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CHAPTEB I .

rO R a noment Brian retumed (be sfare, as a bird 
retums tbe stare of acat itknows ísabout to spring 

on it. The tiger was ecarcely fifty yarda away; and, ao 
powerful and huge be iooked, ic aeemed as i í  he could 
easily croes that A lance at a bound, And now be gave 
utcerance to a loud and ibreatening growl, and lovered 
bis head a Hule, and switcbed bis tail from side to side.

And Brian heard Chinna w bisper: ‘ Xeep etill, cbild, 
beep s tilll In  a moment tbe sun seta. I t  needs but a 
littfe patience.’

Tbe wbisper seemed to break tbe spell tbat beld Brian, 
-and be, too, glanced quickly at tbe horiron, following 
■Cbinna'a lead. Tbe sun badalmoet diszmpeared; onlya 
red rim sbowed, and tben tbat red rim dipped, And, as 
it dipped, carne tbe twang of a  bowslring, and tbe swisb 
o f a Vr'inged arrow, cieaTing tbe aii. Straight and true 
tbe arrow sped to bury i t e ^  deep in tbe t i^ r ’s chest.

And now Chinna's band was gripping Brlan^s sboulder, 
and now tbe ¡ittle man was shouting: ‘ Up tbe tree! 
ü p ! The poison works but slowly. L o ! be comea! 
Up! ü p ! ’

And, with a roar, tbe tiger carne, covering tbe ground 
witb amazing swiftness, despite tbe fact tbat still he 
limped. Ancf from tbe Tillage a wailing shriek aróse 
and ecboed the roar. And from every door heads 
iooked out, and frightened, eager eyes watched the 
sduggle between the hunter and tbe hunted.

Brian bad always been proud of bis cUmbing powers, 
but be had no idea he could climb as weíl or as quickly 
as he did at tbat moment. Perbape the fact that he 
wore DO shoes, and tbat, tberefore, he could grasp the 
branches witb bis toes as well as with bis hands, helped 
to some extent. But be felt be could haré climbed tbe 
sheer side of a precipice, so urgent was the need that 
drove bim on. And Chinna pusbed and pulled and 
tugged at tbe boy, climbíng himself as easily as a cat 
climbs. And tbe mango-tree brancbed low, happily, with 
a successiOR of boughs leading upwards. And thus it 
was that, wben tbeir enemy reached tbe foot of tbe tree, 
Brian and Chinna were already some twelve feet from 
tbe ground. The tiger carne snarling to a standstill, and 
eyed bis foes TÍndictÍTely.

‘ Upbigber! Up higherl’ Chinna uiged. ‘ Hecannot 
climb, but be can spring.’ And tbe words were scarcely 
-out o f bis moutb wben tbe tiger leapt upwards, and it 
seemed to Brian that tbe claws of the great forefeet 
grazed the tree-trunk just below bis own toes. And he 
was sure he could feel tbe bot bteath of the beast on tbe 
bare calves of bis legs. And be climbed in a yet more 
rapid fasbion until he was as bigh up tbe tree as he 
could possibly get. And tben it was the sound of 
•Chinna laughing wbich alone stopped him from climb- 
ing on towards the sky, and breaking tbe tree-top, and 
falling with it to tbe ground. But, somehow, that 
laugh was so gay and so careless tbat Brian’s fears took 
flígut suddenly, and he slid to a sitting position on a 
branch, clinglng tigbtly to tbe tree-trunk. Beside him 
he found Chinna was percbed, swinging bis legs in 
careless ease.

‘  W e are safe—we are safe,’ Chinna chanted, laughing, 
‘ And he, our enemy, must petish. Indeed, the spirit 
blessed tbe bow and sped tbe arrow. Tbe victory is 
with US.’ And tben, at tbe top of bis voice, he sang—

‘ 0  Lord of power,
The deed is done 

As thou foretold,
A t  set of sun 

Tbe stripéd one was slain.’

But the tiger was by no means dead yet. Again he 
sprang; again and again, until it seemed as if tbe very 
roots of tbe mango-tree must be torn from tbe ground. 
And the great cia-ws scored deep grooves in tbe bark, 
and Brian clutcbed Cbinna in renewed alarm. But still 
tbe little man laughed and sang, shouting bis triumph 
joyously in tbe very face of bis furious foe. And he 
a<íded new verses to the song, invented specially íor the 
occasion, and eacb more insulting than tbe last.

The tiger still sprang from time to time, but gradually 
tbe forcé of those springs weikened. And, presently, he 
sprang no more, but sat growling at the foot of the tree. 
And he began to gnaw liercely at the arrow, and to try 
and draw it forth witb bis teeth. But, so deeply was it 
embedded, he only suoceeded in breaking it in lwo, and 
driving the point yet furtber in. And, at last, be rose 
somewbat unsteadily to bis feet; and round and round 
in twisting circles he went, as though to keep still wa.s 
impossible. And he seemed to forget ali about bis 
enemies in tbe tree, and gnawed at bis own feet in bis 
pain. And Cbinna wbispered to Brian: ‘ The poison 
Works. Lo I the end is near. The poison works.’

Round and round tbe tiger went until, suddenly, he 
staggered, recovered himsell again, tumed, staggcred 
again, and pitched forwards. And be lay outstretcbed, 
bis limbs twitching violently, until gradually the 
twitcbing ceased, and only the tip of bis tail rose and 
fell, and tben that, too, was quiet. And Chinna, wateh- 
ing, called gleefully : ‘ b'ow all is over. The victory is 
ours. Now w ew ilf cali the news and claim tbe reward.'

I t  was almost dark by this time; so dark tbat the 
tiger scarcely seemed more than a greyisb-white blur. 
But Cbinna sent a sbout across the pool, and a shout 
from the villagers carne in answer. And ligbts begaii 
to dance down the Street from blazing torcbes, cartied 
In men’s banda. And, in a great crowd, people carne 
pouring towards tbe mango-tree, very brave outwnrdly, 
but really ready to flee at a second's notice shoitld the 
tiger prove to nave the least breath of life left in him. 
And Chinna, well aware of tbia, growled in such realistic 
fasbion that the villagers did tum and run for a 
moment, but retumed, sbamefaced, at bis laugh.

‘ -4pproach, O timid onesl’ he cried. ‘ Behold, I, 
Cbinna, have slain your enemy for you.’ And he began 
to deseend towards the ground. lie  wbispered to Bnan 
to remain in the tree for the present, for Cbinna was 
afraid tbe village people might try to tempt away tbe 
white boy who was so plainly a luek-bringer.

‘  Walt thou until the reward has been given me, and 
speak to none,’ he wbispered. And Brian was by no 
means sorry to remain for a little wbile longer safo 
above the ground. I t  seemed impossible that the tiger, 
80 tremendously alive a few minutes before could 
already be quíte dead. Brian felt as if a sudden jump, 
a  sudiien toar, must surely send all these presumptuous 
enemies flying.

But never again would tbe tiger put bis foes to rout;
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iiever again would he rule in inaolent strengtli. Already 
ilis stroD  ̂ and supple limbs were stiñening, hia fierce 
«yes glazing. And the villagers, led by Cbinna, dnnced 
in a circle triumphantly round bis body. They were 
almost mad with ]oy, for, for three daya, the tiger had 
held them at bis mercy, and they had nearly starved 
within their hoiises while he fed on the fattest of their 
Hocks. And, all the while, they had known that, at any 
moment, he might choose to feed on man instead, and 
that, One hy one, their lires might pay forfeit. And so 
they shouted and danced, and the children pulled the 
long striped tail, and made mock of the foe they had 
never dared to mock in hia lifetime, until Briaii, in a 
queer kind of way, was almost sorry for the tiger, and 
t'dt that it was really ouly Chinna who had just cause 
to triumph.

It  seemed that this was Chinna’s view of the matter 
also, for presently he stopped leading the dance, and 
srgned to the merry-makers to stand still. And, in a 
somewhat contemptuous Toice, he said: ‘  Now give me 
my reward, and I  w iil retum to my own place. Briiig 
forth the aze and the silver, the kid and the hens, and 
let me depart in peace.’

iContinued onpage 127.)

T H E  D A I N T T  D A F F O D IL L IE S .

Th e  dainty dafíodillies
Come with the Spring to town,

Wben blithe March winds blow keenly 
O’er coppice, dale, and down;

In woodlands and in pastures,
Where fresh green grasses grow,

In silken yellow kirtles 
The pretty blossoma blow.

And as the winds pipe ahrilly,
They dance a measure gay,

Thev bend and bow and curtsey 
Through all the live-long day:

And bright Spring sunbeatns flieker 
Upon the pastures green,

And make their silken dresses 
Glow witb a richer sheen.

The earliest bees that vetiture 
To leave their Winter boma 

Kejoíce to see the blossoms,
As through the fields they roam;

And TÍllage children straying 
Beneath the budding trees,

Are glad when dafíodillies 
Dance ligbtly in the breeze.

Maud E. Sahgent.

TH E S W IN G IIíQ  GATE.

IT  is the little thíngs that eount, and we all know the 
proberb about the ‘ stitch in time.’ Ilere is an 

anecióte which well illustrates the truth of that saying.
A t  a certain country farm, a gate intended to endose 

the cows and poultry was, owing to a broken latch, 
continually on the swing. Every time a person went 
out, ib was swung open, and as it did not so readily 
cióse, much poultry was loet from time to time. Ko 
one woutd take the trouble to lepair this gate, thoiigh 
it needed only the outlay of a very few penco and the 
labour of a few minutes to put the thing rigbt.

A t last carne a day of dire disaster. Afine young pig 
escaped through the open gate, and all the family, as 
well as the cook. the milkmaid, and the gardener, tumed 
out to hunt for him.

The gai-dener was the first to catch sight of the run- 
away, and in leaping a ditch in order to reach the 
animal, tho poor man got a sprain which kept him 
in bed for a fortnight. The cook, on her retum to the 
house, found the linen which she had hung in front 
of the tire to dry all ablaze. With difficulty she put 
out the ñames, but not befóte the linen was completely 
ruined. The milkmaid, in her baste, had forgotten to 
tie up the cattle properiy in the cow-house, and one of 
cows, bsTing got loose, nad broken the leg of a colt 
which was kept in the same shed. The bumt linen, and 
the enforced idieness of the gardener, reptesented a losa 
to the farraer of at least fire pounds, while the colt was 
worth nearly double that sum. Ilere, then, was the losa 
in a few minutes of a lot of money—a quite prerentable 
loss, entirely due to a Tery small neglect.

A  Y E A B  IN  A  GARDBN.
IV .—APH IL.

I T H IN K  the moet delightful feature about the rock 
garden was the path across the ‘ Alips,’ as Babe 

called them. The little clumps of thyme soon took 
flrm root-hnld, and during the summer they would be 
corered witb their exquisite tiny purple flowers. Next 
spring the forget-ine-nots eilging the palh would be 
almost the flrst flowers in the garden. As the bank 
sloped to the lerel groimd, the Uttle path carne down 
too, and gradually ran into the wider gravel path. 
Lates it would run, as Billy had planned, all round the 
edge of the pool. For the preaent it stopped at a b<^gy 
place where the children had planted soma water 
soldiers. Here was a low stone seat, and under the 
Seat a frog had already come to live. He must havo 
been living in this damp part of the garden quite a long 
lime, for he was Tery tame, and seemed to know the 
children perfectly well. During the warm days of 
April, when they brought their books and sat on the 
stone seat, he would come out and sit quite still, just 
behind their feet.

They alwaya called April the bir^ month. There 
were seteral wrens' oeste in tho summer-house amongst 
the ivy, and every year at least one family of young 
oiies was brought up, and carne popping out of the small 
round hole of the warmly lined and beautifully made 
nest. In the second weeíi of the month the cliildren 
found a linnet's nest in a furze-bush on the common, 
•with six blue, brown-spotted eggs ia it. Already on the 
la'wn young bhtckbirds and young song-thrushes were 
hopping about, and soon the thrushes would begin 
cracking snail-shells on stones, and trying to imítate 
their parent’s cry— ‘ Deal o’ web! Deal o’ wet 1'

One dav, in a dark comer of the tool-shed near the 
window, Ijabe was delighted to discover two cocoons, 
about an inch long. They were dark-coloured, and 
seemed to be made of tiny íiairs and silk, and the red 
chrysalids íuside were easily seen. lu triumph she 
earried them to Billy, who believed they belonged to 
white ermine moths. They placed them carefully in a 
small box, and the next half-holiday they employed in 
making a new Lome for them. When this was finished, 
it was a box eighteen inches square and one foot high.
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! ■*

There wis s little glasa door, and the sidas contained 
atrips of fine perforated zinc to adoiit air. Thia box 
was aligbtlj aifferent from the Caterpillar boxes the 
children had made during the winter; theee latter had 
little zinolined drawers ñlled with soil and moss, in 
which the grubs could burr themselTes for their winter

y

**A Linaet’e nest in % ítirso bueh.**

sleep. But of course the chrysalids needed nothing of 
that Bort. Their next changewould be into moths, and, 
when their wings were strong and dry, and "when Billy

fNW.

A  Wren's Neet.

Jl  Thrush Huatio^.

had found out their carne, thev would he given their 
liberty, and would be allowed to fly away into the 
garden.
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“  Standing oa tbe castle ^alls, sword in band."

A  W O M A W -W A E R IO R .

AW O M A N -W A R R IO E , of whora Tery little 
would be bnown, had not a bailad been WTitton 

¿uTÍDg her life-tirae, waa iíary Ambree, born in tbe

sixteenth century, who distingiiiaLed berself as a soldiei 
and self-made captain.

‘ Was not this a brave bonny lass, Mary Ambree?' 
tbe ballad-maker asks at tbe cióse of almost erery one 
of tbe twenty-two versee of bis song; and if  tbe history
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tliat he gives ns is to be relied upon, then indeed every 
One would agree with him.

In 1386 Mary Atnbree, that she might not be parted 
from her lover, Sir John Major, joLued the army as 
a comtnon soldier, and marched unsuspected ¡n the 
foremost battle-line to the siege of the City of Gaunt. 
Heie her lover waa killed, ‘  treacherously slain,’ as the 
bailad eays; but bis death did not cause Mary to leave 
the lanks and retum home. Instead, she vowed to 
revenge him, and clolhing herself in a shirc of mail and 
a helmet, aisd taking her ‘ sword and target in hand/ she 
called for as many soidiers as would come and serve 
under her.

‘ A  thousand and three’—as the bailad says, carne 
to her cali, raüied round her, and vowed to follow 
the brave womun-warrior wherever she might lead. 
Whether they knew tvho she was when theypromised is 
hard to know, but it is certain that the enemy had 
no ¡dea that the hrave and valorous captain who led up 
her soidiers in battle-array was none other than a ‘ poor 
simple lass.’ And it is littie wonder that they did not 
guess, for her valuar equalled any deeds of prowess that 
a sesisoned warrior might have carried through.

She knew no fear, apparentiy, but led her men against 
numbers three times as great as their own ; she must 
have been a stranger to weariness and fatigue since she 
thought nothing oí lightiiig for seven hours at a slretch, 
hlling the ‘ skles witb the sound of her shot, and her 
enemies' bodíes with ballets so hot! ’

Thus the oíd ballad-singer cbants of her prowess. 
Then he tells of how a false guaner once tricd to deceive 
her by stealing bei powder and shot for bis own 
interests. What did" the woman-warrior do then ? 
Neither mercy ñor compassion did she feel, but ‘ straigbt 
with her keen weapon she slasked him in three! ’ I t  is 
plain that the offender did not get the better of his 
CapUin, woman though she was!

Set at last Mary Ambree was forced to retire: the 
enemy offered bribes, which someof her men were false 
enough to accept, and at ürst it seemed that her game 
was played, and that she must gíve herself up into their 
hands. Not so, Itlary Ambree! Instead, she retirad to 
a eastie with her soidiers, and prepared for a siege: and 
even when her enemies ontside prepared to batter dowii 
the walLs she took her stand on the walls themselves, 
and cried to the rival captains to aimat her.

They called on her to surrender. • Now say, English 
Captain,’ they cried:

‘ What wouldst thou give 
To ransom thyself, which else must not live?
Come, yieid t&yself quickiy, or slain thou must be! ’

Then carne ifa rv  Ambree's rooment: standing on the 
tottering castle-walls, sword in hand, she answered 
them, and told them that she was no captain, but a 
woman, who had been seeking to revenge the death of 
her lover:

■ No linight, sirs, of Eugland, ñor Captain you see, 
But a poor simple lass, called Mary Ambree! ’

Very littie of the rest of her Hfe-story is known ; 
only that she retumed to England, respected by her 
enemies for her bravery and daring, and remembered 
with affection by the men she had led. To them, no 
doubt, we owe tlie spirited bailad that bears her ñame, 
and which waa sung by soidiers on the murch. It 
goes with a swingandspirit that would be hard to match 
in any of the marcbing songa of our dsy.

Ethkl Tslbot.

TH E  GHOSTIE-GATIG.
{C<md'adtdfrom pagt 107.)

TD AB  found the chase more difficult than he had 
XVi expeeted; the frightened littie dog sped ahead 
through the faint dawn-light, and would not retum for 
all the boy's calling.

‘  N ix ! N ix ! ’ he cried at last for the huudredth time.
The littie creatiire—as the boy could see in the fíuivt 

light— stopped, pricited up its eara, and then sped on 
^ i n  in the direction of the peat-bog.

‘ The beastie will come to burt,’ said Rah as he 
bastened after blm, íeeling anxiously that duty was 
calling him in two ways, A t  home, Molí must be 
still sitting guarding the door: here, ahead of him her 
petscamperedgaily intodanger. ‘ N ix ! N ix ! ’ he called 
again.

The littie creature, as if  in answer to his fears, tumed 
suddenly from the track that led to the bog, took the 
path leading to the moor, and was ofE again, while Rab 
hurried after, heaving a sigh of reliet. ‘ ’Twill be eaay 
to overtake him now, he said, drawing his plaid closer, 
for the dawming was coid. ‘ N ix ! Nix 1 ’

But still the dog sped on.
‘ Molí herself would not like the way he's going,' 

laughed Rab, as he hurried after it. ‘ He willbepassing 
Auíd Janet’s eottage, and it’s well the lassie’s not here 
to see! ’

He stopped suddenly, for an unexpected sight met his 
eyes, and he gaped with surprise. A  light seemed to 
come from the hut, and Nix stopped to snifi ex- 
peetantly outside; and then — the dt^ disappeared 
within!

‘ Losh! I  must be dreamingl’ said Rab to himself. 
‘ Sure, Auld Janet's up belimes if  her door's ajar! ’ l ie  
softly crept up to the eottage and peered round the 
comer of the door.

By the light of the fire within he could see the o'.d 
woman; cióse to the stove she stood, busy baking. 
Rab's eyes opened wide with ainazement as he saw her 
turning scones; Le almost forgot his quest—foigot that 
the littie dog had disappeared into tlie bouse, un til Auld 
Janet’s woids, as she turned suddenly to find Nix 
sniffing at her skirts, reminded him.

‘ Ah, ye ill-conditioned beast! TU not have th is !’ 
she shouted. ‘ Off wi’ ye ! ’ The appearanee of tiie 
littie creature at this bour had plainly frightened her.

But Nix refused to go.
‘ luto the cupboard with ye, then!’ shouted the o’d 

woman, She ilung a crust towards the wall-cupboard, 
and Nix, with excit'ement, ran fot the prize; then wii It 
a thrust the oíd woman shut the door and imprisoned 
him. ‘ He’s not canny! ' she kept repeating, as Rab could 
hear. ‘ I ’m afraid to harm him, but I 'l l  síiut him up! ’

By this time Rab himself was just as excited as a 
bov could he. Why was Auld Jauet cooking scones at 
this early hour ? I t  could not be much after two 
o’clock, and surely no time for baking 1 ‘  I t  must be as
folk say,’ ho saiil to himself; ‘ she is beyond herself! 
But what will she do with them all ? ’

For a rapidly growing pile of scones stood heside 
her ; Rah stare’d with amazement. I t  was not until a 
sad whining and scratching began inside the cupboard 
that he thought of Nix again.

‘ T is  a strange turn that things have token,’ he
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thought to himself ; ‘  but I  must, neTertbeless, rescue 
tbe wee dog, and that quickly,’ he added to himself, 
remembering that little Molí was probabiy still watcb- 
ing on tbe stair.

But somebow or other he did not want to knoch on 
tbe door and ask for Nix. He 'was growing more and 
more sure that Janet -was ‘ not caniiy'; little Molla 
belief that ahe must be a ■witcli recorred to him, and, 
tbough he was too sensible a boy to belieTe that, he 
liad begun to haré a pretty shrewd idea that soraetliing 
strange was brewing in tbe little cottage on tbe moor.

But bow to find out ? Just as he was thinking o\er 
a possible way, there carne an opportunity. Auld Janet 
leh her acones, and, ttiming her back, bent over a stew 
that was simtnering on the tire. ‘ She's deaf as a post I ’ 
said* Kab, and was in at the cottage door and inside the

whilst I  watch and see! ’
Tbe little dog snuggled down; he was well accus- 

tomed to sleeping in Moll’s arms, and he ceased 
whining, licked.Kw’s face, and lay quiet. Rab lay still, 
too, and listened bsrd,

And as be listened he heard sounds—muftied sonnds 
of volees. He raised himself on bis elbow and peered 
through the crack of the half-open door, wondering 
where could the noises íome from. Auld Janet was still 
baking. and yet the sound of volees 'went on. There 
was no room above in tbis tiny crofter’s hut; there 
could be no room below, for it was built on tbe very 
side of the moor. And yet the droning sound of voices 
—raen’s voices— continued. What could it mean ?

Eab’s excitement rose; he was sure he must be on the 
verge of discoveringsome mystery: could it be— he held 
bis breath—the Ghostie-gang! His blood froze at tbe 
thought of them, but he lay still, tbough his heart 
pounded vrith excitement. Then, just as his wonderings 
reached their height, a strange thing happened.

Auld Janet carne cióse to tbe kist door ; lifted cau- 
^tiouslya large stone. ‘ Are you awake ?' shewhispered: 
and it seemed to Rab, in bis amazement, that she let 
down a pile of smoking scones into the earth below 1

IV.

‘ A ye , Laddie,’ said Farraer Roberfson, ‘ tell us the 
tale agnin. ’Twül bear the telliiig, ave, from the first 
to Inst! ’

‘ Ve.s, Cousin Rab, repeat it,’ said little Molí, clas]>ing 
?»ix to her heart.

Rab’s mother said nothing. I t  was the following 
evening, and tbough the events of that day had been 
wonderful past belief, abe could think of nothing hiit 
rhe fact that her laddie had been through dreadful 
danger, and was at last bere ib tbe house again safe and 
sound. She busied herself over tbe supper things as 
Rab told his tale.

‘ ’Twas beyond belief! ' he asid excitedly; "twas the 
sonnds below that set me wondering—deep sounds as of 
men's voices, grim and harsh ; and then, when Auld 
Janet carne cióse,’ continued Rab ■with his eyes flashing, 
■wíth her heap of smoking scones, I  fairly could not 
believe my eyes to see her. She lifts up the stone, a 
mighty big one, and I  doubt one of the gang belped her 
from below; then she lets down the stuff, fairly into the 
moor 1 ’

‘ What awicked woman!' said little Molí, vehemently, 
clasping her dog.

‘ jlu sb !’ sai<r her aunt. ‘ Laddie,’tis an awfu’ tale. 
The Ghostie-gang hid beneath Auld Janet’s hoosa I  
canna----- ’

‘ ’Twas from that minute,’ went on Rab, excitedly,
‘ tliat I  guessed the truth. ’Tis the Ghostie-gang, and 
no mistake, I  thought, and I  lay and listened. 1 noted 
that the sounds grew louder when the stone ■was re­
moved, for the auld body was ganging to and fro with 
scones. I  could bear well, then, that there were men 
below, Aye, I  heard them use right evil words, 
and---- ’

‘ Oh, tell US, Cousin, bow you got away with tbis 
rascal of a dog !' hurst in Moil.

‘ ’Twas later. Auld Janet, being wearied with baking, 
and eager to sleep, had started a-snoring in the ingle- 
nook ; 1 gripped ■wee Nixie and ran—I  knew that were
1 to be found by the gang----- ’ Ilab broke olí as his
mother gave a half-grosn.

‘ Ah, laddie,’ she said, ‘ you have much to he glad 
for-----'

‘ And I  knew, too, that I  must go fetch----- ’ began-
Rab again.

‘ Aye,’ said Farmer Eobertson, hreaking in, ‘ the laddie 
speaks sense. When he carne running and shouting to 
the homestead I  made sure he was demented. But on 
hearing all he had to tell----- ’

‘ I t  was fine!’ broke in Ifeb. ‘ Tbey got tc^etber 
twenty raen, sturdy farmers from the countryside; 
Mother, and the robbers were smoked out! Ten oí 
them—and the ruffians! Oh, never befóte----- ’

‘Oh, Rabbie, lad,’ said his mother, clasping her hands,. 
‘  roav they have merey! ’Twas an awfuf, raofaX case I ’

“’íwas justice they needed.mistTessl’ said the farmer,. 
gravely, ‘ and justice they will have. Fine they’d settled; 
ahiding-place beneath Auld Janet's hut: scoop d out, 
if you’d believe it, mistress, is a cave, the like of which 
l ’ve never seen before. Rounded it is, like the moon at 
ber first quarter, in its sbape, and over sixty feet in 
lengib. Tall, too, mistress, that a man may stand np- 
riglit there. Aye, tbe ruffians o' the Ghostie-gang bád 
a niding-place indeed ! ’

■ And tbey carne and went beneath the big stone,’ 
broke in Rab: ‘ and they was smoked out one after 
another! Oh !----- ’

‘ But Auld Janet, sure the auld body was afraid to 
disobey them,’ said his mother; ‘ ’twould not be her 
blame ! ’

‘ Ah, methinks ’twas an evil woman,’ said Farm-r 
Robertsoii,quietly; ‘ and justice must be done. Mayhap 
bhe -wiH he leniently dealt with, but—’tis sure that 
never w ill she rettim to her cottage again.’

' I  coiildn’t help thinking of wee Molí sitting giiard- 
ing the door all tlie while 1 ■was in the kist,’ said Rab.

‘ And there 1 found her, poor maidie,' said MoH’s 
aunt, affeetionately, ‘ when 1 rose in the morn for the 
milking, fair stilf with coid, but still guarding tbe 
door! ’

‘ Sure, ’twas my foolish fault that led Cousin Rab fo  
danger,’ said little Molí. ‘ ’Twas but little that I  did. 
Alip’ she tapped Nix gently ■with her finger, ‘ ’twas a 
naiighty dog, to bring Cousin Rab to danger 1 ’

‘ Methinks we owo much to Nix 1 ’ laugbed Rah: ‘ he 
ave seemed to ha’ an lincanny instinct for Janet. ’Twas 
hr, in truth, that found the hiding-place of the Ghostie- 
gang ! ’ E. T albo t .
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