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CHAPTER L

IT was a very wet and cheerless night.

Far out at sen the wild March winds were
torturing the angry deep, so that in the
anguish of its fury it leaped and writhed,
casting up its chill, grey arms, ever striving,
always failing, to catech the wanton tempest
blasts and drag them down to its icy depths.
And failing, the great watcrs moaned in their
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lonely caverns, thinking there wers none to
hear, and bit angrily at the foundations of
their towering cliffs. '

So all along the coast the ships stood still in
terror, never daring to tempt the frightful
deep; naked they stood, with skeleton arws
thrown upward to the black sky,and shudder-
ing on the bosom of their wily foe.

Nor was there any light of moon or star,
save when the rude winds now and then tore
away for an instant the black curtain drawn
across the sky.

It was a wild and fearful night ab sea, and
on the land it was a fearful night.

On gaunt mountain-tops the clouds cowered
down, and in their gorges the sheep were
huddled cheerlessly; the fierce torrents in
frantic baste rushed downward, downward to-
wards the hnunts of mwen, away frem the
awful loneliness of those gloomy heights,
away from the unearthly voices of those
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rocky channels, and the weird moanings of the
shivering pines

Down they rushed, the torrents, into the
mist-wrapped meadow-lands, whare the rushes
waved and nodded mysteriously, and the moor-
fowl slept in their oozy bads; hers new voices
greeted them, for all night long the waters
sobbed in the long dank grasses, creeping up-
ward, creeping steslthily, as aiming to drag
down the windy flata.

And round the homestead stood the mttla
fetlock-deep in the chill and spongy field,
patient and silent, making no complaint st all
or murmur, but bearing what Cod bad sent
them. All drenched and draggled sat the
turkeys on the unsheltering walnut-trees,
sleeping, and trying nob to feel the chill dis-
comfort in their dreams,

In his kennel the surly watch-dog kept
half vigil, and the owls fluffed out their
feathers in the hollow onks, desming hunger
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leas an evil thun to swoop out into the night
&nd be buffeted by uncourteous hlasts.

The hare lay shivering in ber form with fur
all clinging to her panting sides bencath the
briery hedgerows, and the fox stole on her or
ever she had heart to scud away across the
ridges of the raw and sticky plough-lands.

In their black lake-depths the starven fishes
lay numb vpon the stoves, or cowered down
into the foul mud where the snaky ecls live
out their ugly lives; the cushet and the ring-
dove were all too cold to moan of love, and the
waggish daws and pies had forgotten all their
pranks,

But come with me away from all these
dreary country places, and leave the widowed
land to her wild tenrs of desolation; come
here into the streets where night's blackness is
driven back into corners, and flies up narrow
lanes and beneath deep archways. Here in
London it is & wild night too, but the wind's



