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A MANX' PHYNNODDEREE.

[Copyright, 1894, by Edgar L. Wakeman, All
rights reserved.]

On the northeastern coast of that sturdy |

little bit of sea girt land set in the Irish
Sea which its natives lovingly call Ellan |
Vannin Veg Veen, or *Dear Little Isle of |
Man,” stands the lofty and picturesque
promontory of Maughold Head.

Behind it toward the mountains and |
glens are the ancient village and church
of St. Maughold. At either side, circling
towards the cities of Douglas on the south
and Ramsey on the north, are tiny old
hamlets huddling snug and sleeply be-
hind the shingle or the sands of the mur- |
murous shore.

Grave fisher foik, whose wives and
children gather the harvests of the land
and whose husbands seek the harvests of
the sea, live plain, patient, plodding lives
in these little hamlets, content in their
ample homes of stone and thatch, proud
only of their integrity, and that they are
Manxmen, knowing no change and few

mbitions from birth to death, treasuring
with their endless piety the superstitions |
of a thousand years, and touched and |
thrilled in their whole lives by no difier-
ent nor greater excitements than the
elections of parish clerks, their half
pagan Christmas tide festivities, their
weddings and their funerals, and now
and then by the oft recurring dolor of
wreck and death at sea.

It was but a few years ago that the lit-
tle flees of herring boats, sailing out of
Port Mooar, on the southern side of
Maughold Head, had scarcely got beyond
sight in the evening shadows, when all
the crait were overwhelmed by sudden
storm. Few returned in safety. Most
were never seen again. For many days
heart-broken watchers lined the shore,
straining their eyes for drifting wreck or
floating dead.

Two of these were a bent old woman
and a fair Manx girl. Often both would
be seen together, silent as the dead they
sought. Then one would go away for a
few hours, while the other would remain.
One or the other ever stood dogged
sentinel along the beach for many days
and nights.

One morning while they were thus
watching the girl suddenly sprang from
the old woman’s side and plunged into
the shallow surf. She returned slowly,
dragging behind her some floating ob- |
ject. Then old Granny Quillian knew the |
worst, and quietly came to the water’s
edge and waited.

“]1t’s fawther!” were the only words the
young girl spoke.

“Aw, Densie Quillian, then us be left |
alone at last,”” said the old woman soitly, |
coming to where the body lay.

“1’d a’most think he’d speyk ’t me, but
I know th’ deead can speyk no more,”’
answered Densie, smoothing back the
matted hair and tenderly stroking the
seaweed from the dead man’s face and
beard.

*He'll ne’r speyk more this side o’
heven, Densie!”’

“Granny Quillisn laid her wrinkled face
piteously against the face or her dead son.
Densie meanwhile tock one of his cold, |
wet hands in her own and rubbed its
horny palm and fingers for a little, and
croodled them within her bosom as|
though she would warm them again to |
lite.

Thus they remained for a little time, |
Densie looking out upon the smiling
ocean in dumb, heart-stilied wonder, as |
if to probe the eternal mystery which |
gives to all Manx folk such harvest of
life and such barvest of death from the |
kind and cruel sea.

Then the two women lifted the body be-
tween them and bore it from the shore.
Fishers fixing the gear for their boats;
women mending the nets; cottagers at the
highway side; villagers as the two with
their burden neared their own home be-
vond St. Maughold; even the children at
play only lifted their eyes for a moment
as they passed, reminded of a time when
some other one was brought, like this one
now, up from that cruel shore, and then
resumed their toil or play, so common
are scenes like this in the dear little Isle
of Man.

But even the lowly dead of Man must |
bave a handsome barial *“box.” So,
Johnny Bill Cronk, the coffin-maker at
St. Maughold, had thriven.

He loved to hear the tempest roar about
old Maughold Head, for this was the
sound which called bhim up nights and
left his window and door ajar that wail- |
ing widow or bereft and breathless chil-
dren might easier bid him come with his
lantern and yard stick to measure dead
Fisherman Billy Nick, Bobby Loo, or
Johnny Bill-Jack for his last strong
jacket.

Johnny Bill Cronk, the coffin maker
and village carpenter of St. Maughold,
was a sordid miser, too. His helper, |
now a young fellow in his twenties, had
often heard him mutter, *"I’ll be laird o’
half St. Maughold parish, afore I die!”

The two were now in the little shop
where the helper worked and ate and
slept, putting the finishing touches on |
Caley Quillian’s **box.”

“It’s too bad.,” whined the old miser,
cunningly regardimg his helper, “Lhat
Caiey Quillian couldn’t a lived tiil he’d
puid me what aw owed.”

“And what did he owe you, Master
Cronk?”’

“*What did he owe me? He owed me
for aw burryin’ his wife, Betty Quillian,
four year ago. He owed me for money to
clear aw mortgage on his house and five
acres at Ballakilley. He owed me for
money to dress up his place, an’ he owed
me for half aw money for his new nets,
A matter of a hundred pound. That’s
what Caley Quillian owed Johnny Bill
Cronk, an’ that’s what Jobnny Billy
Cronk ’ll get, Mister Harry Summer-
field Bookworm.”

All that was known in the village of St.
Maughold of Harry Summerfield, the
coflin maker’s helper, was that he had
been picked up when a lad from a por-
tion of a wrecked steamer, appropriated
jmmediately by Johnny Bill Cronk, and,
having proven a favorite of the village
school and finally with the viecar of the
parish, bad pored over books at every
inoment of leisure, to the extent that the
name of “Bookworm® had been added to
his own, in commendation by the vicar,
the schoolmaster and the parisk clerk,
and in opprobrium by his master, the

in maker.
co’ﬁ:[:are was a dim sort of legend in the
minds of the villagers that his parents
had been well-to-do Liverpool folk on
some journey of pleasure, and were lost

| discovered and

| erime in Maughold to vote falsely?

when the steamer went down., DBut in

[ these remote and primitive parts there

was no one to inquire, no one to care, and
the lad had found himseit in a not alto-
gether unpleasant bondage, so long as
the vicar’s library held any unread
book, and he had grown to manhood the
master of a useful trade and the confessed

| lover of Densie Quillian, the sweetest lass

in northern Man, into whose willing ears
he had poured his honest hearted vows,
and, by proxy, much of the lore from
the vicar’s musty books.

His keenest hunger among these books

{ was for everything pertaining to Manx

mythology and fairy lore. From all the
old, old iolk he also gleaned, compared,
identutied. The region
about Maughold Head is a perfect nest
of most ancient treasured legends, myths
and superstitions. Not only are the sea-
iaring folk determined in their preserva-
tion of superstitions of the sea, but the

peasantry behind the shoresecretly treas- |

ure and retain countless idols of fairies |

and mythic monsters, despite the most

strenuous eflforts of the clergy to extir- | 18
| ured superstitions of the peasantry,show-

pate them.

The ancient Runic cross near Port e |

\"uliiu. is an old woman returning to the
village with some balls of wool in her

arms, who cursed the wind and was |

turned into stone, The ‘‘man of the

hills,” whose voice is heard in the winds |

soughing through the glensand gorges, is
endless in his harm to the shepherds and

their flocks, while the banshee of Ireland |
is here transformed into an intangible
army of gnowmes and sprites possessing |

the power to reward the good and punish
all evil doers,

Douglasand the, to him, dreamland world
beyond.

One wild April day, nearly a year later,
a storm was beating furiously upon the
island. It lashed and tossed the bare
branches of the huge sycamore trees sur-
rounding Bishop’s court, justabove Kirk-
michael across the island from Maugh-
old Head, rattled the tiles of the battle-
mented structure and beat wildly at the
shuddering panes of its great windows.

The Honorabile, the Right Reverend
Horatio Powers, Bishop of Sodor and
Man, sat at the taple of his fine library
half dozing before a huge pile of manu-
scripts and books. “The conflict and
wailing of the elements without intensi-
fied the comfort and cheeriness within.
The blaze of the fireplace leaped or
dimmed as if responsive to the furies or
cessation of the storm, and the good
bishop read or wrote and thought and
dozed.

He was engaged upon a pastoral letter
to the clergy of the island, counseling
that they deal most gently with the treas-

ing that the fairy world of Manxland was
still filled with the purest and best of
pagan mythology, which was in 1itself a
code of ethics for the restraint of simple
minds, and that the church should seek
not to antagonize its children through
deprivation of harmless and dearly-loved
whimsies, which bad cluug to every sa-
cred, patriotic and tender relation of the
Manxman’s life since brave King Orrey’s
time, but should first and ever seek to in-
still the great precept that true religion

| 18 pure life.

There are, too, the *‘tarroo ushtey,”” the | . A
{ over his manuscript after a glance at the

wild waterbull which destroys cattle,

and the *‘glashtin,” the furious

tlocks. Besides these are the ‘*Moody
Dhoo,”” or that rank spirit of fatalism
erystallized as the black dog of death. the
“‘dooinney oie,” or the night-man who
cries **howlaa, howlaa!” and foretells
impending danger and approaching
storm; that great hoard of ‘“bugganes’
who are responsible for all manner of ill
luck, and, above all, that imp of infinite
drollery, the “phynnodderee,” the Puck
of Manxland, ever present for incitement
to agreeable mischief, for actual pitying
helpfulness to the weak and for remorse-
less punishment to the sordid, the cruel
and the unjust.

This was the Manx imp most loved by
Harry Summerfield, and it was in his
mind when, the astounding statement of
the pretended debt of dead Caley Quil-
lian’s to his master fell from the latter’s
iips,

“] should think you’d be afraid of the
phynnodderee, Master Cronk,’* replied
Harry quietly, as he fastened the mauaslin

| pillow of dried ferns in its place at the

head of the **box.”

*You just remember what I’ve said,
and be ready to make oath o’ it, at aw
next Deemster’s court,” responded the
cofiin maker savagely as he set a screw
into one of the coflin handles.

“You don’t mean that you want me to
make false oath?”’

*“I mean I'll have aw Quillian place
afore aw year’s done, an’ that’s enough.”’

“No you won’t, Master Cronk! I'll
swear against you first. Caley Quillian
owed no man a penny. You’'ll not rob
Granny and Densie or their home!”’

The old man’s face was knotted and
quivering from rage. He raised the tool
in his hand as if about to give his heiper
a blow, but the young man’s eyes looked
quietly into his own.

“I’ye know where ye stand?’ he
fiercely demanded. *“1Yye know it's
D'ye
know ye voted falsely at aw last ’lection
for parish clerk? Law says none shall
vote ’cept them as ‘puts out smoke?’
You’re naught but a criminal, Mr. Book-
worm!”’

Traly this is still the parish law at Kirk
Maughoid. None may vote save him
whose domciie possesses a chimney,

“You’re a pauper, and this shop’s your
home. Where is its‘chimbly? It’s got
none.
—though Curphey Quayle bested me, an’
I’ll even wi’ him yet. I’ll put ye in

water- |

horse which pursues and destroys the | b
ity Y M | I ever meet the kindly phynnodderee

You voted for me for parish clerk |

Ramsey jail if ye don’t do my bidding!” |

Harry Summerfield’s first impulse was |

to strike the old wretch down. The next

was to hasten to the vicar and tell the |

whole story, and the next to fly to Balla-
killev and warn the two helpless women
of their impending danger. But in the
last five minutes ot his life its entire out-
look had been changed.

He reflected that Manx law was as stern
as Manx nature. Vithout friends or
standing he could hope for no merey.
He had truly done as the old wretch had
said, though through a kindly impulse
toward his master, at his biading, and
wholly without consciousness of wrong
iloing. But he was helpless and penni-
€8S,

If he remained at Maughold village he
must become a party to the robbery of
those he loved, or sutfer the shame of be-
ing known as a criminal to ali whom he
loved and revered. While the great
world beyond was a vast wonderland to
him, somewhere in it there might be
howe and kindred and friends, and, to
himn more blessed possibility than all,
means and power to return and defeat his
master’s villainous designs.

As he again looked into his master’s
blazing eyes he felt there was but one re-
course. That was flight,

“You'll forgive me, Master Cronk?”
he at last asked with apparent humility.

**I’ll not torgive ye. I’ll watch ye an’
jail ye il ye mind not aw steps. Fetch
the cart an’ tak’ aw box ¢ Ballakilley.
An’ mind now this: Tell Granny an’
Densie I'm needin’ what Calay Quillian
justly owed me. Bring me, justas they
spevk ‘em, their answered words!”?

With this old Johany Bill Cronk, who
was also sexton or **saxon’ of St. Maugh-
old Churchyard, with a parting threaten-
ing glare at his belper, trundled away to
“turn the sod” for Caley Quillian’s grave.

The stifi-jointed old black pony was
hitehed to the cart, the finished **box”’
careiully tied upon it, and, after Harry
sSummerfield had donned his best attire,
secured 4 few Keepsakes in a tiny bundle
and furtively written two brief notes—
one to the vicar thanking him for his
kindness, and oue to Densie telling her
that he had quarreled with his master and
was going away, but would surely re-
turn within the year, during which time
sbe must be brave and true and hopeful
whatever trouble came—he set out at the
pony’s head and led the lugubrious ani-
mal, vehicle and its grewsome freight to
within sight ot Ballakilley farmhouse,

Here, for a penny, an old fishwitfe took
charge of pony, cart,coffin and the note to
Densie to their destination, while Harry
Summerfield, after shaking his fist back
in bitterness and despair toward St.
Maughold church and village, left the old
life behind and set out at a rapid pace
upon the great Manx highway leading to

**indeed,” wrote the bishop, bending

old Manx tomes which he had been con-
sulting, I am not sure but that, should

upon the hills behind Kirkmichael, I
should heartily thank him for the good
his brotherhood had accomplished, and
earnestly attempt to secure the aid of
more workers in his chosen calling of
rescuing the weak and downtrodden and
encouraging the doers of wrong.”’

Here the bishop becamne conscious of a
presence in the room, and turned with a
kindly but almost startling exclamation
of surprise, as he saw the dripping figure
of Densie Quillian with his own fireplace
as a background of flickering light be-
hind her.

**Bless me,’”” repeated the bishop as he
noticed her fair face and dripping gar-
ments,

*“I’ve done it already, sir, wi’ every
breath and every step from Maugheld
Head.”

‘“I'hat is much blessing and a long one,”’
returned the bishop seriously, ‘‘but how
came you in this room?"’

“0Oh, sir, I told the servant I had a let-
ter for your reverence from the phynn-
odderee, an’ he told me to come right in
as you were wantin’ such things right
away, sir!”

The bishop smiled, for he remembered
he had closely questioned his old Manx
servant not a half hour before and with
little avail, as to his personal knowl-
edge of this intangible but omnipresent
imp.

**What is your name, my girl?”’

“Densie—Densie Quillian, sir.”

““Well, Densie, bave you the pbynnod-
deree’s note with you?”’

“*Oh, yes, your reverence,”’ said the girl
with a smart curtesy, as she handed him
a piece of crumpled paper. *‘I'he phyn-
nodderee said it was the only hope poor
old Granny and 1 had left.”’

The bishop settled the storm-beaten
thing in a chair close to the comforting
fire and took the piece of paper to his
library window. He read it again and
again carefully. He finally laid the pa-
per with his manuscripts upon the table,
paced the room for a little time, and at
last came and stood beside the girl, lean-
ing in a fatherly way against the old
carved fireplace.

Then, little by little, he drew from her
all her sad story of her father’s death, her
lover’'s disappearance, the false claim of
the dead man’s debt, the stealthy asser-
tion and reassertion of Johnny Bill Cronk
among the fisherfolk and villagers until
it had passed into that manner of neigh-
borhood of belief which otten transforins
falsity into guise of fact, the wretched-
ness of her old grandmother now hall
imbecile through mortal fear of eviction
and penury, and the endless persecutions
of the cofiin maker of St. Maughold,
which were to culminate in a few weeks,
did not some strong arm interpose, in
the utter loss of their little home and
flocks.

**Densie, how often have you seen the
phyvunnodderee?”’

“Oh, sir, never but this once, your rev-
erence; but granny saw many o’ them in
her younger days.”’

“Where did you see this one?”’

“It came by the window agaiunst the
byre an’ beckoned meout th’ door.”

“Did your grandmother see it, too,
Densie?”’

**Oh, aye, else I dared not go to it alone
in the glen. She schreeched out ’twas
help for Ballakilley an’ curse for Johnny
Bill Cronk.”

“How did it look, Densie?”’

*Oh, sir, like the fallen leaves beside
th’ burn—ouyrish (brownish) like. It's
head was &’ finney (hairy) wi’ two horns
curlin’ o’er t’ front.”

“Did it come closely to you, Densie?”’

“No, no, your reverence, It hutched
an’ wriggled abint th’ darraghs (oak
trees), an’ ca’d out for me v’ come no
nigher.””

*Did 1t speak to you?”’

“QOh, aye, muffied like. Itsaid: ‘You
are Densie Quillian, daughter o’ dead
Caley Quillian, an’ th’ devil,” begging
your reverence’s pardon, ‘Johnny Bill
Cronk is robbin’ ye an’ granny o’ the lit-
tle home your fawther left.’

“Then the phynnodderee said: *Will
ve do as I bid?” I said aye, atween sobs.
‘Come, then, to the great clagh.’ That's
the big flat stone in the Ballakilley glen,

Sir.

“When I had come’d th’ phynnod-
deree cried out once more t’ come no
nigher. Then itsaid, ‘Look afore your
eyes!” I looked on the rock an’ saw th’
letter I brought you, sir. ‘Tak’ thatt’
th’ Bishop at Kirkmichael,” he said.
‘Tell him your troubles, Densie. He'll
not turn ye away, nor flout th’ phynnod-
deree. Beg him t’ give the villain Cronk
th’ old Manx oath on your father’s grave
in St. Maughold Churchyard. 1f he’ll do
that you’ll be saved an’ poor granny’ll
die in peace.” Ar’, oh, your reverence,
if you only will do as th’ dear phynnod-
deree said, you’ll save us at Ballakilley
from far worse than death!”

Here poor Densie burst into tears and
mosaned and sobbed piteously.

“And is that all, Densie?”’ said Bishop
Powys, touched deeply by her uncon-
trollable grief.

*Ob, no, sir, not ali!”

Here she carefully unrolled from the
corner of her handkerchief two gold coins.

She handed them to the bishop, who held |
them in his hand while he regarded her
with a look of puzzled inquiry.

**I'hen the phynnodderee told me to lift
the letter an’ tak’ what was underit. I |
did as bid, an’ there were two shining |
sovereigns, ‘fak’’em t’ th’ bishop,Den-
sie, ' prove your words true. Tell him
if he’il layth’ oath on Johnny Bill Cronk,
this night week, he’ll know th’ phynnod-
deree is in St. Maughold Kirkyard by
seein’ two o’ their shinin’ mates lyin’
atop th’ headstan o’ your fawther’s grave,
an’ that if old Cronk takes false oath
when th’ Book lies on his breast, 2¢’ll
speyk words that’ll make him mend his
ways!?

Bishop Powys could scarcely believe
the evidence of his ears and eyes. It was
beyond comprehension that this girl had
been the victim of some form of halluci-
nation resultant from her own and Gran-
ny Quillian’s suffering and helpiessness.
The pnynnodderee’s letter and the imp’s
coln were certainly in his possession.
He decided at once to follow his mereciful
impulses and unravel the strange mys-
sery.

**Well, Densie, I cannot promise what
you ask to-day. Go home now. Speak
no word of this to any human being.
Cheer up your old granny. 1 may have
a good word for you very soon,”

She could not speak further, her heart
and eyes were so full. Grasping hisskirts
she kissed them with almost savage joy-
ousness, and in a moment more was
bounding bravely through the cutting
sleet and storm toward the mountains
and thundering Maughold Head.

He watched her until the storm bad
hidden her from view. Then he paced
the room for a little time, jingling the
coins absentmindedly in his hand. He
read and reread the weird missive which
asked bim, in the name of outraged help-
lessness and every good fairy known to
Manxland, to test the old coflin maker
with the ancient oath of the island upon
the grave of the dead whom his infamy
had wronged, and endeavored to form
some rational judgmentof its real source.
He turned to his pastoral letter which
held a new and profound significance in
the light of his last hour’s experience.
No. He could write no further upon
that,

*1 will put this aside until I know
more,” he said. He touched his bell and
gray old Kermode, the servant, iimmedi-
ately appeared.

“Kermode,” asked the bishop, ‘‘do you
know Johnny Bill Cronk of St. Maugh-
old village?”

*Oh, aye, sir., Th’ world’d be far bet-
ter it he would slip into one o’ th’ graves
aw digs an’ bide there, sir.”

**Never mind now about his character,
Kermode.”

**Aw has none, sir,”

**Well, Kermode, if it is a pleasant day
to-morrow 1 wish you to ride over to St.
Maughold and make an opportunity to
speak to him privately without attracting
attention, Tell him I wish to see him at
once, and that it may be to his inter-
est u%t to mention to any one his coming
here.

Full of wise wonder and visions of
honor and preferment the old coflin ma-
ker was ushered into the library of Bish-
op’s court at noon of the second day after
the visit of Densie Quillian, The bishop
stood over him, against the fireplace, as
he had done when the storm-beaten girl
had sat in the same chair.

**Crouk,” he began quietly and almost
ruminatively, hardly knowing himself
1n what direction his questionings should
lead, *‘did you ever get a letter from a
phynnodderee?”’

The coffin maker was no more as-
tounded by the nature of the question
than was the bishop at its extraordinary
effect.

The cunning wariness and lurking
eager bravado of his hara old race left it
as quickly as though he had received a
blow. He tried to answer, but he could
not. His hands clutched the arms of his
chair, and he seemed to have aged a score
ot years while the bishop’s question was
being asked.

“About Ballakilley, Cronk?” The
good bishop knew just where to prod
him now.

**Oh, aye, sir,”” he stammered hoarsely
at last. Then, with a desperate burst of
dogged assertion, *It’s mine! Th’ place
be mine. Caley Quillian had my good
money. I’ll ha’ Ballakilley. Nabuddy’ll
fend it from me!”

Here he struck the chair arm so save
agely that a drop of blood spurted from a
finger end.

**Will you make a solemn oath that the
debt is just?”

I ha’ done it al’ready,” he whined
petulantly, *in Deemster’s Court.”

*Cronk, there is another oath you
must take before you can have Ballakil-
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The old man scrambled out of his chair
and made for the door as it pursued.

“Come back here instantly,”” com-
manded the bishop sternly.

He returned warily for a few feet and
stood there weaving his hiead from side to
side as a wild beast will stand and pant-
ingly swing its head behind the bars of
its cage.

**You know the oath I mean?”

The head swayed more rapidly, Itsjaws
fell apart. Though he spoke no word,the
bishop knew he was understood.

“I will be at your shop at midnight on
the fourth night from this. I will come
and go so that no one in St. Maughold’s
shall know of what you are to do. We
will go together to Caley Quillian’s
grave. Cronk, you know the rest!”

*I’ll not do’t! I'll not do’t! It’s na
longer Manx law. Ballakilley be mine!”
he doggedly and defiantly retorted, his
quivering claw of a hand instinctively
seeking the door,

Bishop Powys advanced upon him
gravely, grandly, with open, upraised
hand.

“Down upon your knees, wretch and
pray.”” He tumbled upon all fours grov-
elingly. ‘‘Promise me instantly that you
will do this thing I command, or, I swear
it upon my holy office | will make those
helpless women’s cause my own!”’

‘T'he bishop lifted the cringing miser to
his feet,turned his face to the uoor and
bade him remember the night and the
bour and to go.

Towards midnight of the fourth suc-
ceeding night the village curs of St.
Maughold fell into clamorous trenzy at
the approach of slowly-driven carriage
wheels, but shortly ail was still. It was
a soundful, sobbing night by fits and
starts; a night when the tree boughs,
whispering for a time, of a sudden lash
and sough and cry, and as suddenly sink
away to quavering plaints and then
to tremulous hush and softly restless si-
lence.

Two figures soon emerged from John-
ny Bill Cronk’s lightless shop. One car-
ried a darkened lantern and the other a
parcel shaped like a book. The figures
moved cautiously along the straggling
village street to St. Maughold’s church-
yard gate. Its bolt was softly drawn.
when the two entered the forbidding
place, leaving the gate slightly ajar.
They picked their way under the great
cross of St. Maughold past tombs as old
as King Orrey’s dav, underneath Runic
crosses whose mysteries can never be
fully revealed and over the moldering
bones of jarls and kings and saints to a
remote spot beneath the outreaching
branches of dark and shuddering views.

“Here be aw grave, your worship,”” at
last said Johnny Bill Cronk shiveringly,
half hiding his dim lantern in the rank
dead grass in the hollow at the grave
side. Without turther ado he siretched
himself at full length upon the ground,
with his face toward the starless sky, and
reached up for the parcel his companion
carried.

It was a Bible, and the Bishop of Sudor
and Man bent forward and placed it upon
the prostrate coflin maker’s breast.

“Touch your hands to the headstone
above your head.”

*Oh, aye, your worship.”

“Johnny Bill Cronk, heed well the
warning! Do you fully and prayerfully
understand the solemn and awiul nature
of the oath against the dead debtor you
are about to take?”’ £

*Oh, aye. Make haste and ha’ it o’er,
your worship!”

The bishop heard a low gurgle and
chuckle of laughter breaking the still-
ness of the fearsome place.

“Do you realize the terrible and end-
less penalties upon your soul for an un-
true oath against the dead?”

*Oh, aye, an’ I’ll ha’ my debt!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”’ came mocking from be-
hind the headstone. ‘*The villain is ly-
ing to his bishop. 7%is—" the voice
seemed to issue from the tomb itself—'‘is

in the miser’s debt. Caley Quillian lies
under the third mound to the right. The
phynnodderee’s two sovereigns are upon
its headstone! Ha, ha, ha!”’

The diabolical voice seemed beside
them, beneath thew, above them, while
the branches of the yew irees again be-
gan their wild tossings and wailings.

**Oh, Lord!—what’s that?”’ gasped Cronk
frenziedly, springing from the mound
and falling, half palsied with fear, into
the bishop’s ready arms.

“I think it’s the phynnodderee. You
will have to settle with him, too, Cronk!”
quietly rejoined the bishop, taking a firm
twist in the miser’s collar, and with the
disengaged band gathering up the lant-
ern and the Bible.

He dragged the piteously pleading per-
jurer to the mound the voice bad indi-
cated, with a qguick glance saw two
spheres ot gold glistening from the top
of its headstone and the black lettors of
Caley Quillian’s name below, when he
flung the wretch on his back upon the
grave and held bhim there by main
strength until his furious strugglings had
somewhat subsided.

‘““Have o’er!—have o’er!” the prostrate
man moaned desperately.

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”’ responded the impish
voice from out the darkness.

““You will take the oath now, Johnny
Bill Cronk,”” said the determined bishop,
forcing the Bible upon the man’s breast,
“‘if all the powers of darkness seize upon
you then! Begin!”’ he thundered at the
half crazed wretch beneath him. *“Re-
peat after me! I, Johnny Bill Cronk,
solemnly swear that Caley Quillian, who
lies buried here, died in my debt by—"’

*‘Ha, ha, ha!” again rang out the near
unearthly voice. *‘Oh, no. he won’t.
Oh, nono! For Caley Quillian’s aveng-
ing hands are reaching from the grave to
clutch his perjured throat!”’

Dauntless and determined as was the
bishop, he was sufficiently startled now
to somewhat relax his hold. It was but
for an instant,butthat instant was enough.
The frenzied man beneath him bounded
in the air like an animal that has re-
ceived its death wound, leaped the graves
with the swiftness of mortal fear and
fled shrieking in the darkness and the
night,

The bishop had scarcely regained his
feet when the self-same phynnodderee
which Densie bad described, horned,
bearded and hairy, lightly vaulted the
headstone, his sides shaking with venge-
ful langhter. The imp grasped the bish-
op’s hands in his own with a guick,
warm, wonderfully human pressure, and
witha wild and trinmphant *‘Ha, ha, ha!”’
disappeared in the direction the crazed
and desperate coflin maker had taken.

**May the Lord have mercy on his
guilty sou!”” was the fervent and sclemn
prayer of the bishop there among the
dreary graves.

Then he took his Bible under his arm
and the old coffin maker’s lantern in his
hand. So softly were his steps retraced,
his waiting carriage regained and his de-
parture made, that the village curs slum-
bered heedlessly on, and soon all was
again peaceful and still in old St. Maugh-
old’s by the sea.

It was never publicly known whether
the Bishop of Sudor and Man completed
his pastoral letter with further reference
to the kindly, helpful Manx phynnod-
deree, whose good offices he had gener-
ously commended and of whose timely
aid in behalf of the helpless and oppressed
he could have been so powerful a wit-
ness, buat it is true that the perjured
wretch and miser, Johnny Bill Cronk,
was never seen in the hamlet of St.
Maughold again. In the fair glen of Bal-
lakilley a gentleman’s vilila has replaced
the centuries-old cottage of Caley Quil-
lian. Its owner is a lover of books, with
an early life romance as a coflin maker’s
helper, and his wife has in her greatl gray
eyes not only the light of joy and love,
but that strange tinge of misty sadness
which comes from the endless callings of
the sea. With the romping children in
the glen is one who has entered the sec-
ond babbling age of .youth. She loves
best to linger near the great clagh or rock
ot Ballakilley glen, and over and over she
croons to the other children there.

**Ah, childer dear, ’twas here th’ sweet
phynnodderee com’d that made your
mother and Granny Quillian glad!”

THE TOUGH BOY ON THE FENCE,

Dere was twenty t'ousand folks inside,
De crowd was jest immense,

Bill Mooney, Shorty Burns an' me
Were outside of de fence.

Shorty he clim up on a tree,
Jest over where | kneeled
A-peekin’ t'rough de fence wid Bill,
A-takin in de field,

De game was even—two and two,
New York was at de plate—
T’ree men on bases, two men out,
T'ree balls, two strikes—dat’s straight,

De Cincinnaty pitcher took
De ball; 1 held my breat’,

He spat twice on his han’s and twirled,
De crowd sat still as deat’,

De batter banged, de ball flew up
Ez if tired from & gun;

De crowd riz up an’ give a yell—
It looked like & bome run,

Up in de sky to center field
De bali sailed --Huily, Gee!

I dasen’t wink. I glued my eye
Clus to de fence to see.

An’ Shorty stood up on er branch
An’ let go both his han’s;

Branch broke, or somethin, Shorty drapped,
An’ top 0’ me he lan’s.

Dat’s all I know—de next I knowed
I'm lying here in bed—

Say, tell me, doe, is my back broke?
An’, say, is Shorty dead ?

I ain’t afeered to know de wust—
Will I always be lame?
But—break it to me gentiy, oe,
Ef New York lost dat game.
—Brooklyn Eagle,

Do ~Not put off taking a spring medi-
cine but take Hood’s Sarsaparilia now.
It will purity your blood, strengthen
your nerves and give you a good appetite,

Hood’s Pills are hand made and perfect
in proportion and appearance. 25¢ per box,

HUMPHREYS

Dr. Humphreys' Specifics are sclentificaily and
carefully prepared Remedies, used for years in
private practice and for over thirty years by the
people with entire success. Every single Specific
a special cure for the disease named.

They cure without drugging, purging or reducing
the system and are in fact and deed the Sovereign
Remedies of the World.

NO, CURES, PRICEA,

1—Fevers, C ions, Infl ions.. .23

2—Weorms, Worm Fever, Worm Coilc.... .25

3—Teething; Colie, Crying, Wakefulness 25

4—Diarrhea, of Children or Adults...... <25
7—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis.............. 25
8—-Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache...... 25
9—-Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .25

10—-Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Constipation. .2

1i-Sappressed or Painful Perioeds... .25
12—-Whites, Too Profuse Perfods........... 25
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness...... .23

14—Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions.. .25

15—Rheumatism, Rheumatic Paius ..... 25
16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague...... 25
19—Caterrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head. .25
20-Whooping Congh.... e
27—Kidney Discases . . 25
28—-Nervous Debility.... 1.00

30—Urinary Weakness.......... ..... oo G
34—Sore Throat, Quincy, Ulcerated Throat .25
HUMPHREYS WITCH HAZEL OIL,
* The Pile Ointment.”—Trial Size, 25 Cts.

8old by Druggists, or sent prepaid on receipt of price.
D=. HumprREYS' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FREE.
HUMPHREYS' MED.CO., 111 & 113 William St., NEW YOREK.

SPECIFICS.

Big Reduction in Wall Paper.

ROOM WANTED FOR SPRING GOODS.

—_—

SEE OUR PRICES.
C. B KREBS & (0., 626 J.

Furniture! Furniture!

AT LOWEST PRICES.
W. D. COMSTOCK,

the grave of Billy Chalse who did die in

Hartheast Carner Fifth and K Strasta.

MRS. ANNIE JENNESS MILLER.

T.adies admire Mrs. Jenness Miller for
what she has done in the cause of costum-
ing and dress reform.

They also love her for the good sugges-
tions and valuable advice she has given,

all of which have enabled our women of |

Perhaps the most valnableadvice which
Mrs. Miller hasever given, and especially
valuable because it is the only thing of
the kind she has ever done, and then
only after conviction born of experience,
can be found in the following autograph

America to become more attractive, enjoy l letter:

life better and live longer,

To'H. H. Warner & Co.

It gives me pleasure to express my
faith in the virtues of your “Safe Cure,”

which is the only medicine I ever take or

recommend.
Six years ago I r

eceived the most pro-

nounced benefit from its use at a time when

suffering from mental

subsequently in my t

lecturer recommended it to many people,

over-work, and I have
ravels as a public

and

personally know of several cases where the
“Cure” succeeded when the doctors failed.
Although a perfectly well woman I take

several bottles every

Spring just as I take

additional care in the selection of tonic-

giving food at this se

ason, believing in the

ounce of preventive rather than the ne-

‘cessity for the pound

of cure, and in every

instance the “Safe Cure”™ has the effect to

give new energy and
powers.

Any woman or man who reads ths above
and who feels, ass0o many people do at this
time of the year, in need of something to
aid and strengthen in the duties of the sea-
son, cannot do better than to follow the

vitality to all my

same course as deseribed by Mrs. Miller,
who is herself the personification of health
and womanly development. Certain it is
that great benefits will result which can-
not be secured in any other way.

- TOBACCO,

(IGARS and CIGARETTES

EASTERN AND KEY WEST ONLY. |

{

1

Get a Good Cigar for Your Money

A. COOLOT. !

Tines Wil Not Be Hard

For those who desire to pat-
ronize the place where goods
are sold at the lowest mar-
gin and where the object is
to please. Groceries, Fruits,
Vegetables, Canned Goods in
endless variety can be found
at the popular store of

P IXT A N IN,

i
_ Southwest Corner Eleventh and J Streets, }
)
i
|

NEW YORK MARKET.
M. F ODELIL, |

Wholesale and Retail Butcher. |

PECIAL REDUCTION IN HAMS, BACON |
S and LARD. i
SPRING LAMB now in the market at rea-

sonable prices.
FRESH MEATS of all kinds.
and German SAUSAGE.

Nos. 1020 and 1022 K strest, Sacramento, Cal
.3: :rglepnono No. 200.

 NOTICE OF ASSESSVENT.

TILLWAGON MINING AND MILLING
S Company. Location of prineipal place of
business, Sacramento, Culifornia. Location
of mine, Brownsville Mining District, El
Dorado County, California,

Notice is hereby given that at a regular
meeting of the Board of Directors, heid on the
11th day of April, 1894, an assessment of
one cent per share was levied upon the sub-
seribed capital stock of the corporation, pay-
able immediately in United States gold coin
to the Secretary of said company at its oflice,
724 J street, in the city of Sacramento, Cali-
fornia.

Any stock upon which this assessmentshall
remain unpaid on the 14th day of May, 1894,
will be delinquent and advertised for sale at

ublic auction, and, unless payment is made
gerore, will be sold on TUESDAY, the 29th
day of MAY, 1894, to pay the dellnguent as-
sessment, together with cost of advertising
and expenses of sale.

By order of the Board of Directors.

GEO. C. BOLBROOK, Secretary.

Office, No. 724 J street, Sacramento, Cali-
fornia. aplq-4ts

Domestiec |

CROSSYAN'S SPECIFIC MIXTURR,

ITH THIS REMEDY PERSONS CAN

cure themselves without the least exe

ure, change of diet or change in applica-

ion to business. The medicine contains nothe

ing that is of the least injury to the constitu.

tion. Ask your druggist for it, Price, $1 s
bottle. Tap

tetter, or
@ Do you war
@ solutely inf
®) tointroduceit?
(® _miid and so harmless a chil
drink it with perfect safety. I

© send @
@ your full Post-office address to @)
b2 MISS MAGGIE E. MILETTE, ®

g 134 Vine Street. Cincinzatl, Ohio. 2
?. AGENTS WANTED EVER) RE. p
\92\ 25 93 EA VR ERA IO

GERUINE
ESTERSHIRE
i ZETYIT B

THE ORIGIMAL ARD
_(WORC

Imparts the most delicious taste and zest to
EXTRACT ofa

LETTER from SOuPs,

a MEDICAL

GENTLEM AN GRAVIES,

at Madras, to

his brother at FISH,

WORCESTER,

May, 1831, HOT & COLD
“Tell LEA &

PFERRINS’ that MEATS,

;‘heilr! sauce is

vighly esteem- GAM

edgin‘lndin. and &

isinmy opinion WELSH.

themmns: pa‘.xi

atable, as we RAREB

as the most “3,

wholesome &c.

sauce that is
made,”

Beware of Imitations:
see that you get Lea & Perring’

ey,
e 2
m
Signature on every hottle of tho original and genuine,
JOHN Dumcan's Sons, NEW YOARK.

BT PR AR

Fattened BEEF,
Corn-fed PORK (no Chinese),
Choice VEAL,
Best MUTTON
and spring LAMB,
All kinds of Smoked Meats; also all
varieties of Sausages can be found aé

Mohr & Yoerk Packing Co.




