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I bud been so0 loug awuy from my
own country that when 1 looked out
ulice more upon the heather at the
little wayside station of Dornal, ou
the Port Murdock line, the width and
space about me, the loneliness of the
hilla, and the erying of the muir-fowl
atfected me alinost to tears., 1t wase
not long, however, before I had other
things to think about.

I had long been an erphan, and, in-
deed (to tell the truth) had not felt
much the worse for it. My father and
mother died when I wus a boy at
school, and the uncle who brought me
up and put me into his vwn husiness
in England must have taken some per-
manent distaste to his native coupntry
of Galloway. At any rate, he never
revisited it, nor for that matter en-
couraged me to do so, Nevertheless.
he gnve me an excellent edueation qml
trained me well to his own profession
of architect and building contractnr.
with the idea that I should succeed
him in Highgate when he should wish
to retire to the preity house he had
‘built for himself on the shores af ene
of the most beautiful of English lakes.

Rut quite suddenly one morning.
when I was twenty-four, my uncle was
found dead in his bed, and 1, Hal
Grierson, came into immediate pos-
session of a good business and a very
considerable sum in money.

Among other things in my uncle’s
safe I found a large number of letters.
receipts for money, and private me-
moranda. From these I learned for
the first time that I had a relative liv-
ing of whom I bad never so much as
heard. My deceased uncle, Walter
Arrol, was, of course, my mot_hers
brother, and a man singularly reticent
in all things not pertaining to busi-
Stil), it struck me as strange
and in a way humorous that as a
young man of twenty-four, I shouTd
come frst to the lmowledge that I
had a grandfather still living. Yet
after many perusals and Te-perusals
of the letters and memoranda I eould
zome to no other conclusion.

It was now the middle of Decenw~
ber, and so lately as the month before,
there was a letter dated from the
wCothouse of Curlywee.” It ran as
follows:—"Dear Son, herewith I en-
close bank-bill for £25. We have had
a good back-end and are well, Please
acknowledge receipt. Your affection-
ate father, John Arrel”

I laughed aloud when T came upon
the letfer. It seemed to me that it
was ratber late to add a live grand-
father to my family connections. Then
the “we” puzzied me Had I an un-
known grandmother, too-—or several
unacknowledged uncles? At any rate
my curiosity was highly excited.

But so far ag correspondence went I
found no clue, My uncle had never
encouraged sentiruent, and thoqgh
there were many similar notes, dating
at half-yearly intervals for nearly fit-
teen years back, his ‘“affectionate
father” never got beyond the simpie
and perspicucus Btatement that it had
been a “good” or a “bad” year, that
the “lambs were doing fine,” or that
“there were many daiths among the
vowes.” 1 discovered, however, that
fifteen vears before, Walter Arrvol had
hought a little moorland propecty in
Galloway which had then come into
the market. He paid what with my
knowledge of English prices s(-e!.ned to
me a ridieulously inadequate piice for
the five or six thousand acres it WAS
sinted to comprise.

The title sleeds were there, all in
due nrder, and the receipt for taxation,
stamps, and lawyers’ chnrges. There
was also the memonrandum of a loan
of n thousand pounds 1o “John Acrd.
myv father. to stock the fnrm of Curly-
wee with black-faced sheep,” together
with notes of payment of interest at
four per cent. for the first five years.

After that T could trace no further
receipts on that account,

It was just the day before Christmay
that | set eut from a Midland town
where 1 had had some business, re-
solved to find out ull that I did not
know about my Galloway relatives. 1
might easily have written indeed.
either to “John Arrol” himseif, who
from his style of correspondence
would have heen the very man to give
me exact (and concise) information,
or to the firm of lawyers in Cairn
Edward whose name was upon the
deeds and parchments.

Rut, though it wonld have ruined me
froms a business paint of view had it
Beenn Known in Highgate. i have al-
waye had a romantie strain in ay
hlond. and the little adveniure pleased
me. 1 would take a little elimh, so I
told myself, into the branches of my
family teee. 1 would go in person to
the Cothouse of Curlywee. and muake
the acquaintance of my grandbither.

I wondered if “John Arroi” would
furn out io be as ignorant of my exis-
tence as I had been of his. At any
rute he was clearly not a person to
waste words or squander his senti-
ment broadeast, Had I been vontent
to prove my title to my uncie's pro-
perty he would doubtless have con-
tinued fo sign himself “John Arrol,”
10 eneloge his half-yearly remt, and
to require a receipt therefor to the end
of the chaprer, without making the
least effort to cultivate my acquaint-
ance.

So this was the errand upon which 1
found myself standing In the Jittie
wayside station of Dormal. it was a
grim and greyish winter alternocon,
and 1 had occupied myself in specu-
lating as the train slowly struggled
up the incline. how long this rough
bouldery desolation was to continue,
and at what point it would issue forth
upon the level strath and kindly ham-
lets of men, where I had pictured to
myself my venerable relative residing
in patriarchal digunity.

*Can you show me the way to the
village af Curieywee? I said to the sta-
tion master. who came suddenly out
of his office to take my ticket. in fact
he made a dash at me almost like a
terrier at a rat.

“The what?” he said, sharply, drop-
ping his official manner in his sur-
prixe, “The vilage of Curleywee?”

The station master laughed a short
quick laugh! alinest as one would ex-
peet the aforesaid terrier to do in
mirthful moed. He turned about on
the pivot of one heel.

“Rob,” he cried sharply, “come ye
here!l™

I vanny come! I'm at the lamps—
foul fa” them—the oil they hae sent
ws this time will no burn ony wmair
than as muckle spring water?™

*“Come here, 1 tell yve. Rob—ar T
report yel!”

“Report awa'—an’ be-
thing that I did not catch.

The station master did not furtber
attempt to bring his official diguity
to bear upen kis recalcitrant subordi-
nete. He tried another tack.

—!1" Some-

“Fhrre’s a man out here wanis
ken the road to the village of Curly-
were!"”

And urte spoke the little wiry sta-
tian wuster glanced gnizzicaliy vp at
me. as wuch as to say, "That will
feteh him!™

I [ailed to see the humonr—then.

Twnmediately T heard a bouncing
sound. Heavy feet trampled in the na-
seen lamp room, n stool was knocked
over, and® 0 great. Lroad, jovial facerl
man cme ont, still rubbing a Jamp
globe with a inost unclean pieee of
waslic,

“The village of Curlywee,™ he in-
guired. smiling broadiy =z me, as it
were f1on, head to foot, “Did 1 under-
wtand ye to say the village 0" Curley-
wee

} uesdded brusquely. I wus growing
vex

=i never heand tell o't,” he continu-
ed, rlowly, still smiling and shaking
his head.

“[x there not a eonveyance—an om-
pilwis, or & trap of any kind which I
¢nn hire to take me there?™

1 was getting more than a little
augry by this time. It seemed past
belief that | should have come so fnr
0 e lnughed at by & couple of boors
in the middle of a Galloway morass

“(hw, aye, there’s a convevanee”™
~ai¢l the porter, “a pair o' them!"”

~IMen,” said 1, tartly, “be
euough to put my bag in one of them.
and let me get off!™

The big man continued to rub and
grin. The stationmaster watched me
a5 & terrier watches a rat-hole, with
his grey birse of a head at the side.

Then with the piece of dirty waste
in his hand “Lob” pointed to my
knickerbockered legs and brown lea-
ther shoes.

“Thae’s the only conveyance ye'll get
to Curlywee if ye wait a month at the
Dornall™

“What,” 1 cried, *ia there no road?
There surely must be some kind of a
highway."

Again the waste rag pointed. HE

was waved like a hanner across the
bleak moorish wilderness upon which
the twilight was setiling grey.

“Rnzd?" he cried, gleefully. “High-
way! ye, there’s the hillside-—just
the plain hillside!™

He waved me an introduetion to it,
like a master of ceremonies.

“LEnough of this!"” 1 said, tartly. “T
ve conue from London *

30 [ see by your ticket. It's a fine
big place—London!” interjected the
stutionmaster, with the air of one
albout to begin an interesting conver-
sation,

“To see a gentleman in the neigh-
bourhood, of the name of Arrol, whe
lives at Curlywee, T would be obliged
to you if you would point out to me
the best and gquickest way of reaching
his housel™

The two men locked at each other.

There was nothing like a broead
grin on the big man's face now. The
stationmaster, also, had lost his alert
aud amused air, and had become sud-
denly thoughtful.

As wneither of the
added still more sharply,
know the gentleman?”

“{hw, aye.” said Rob;
man!™

"Well, be good enough to put me on
the road to his house!™

Rob of the kmp and rag turned
slowly. as one of my own cranes tarns
with a heavy lead of stone. His arm
pointed out over the thin bara of shio-
jng steel of the railroad track.

“Yonder!™ he said. “Keep straucht
up the gully till ye come to yon niek
in the hill. Theu turn to the left for
three or four miles through the Dead
Man’s Hollow. ¥yne ye will come to
a wurter; and if ye can get across, haud
up the faece of the gairy, and gin ye
dinua break yvour aeck by faain’ until
the Jungeon o' Buchan or drecn your-
sel” in the Gooran Lane, ye will seg the
Cothouse ¢ Curlywee richt afore your
nose!™

It was not an appetising descripticn,
but anything was better than staying
there to be laughed at, so I thaoked
the man, asking him to put my bag in
the left luggage office. and proffered
him a shilling.

The Lig maun looked at the coin in
my fingers. “What's this for?" he
syid,

*“To pay the ticket for the left lug-
gage.” T said: “and the rest for your-
self!™

Slowly he shook his head. ““There’s
no sic a thiuyg nearer than Cairn Ed-
ward as u left luggage office,” he said,
“Lbut I')Yl put the Lit bag in the lamp
room. It'1] be there if ever ye want it
agnin!™

“What do youn mean?” I cried, fur-
iously.” Do you knew that I am——!™

“{ wmean.” said [tob, deliberately,
“thut ye are like to hae a saft walk
and to need ' your daylicht before ye
get to Curlywee this nicht, A guid
pair o' legs to ye. Ye will need them!”

Upon the details of that weary and
terrible journey 1 npeed not linger.
Though wheu at first I threw my leg

two spoke - I
“Io you

“we ken the

over the wire fencing of the railway
and stepped out on the moor, the in-
atinct of the heather seemed to come
back to nw, 1 lost my way at least
hulf-a-dozen timea Inde:d if the
moon had not twen shinging sbout
half full behind the grey weil of clond,
1 must have wandered all night with-
ouf remedy and most likely frozen to
death, My london-made aingle-soled
shnes were moan complstely  sxdden.
and  presently  the uppers began to
part company with the welt, 1 was
wet fo the waist or nbove it by fall-
ing into deep moas-hales, where the
black peaty water nozed through the
saftest of verduous green,

1 was bruised by constant stumbles
over unseen boulders, and seratched
a8 to my hands by elipping on icy
rocks. A thounsand times I cursed
myself for leaving my comfortahle
rooms, which loocked over to Hamp-
stead Heath. 1 might have been read- °
ing a volume of “ Rob Roy,” with my
feet one on each side of the mantel-
plece. And—at that very moment my
foot plunged through the heather in-
to A deep crevasse between two boul-
ders, and I wrenched my ankle side-
wiays with a stound of pain keen as
a knife. .

By this time I had been six or seven
hours on the moar. 1 had, to the best
of my ability, endeavoured to steer
the course set for me by the big-
boned genius of the lamp-room, I
possessed a little compass at my watch
chain, and my profession had made
me accustomed enough to using it.
Bnt in the grey, uncertain light the
glens seemed to turn all the wrong
way. and what the *“ face of the gairy”
might be I had not the least idea. I
anly knew that at the moment when
1 sprained my ankle I had been de.
seending a hill side as lonely as an
African desert and apparently as re-
maote from anywhere as the North
Tole,

1 managed. however, by an effort to

get my leg out of the trap inte which
1 had fallen, and sat down upon a
rack, balf-dazed with the shock, I re-
member that I moaned a little with
the pain and started at the sound.
not realising that I had been malking
it myself,
. WhenI came round a littleI' was look-
ing down into a kind of misty valley.
The ground appeared to fall away on
every side, and I could see shadowy
and ghostlike forms of boulders, ail
about me. some standing erect like
ireton menhirs, pointing stony fin-
gers into the grexy winter sky; some
with noses sharpened took the exact
shupe of polar bears scenting a prey,
% vou may see them in the plates of
my favourite Aretic explorer.

Gradually it dawned upon me that
thete was some sort of a light beneath
e in the valley. It seemed most like
a red pulsing glow. as if a nearly
extinet smithy fire were being blown
upr with bhellows., A sense of eeriness
came over me. I had been educated
by my uncle in a severe school of prac-
tieality. To be a contracting builder
in the better-class suburbs of Londom
is destructive of romance. But I have
the Pictish blood in me for all that.
Aboriginal terrors prickle in my
blood as T pass a veyard at mid-
night, and never when [ can help it
do I go under one of my own ladders.
Tuet now for the first time in my Lifs
I felt a kind of stiffening of the hair
of my scalp,

Tt this did not last long. My foot
and ankle recalled me to myself. I
cauld not, T thought. be worse off than
I was—wet, miserable, hurt. If that
light beneath me betokened a human
habitation in the wild, I was saved.
If not—well, I was no worse than I
huad been before,

8o with a certain amount of confid-
ence I made shift to limp downward
towards the strange, pulsing, undulat-
ing glow. FBut thongh the sweat ran
from mee like main, I could only go =
few yards at a time, Nevertheless, the
ruddy eyve grew ever plainer as I de-
scended, winking slowly and irregul-
nrly, waxing and waning like a fire
permitted to go low and then mgain
replenished, '

At last T was near enough to ree
that the lizht procecded from beneath
7 great face of rock, which sprang ap-
wards into the sky, so high that it
Tuded ghostlike inta the milky glow
of the mist-choked moonlight. Just
then my injured foot jarred painfully
unpon a stone which gave beneath its
thrust, The loose boulder thundered
away down the declivity, and with 1
vry I sank npon my hands and kneer.

When X came to myself I counld
not  speak. Sowmething had been
thrust into my mouth, something that
gngged and almost choked me, My



