good ‘Lis
any odds she'll feel & bit pleased at the prospect,
and before Jacob went home that night Jemima
found herself a good bit along the road to
liking him. She brought him a tie pin in the
shape of a little silver fox, costing & shillings,
and she bought him a green silk tie also; and
she made ,one solemn condition, that Jacob
would come to church next Sunday: and he
swore he would do so, und wear his fine adorn-
niente

Then he began about Henry Rird, for they'd
been so Interested in each other up to now that
they almost forgot what had thrown 'em to-
gether,

Jemima saw Jacob to his traln after they'd
took a cup of tea, and it was fixed up that she'd
come to his mother's cottage for a night on the
way home in three days' time; and then he was
going to tell her of the wonderful plot he'd
halched against the would-be murderer. =hea
asked him Iif he'd seen Henry or heard aught
of him since she left, and he sald that he had
not. DPut Jacob had took occasion to go up to
the tower the day before he came to Plymouth
to see if Henry had been there.

“The devil haven't stirred a finger to save
you,” he explained. “1 don't mean Satan, but
Henry Bird. The great logs are against the
door, and no doubt he thinks you be dead and
gene by now. But his turn will come next weelt,
end T've got a very pretty clever thought upon
the subject. And vyet, God forgive mie, 1 can't
feel so righteous mad against him as 1 ought
to feel.”

“Why for not?" asked Jemima. "Be you such
a Christian as all that?”

But Jacob explained,

* '"Piu because if the wretch had never bawked
'e up there I should never have rescued ’'e;
and because if I hadn't done that I should have
lost the bestest thing that ever happened in
all my life.”

And then the train went off afore she had
time to answer him. .

Well Plymouth seemed a thought empty to
Jemima Mason after Jacob had gone, and she
asked herself what; it waa about the man had
toock her fancy, above the fact that he had
saved her life; and she judged that it must be
his voice and his cheerful nature, Besides, he
was terrible handsome, and, though she knew
handsome is as handsome does, her wits began
to grow quick in the malter of young Clegg, and
she reckoned that, by nature, he was a nice-
minded and kind-hearted creature, and might
very like turn from his doubtful, sporting ways
and be a successful man in clever hands. At
any rate, she dreamed a good few dreams about
him, and, strange though it seemed even to her-
self, Jemima soon found a lot more Interest in
her heart for Jacob than bided there about
the man who had tried to murder her. Her
only kind thought and® hope for Bird was
that he'd gone daft and would be proved so.

Clegg was at the station to meet her with his
trap when she came back and alighted at Corn-
ford. Then he drove her home for that night
and told her what a clever thing he'd hatched.

“Az to Henry Bird's sentence, that's in your
hands,” he gaid, “but I've fixed up a very pretty
trial for the blackguard, and you've got to help,
Jemima; and if I'm too forward in calling you
‘Jemima,"” then tell me so; but 'tis a very beaus
tiful name and I'm very wishful to call you
by it."

"My few friends call me 'Jem,'" she answered,
but he said he thought ‘Jemima' better, be-
cause it was like the notes a graybird begins
hir song with. And then he told her what he'd
been up to.

“I've fallen in with Henry," he gaid, “and it's
very easy to sce that he's a haunted man, In
fact, more than one at Thorpe marks it and
reckon that too much religion is turning his
head. Of course, I didn't whisper there was a
very different reason for his wild eyes and wild
speech, but I went to the man himself, so
humble as a worm, and told him that things
had happened to me and 1'd seen & Light and
hoped to turn over a new leaf and mend my
ways. And that's true as Gospel, Jemima, for
I tully intend to do so after hearing you on the
subject. But I didn"t mention that you was the
Light; T just said I should be very wishful to
hear ¥enry, because he was well Kknown to be
a great saver of souls. He shivered and gasped
when I said so, but he made an effort to listen
and I asked him if he'd come some night aflter
dark and have a good, long tell with me and
put me on the narrow road.

*“*‘I want to be quiet about it T =uid, ‘and 1
Rin't going to the penilent bench at your tin
chapel, nor nothing like that; but iIf you'll giva
me an hour on Tuesday night in Thorpe Wood,
out of the way of prying eyes, then you may
very like save me allve. 'Tis a great feather
In any man's cap to save his neighbor's soul’ 1
said, ‘and 1'll give you the chance to do it, Henry
Bird. And I'll pray you'll see your way.'

“He stared and he looked up at the sky and
quoted Scripture. I can't mind all he sald, but
one thing T did mark. ‘He saved others, him-
#2lf he cannot save,’ i1he blasphemous man
gasped out, and then Le turned his great dog's
eves on me and told me that he'd do what he
could on my account. " 1 thanked him most
hearty and sald 1I'd ba at the Devil's Hunting
Horn o' Tuesday niebt at 7 o'clock—that's to-
might,

hecnue,

Il s sumie be feared of the place’ I
puld, "but sl & HIghieous AN as you nor
yel such & Giodless creature as me, For wick-
vdnepa and goodness bs often alike v braves
n I await you, and 1'm very hopelul you 1]
e mie goine good larning, for I'm willing 1o
de botter, and 1 well know you're the man to
Fulile wme If you will

I « | sen bis mund working as Af his fore.
head wa mande of glass, but 1'd got him
catehed, syou see, and, though Lie did make one
el to fix snether meeling place, 1| wouldn't
hisve I, but sald 1t ust ba there or nowhere,
H you von pul me vight, then 1'H vome to your
chape] lats n' 1 promised Wiy, Sand be & very
Eoodd iy einent for your faith, because what
I wa I | but 1 must have & wil first
whete there won't eotne none hetwoen us, and
that's the v And why nm

Mo bl mot v ta sa¥y, but he locked up in
the sky ngain il hie was torn o twe about i,

ordained 1o eome, because
anid 1 balleve he will come,

At last, however, lu

a soul was ut stuks

Joemimn, Apd F he don't then wo'll get on him
goma olther wat But for the miipute what
you've got o do s th Youve got o drink
vour tea, thes You've gt to come up to the
Hunting Hern along with And 'll open tha
door aud et you o Then syou go up Lo the

top wear this old white rubber vaulncont of mine,
d wtand wt the parapet and look down when
me and Henry sliting bulow 'l
ilanmn soon eateh sight of you, and then we'll
e how he shapes."

Jemima's eves grow

"NYou vwant Lim to think
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round

I'm dead, Jacob?"

“Ho thinks that already Ho belleves that
he's & murderer, and now his fit of maduess in
over there's poe doubt yemorse I eating the
vroteh alive But when he peos vour ghostey,
than | dare say vou'll feel vou've had & revenge
vorth talking about, and, aflter that, when the

bonustly tian W Wt hils last gasp, You niay or niey
to come down and show mercy., Bul
and if you prefer that

o anvihing ke that,

trol alecide
that'as for
o want his neek
I shinl) be ouly too plessed to oblige you

Well, Jomimin hadn't mneh time to think
about i, and, on the whole, though fearful, she
felt that Jocob had hit on a clever way to make
Heney's punishment fit his crime, 8o she went
theough the dusk slong with himm and put on
his white coat, that had a ghostly sort of gleam
in the durk, and got in the tower and elimbed
out to the flat roof and walted. Then Jacob
heaved up the wood and stones again and wan
sitting #moking his pipe, so ¢alin as a reformed
sinner should be, when Henry Bird come along,

Clegg could see by his oves, like a frightened
horse's, and the sweal on b3 brow, that it had
cost him a parlous strugglo to come! and first
thing Henry did was to usk Jacob to walk in
the wood, because he =ald the sound of the
Hunting Morn distracted his mind. But the
born was blowing very low that night, and only
off and on, so Clegg thought they would bide
there, and invited Cother to say the word in
season and tell him what he did ought to do
te be saved,

With a mighty effort Henry began his preach-
ing, and he was just forgetting his own horrid
crime for & minute and warming to his work
when he lifted his eyea to the tower and saw, sc
while as a owl, a woman's shaps standing mo-
tionless there with ber hands lifted, an though
culling on heaven, Jemima hadn’'t no nced to
mike a sound, for the sight of her was more'n
cnough—aa Jacob knew it would be.

Henry erumpled lke a dead stick and his
words stuck in his throat. e fell, as though
he’'d been hit over the back of the head and
dropped at Jacol's feet, whero th.y was walk-
ing up and down, and clutched hold of his leg
with one hand and puinted up at the tower
with the other,

“GGod’s justice! What's that?” he yelled out,
And Clegg looked where he pointed, but shook
his head and lied,

“I don’'t seo nothing,” he sald,

"On the tower, looking down at us!"

“Nothing there,’ vowed Jacob, “What do
you think yon see?”

And Jemima stood a few seconds more, bil
she knew by the scream that Henry had marked
lier, and then she sank slowly out or slght.

Ienry Bird collapsed altogether and flung
himself on the ground, while the other man
carried on the farce,

“There's more here than meets the eye, seem-
Ingly,” he sald. “Anyway, there's miore than
meets my eye; but if you saw something, "twas
either a living ecreature or else a ghost; and,
whichever it may be, 1'll damn soon find out.”

ITe ran to the tower, pulled down the wood
and flung open the door for Jemima to wall
out.

But, while she and Jacob had arranged the
next scepe very careful, they'd forgot there was

you fo say,
birole,

-
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another party to it, And he didn’t fall in with .

thelr plans by no means, for, instead of biding
where he was and facing Jemima when she
came from the tower, as they expected, the
leve-mad man found he'd had enough. Indeed,
he rose up and fled so soon as Jacob left him
and never saw Jemima again. Thus he was
gone when she came forlh, and, as there cer-
tainly weren't no catching him that night, the
woman went home with Jacob to Clegg's
mother, And the next day she was back in
Thorpe, with her secret =till hidden, until that
happened which blazed all abroad and ended
the fearful affair, and made a nine days’ won-
der for us all

For now Henry Bird did something more out
of the common, and it was the turn of Jacob
and Jemima to be a good bit surprised at his
next step. Jemima had meant, if he'd only
listened, to tell the .man how God Almighty
had saved him from being a murderer, and so
on, and there's no doubt, if Henry could have
walted and gone through with it, she'd have
forgiven him, because out of his evil actions
had sprung good for her. But Bird little knew
lie'd seen a llving woman. When Jacob opened
the tower the other believed his mumber was
up, no doubt, and his crime to be discovered:
80 his mind broke down under the strain of
his own dreadful actions and he thought the
time was come to pay for 'em. Therefore he
went straight home and cut his throat in the
shed where he kept his bicycle, and there he
was found afore noon next day.

It all come out then, and a fow went so far
as to say that Jemima never ought to have been
8o fearfully revenged on the man, though most
people was glad to believe her when she said
#he had meant to let him off and forgive him
his sins.

The affair cast a gloom on us all and gaye
the unrighteous a good opportunity to scoff, but
‘twds brought in “suicide whilst of unsound
mind"—a very right and proper verdict—and
it was just another case of crossed love bring-
ing out hidden evil and proving how nature
ruay be stronger even than religion when there's
a woman in the balance.

The only bright thing about it were that the
niinister, & very large-minded man and a work-
ing Christian, didn't deny Henry proper burial;
atul the other good thing was,that Jacob Clegg.

wing to his love affair, was reformed afore the
nution and turned over a new leaf and did his
duly to his neighbor from that day forward.
You see, Jemima, when he offered for her,
granted that she loved him very much indeed,
bitt she demanded a clear year afore she said
Yyves” or “no," which, seeing Jacob's shady past,
weren’t an unreasonable bargain. But he rosa
to the trial and proved once more the power of
& good woman on a tricky mature. In fact,
Jacob was properly born agaln, to his mother's
joy and the people’s agresabls surprizse. And
it weren't a case of virtue being Its own reward,
nelther, for ha got Jemima all right, and ha
niver looked back, but made a rare husband
and loving father,

For love will save a bad man as CAEY an ‘

it can wreck a good one, according to the mys-

teries of human pature, as ba like the peace of

God Himeelf, past all understanding.
(Coprelght, 1222, by the Chicage Tribumed
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