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THE MYSTERY OF WITCH-FACE
MOUNTAIN.

L.

THE beetling crags that hang here and there
above the gorge hold in their rugged rock sculp-
ture no facial similitudes, no snggestions. The
jagged outlines of shelving bluffs delineate no
gigantic profile against the sky beyond. One
might seek far and near, and scan the vast slope
with alert and expectant gaze, and view nanght
of the semblance that from time immemorial
has given the mountain its name. Yet the im-
agination needs but seant aid when suddenly
the elnsive simulacrum is revealed to the eye.
In a certain slant of the diurnal light, even on
bright nights at the full of the moon, some-
times in the uncanny electric flicker smitten
from a storm-clond, a gigantic peaked sinister
face is limned on the bare, sandy slope, so defi-
nite, with such fixity of lineament, that one is
amazed that the perception of it came no ear-
lier, and is startled when it disappears.

Disappearing as completely as a faney, few .
there are who have ever seem it who have not
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climbed from the herder's trail across the nar-
row wayside stream and up the rugged moun-
tain slopes to the spot where it became visible.
There disappointment awaits the explorer. One
finds a bare and sterile space, from which the
hardy chickweed can scareely gain the sus-
tenance for timorous sproutings; a few out-
eropping rocks; a series of transverse gullies
here and there, washed down to deep indenta-
tions ; above the whole a stretch of burnt, broken
timber that goes by the name of * fire-scald,”
and is a relic of the fury of the fire which was
“set out™ in the woods with the mission to
burn only the leaves and undergrowth, and
which, in its undisciplined strength, transcended
its instruetions, as it were, and destroyed great
trees. And this iz all. But onee more, at a
coigne of vantage on the opposite side of the
gorge, and the experience ean be utilized in
differentiating the elements that go to make up
the weird presentment of a human ¢ountenance.
It is the fireseald that suggests the great peaked
brown hood ; the oblong sandy stretch forms the
pallid face; the ledges outline the nose and
chin and brow; the eyes look out from the deep
indentations where the slope 18 washed by the
ecurrents of the winter rains; and here and
there the gullies draw heavy lines and wrinkles.
And when the wind is fresh and the clouds scud
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before it, in the motion of their shadows the
face will seem to mow at the observer, until the
belief eomes very rveadily that it is the exact
counterpart of a witch’s face.

Always the likeness is pointed out and in-
sisted on by the demizens of Witch-Face Moun-
tain, as if they had had long and intimate ae-
quaintance with that sort of unhallowed gentry,
and were especially qualified to pronounce upon
the resemblanece.

“Ain't it jes' like 'em, now? Ain't it the
very moral of a witch?” Constant Hite de-
manded, one gusty day, when the shadows were
a-flicker in the sun, and the face seemed ani-
mated by the malice of mockery or mirth, as he
pointed it out to his companion with a sort of
trinmph in its splenetie contortions.

He was a big, bluff fellow, to whose pride all
that befell him secemed to minister. He was
proud of his length of limb, and his hundred and
eighty pounds of weight, and yet his slim ap-
pearance. * Ye would o't believe it now, would
ye?" he was wont to say when he stepped off
the scales at the store of the hamlet down
in the Cove. *It’s solid meat an" bone an'’
musele, my boy. Keep on the friendly side of
one¢ hunderd an’ eighty,” with a challenging
wink. He was proud of his bright brown eyes,
and his dark hair and mustache, and smiling,



