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 CHAPTER I



AN IMPORTANT TRUST









EARLY in the present century—that is to say, somewhere about the
year 1816—there lived on the borders of a great forest in Finland a
woodcutter and his two children. Their home was a log hut built in two
storeys. On the lower floor was a kitchen, a tiny corner of which was
screened off for a bedroom, while upstairs were two small chambers,
one for the man, Grubert Reuss, and the other for his little daughter,
Blonda, a girl eleven years of age. The boy, Anthony, commonly called
Tonie, who was thirteen, slept downstairs, and made himself very
useful, especially in the early mornings, by bringing in wood, filling
the water-tub from the lake that bounded this part of the forest on one
side, lighting the fire, and sweeping out the kitchen all ready for
Blonda when she came down to prepare breakfast.


They were very poor—Grubert and his children—but this did not hinder
them from being contented and happy. Their food was coarse and wanting
in variety, consisting for the most part of black rye bread, barley
porridge, vegetable soup, eggs, goat's milk, and the mushrooms, roots
and berries that they found in the woods. But they had enough to eat,
and their clothing was not of an expensive kind; so they managed to
get along very well, especially now that Blonda was becoming quite a
clever little housekeeper, and was able to make her father's earnings
go almost as far as her mother had done in years gone by, before the
fever which devastated that part of Finland swept her away, leaving the
little home bereft.


Tonie was only five and his sister three when their mother died, and
a hard struggle had it been for Grubert to bring up his little ones
without his wife to help him. But he was a good and a brave man, with a
firm and simple reliance on the love and justice of the Almighty, and
the courage which comes from a good conscience, and from an earnest
wish and effort to do right. And now the hardest time had passed, and
his children were beginning to reward him for all his care by their
love, their obedience, and their industry.


The woodcutter's cottage stood quite two miles away from any other
dwelling, and three from the little village of Carfoos, where they
went to church on Sunday morning. Their pastor's house was the nearest
neighbour to theirs, and the pastor himself, old Bertholm Oshart, was
their best and dearest friend—a man full of the spirit of his Master,
and living only for Him and His service. In point of worldly goods, he
was little better off than the woodcutter himself; but though silver
and gold had he none for his little flock, such as he had, gave he
them, and this was of his best—his very heart and soul and life; and he
was justly revered and beloved by all the people to whom he ministered.


One family only in the village of Carfoos showed a dislike to the good
old man. They were a lawless, unprincipled set, of the name of Valden,
who had done much harm by their evil example, and whom the pastor had
had occasion solemnly to warn and reprove. Bitterly resenting his
faithfulness, the Valdens never forgave him. Several times, and in
various ways, they had tried to injure him, and more than once they had
succeeded, though of their personal animosity and unkindness Pastor
Oshart took no heed.


But in this family, the youngest was a poor, half-witted youth, as much
devoted to the good old minister as the rest were set against hum. The
pastor, while others jeered at or despised the lad, had always treated
him with gentleness, and poor Freskel's affection and gratitude were
constantly being shown. Nor could his brothers keep him from following
the old man about, and ministering to him in such ways as he could,
these being by no means few. Half-witted though Freskel was, no one
for many miles round knew as much as he did about the woods and the
water, the animals and fish, the wild fruit and flowers and birds;
and hardly ever a day passed without the lad bringing to the pastor's
house some humble offering. Now it was a hare which he had snared,
or some game-bird's eggs he had found, or a string of freshly caught
salmon-trout, or a basket of mushrooms or wild strawberries. He chopped
wood for the pastor, he fetched water, he weeded the little garden; he
led the goats out to pasture in the summer, and cut up food for them in
winter, when the whole land was covered with snow. A smile, a kindly
word, a caressing touch from the old man was ample reward for all that
he could do, and when he was near to the pastor his happiness was
touching to see.


With Grubert, Tonie, and Blonda too, Freskel was very friendly, and the
children liked nothing better than a day's expedition with this lad, to
whom Nature was an open book, and the only one he was ever likely to be
able to read.


One morning Grubert Reuss told his children that he would be obliged to
set out that day for Klingengolf, the nearest town, to sell his stock
of carved toys and other wooden articles made by him and Tonie during
the long winter evenings, and to buy various things that were wanted
for home use. The town was quite thirty-five miles distant, and as
Grubert had no conveyance, he would be obliged to walk, and could not
possibly get back for at least three days.


"So, my dears," said he, "you will be alone at all events for to-night
and to-morrow night. Shall you be afraid?"


"No, father," replied Tonie; "what should harm us? It is summer time,
and there are no wolves near us, as there are now and again in winter;
though even if there were, they would only prowl about here at night,
and then we are always safe at home. And there is nothing else to do us
harm, as thou knowest well, dear father."


"Yes, all will be well," said Blonda; "fear not for us. And we promise
to be such good children, and to take good care of the home till thou
return to us again."


Then the little girl set about preparing a basket of provisions for
Grubert to take with him, and in half an hour he was on his way.


The young folk had a busy morning. The house had to be swept and
tidied; then there was dinner to prepare and to eat. After that they
worked in the little garden, and then, later in the afternoon, they
sallied out to pick wild berries for supper.


The long bright day passed pleasantly, and the shadows beginning to
gather were making them think of going to bed, when just as they were
about to lock up the house for the night, a hurried knock came at the
front door of the cottage, which faced the wood.


Blonda opened it, and to her surprise Pastor Oshart, pale and panting,
stepped across the threshold.


"Your father, my children! Is he at home? I would speak with him at
once."


"Dear pastor," said Tonie, "he has gone away to Klingengolf, and will
not be back for three days."


"That is indeed unfortunate," replied the old man, and he glanced down
uneasily at a small leather bag he was carrying, and which now for the
first time, he produced from under his cloak.


"Is there nothing in which we can help you, Pastor Oshart?" asked
Tonie. "Blonda and I would be so glad to serve you."


"Yes, my children, it may be that you can," answered the old man. "Let
me sit down, and I will tell you why I am come here to-night. But
first, Tonie, close thou the shutters and the door, and make all safe,
lest some one peep in, or come and surprise us."


Tonie and Blonda exchanged frightened glances. The thought of any
possible danger to them in this home of theirs had never occurred to
them before, and now, as their eyes sought once more the old man's
face, they could see that he was anxious and troubled.


"Listen, little ones," said the pastor. "This morning Rolf Bresser, a
friend of mine, came to me and begged me to take charge for a few days
of a bag of money—gold and silver coin. It had been given him, he said,
by a rich man, to distribute among the poor of the village where he
lived. There has been an epidemic of small-pox in the place, and the
villagers have been compelled in many cases to burn their clothes and
bedding to get rid of the infection. This money is to help them to buy
clothing before the cold weather returns.


"Rolf Bresser expected to start for home to-day," Pastor Oshart went
on, "but he has been delayed by business, and this morning he told me
he had reason to fear that the Valdens or some of their friends had got
scent, somehow, of the matter, and he was in dread of being robbed of
the money before he could get away. For this reason, my children, he
brought the bag to me for safely, and I locked it up in my chest, and
Rolf went away quite content. But scarcely had I sat down to my dinner,
when the door opened softly, and Freskel Valden stole in.


"'Hush, my father!' he said, putting a finger to his lips. 'The
brothers think that poor Freskel sees nothing—knows nothing; but my
eyes are open, my ears are not stopped, if only they or I could do
aught for thee, my father.'


"Then, Tonie and Blonda, he told me in his strange fashion that his
brothers Dorlat and Hervitz had got wind of the money-bag, and had
contrived to track Rolf Bresser to my door. This being so, of course I
felt that my house was no longer a safe hiding-place for the treasure,
and I feared lest the Valdens or their boon companions should break in
at night and carry it away. So after dark I got out of my back door,
hiding the bag under my cloak, and hurried hither to ask your father to
take care of it till such time as Rolf is able to start for home. For
truly no one could suspect that in a woodcutter's cottage there could
be anything worth stealing."


"No, dear pastor," replied Blonda; "father has often said that after
all we poor folk are the happiest, for none envy us or covet what we
have."


"And this being so, my children—now I come to think of it—the bag is
quite as safe here as it would be were your father at home, and I need
have no fear of leaving it with you. Here, Blonda, my little maid, take
and hide it away, and whenever my friend is ready to leave, he or I
will come and claim it at thy hand.


"I hope and trust that those miscreants the Valdens have not tracked me
hither as they tracked Rolf to my house. Indeed, I should hardly think
it possible they could have done so, after all my care and precautions.
And now, children, good-night, and God bless you. Lock and bolt the
door after me, and let no one in on any pretext whatever."


Then the door opened, letting in a breath of cool air laden with the
scent of pines—and Pastor Oshart was gone.
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 CHAPTER II



THE STORY OF THE ISLE OF GHOSTS









THE night passed quietly enough. Perhaps the old pastor's fears were
groundless, and Freskel's brothers either had given up the idea of
getting hold of the bag of coin, or suspected nothing of its change of
quarters.


With the morning light came a sense of security, and the children were
ready to laugh at their fears of the night before.


After their early meal of bread and goat's milk, they resolved to go
and spend the day out of doors, taking dinner with them.


The time must pass slowly enough while their father was away from them;
and the weather to-day was so fine that it seemed a pity for them to
stay at home, when they had really nothing much to do.


So Blonda put up some dinner in a little basket, and Tonie took his
fishing tackle, and carefully locking both doors of the house, they set
out for a long day by the lake side.


On the shore, not far from the cottage, was a natural grotto formed by
four great boulders of Finnish granite, which were so disposed as to
make three rough walls and a roof, so that there was shelter within
from sun and rain, and from wind too, unless this blew directly across
the lake from the eastward, towards which the grotto was open, facing
the rising sun.


In this pleasant resort the children established themselves. Blonda
took out her knitting, while Tonie began to arrange his fishing tackle,
and bait his hooks before embarking on the raft which Grubert had
constructed from trunks of pine, and which served the children instead
of a boat whenever they wanted to fish in deep water across the lake.


"The poor, dear pastor! How weary he looked and anxious too, last
night!" said Blonda. "His sweet old face was quite white and drawn;
didst thou remark it, Tonie?"


"Yes, surely," replied the boy; "and yet, Blonda, it may be that
his fears were altogether groundless, after all. Freskel is but
half-witted, and it is not impossible that he is mistaken, and that his
brothers knew nothing of the bag, or even if they knew, perhaps they
had no thought of so wickedly robbing the pastor of what his friend had
entrusted to his care."


"I know not," rejoined Blonda thoughtfully, as she picked up a dropped
stitch in her knitting. "But Freskel Valden—half-witted though he
be—is, it seems to me, clear enough of vision and true of understanding
in all matters which concern Pastor Oshart. Who knows, Tonie, whether
such great love as his for our good minister may not make him wise,
even as the very beasts and birds of the forest are wise through love,
and cunning in their watchfulness over those for whom they care!"


"Thou may'st well be right, sister," said Tonie. "As our father has
often told us, God has gifts for all, even the most simple among His
creatures; and to one He gives wisdom of one sort, and to another of
a different kind. But there, Blonda, I am ready now for my fishing;
say, little sister, wilt thou come with me on the raft to the Isle of
Ghosts, or stayest thou here?"


"I think I will stay, Tonie, for I want to finish this pair of socks
for father, and I have not too much time. Come thou back to me here by
dinner-time, and perhaps if thou return to the island afterwards, we
can then go together."


So Tonie pushed off on his raft towards the centre of the lake, where,
rising abruptly out of deep water, stood a rocky islet formed of the
grey stone boulders which are to be found strewn everywhere on land
and in the water over a great part of Finland. There were trees on
the island and underwood in great tangles everywhere. Wild raspberry
bushes and other brambly growths had struggled up between the rocks,
clothing the rough crags almost down to the water's edge, while tiny
ferns nestled under the shelter of the overhanging stones, a contrast,
in their delicate beauty, to the massive grandeur of their surroundings.


Blonda was still watching Tonie as he dexterously propelled the
raft across the water, when she was startled to hear a man's voice
behind her saying in Russian, of which she knew enough to understand
conversation and herself speak a little,—


"What then, my good friend, is the name of this island?"


"The name of the island, sir general, is the Isle of Ghosts," replied a
voice, which Blonda recognised as that of the head wood-ranger, Philip
Bexal, a sort of steward who looked after the forest land for his
master, and paid Grubert Reuss and the rest of the woodcutters their
wages.


"And pray, why the Isle of Ghosts?" asked the deep rich voice of the
first speaker. "Does not everybody know that there are no ghosts, at
least in these enlightened days?"


Blonda glanced through the cracks between the boulders, and saw a tall
young officer in a general's undress uniform. He was standing, with the
steward by his side, close to the right wall of the grotto, and facing
the lake.


"This has always been the name, so far as I know, sir general," replied
Philip Bexal. "The whole story is too long to tell; but since, noble
sir, you are visiting our country—or this part of it—for the first
time, and would know all you can about it, I will tell you what I may
in a few words."


"Good; commence then, my friend," said the officer; "and I will sit on
this stone and listen."


"A great, great many years ago," began Philip, "all this part of
Finland was quite wild. Rock, and forest, and water, but no living
creature save wild beasts, such as the wolf, the fox, the wolverine,
the lynx and the bear, with the weaker animals upon which they preyed.
So then the beasts had it all their own way, till there settled here—so
runs the legend—a band of marauders, from no one knows where, but it
was thought that their own land was in the far south. Possibly this
land may have grown too hot to hold them, and hence they emigrated
northward in a large vessel of their own, as tradition says.


"Sailing up the Finnish Gulf, they landed on our coast, and came inland
to the lake country. Here they built for themselves rude dwellings of
wood. They hunted, they fished, they sowed, they reaped, and now and
again they made raids into the country round about, and voyages to
other parts of the coast, and under cover of night carried off from
the villages and towns booty of all sorts. And not content with this,
they even intercepted in their vessel, ships with valuable cargoes, and
murdered the poor men who tried to protect their property.


"So that they became a terror to the whole land; for, as they
multiplied and grew stronger, there was no force found that could
withstand them; and what made matters worse, noble sir, many of the
wild young scapegraces among the Finns joined the robber band; and
since there were no police in those far-off days, these banditti had
the whole land at their mercy."


"And what did they with the property that they wrested from the people
of the country?" asked the stranger.


"Some of it," replied Philip, "was taken away by ship to distant parts
and sold. But no one seems to know what the robbers did with their gold
and silver, though there always were stories enough about of their
having amassed quantities of treasure."


"But what about this island, my man?" questioned the officer, with a
good-humoured imperiousness in his voice. "Restrain thine eloquence,
and come to the point."


"I humbly beg the noble sir's pardon," replied the steward; "I come
at once to this matter of the island. The reports at length appeared
somehow to centre here, and rumour said that in this group of rocks the
riches of several generations of robbers were hoarded."


"A safe enough rumour to circulate," laughed the young officer. "It
is not likely that the robbers would suffer any outsider to prove for
himself the truth of the report."


"That is true, sir general; but now hear the end of the story of this
evil race. Mighty as the robbers had become, and a terror and scourge
in the land, a force yet mightier had gone out against them."


"And what might this have been?" enquired the stranger.


"The arm of the God of Hosts, the sentence of the Most High," replied
Phil solemnly.


The officer took off his cap and crossed himself reverently.


Then he said,—"Go on, my man; I am listening."


"In the spring of one year," went on Philip Bexal, "there came from the
east a terrible visitation, a pestilence such as had not been known
there before. It swept through the land on the wings of the biting east
wind, and men fell before it as the flies drop before the winter's
breath. Right in among the lawless, godless band the black death leapt.
Hard-drinking, foul-living men—what stand could they make against the
awful scourge? To right and left they fell, smitten down, like Israel
of old, by God's destroying angel. Only a few—so runs the tale—only
a few escaped, and they took ship and fled away, leaving their goods
behind, feeling, doubtless, that, like Achan, they were being punished
for the possession of the accursed thing."


"And who may this Achan be of whom thou speakest?" asked the young
officer.


"Noble sir, he is a character of Holy Scripture," answered Philip Bexal.


"It seems to me that thou art well versed in Holy Writ," remarked the
stranger, his lip curling in a sarcastic smile.


"Sir, I am a Lutheran, and we of Luther's creed read our Bibles with
diligence, finding in them the revelation of God's will and the chart
for our guidance over life's sea."


"Indeed!" responded the officer dryly. "This is all very interesting,
but now I will thank thee to proceed, my friend, for truth to say, thy
tale is over long, and I ought to be moving on towards Klingengolf. My
tarantass and post horses, as thou knowest, wait in the road not far
from this."


"I have nearly finished," said Philip. "It is said that the great wave
of death rolled on after a while, and this part of the land began to
recover. Gradually the former haunts of the robbers became inhabited
by peaceable people; a part of the denser forests were cut down, the
wild beasts became scarce, and the country grew more civilized. Only
that, following the bad example of the robber band, some of the people,
having built ships, sailed forth to become pirates in their turn, and
this did they till King Eric the Saint, of Sweden, weary of their
evil practices, and of the danger to his own merchant vessels, in the
twelfth century undertook a crusade against them, and compelled the
people here, who were nothing better than pagans so far, to embrace
Christianity. But from the time of the pestilence, every now and again
rumour hath busied itself about the treasure of the robbers, though no
one has ever seen a vestige of it; and to this present day, noble sir,
that island is held to be the very heart of the golden mystery, and to
hide somewhere in its rocky bosom the long-hoarded secret.


"Of late, especially, there has been a re-awakening of interest, since
some of our villagers, while fishing at night, have seen (or so they
declare) a shadowy form gliding in and out among the granite boulders,
like some ghost about the tombs. And they are foolish enough to believe
that the wraith of one of those dead men, more wicked perhaps than his
companions, is doomed to haunt the place, ceaselessly searching, it may
be, for treasure which he is never permitted to find. Great folly, sir
general, such superstition," added Philip, shrugging his shoulders;
"but you see—"


"I have heard it said," interrupted the stranger, silencing the steward
with an impatient gesture, "that in a mountain and lake country the
legends of the old days are more in number and live longer than in a
flat land. This is perchance because nature has there no fastnesses
wherein to store the things which make for tradition.


"Well good Philip Bexal, I thank thee for thy courtesy, and now I shall
be moving on. But first, I will just peep round this singular pile of
rocks; it looks, methinks, almost like a grotto."


Then Blonda heard a step, and in another moment the handsome face and
lofty form of the young officer appeared in the opening.


"Good-morning, my little maid," said he kindly; "tell me thy name?"


"I am Blonda Reuss," replied the child.


"Her father is Grubert Reuss, one of the woodcutters on this estate,"
put in Philip, who had followed the stranger.


"And art thou an only child, little Blonda?" asked the young officer.


"No, sir, I have a brother, Tonie is his name; see, he is yonder,
fishing from the raft by the island."


"He then, for one, fears not the ghosts," laughed the stranger.


"No, kind sir; why should he? Our father says, that those who fear God
and trust in Him need fear nothing else in heaven or hell, but may have
confidence that He who made all things can keep in their right places
(wherever these may be) both the good spirits and the bad."


"Well spoken, little one! Art ready to give an answer for the faith
that is in thee?" cried the stranger, laying his white gloved hand on
the child's shoulder. "And pray, Blondinka, what sayest thou to this
story of treasure in the Isle of Ghosts?" And the keen eyes of the
officer peered enquiringly into Blonda's fair, open face.


Her gaze met his frankly and fearlessly, as she replied, "For myself,
good sir, what can I say? I am a child, and I know nothing. My father
tells Tonie and me not to think of there being gold hidden away in some
rocky fastness of the island, for fear we should give ourselves up to
the thought of it and the search for it, and thus forget our everyday
work and the duty that God puts near at hand for us to do. He says,
moreover, that since Scripture tells us that 'the love of money is the
root of all evil,' and since also our Saviour Himself has said, 'How
hardly shall they that have riches enter into the kingdom of heaven,'
it is better and safer for us never to concern ourselves about hidden
gold; and he, our father, himself believes that this island is no
treasure house at all. But not so Freskel Valden."


"And who may Freskel Valden be?" asked the officer. "Some wise old
grey-beard who can tell many a story of the long ago?"


Blonda laughed gleefully. "Nay, sir stranger," she said, "he is but a
youth, and the good God in making his body left out—so they say—half
his mind. Some call him a fool, but not I, for he knows many things
that we know not, and where he loves, his heart makes him wiser than
the wisest."


"Would that I had as kind an advocate, my little Blonda!" said the
young man. "Give my respects to thy father, child, and say that
General Nicolai is glad to have met thee, and that if at any future
time I should be passing this way again, I would be glad to renew my
acquaintance with his little daughter, and see him and thy brother in
your own home. And now farewell, dear child. If thou and thy wise,
half-witted friend should chance to find the robbers' treasure,
remember that I put in a claim for at least half."


And laughing good-humouredly, the tall officer went away towards the
road, accompanied by Philip Bexal.











 CHAPTER III



THE SIEGE OF THE COTTAGE









"MY children, I have bad news for you from Klingengolf; your father
will not be home for some time. He has had a fall, and has broken his
right arm badly, so that now he is in the hospital, and must stay there
till the bone is set. These sad tidings came by a man who was passing
through Carfoos on business, and your father sent me the message by
him, begging me also to come at once and tell you, my little ones."


Tonie and Blonda were eating their supper on the third evening after
Grubert's departure when Pastor Oshart came in with his bad news, which
made the children very down-hearted, for they had been looking forward
with gladness to Grubert's return that night, and they grieved too over
the suffering which they knew such an accident must cause him.


When the good pastor had answered all the questions that were put to
him, so far as it was in his power to do so, Tonie said,—


"Well then, since we are likely to be alone for some time longer, and
Master Rolf Bresser is not yet ready to claim his property, were it not
wise, dear pastor, for you to take it back to your house? Would it not
be safer there than here?"


"Nay, my boy, nay," replied the old man. "One or other of those fellows
may well be lurking about my house still. Rolf Bresser is known to have
been there more than once, so the money would be supposed to be there
too. No, Tonie, since so far there seems no sign of the hiding-place of
the bag having been discovered, better let it rest where it is. Where
have you put it, my children?"


"Upstairs, under Blonda's bed," replied Tonie.


"Good, then leave it there. And now goodbye. I will try and run over to
see you to-morrow, so that, in writing to the father at Klingengolf, I
may give him the latest news of his dear ones. Forget not, Tonie, to
use all care and diligence in shutting up the house; and once shut, see
that thou open the door to none. In this lonely place, even when we
look not for danger, it is well to take all possible precautions."


The old pastor trudged off homewards; he would gladly have remained and
spent the night with the children at the woodcutter's cottage, for he
did not like their being alone, but he knew that his old housekeeper
at home would almost no die of fear if he did not return. And he felt
now as if the cottage—even though the money was there—was safer from
intruders than his own house, since he fondly believed that no one had
a suspicion whither the bag had been conveyed.


As for Tonie and Blonda Reuss, they were tired and sleepy, for they had
been out nearly all day, so they went to bed early. And by the time
the night fairly closed in, they were both sound asleep—Tonie in his
slip of a room screened off from the kitchen, and Blonda in her little
bed-chamber upstairs.


Tonie had been asleep for about three hours or so when he was roused by
a loud knock at the front door of the cottage, the door that faced the
forest, from which the house was separated only by the road. Startled,
breathless, he sat up in bed, hardly knowing as yet whether he was
awake or dreaming. Then came the knock again, and he sprang out of bed,
hurried on some clothes, and by a sort of natural instinct was running
to open the door, when he remembered the pastor's words, "When the door
is once shut, open to none."


"But what if some one should be ill or in trouble, or have lost his
way?" said Tonie to himself. "Surely in such case it were cruelty not
to open!"


And so thinking, he paused at the door, and called through it, "Who
knocks? Who is there?"


"Open to us; we would speak with thee," said a gruff voice, which Tonie
did not recognise.


"That may not be," replied the boy. "My father is from home, and we are
only children here; go your way, I cannot open to you."


"Alas!" said another voice, shrill and sharp, which Tonie thought
sounded like that of Hervitz Valden. "My companion here hath cut
himself grievously with an axe, and is faint with loss of blood. He
would fain lie down for an hour or two. Let us in, and suffer him to
rest on a bed for a while, and after that we will go on our way."


Just at that moment, Blonda came down, roused by the noise, and stood
at her brother's elbow, wrapped in an old dark cloak.


"A man wounded with an axe; shall I let him and the other in? How
thinkest thou, Blonda?" said Tonie.


"No, brother, we can but obey the commands given to us by those who
are wiser than we," replied the little girl. "If harm should come of
our opening, we should be blamed, and rightly. If what the man says is
true, that his fellow is wounded, and would fain lie down, that what
doth hinder him from lying on the moss under the trees? It is warm
weather, and the ground is not damp."


"Ay, Blonda, thou art right," said Tonie.


Then he called through the door once more—"Pass on, travellers; we
cannot open to you."


"Now listen, thou young imp," said another voice, which Tonie knew
could belong to none other than Dorlat Valden. "We have lately been
robbed of a bag of coin, and we would get back our own. We have some
reason to think that the money has found its way to this cottage. Let
us in quietly, and we will take our own and depart. Refuse to admit
us, and thou must take the consequences. We know that thy father is
disabled and in the hospital at Klingengolf. There is not a soul within
miles of this place, and therefore think not that you children will
have help. And, moreover, we have an old grudge against thy father,
Tonie, seeing that he is a friend of that meddling old pastor, Bertholm
Oshart, and if thou do not our bidding, we are ready for revenge. But I
waste time in parleying with thee. Once more, wilt thou open to us?"


"We have orders to open to none to-night, and we cannot choose but
obey," replied Tonie firmly.


"It is so," said Blonda; "we are but children, and we cannot choose but
obey."


There was the sound of a muttered oath from Dorlat, and an impatient
exclamation from Hervitz. Then the latter said,—


"By fair means or foul, ye obstinate brats, we purpose to enter; so
understand this once for all. If you let us in without hindrance, no
harm shall come to either of you, or to your father's goods; but if we
have to break in and help ourselves, then beware, for in truth we will
not spare you."


To this Tonie was about to reply, but Blonda whispered, "Answer him
not; let us rather think what we shall do if the men find means to
enter. The money must be saved at all costs."


"Ay, but how? There is not a place here in which we could hide it where
the men will not search if once they get in. No; we must get it away
somehow."


"Could we not run to Carfoos with it?" suggested Blonda anxiously.


"Too far," rejoined Tonie; "besides, we might be overtaken and robbed.
Yes; that cannot be thought of, but, perhaps—"


Just then came a thundering knock with an axe upon the door. The wood
cracked; the iron of the lock rang again.


The children stood staring at each other, seeming rooted to the floor
in their terror.


"The lock is broken," whispered Tonie. "If now the bolt hold not, they
will be in directly."


"I will run up and fetch the bag," said Blonda, and she flew upstairs
and was back again, with the bag in her hand, in a moment.


Meanwhile another heavy blow had fallen, which would have split the
door in two had not the long bolt held it together.


"Oh, if but our dear father were here; he would tell us what to do!"
sobbed Tonie, wringing his hands in an agony of fear.


"The Heavenly Father is near us, Tonie; He heareth ever. See, the bolt
holds yet, and we will cry to God to help us, so that we may not betray
our trust."


Amid the noise of the rude, angry voices and the heavy blows of the
axe, Blonda's clear voice sounded strangely calm and sweet.





   "Great Father, Thou knowest that we are in fear, and are sore beset
this night. Our other father is away, and the evil men would steal this
treasure, which is not ours, but meant only for Thy poor and hungry
ones. We cry to Thee for help. Show us what to do; send Thine angel to
deliver us; take care of us, and likewise of this bag, for Christ's
sake, Amen."






As the children rose from their knees, a great crash of glass was
heard. It seemed to come from Blonda's room upstairs.


"What is that?" cried Tonie. "Surely the men have not got in through
thy window?"


But the words were scarcely spoken when flying down the steep, narrow
staircase came the lithe form of Freskel Valden.


"Question me not," he muttered hoarsely. "We have but a moment. Hast
thou got the money, Blonda? It is well; then follow me. If but we can
win forth out of these four walls, Nature shall keep the treasure for
us."


So saying, Freskel led the way to the back door, and, stooping,
listened intently with his ear to the key-hole.


"Good," said he, "no one is there; come, let us go."


Tonie turned the key softly in the lock, removed the wooden bar that
strengthened the defences of the door, and in an instant Freskel glided
out, followed by the children. As Tonie drew the back door to behind
him, a great crash and shout in the house announced that the front door
had at last given way.


"Quick! In among the trees with you, or we may be seen from the
windows!" said Freskel, in low, hissing tones. "Dorlat has eyes like a
cat, and finding you not, he may come out to look for you in the open."


The children darted into the deep shadows of the pines, and in a minute
or two had reached the margin of the lake, and crouched down behind a
boulder.


"Shall we hide the bag under one of these stones, Freskel?" whispered
Tonie.


"Nay, nay, that were a fool's corner indeed!" replied Freskel. "Rather
let it make a voyage across the lake to the island, and there shall the
ghosts guard it safely for us till the pastor ask for it again."


"Then, if thou wilt convey it thither, Freskel," said Blonda, "take the
raft; Tonie can paddle it for thee."


"Nay, little one, see how the moon shines! The harvest moon too; and if
she turned her big yellow face on yon raft, she would betray us. Nay,
I go indeed—but it must be as the fish goes. Give me the bag, Blonda;
see, I will sling it by this kerchief to my neck! So—now it is safe,
and the sooner I go the better. Hide, both of you, but watch too, lest
the enemy come upon you unawares even here. Kiss me for luck, little
Blonda, for I am going—nay—I am gone!"


And, as the lad spoke, he joined his hands above his head, and dived
down into the still, black water, and when the children next caught a
glimpse of his dark head, he was well on his way towards the rocky,
bush-grown shore of the Isle of Ghosts.
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 CHAPTER IV



PLAYING THE GHOST









FOR two long, weary hours Tonie and Blonda waited behind the boulder
by the lake side. Once only, at the end of the first half-hour, Tonie
stole into the pine wood at the back of the house, and, under the deep
shadow of the trees, glanced up at the windows, and saw a light in one
after another, as the men pursued their search for the money.


When the light flashed through the window of Blonda's little room, the
boy noticed that the glass was broken away. Close to the casement, a
tall birch tree reared its stately form, and Tonie understood at once
how Freskel had contrived to get into the house, and wondered at his
ingenuity and courage. To come to the help of the besieged children, he
must have climbed the long, straight, silvery stem like a squirrel, and
then swung out from a bough until he could grasp the window ledge, gain
a footing there, and dash through the glass.


"Was it not bold of him, and clever too?" said Tonie, when he rejoined
his sister in the niche where she was hiding, and told her how Freskel
had managed to come to their assistance.


"Yes; and he came as God's answer to our prayer for help," said Blonda,
with kindling eyes. "Tonie, surely thou and I can never doubt God
again. How frightened we were! We knew not what to do, or whither to
go, but no sooner had we cried to the good Lord to send us help than we
heard the crash of the window, and down came Freskel like an angel from
the skies. And knowest thou, Tonie, what was in my mind as we opened
the door so quietly, so easily, and passed out? It seemed to me that,
perchance, thus felt the apostle Peter when God sent the angel at night
to strike off his chains, and open barred doors for him, and lead him
forth out of prison, and from the death that threatened him."


Tonie gave a little chuckle. "I know not how Peter felt," said he, "but
think you not, little sister, that Freskel Valden is rather a queer
angel?"


"I know not—I care not!" replied the child, peering out earnestly
across the water, while Tonie, standing up, watched, for fear of
surprise, the bit of pine wood behind which stood the cottage. "Does it
matter what an angel looks like, so long as he is the messenger of God,
and comes to our help? Could one of the white-robed and flying ones do
more?"


"Strange that this same angel of thine comes not back from the island!"
remarked Tonie, in a matter-of-fact tone. "Only think, my Blonda, what
it would be if, after all, he had played us false, and gone off with
the—"


"Tonie! For shame! How canst thou?" said the little girl indignantly.
"Think but how faithful, how loyal he has been for years to our pastor!
And besides, Tonie, would God have sent us a bad angel in answer to our
prayer? Nay—if our earthly parents, as Jesus says, could never give
us a stone when we ask for bread, is it likely that the loving Father
in Heaven would send us a curse instead of a blessing, when we cried
to Him for help? Nay, Tonie, I have full faith in poor Freskel, and I
would answer for his honesty with my life."


"Poor Freskel thanks and blesses thee for that, Blonda!" said a low
voice in her ear, and turning quickly, she saw Freskel, who had
approached unobserved and unheard.


The little girl looked up at him in wonder, for his face was full of
excitement, with great eyes that shone like lamps under his streaming
locks.


"The bag of coin—is it safe, Freskel?" asked Tonie.


"Safe!" laughed the youth. "Oh yes! So safe that none save Freskel
could ever find it; though, after all, a bag of treasure more or
less—what matters it, when untold wealth lies ready for the finding."


"Thou wert absent a long time, Freskel," said Blonda gently. "Tell us,
was it so hard to find a place wherein the bag could be hidden safely?"


But Freskel did not appear to hear. A strange, triumphant look lighted
up his face, as he stood gazing out across the water at the Isle of
Ghosts, which reared its rugged points under the moonlight, clothed in
a weird and spectral splendour.


"Who said I could not keep a secret?" he murmured at last, in a
strange, sing-song voice. "The winds of heaven say not whence they come
nor whither they go; the flowers have no words to tell us who paints
their cheeks, and tints their eyes, and unfolds their leaflets one by
one. They keep their secrets, and Freskel keeps his."


"But surely thou wilt tell the dear pastor—wilt thou not—where his
friend's money lies hidden?" questioned Tonie.


"His friend's money? What money?" said the youth vaguely.


"Art thou mad, Freskel? What should it be but the bag of coin that thou
hast just hidden lest the robbers steal it away."


"Ach, yes; I remember now," answered Freskel, more quietly. "Fear not;
the pastor shall know all about it. But now, go home, and to bed, you
two, and Freskel will go to the pastor's house."


"But how know we that the robbers are not still lurking about near the
cottage?" Tonie asked.


"They have gone," replied Freskel. "I caused them to hear strange
voices and to see a strange face, and they were smitten with fear, and
fled away, thinking perchance that the ghosts of the old, old robbers
of the long ago were claiming them for fellows and mates."


The children stood and stared in horror the half-witted youth.


"Now thou must be altogether mad!" remarked Tonie severely. "Thou! How
couldst thou make them afraid with thy voices and faces, when thou wert
in the island hiding the bag?"


"Hush Tonie, be not so harsh to him!" whispered Blonda. "Freskel dear,"
and she turned to the youth with a smile, "thou hast been good to us,
and we thank and bless thee. Nay, but now I was saying to my brother
that thou wert even as God's angel sent to us in our distress. But and
if thou seek to deceive us thus with lying vanities, what, oh what must
we think of thee? God's angels of help tell no falsehoods."


"Neither doth Freskel," replied the lad. "Listen, Blonda, for I would
not that such a little white-souled thing as thou should think evil
of me. Thinkest thou that I was all the time on the island? Nay; I
hid away the bag, and also I found what I sought not, and suddenly
possessed what I coveted not.


"Then, all at once, I remembered Dorlat and Hervitz, and wondered if
they were still at the cottage, and I swam back to another part of the
shore, and crept up through the wood, and opened the back door softly,
listened, and heard them upstairs hunting, hunting for what was not
there. So then, Tonie, I slipped into thy room, and wrapped myself in
a sheet from thy bed, and stood in the passage by the back door, this
being open and the moonlight coming in. There I stood, half in light
and half in shadow, and howled grievously, and struck on the door
handle with a knife that I took from the kitchen.


"Then Dorlat, my big brother, came down the stair, and spied the ghost,
and he gave one cry, and fled out through the broken door, and after
him came Hervitz, and also two others. And for a short space I followed
them, gliding in my white robe through the wood, and howling to speed
their flight. Then I returned, leaving the sheet in the house, and came
hither to you. So, Blonda, I am no liar; nay, and if poor Freskel was
God's angel to you when he led you forth, he is no less so now that he
has chased the evil-doers from your home."


"Forgive me, my poor Freskel," cried Blonda, penitently. "Thou hast
done nobly, and we can never thank thee enough."


"It is well; I go now to the pastor," said the youth, "and tell him
all—all—save only one thing; but that is poor Freskel's secret. Poor
Freskel? No, not poor! Rich Freskel—but a secret! A secret! Where did
I hear those words: 'A bird of the air shall carry the voice, and that
which hath wings shall tell the matter'? Did the pastor read them in
the church? I know not—I know not, but I hope they are not true."


And the youth moved slowly away, a dreamy, absorbed expression in his
face and a strange light in his eyes.


The children went home, and found the whole house in confusion, the
intruders having turned everything upside down in their search for the
money. But Tonie managed to barricade the broken door with some of the
kitchen furniture, and Blonda hung an old quilt before her smashed
window.


Then the young folk went to bed, and slept peacefully on far into the
morning.








  [image: image007]











 CHAPTER V



A COUNCIL OF WAR









THE next day, the whole of Carfoos was up in arms, for though Freskel
had told no one but Pastor Oshart that his brother were concerned in
the night attack on the woodcutter's cottage, Dorlat and Hervitz were
held in such ill repute, that as soon as the news reached the village
that Grubert Reuss' house had been forcibly entered, suspicion had at
once fallen upon them. Indeed, so vehement in their indignation were
the villagers that the old pastor could hardly restrain them from
making a raid upon the dwelling of the Valdens, and laying violent
hands upon the two young men and upon their father also, for Jaspar
Valden was accounted no better than his sons, though, being seldom
abroad, he was not so well-known by sight.


"It is time that our village was rid of this family of evil-doers,"
said one of the men in council. "They are lawless enough to have
descended in a direct line from the dreadful pirate band that are said
to have settled here so long ago, and stored their treasure in the Isle
of Ghosts."


"It is so," assented another; "and I propose that we take the law into
our own hands, and punish these men as they deserve. But you, Pastor
Oshart, it seems to us that you know more about them than you care to
say. Why do you keep silence among us, when perhaps you have positive
proof of the guilt of the brothers Valden, and possibly of old Jaspar
also, in this matter of breaking forcibly into a man's homestead in
search of plunder?"


"I have no proof that I should be justified in bringing forward at
present," replied the old man, who could not suffer Freskel to witness
against the members of his own family, and who had not yet heard the
story of the siege of the cottage from the lips of Tonie and Blonda.
"Nor, my people, would I counsel you to punish these men for violence
with violence, however much they may seem to deserve such treatment at
our hands. At the same time, I feel with you that a peaceful village
and godly community cannot longer suffer in its midst the presence of
such a family. Therefore my advice would be that you should depute
one of your number on whose wisdom and self-control you can rely to
go to the Valdens, and to tell them, in the name of the inhabitants
of Carfoos, that we desire, nay, that we require them to leave this
neighbourhood in the course, say, of a week, and that if they refuse to
do as we wish, we must call in the aid of the police, and, collecting
all possible evidence against them, have them punished by the law."


"Pastor Oshart, your counsel is wise. I propose that we do as you
suggest," said the oldest villager present.


"And I would add," said another, "that our good pastor be elected to
undertake to be our messenger and ambassador to the Valden family. We
have no one amongst us in whom we have such confidence, or for whom we
cherish so great esteem."


"It is true. So be it, then. Let the pastor be our ambassador!" shouted
a score of voices.


"Yet bethink you a moment, my friends," said Rolf Bresser, who had
arrived at Carfoos early that morning, and joined the little company
collected at the pastor's house. "It is true that so far as you
yourselves are concerned, it is well that the pastor should be your
messenger. But none of you seem to have thought whether this mission
would not be difficult and perhaps even dangerous, for the ambassador
himself. Though I am not one of you, I have some right to speak now,
since, innocently, I am the cause of the late disturbance which has
brought things to a crisis; for it was I that entrusted the bag of
money to Pastor Oshart's care, fancying—and probably not without
reason—that the brothers Valden had come to know of it, and might rob
me ere I could quit the neighbourhood. The pastor, in his turn, having
the same feeling, and wishing to secure the safety of the property
entrusted to him, stole away, under cover of night, to the woodcutter's
cottage, and in that humble abode, where it might well be considered
safe, left the bag of coin.


"Reuss himself was not at home, but the treasure was safely hidden
away, and nothing occurred to disturb the little guardians that night.
Two nights later, however, after the good pastor had brought the
children news of their father's accident at Klingengolf, the cottage
was broken into, and but for the courage and timely help of one whom I
may not name here, the money entrusted to me for the poor of my village
would have been carried away. In some fashion best known to themselves,
the Valdens must have come to suspect that the bag of coin was no
longer in the custody of the pastor; indeed, they may have followed him
on his second visit to Grubert's cottage, mistaking the motive for it.


"Knowing of the woodcutter's absence from home, the men doubtless
expected to have no trouble in effecting an entrance and seeing for
themselves whether the money were there or no. Well, as we know,
the robbers entered indeed, but the rest of their evil intent was
frustrated. My friend, your pastor, tells me this morning that the
money is hidden in a safe place, and as for the children of Grubert
Reuss, they are no longer to stay alone in the cottage in the forest,
but will remain with the pastor until their father's return. But now,
to come back to the point from which I started," continued Rolf; "think
you, indeed, that, after all that has passed, your pastor will be a
welcome visitor at Jaspar Valden's home? Remember there are old grudges
out against him for his faithful warnings in the past. And now there is
this new trouble. What greeting, think you, he will receive?"


"You are right, Rolf Bresser!" cried several voices at once. "Our
pastor shall not go. We will not expose him to insult or worse."


"Peace, children," said the old man tranquilly. "It is my duty, and I
have no misgivings. I thank thee, Rolf, and you, my people, for your
thought of me, but your kindness cannot alter the thing that is right.
I accept the embassage, and this evening I go to the Valdens. And as
for thee, Rolf, my friend, since thou dost not commence thy journey
until the morrow, come thou and sup with Tonie and Blonda Reuss and
me, and take care, during my absence afterwards, of these lambs of my
flock, who must be left no longer unshepherded, a prey to the prowling
wolf of the night."


After supper, good Pastor Oshart was about to set out on his unpleasant
errand, when Blonda came down the stairs with her cloak and hood on.


"What is this, child?" asked the old man. "Whither goest thou so late?
Why, it is time almost that all good little maids were asleep."


"I would go with you, dear pastor," replied Blonda, smiling up in his
face.


"With me, little one? Nay, that must not be. Knowest thou whither I am
bound?"


"Yes, surely," said Blonda. "You go to the Valdens."


"And that is no place for thee, my lamb; stay here with Tonie and my
good Rolf till I return. Go, take off thy things, Blonda."


"They said you might be in danger, dear pastor," sobbed Blonda, "and
I thought I might perhaps help you. Or if I could not help—being so
small—at least I could share your danger, as my dear father would have
done had he been here. It is so hard you should go all alone."


"Little one, I am not alone," replied the old man, smiling. "Knowest
thou not, Blonda, that they who are in the path of duty have ever with
them the presence of Him, the Beloved, who said to His disciples in the
old time, 'Lo, I am with you alway'?


"So, my child, fear not for me. What, must I pray for thee as Elisha
prayed for his servant, that thine eyes may be opened, and that thou
mayest see that they which are with me are more than those which are
against me? Nay, my dear little maid, wipe away those tears, but pray
that I, thine old pastor, may speak wise words and brave and true,
giving a message, not only from the people of Carfoos, but from Him
Whose I am and Whom I serve."


So saying, the good old minister laid a gentle hand in blessing on
Blonda's little fair head, then he opened the door and passed out into
the night.
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 CHAPTER VI



BEARDING THE LIONS IN THEIR DEN









"MAY I enter?" said Pastor Oshart.


He had knocked several times at the door of the Valdens' cottage, but
there was so much noise inside that he could not be heard. So at last
he opened the door, and standing on the threshold, faced the three men,
who turned toward him as he spoke.


"You here, Master Oshart! Truly, this is a day of marvels! Pray what
will you with us?" asked Jaspar, with a frown.


"Ay," screamed the shrill, mocking voice of Hervitz, "what dealings can
this saint of Carfoos have with us sinful Valdens?"


"I come on urgent business," replied the pastor, with grave gentleness.
"Have I your permission to come in and tell my errand?"


"Oh, come in, come in, of course, most righteous prophet and teacher!"
sneered Dorlat. "Think you that we could be so wanting in courtesy
as to keep our best of friends outside our door? Why, bethink thee,
father, and thou, brother Hervitz, what reason we have for loving and
reverencing this holy man! We have not forgotten—have we—what we owed
him in the past?"


"Nay, that have we not!" cried Hervitz, with a laugh. "And no one can
say of us that we pay not our debts."


"Peace, Hervitz!" said Jaspar. "Let us hear the man's business; though,
all the same, Pastor Oshart, you are somewhat over-bold to come thus
into the lions' den."


The old minister smiled. "My God hath shut the lions' mouths ere this,"
he said quietly; "and what he did for His servant Daniel of old He
could do now, if it so pleased Him. The Lord's arm is not shortened
that it cannot save."


"There speaks the cant of your cloth!" piped the piercing voice of
Hervitz. "Lucky for you if you need not to put your God to the test!"


"Master Jasper Valden," said the pastor, looking past the sharp, weasel
face of Hervitz, and speaking to the old father, "have I your leave to
sit? I am an old man, and, moreover, very weary to-night."


Jaspar rose and silently pushed a stool across the floor, and Pastor
Oshart sat down.


"Master Jasper Valden, and you, Dorlat and Hervitz," said he, "I
am sent to you with a message from all the people of Carfoos. And
the message is this. You are requested to move away from this
place and to return no more. We give you one week in which to make
your preparations, and if at the end of that time you are still
here, information against you will be lodged at the Klingengolf
police-station, and the law must be suffered to take its course."


"And pray why should we thus be driven forth?" questioned Jaspar, his
stern, rugged face flushing angrily. "Have we not as good a right to be
here as you or any one else?"


"All peaceable and law-abiding folk have an equal right," replied the
old pastor, with mild firmness. "And whose fault is it, my masters,
that ye are not of such?"


"Yet know I not what charges could be brought against us," said Jaspar;
"nor yet," he added fiercely, "why the whole village should band
together to hound us out of the place."


"If you are wise, Jaspar Valden," answered Pastor Oshart, "you will
not ask me to name and count up the misdeeds which have brought you
and yours into disfavour with all Carfoos and its neighbourhood. But I
tell you this, that should you be taken up for trial at Klingengolf,
evidence will not be wanting to bring home to you some of these
misdeeds. We would—to say truth—spare ourselves and you the disgrace of
a public trial; but your lawlessness and the terror with which you have
filled our quiet village cannot longer be suffered. This, then, is my
message from my people your neighbours. What answer am I to take back
to those who sent me?"


At this, the father and his two sons sullenly rose and went to the
other end of the long low room, and there held a discussion in muttered
tones, the meaning of which did not reach the pastor's ears.


At last the three men turned, and Jaspar came forward.


"Since the people of Carfoos are unjust and cruel," said he, "we
willingly quit so unpleasant a neighbourhood. But mind you, sir
pastor, let it clearly be understood that we do this, not because
we acknowledge the truth of the accusations, or the right of our
neighbours to dictate to us what we shall do, but because we care not
to remain among those who hate us, and who do us an injustice."


"Is this, then, your reply?"


"It is, Master Oshart."


"It is well," said the old pastor. "So now that I have spoken on behalf
of my people, and received your answer, I have yet something to say
that concerns more particularly myself. It is about Freskel. I love
the boy; he is fond of me; we understand one another. To you, with his
wavering mind, his wayward will, his strange, wild ways, he can be of
little use, and of no comfort. My wife is dead, I have no child; leave
Freskel with me, and I pledge myself to be all to him that a father
can."


There was a pause, broken only by a contemptuous snort from Dorlat
and a shrill exclamation from Hervitz. Old Jaspar said nothing, but
looked gloomily down, and clenched his great knotted right hand on the
table. The pastor waited patiently for a minute or two; at last he said
gently,—


"Jaspar Valden, you have heard my request; will you be pleased to grant
it?"


The old man roused himself. Shaking back the masses of grey hair that
overhung his brow, he straightened his mighty form to its full height
and said, "Had it been any one but you, Pastor Oshart, that asked me
this, I would have said, 'Take the boy and welcome'; but to you I
say, 'No.' If I care not for the brat myself, none the more would I
have him beloved by my enemy. For think not, sir pastor, that I have
forgotten your impudent interference in speaking to us years ago. Who
are you that you should presume to remonstrate with us? Who asked you
to concern yourself with our affairs? I tell you—"


"One word, Master Valden," said the old pastor. "You surely forget
that it is my duty in the sight of God, to warn and admonish in the
home of sin, as much as it is my privilege to comfort in the house of
mourning, or to speak a word in season to him that is weary. In all
ways, and to all men, Christ's gospel of repentance and salvation must
be preached by me; yea, woe is me if I preach not the Gospel. And woe
is me, likewise, if respect of persons, or fear of violence, or even a
desire not to offend, makes me to hold my peace, keeping back the word
of truth that the Lord hath given me to speak.


"Jaspar Valden, I have no ill-feeling towards you in my heart. Would
to God that I needed not to say unto you aught but comfortable words.
Would to God that ye were seekers after truth, would-be followers of
the loving and gracious One, whose servant I am."


Jasper was about to speak, but Pastor Oshart rose from his seat and
held up his hand, and the old man kept silence.


"Oh, my friends (suffer me to call you so this once)," cried the
pastor, "my mouth is open unto you, my heart is enlarged. This night I
have been sent to you in God's providence with a message from man, and
now I stand before you having also a message from the Lord Himself. He
only knows if the Gospel invitation will ever be spoken to you again.
He only can tell whether or no for any or all of you the day of grace,
the accepted time, ends to-night. I beseech you, flee from the wrath to
come while yet you may. I pray you, in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled
to God. I earnestly plead with you to turn from your evil ways, from
the love of money which causes you to sin, and to come, just as you
are, to the open arms of Jesus. For are we not told that 'when the
wicked man turneth away front his wickedness and doeth that which is
lawful and right, he shall save his soul alive'?


"And since He is faithful that hath promised, no word shall fail of all
that the Lord hath spoken, if you will but come as penitents to Him and
cry, 'God be merciful to me a sinner, for Jesus, Thy Son's, dear sake.'"


Here the old pastor's voice broke in a sob; the inspired light died out
of his eyes, and tears rolled down his furrowed cheeks.


"Oh, my people!" he sighed tremblingly. "'Turn ye—turn ye; why will ye
die?'"


Jasper Valden's rugged, powerful face worked with emotion as the pastor
spoke.


Once he seemed on the point of replying impulsively, but a hard,
scornful look from his son Dorlat silenced him.


Again there was silence, and Pastor Oshart turned towards the door
and waited there. Presently he said very gently, "I pray you, Master
Valden, to re-consider that matter of your son Freskel. Give him to me,
and before God I promise that you shall not repent it."


Jaspar passed his great hand across his brow; the expression of his
face was troubled and irresolute. "I know not what answer to give you,"
he said at length.


"Indeed, father, this foolish weakness is unworthy of thee," said
Dorlat, scowling from under his shaggy brows at the pastor.


"Yes, why should the impertinent old preacher have his way with us
after all?" yelled Hervitz, in his shrill falsetto. "If we let him
hence with a whole skin and an unbruised head, surely that is more than
he deserves who comes thus a-meddling."


"And as for Freskel," added Dorlat, "we can make use of him yet, fool
though he be; but even if not, better get rid of him in some other way
than give him to be turned against his own flesh and blood, and become
their enemy."


"Jaspar Valden, it was to you that I appealed, and for your answer I
wait," said the pastor, taking no notice of what the young men said,
and not even glancing in their diction.


"You hear what these, my sons say?" asked the old man, with an uneasy
look at the two evil faces beside him. "Well, as you know that we are
a united family," (here he gave a hard, bitter laugh), "of course what
they speak, I must stand to."


"God help you then!" sighed Pastor Oshart. "And the boy Freskel remains
with you?"


"He remains with us."


"Then, since this is final, I have only to say good-night," said Pastor
Oshart.


For one moment he paused with the door open, but there was no response
to his farewell from either Jaspar or his sons; so he gave them one
last sad look, then shut himself out into the darkness and plodded
wearily home, cast down in even that brave heart of his, and murmuring,
as he gazed up to the silent stars, "'O Lord, I have laboured in vain,
and I have spent my strength for nought.'"








  [image: image009]











 CHAPTER VII



THE GHOST OF THE ISLAND









SUMMER had passed; autumn too, with its crisp, frosty nights and
sunshiny days, and its forest foliage glowing with a glory of crimson
and gold, the dress put on by all the trees save the solemn pines and
firs, which still kept to the sombre hues of their evergreen.


Yes, winter had come; not as it comes here, with an occasional short
spell of frost and fall of snow alternating with south-west winds and
rain, but stern, white, and still, with unbreaking frost, and trees
ghost-clad, and grand, polished, gleaming snow-roads, over which the
Finnish sledge-carts glided smoothly, the bells on the horses tinkling
bravely.


The whole wide lake was one sheet of glass, out of which, in solemn,
solitary grandeur, rose the island, bare now of green,—a great giant
with a hoary head, and with his mantle lined and furred here and there
with pure white snow.


In the cottage of Grubert Reuss there was once more the happiness of
reunion, for the father had returned to his home. But the family were
poorer than ever before, for the man's right arm was disabled by his
injury, and was unfit for a woodcutter's work; and Tonie, whom Philip
Bexal had taken on instead, had neither strength nor experience as yet
to do a full day's work, and therefore only earned half-pay.


Still Grubert was not idle. Though his right arm had not power to wield
the axe, his hand had not lost its cunning, and now that he could not
employ himself in felling timber in the forest, he set to work to make
use of his time at home. Many were the ingenious toys, the pretty
carved boxes and useful vessels, which he made out of wood. Some he
polished, others he painted, and when he had completed a goodly number,
he carried or sent them to Klingengolf, where a dealer was willing to
take all he could make.


Tonie and Blonda, too, were fully occupied, and were never idle a
moment. The former was out in the woods all day, helping to fell timber
and cart it down to the river bank some miles away, while the latter,
when not busy with sweeping, cooking, washing, or mending, sat down
to her loom and wove yard after yard of coarse linen towelling, which
Grubert took to sell in the town when he had goods of his own of which
to dispose.


Almost the only recreation that the children had was to bind on their
skates, and hand in hand to fly off and explore the lake. Like swallows
they skimmed the surface, fearless and sure of their footing. Now and
again a solitary wolf, or even a pair of wolves, might be seen skulking
across the ice, but the animals seemed to pay no heed to the little
skaters, and they in their turn did not trouble their heads about them.
One or two wolves were not dangerous, and the young folks never went so
far from home as to run the risk of encountering these creatures in any
numbers.


The good pastor was working away among his people as hard as ever. With
the autumn came illness to the village, and the old man's strength had
been sorely tried by the demands made upon it; and even now, when the
condition of Carfoos was healthy once more, he had hardly recovered his
usual vigour.


As for the Valdens, they had indeed moved away; but they had not gone
far; and though just at first they kept quiet, and nothing was heard of
them, now again there had begun to be circulated rumours that spoke of
quantities of wood mysteriously stolen, snares robbed that had been set
for hares and birds. Birch trees were being despoiled of, their bark,
and even frozen venison, frozen pigs and game and poultry, had been
stolen out of the sheds where the villagers stored their marketable
provisions to be in readiness for taking to town to sell.


As for Freskel, he still haunted the home of the pastor, though not as
much as he had done before his father and brothers left Carfoos. But
there was a great change in the lad, which the pastor could not but
see, and which, he felt assured, dated back to that night when Freskel
had been of such signal service to the children at the woodcutter's
cottage, and in saving from the covetous hands of Dorlat and Hervitz,
Rolf Bresser's bag of money.


Pastor Oshart knew not what to make now of the boy's strange moods,
for Freskel went about as one in a dream, sometimes seeming quite
unreasonably elated, and at others downcast and shrinking guiltily, as
though conscious of doing wrong. To all questions the youth returned
evasive replies, and even his love for the pastor could not induce him
to make a confidant of his old friend. Some strange spell seemed to be
about Freskel, some bad influence was slowly but surely undermining his
happiness and dragging him down.


And now, at this time, once more it was reported that the Isle of
Ghosts was haunted, and the glimmer of a ghostly light and the flitting
of a shadowy form had been seen at night from the shores of the lake.


Connecting these reports with Freskel Valden's frequent and unaccounted
for absences, the good pastor came to the conclusion that the poor,
half-witted lad had become possessed by a mad passion for the
ill-gotten gold which tradition said still lay hidden in some corner
of the island, and that the ghost which haunted that lonely pile of
rock was none other than Freskel himself. Pastor Oshart, however,
said nothing to any one about his suspicions, for he hoped gradually
to bring some better influence to bear upon the poor youth's heart
and life,—some strong motive which would overcome the greed of riches
which he inherited from his father and shared with his wicked brothers,
Dorlat and Hervitz.


The good old man did not for one moment believe that any treasure
existed at all on the island, save in the imagination of a few
foolish or idle people. But he dreaded—and rightly—the strength of an
absorbing, covetous passion on such a mind as that of poor Freskel,
which was only too apt to lend itself to delusions of all sorts.


"Father," said Blonda to Grubert one afternoon as she sat down to her
loom, "Father, hadst thou any special need for some of this linen last
night or this morning?"


"No, my child; why?" asked Grubert.


"Because I see that quite a long piece of it is gone," replied the
girl. "When I put away my work last evening, at supper-time, I had two
rolls of linen, and had begun a third, and now I see that one of them
is not here."


"Strange!" remarked Grubert. "Has Tonie taken it for any purpose?"


"Hast thou taken a roll of my towelling, Tonie?" asked Blonda, for her
brother came in just at that moment.


"I? No, little sister; what should I want with it?" replied the boy, in
great surprise.


"It is quite impossible that it should have been stolen," said Grubert,
"for no one comes here but our dear pastor and poor Freskel Valden."


"Was Freskel here this morning?" asked Tonie.


"Yes," answered his father. "He came just after breakfast, when thou
wert one out into the forest and Blonda to the goat shed."


"What could he want at so early an hour, I wonder!" said Tonie. "Why,
he must have risen at about three o'clock in the morning to come all
the way from where the Valdens live now. What could have been his
purpose?"


"Who can tell?" said Grubert. "Thou knowest how strange he is, with his
whims and his fancies. He sat down here in the kitchen by the fire, and
warmed himself, and presently I left him, for I had promised to see
Pastor Oshart as early as I could. When we all returned to dinner, as
thou knowest, Blonda, Freskel was no longer here."


"It is strange! Passing strange!" said Blonda.


But as there was no accounting for her loss, the subject was dropped,
and nothing more was said about it.


That evening our two little Finns strapped on their skates, and set out
for an hour's exercise and recreation on the lake. It was a glorious
night; there was no wind, the moon rode high and clear in a cloudless
sky, and the stars, like ten thousand luminous eyes, peered down upon
the little skaters, as with long, easy sweeps they glided, hand in
hand, across the beautiful sheet of ice that reflected the moonlight
like a mirror.


As the children neared the island they slackened their pace.


"I wonder," said Tonie, "if there is any truth in the old tradition
about this place! Think, Blonda, what it would be if thou and I could
but light upon the treasure hidden so long! How rich we should be, and
how happy! And—"


"Hush, hush, Tonie; speak not so," cried Blonda. "If gold lies buried
in that island, there let it lie for me! After all, it was all
ill-gotten booty, if the story of the robber band be true, and such
treasure will bring a curse, and not a blessing. No, Tonie, father
is right when he tells us not to suffer our minds to dwell on such
matters, lest the longing after filthy lucre come between us and God.
For thou knowest what our Lord saith in His word:





   "'For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.'"






Tonie did not reply, but suddenly digging the heel of his skate into
the ice, he stopped short, and his sister, rather startled, did the
same. Then he whispered eagerly, as he pointed towards the island,
which was now close to them, "Hush, Blonda; didst thou see that?"


Blonda followed the direction in which her brother's finger was
pointing.


"I see nothing," she said softly. "What should I see?"


"Didst thou not see that light? It flashed an instant and was gone. Up
there it was, just between those two peaks. There, there it is again!
Oh, Blonda, can it be the ghost after all?"


"Nonsense, Tonie!" replied the little girl stoutly. "Thou knowest that
there are no ghosts; has not our father told us so again and again?"


"Then what sayest thou—and what would our father say—to that?" muttered
Tonie under his breath, as from behind a huge rock there came in sight
a strange, shapeless white as the snow around.


For a moment it stood motionless; then, with a doleful, unearthly cry,
it vanished as suddenly as though the rock had opened and swallowed it
up.


For some minutes the children waited to see if the ghost re-appeared,
but their waiting was in vain, and presently they turned homeward, too
full of their adventure to care to prolong their skating expedition.


They were, however, scarcely half-way back to the shore, when they met
two men muffled up in sheep-skin coats, and wearing huge felt boots,
which prevented their slipping on the ice.


"Dorlat and Hervitz Valden," said Tonie, when they had passed.


"Yes; I wonder what brings them out here!" answered Blonda. "Thinkest
thou, Tonie, that they are going to brave the ghost of the island—or
the thing that pretends to be a ghost—and to make a search for the
treasure?"


"How can I tell, Blonda? But one thing I know, little sister, whether
a ghost be a dangerous neighbour or no, Dorlat and Hervitz Valden are
dangerous enough, as we know by experience. I glanced over my shoulder
but now, and saw those evil brothers standing and looking after us.
Come, let us get home!"


Once more taking hands, the children glided swiftly away, and when they
next looked back, Dorlat and Hervitz were nowhere to be seen, and the
whole wide expanse of frozen water lay bathed in moonlight, save only
where the Isle of Ghosts cast a black shadow, its tall, jagged peaks
seeming to form upon the clear ice the long fingers of a giant hand,
feeling about for something to clutch and to destroy.
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 CHAPTER VIII



GENERAL NICOLAI AGAIN









EARLY the next morning, Freskel opened the door of Grubert's cottage,
and found only Tonie in the kitchen.


"What is it, Freskel?" asked Tonie, who was lighting the fire and
getting things ready for Blonda to prepare the breakfast.


"There is to be a great hunt in the forest, Tonie; some fine people
from the Tzar's city came to Klingengolf yesterday, and they are all
driving down to Carfoos in their Russian troika sledges, and here
they will put on snow shoes, and go on foot into the wood and round
among the hills, to look for beasts to slay; and Freskel will guide
the hunters and find them a bear, and for that Freskel will have
money—silver money!" And the lad's eyes gleamed avariciously.


"And what use hast thou for money?" asked Blonda, who at that moment
entered the kitchen and heard Freskel's words.


"I want it to hoard; to hoard and to look at sometimes, so that I may
hug myself to think how rich Freskel—the poor, foolish Freskel is,"
replied the youth, his whole full of a covetous greed, which gave it a
strangely repulsive appearance.


"Then beware, my lad!" said Grubert's deep voice, for the woodman
too had come downstairs, and now joined the little group. "For hark
ye, Freskel Valden, the devil baits some of his deadliest traps with
silver and gold, and the miser's heart is his very throne. Yes, beware,
Freskel, for thou art in danger."


The lad looked from one to another of his friends with a half-puzzled,
half-cunning look, which they could not understand. Then he was turning
sulkily away, when Grubert said—


"Leave us not, Freskel, until thou hast broken thy fast. Come and share
our meal; there is plenty for all."


So Freskel sat down with them.


And while they were eating, Blonda, suddenly remembering the
disappearance of the linen, and thinking that Freskel might perhaps
throw some light upon her loss, said, "By the bye, Freskel, such a
strange thing has happened to me; I have lost some linen towelling I
had woven. Did any beggar or stranger chance to come in while thou
wert alone here a day or two ago, or didst thou perchance leave the
door open when thine errand here was done? The roll could not have
disappeared by itself, yet gone it most surely is."


Freskel gave no reply for a minute, but he put down the wooden spoon
with which he was eating his barley porridge, and glanced round the
table quickly, furtively.


"No," he said, at last, "Freskel knows nothing; how should a poor fool
like Freskel know?" Then he gulped down his mug of milk, stuffed a
bunch of rye bread into his pocket, and rose abruptly from the table.


"The hunt will be out," he said, "and I must go, for how will the grand
city people find their way without Freskel to guide them?"


And seemingly glad to get away, he opened the door, and sprang across
the threshold, and into the forest, to meet the party who had bespoken
his services as leader.


Grubert and Tonie went out soon after breakfast, but shortly returned,
saying that Philip Bexal had given all the woodmen a holiday on account
of the hunt, so that no felling or carting of timber should disturb the
game, or interfere with the sportsmen, who, he had heard, were some
very grand people from the Court of St. Petersburg.


Thinking, however, that they might be of service in some way, and
wishing, at all events, to see the sport, if they could do so without
going too far from home, the father and son soon set forth again,
asking Blonda to bring their dinner to them, and promising to meet
her, as near one o'clock as possible, at a place known by the name of
the Grey Cave, a deep, rocky hollow in a sort of cliff, at the back
of which a chain of hills, full of boulders and fragments of stone,
skirted the eastern side of the forest.


Blonda had plenty to do all the morning, and by noon she was quite
glad to set her kitchen in order, pack up the dinner in a basket, and
dress herself for going out. It was a cold day, and she was clothed
even more warmly than usual, adding to her accustomed wraps a large,
thick scarlet shawl, which she folded corner-wise and put round her
head, crossing it over her chest, and loosely looping together the ends
behind at the waist.


As she trotted away with her sheep-skin capote, her high over-all
felt boots, her red shawl, her basket on her arm, and a stout stick
in her hand, she looked like a very comfortable, substantial "Little
Red Riding Hood," going forth to see the world, but far too sensible
and experienced to be taken in by any sort of wolf which Finland could
produce.


Blonda did not go into the wood at all, but kept along at the foot of
the range of hills, wending her way in and out among the great blocks
of stone, and avoiding the deep snowdrifts, which her practised eye
easily detected. Arrived at the cave, she set down her basket on a flat
stone, and creeping just within the arch of the cavern, for shelter
from the keen wind, she sat down to rest a bit, for she had been on her
feet all the morning, and now she was a little weary with her walk.


Suddenly she heard in the distance a baying of dogs; then there was
silence, then again the barking quite near, and a minute after, two
great, powerful hounds sprang out of the forest. For one instant they
paused opposite the cave, eying Blonda curiously, their handsome heads
erect, their hair bristling. She rose from her seat on the stone and
made a step towards them; but that moment they put their noses to the
snow once more, seemed to recover the scent, and dashed past her into
the inner recesses of the Grey Cave.


For a minute or two, there was a great noise at the back of the cavern:
eager scratching up of snow, barking and growling, and angry grunts.


By this time Blonda had left the cave, and now stood outside, and
well to the left. It was a good thing that she did so, for all at
once, there was a strange, shuffling, scrambling noise, and out of the
cave there rushed a huge brown bear, followed by the dogs, which were
worrying him, and trying to bite through his shaggy fur. At the same
moment, from among the trees, there stepped a tall, commanding form,
which the little girl recognised at once as that of General Nicolai.


The bear had shuffled by him and was in full retreat, when the young
officer raised his gun and fired. The bullet wounded the beast without
disabling it, and, furious with pain, the animal turned before the
sportsman had time to load again. Shouldering one of the hounds aside
and half stunning the other with a cuff, Bruin rushed back, reared
up on his hind legs, and seizing the gun, bit and crushed it out of
shape with his teeth, while he fixed the claws of one great paw in the
fur-covered shoulder of his assailant.


It must have fared badly indeed with General Nicolai had not Blonda
at that moment, seeing his peril, thought of a way to help him. She
suddenly tore off her red shawl, and coming close up behind the bear,
she dexterously threw the soft, clinging folds right over the great
beast's head and face. In the same instant, the dogs attacked him once
more, and poor Bruin, bewildered, blinded, and entangled, rolled over
backwards, madly clawing the air.


Just then loud shouts, cries, and exclamations announced the arrival
on the scene of the rest of the hunting party, who had been led off by
Freskel and their dogs for some distance on a new trail, before they
missed the general. By them, the poor bear was shortly despatched; and
no sooner was he dead, than one of the newly-arrived gentleman, an
elderly man, approached the young officer, and with respectful anxiety
enquired if he were hurt. But, happily, the general's fur coat was
thick, and the cloth of firm, close texture, so that the bear's claws
had not penetrated far.


"So calm thine anxiety, my friend," said the young officer, laughing.
"In no way do I find myself the worse for this encounter, though,
without doubt, I must have been but for my little deliverer. See, there
she stands, my brave little maid with the blue eyes. By my faith, that
was something like presence of mind! Just at the critical moment she
turned the fortunes of the fight in my favour. And now I look closer
at this child," continued the young man, "methinks I have seen those
innocent eyes and flaxen locks before. Is it so, little one?"


"It is even so, sir general," replied Blonda. "I am Blonda, daughter of
Grubert Reuss."


"And when and where did we meet, little Blonda? Tell me that."


"Last summer, sir, in the grotto by the lake, just after Philip Bexal
told you the story of the Isle of Ghosts."


"Ah, yes!" laughed the young man. "I cannot but remember thee now; thou
hast once more chapter and verse for everything, even as thou hadst
then. And said I not that I hoped one day to see thee again, and also
make the acquaintance of thy father and brother, and visit you all in
your home?"


"Yes, sir, you did indeed," replied Blonda; "and there are my father
and brother, sir general; they are standing with Freskel Valden behind
your friends of the hunt."


"Come forward, Grubert Reuss, and thy son too," said the young man,
raising his voice a little. "Here, my good fellows, you have a daughter
and a sister to be proud of. And thou also, thou strange lad, who
shrinkest away out of sight, I would speak with thee," he added,
beckoning to Freskel. "So Freskel Valden is thy name?"


"Yes, I am Freskel," replied the youth.


"Thou, too, art no stranger to me," said the officer; "long ago this
little maid spoke of thee, saying how wise love made thee in many ways.
Thou seest, Blondinka, I have not forgotten thy words. Nay, Freskel,
hang not thy head. If thou think that thou art scarce deserving of all
the kind things our little friend hath spoken of thee, see to it that
at least thou deserve them in the future. And now, Grubert Reuss,"
continued the general, "lead on and show me the way to thy house. Many
things have I seen in this part of my—of Finland, but the inside of a
woodman's cottage is still to me an undiscovered country. And beside, I
would have some further talk with my little friend here."


The elderly gentleman, who seemed to be the next in rank to the
general, now ventured a few words of expostulation, which the young man
did not take very well.


"Pray, who is master here? Tell me!" he said, drawing himself up
haughtily.


"Your im—I beg pardon, general, I forgot; you scarce need to be told
that I am always your servant to command."


"Then please to remember that in future," said the young officer
sternly. "And now thou and the rest of my company return to Carfoos,
unpack the provisions we brought with us, and order the sledges for
Klingengolf. There will be no more sport to-day, and to-morrow we go
in a different direction. I will join you at Carfoos later. My good
friends here will accompany me, and show the way through the forest."


So saying, the young general turned from his own companions, and with
Grubert, Tonie and Blonda walked to the cottage.


Arrived here, he sat by the kitchen stove and warmed himself, and
learning, by some remark of Tonie's, that the family had not yet dined,
he declared himself extremely hungry, and asked permission to join them
in their repast. The dinner basket was accordingly unpacked, and the
food shared among the four hungry people, Blonda adding some barley
coffee and goat's milk as a treat in honour of the special occasion.
The young general ate up his hunch of black bread to the last crumb,
and thanked his host for the most delightful repast he had enjoyed for
long enough.


Then he sat and chatted with the family for some time, asking many
questions and showing a real interest in the replies given. At last,
pulling out his watch, he declared it as time for him to go.


"But first, Grubert Reuss," said he, "I have a very pleasant duty to
perform. In remembrance of thy little daughter's service to me this
day, I ask thee to accept this pocket-book of Russian notes. The banker
at Klingengolf will readily change them for thee into Finnish money.
And as for my little maid with the forget-me-not eyes, let me give
thee, child, something which may be of use to thee some day. I am much
at the Court in St. Petersburg, and have some little influence there.
If ever thou or thine, or any in whom thou mayest be interested, should
be in trouble, apply to me, and I pledge myself to help thee, granting
thee any boon thou dost ask, if it be but in my power."


So saying, the young general wrote a few words on a piece of paper
(which he tore out of a memorandum-book), folded it small, then asked
for a candle, and producing a bit of red wax, he proceeded to seal
the letter, leaving upon the hot wax the impression of his great
signet-ring. Lastly, he addressed it to General Nicolai, Winter Palace,
St. Petersburg, and handing it to Blonda, told her to keep it safely,
as she might want it some day. Then he took a kindly leave of her, and,
accompanied by Grubert and Tonie, he started for Carfoos to join his
party.
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 CHAPTER IX



A MISER ROBBED









FRESKEL VALDEN did not return with the hunting party to Carfoos, nor
did he go home with Grubert, his children and his guest. He managed to
slip away unobserved, and betook himself to several different places
in the forest where he had set traps and snares. In one of these he
found a cock-of-the-woods, in another a hare, which he hid away in some
secret nook known only to himself, there to await his convenience in
the matter of carrying them home or to Pastor Oshart.


He had some food in his pocket, with which to satisfy the cravings of
hunger. And as soon as it was dark, (which at this season was before
four o'clock in the afternoon), he turned his steps towards the lake,
and reaching its margin, took a long, careful look round, then crossed
over at a rapid run, and was soon hidden in the shadow of the rocky
island.


As for Grubert, Tonie and Blonda, they spent the rest of the day very
happily, the two former making and carving things out of wood, the
latter mending her father's and brother's garments. But they had much
to talk over, much to plan, for the present General Nicolai had given
them amounted to 200 roubles—about £20 of our money—a very large sum to
people accustomed to handle only a small weekly wage, barely sufficient
for the simplest daily requirements.


They were still discussing the important matter, and offering
suggestions to each other, when supper-time came. And after eating
their frugal meal, they were about to resume work till it was time to
go to bed, when they fancied they heard a little noise just outside the
front door.


Blonda ran and opened it and looked out. She could see no one, however,
and was about to shut out the keen night air, when she caught sight of
a queer-looking bundle in the corner, close to the lowest hinge of the
door.


"Why, what can this be?" she cried, as she picked it up.


And closing the door, she brought the bundle back into the room under
the light of the lamp. And as she unrolled it, she gave a little cry
of satisfaction, for there, soiled and crumpled, was her lost piece of
towelling, not a yard of it missing.


"Well, if a ghost borrowed it," said Blonda merrily, "a ghost has
brought it back."


"It would have been more civil," said Tonie, "if that same ghost had
washed and ironed out the linen before returning it, but I suppose we
must not expect too much of ghostly courtesy and good nature."


But while these light-hearted children were talking thus, the ghost
himself—as wretched and miserable as ever a ghost could be—was
gliding noiselessly over the snow through the woods, looking up now
and again to the moon and starlit heaven, and showing two great dark
eyes wild and reckless, full of misery and despair. Yet this face so
sadly contorted, these eyes so terribly changed, belonged to the one
light-hearted, simple-natured Freskel Valden.


The lad's laggard steps were not like the light, swift stride of former
days, and it took longer than usual to reach the pastor's dwelling.
Yet when he did so, he hesitated irresolutely for some minutes before
knocking, and muttered to himself in muffled tones. At last, taking
courage, he knocked. The door was at once opened by the good pastor
himself.


"Ah, Freskel, so it is thou?" he said. "Come in and have some supper
with me. I was just sitting down to mine."


The lad did not seem to hear what the old man said. He staggered in,
feeling his way almost as a blind man might do. Then suddenly looking
up, he found Pastor Oshart's kind, anxious eyes fixed upon his face.


"My father," said he, making a step forward and catching hold of the
pastor's arm, "it is all over—Freskel has lost all—and—and—" Here the
lad's voice broke in a hard, dry sob.


"Why, what is this, my son?" questioned the good old man tenderly. "I
understand thee not; thou speakest in riddles. Surely such as thou and
I, my Freskel, have nothing to lose, and therein lies one comfort of
being poor."


"Alas, you know not!" cried Freskel. "I kept it from you."


"Kept what from me, my son?"


"My secret, my great secret!" cried the boy, his eyes gleaming wildly.
"And now it is all of no use. Some one has found out its hiding-place
and stolen it away, and poor Freskel no longer cares to live."


"Hush! Oh, hush, my child!" said the old man. "These are wild and
wicked words. Try to tell me the whole story quite simply, and let me
judge of thy loss. It may be that I can help and comfort thee."


But Freskel shook his head. "No, no," he said, "no one can help. But I
will tell you, my father—tell you all. My father knows the story of the
Isle of Ghosts and of the treasure there?"


"Yes, surely, Freskel. Has not every child heard this fable and in his
turn believed it?"


"But what if it be no fable, dear pastor?" cried the lad, his eyes
kindling and a sudden colour flushing his pale cheeks. "What if it
were true, my father? And what—Oh, pastor, the story is no fable—the
treasure is real, not fairy gold. I found it—I, Freskel—myself, the
night I swam across the lake to hide Rolf Bresser's bag of money."


"Gently, Freskel; what didst thou find?" asked the old man.


"The robbers' treasure," whispered the lad. "I looked for some safe
place wherein to hide the bag, and a stone rolled over, and underneath
was a hollow like a basin—a large basin—and in the hollow a round box
of iron, open and full of gold and silver money that shone in the
moonlight. I lifted some in my hand and poured it back like a gold and
silver fountain. And then—"


"Yes, Freskel, and then?"


"Then I feared to tell any one, lest I should not be suffered to keep
all the money; and I could not bear to think of parting with one little
coin. So I kept silence. But as oft as I could, I went to the island,
and uncovered my treasure, and tried to count the pieces, and played
with them. And lest any should come and search and find my money, I
acted the ghost to frighten them away, wrapping myself in a length of
white stuff which I took from the house of Grubert Reuss when no one
was at hand.


"Oh, my pastor, look not on me so sternly; I returned the linen cloth
to-night, for poor Freskel's treasure is gone, and what need is there
any longer for a ghost?"


"My poor lad, thou hast greatly sinned," said the old man. "This evil
spirit of covetousness and greed is one of Satan's messengers, and see
into what sins that spirit hath led thee! Tell me, my child, would it
have been possible to thee in former times to have stolen from dear
little Blonda the fruit of her hard toil, so that thou mightest more
readily deceive others? And again, Freskel, hast thou not also lied to
cover thy fault?"


"Alas! Yes, father, that have I indeed."


"Covetousness, theft, lying, deceit—a terrible list of sins, my child!
I know that it is not easy for thee always to choose between right and
wrong, and far be it from me to judge thee too hardly in this matter.
But before I speak to thee further about thine own faults, Freskel,
I would ask what makes thee think that thou hast found the ancient
treasure of the legend? Were the coins very old and barbarous looking?"


"No, my father; they are even like the gold and silver of our own
country."


"Strange!" muttered Pastor Oshart to himself. "That can be no ancient
hoard."


"And thou hast not a single coin that thou couldst show me, Freskel?"


"Not one, my father. All were beneath the stone, and all have gone. And
yet I was there only last night, and from the island I saw Blonda and
Tonie skating on the lake. And when they stopped (seeing, perhaps, the
light I had with me), I wrapped myself in the white linen and cried
out, and then vanished quickly, even as a ghost should. After that they
went away, and I ran back by a path that would cross theirs and so
home. But oh, my father, I must tell you that now my beautiful, shining
hoard is gone, I care for nothing any more."


"Listen, Freskel," cried the old man, sitting down and drawing the poor
lad nearer to him, "listen. Once in the very long ago, when our Lord
Jesus Christ was on earth and taught the people, mingling with the poor
and sinful and working miracles among them, there came to him a rich
young ruler, and asked him what he must do to inherit eternal life. It
was a great question, Freskel, one which we should all ask in our turn.
Wouldst thou know what the Master answered?"


"Yes, I would know," replied the lad.


The old man continued: "Our Lord spake to the young ruler, reminding
him of the commandments which were part of God's law to Israel. And he
answered, 'All these have I kept from my youth up. What lack I yet?'


"Then Jesus said unto him, 'If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell that
thou hast and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure in heaven,
and come, follow Me.'"


"What?" exclaimed Freskel. "Sell all—all and he so rich?"


"Even so," replied Pastor Oshart.


"And what did that young man?" asked Freskel, fixing eager eyes on the
pastor's face.


"He did as too many people do whom Christ calls to make sacrifices for
His sake," replied the old man. "'He went away sorrowful, for he had
great possessions.'


"Ah, Freskel, this love of money—this clinging to wealth—makes it very
hard to follow Jesus. Our Lord goes before us, and the path is often
rugged, and hills are steep, and the snares and pitfalls of the way
are many; and yet we try to toil along after Him, dragging with us our
heavy chains of gold and our burden of precious things, and we see
not that while we are greedily clutching what we already have, or are
eagerly searching for fresh treasure, the Lord passes on and is no more
seen of us, the example of Jesus is forgotten, His love and favour are
no longer the one thing needful for us.


"My boy, we cannot serve God and mammon, and unless we are willing to
give up all for His sake, we are not worthy of Him and we are none of
His."


"I have nothing left to give up," replied Freskel sadly. "All that I
had is gone."


"Child," answered Pastor Oshart tenderly, "Perhaps the Lord saw that so
long as thy heart and mind were set upon this treasure of thine, there
was room for nothing else; and so, in His providence, He has suffered
it to be taken from thee. Dost thou understand? Let me put it plainer.
Suppose that in the garden of some tender earthly father grew a certain
tree, the fruit of which, though sweet to the taste, made the children
loathe the wholesome food needful to keep them in health. Should we
count that father worthy of blame, Freskel, or think him cruel, if he
cut down the tree and removed temptation from his little ones?"


"No, dear pastor, the father would only be kind in doing so."


"And thus it is with God, my son. If He takes from us that which we
love, why is it, but that our hearts may cling to Him rather than to
that which cannot help us. Tell me, Freskel, hast thou been happy all
this time since the secret hoard became thine?"


"Happy? Oh, no," replied the lad, "for I was ever in fear."


"But the real treasure," said Pastor Oshart, "the blessing of God,
maketh rich, and He addeth no sorrow—no, nor fear which hath torment.
Oh, my poor child, hear to-day, if never before, the tender voice of
Jesus, who saith, 'Follow Me, and thou shalt have treasure in heaven.'


"Hear Him who calls the weary and the heavy laden and the sorrowful,
and gives them rest, and who says to all who will hearken to His word,
'Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, where moth and rust
do corrupt, and where thieves break through and steal. But lay up for
yourselves treasure in heaven, . . . for where your treasure is, there
will your heart be also.'"


"O pastor! O my father!" cried Freskel, throwing himself on his knees
at the old man's feet, in a passion of contrite tears. "Pray to the
Good Lord for Freskel that Satan have him not. Dear pastor, does not
Jesus know that poor Freskel is like a child, and foolish? And if He
knows, will He not forgive? Tell me the truth, my father; though I have
sinned and forgotten Him, will Jesus pardon?"


The good old man drew the weeping lad to his heart, and while his own
tears fell thick and fast, he said, "Be comforted, my son! Thy sorrow
for the sin which thou hast sinned is the pledge of God's forgiveness.
Come, let us unburden our hearts before Him, and those hearts, emptied
of all earthly treasure, shall be filled by Him; yes, henceforth,
through His grace, by Him alone."











 CHAPTER X



A FRIEND AT COURT









THINGS went on very quietly for some weeks at Carfoos and in its
neighbourhood after the events we have just recorded.


Blonda was too glad to get her roll of linen back to trouble herself
as to how it had disappeared or how been returned to her. She washed,
and ironed, and put it away, quite content that her work had not been
wasted, but that she should still get something by the sale of it in
the Klingengolf market when her father next paid the town a visit.


Blonda often thought of the young general, and of his goodness to them
all, and wondered if the time would ever come when she should need to
make use of his sealed paper, and claim his promise of help. Tonie and
she had many earnest conversations upon this subject, and he especially
was always building upon the small foundation of the general's promise
all sorts Of castles in the air.


As for Freskel, Pastor Oshart had so far kept entirely to himself the
lad's confidences, seeing no use in telling others, and perhaps setting
the whole neighbourhood talking, and exciting the lad afresh just as he
was beginning to be reconciled to his loss, and was growing more like
the innocent-hearted, boyish Freskel of old. But the pastor had seen
but little of him lately, as for some reason the lad had been kept more
at home.


Of the Valdens as a family not much was heard now-a-days. Except on
that night when Tonie and Blonda had met Dorlat and Hervitz on the ice,
no one in the neighbourhood had seen the brothers for some time.


"The Valdens are flying at higher game, I fancy, just now," said Philip
Bexal to Grubert one day. "They have been seen with some strangers at
a town twenty miles beyond Klingengolf, and I am told they seemed to
have plenty of money, and were swaggering about with the bravest. But
so long as they come not hither, I care not what they do. One is only
thankful to be well quit of them."


But one day, not more than a week later, most astonishing news reached
Carfoos. The police at Klingengolf, acting upon special information
received, had made a raid upon the Valdens' home, and had arrested, all
at once, the old man Jaspar, and his three sons, Dorlat, Hervitz, and
Freskel. Rolf Bresser was the bearer of the tidings, for he was on his
way from Klingengolf to St. Petersburg on business, and coming to spend
a few days at Pastor Oshart's house, he gave him a full account of the
capture.


"But for what crime are they arrested?" asked the old pastor.


"For fraudulent dealing and the circulation of base money," replied
Rolf. "It seems that some two years ago, the brother Dorlat and Hervitz
were thought to be mixed up in some way with a gang of coiners, but
before any proof could be got against them, the gang took fright, and
made off, bag and baggage, one night, and no one knew whither they
went. But it appears that they left behind them, stored in some corner
of the Isle of Ghosts, a quantity of their false money, and lately they
must have communicated this fact, and the whereabouts of the coin, to
the brothers Valden, who lost no time in securing it.


"They then proceeded to various towns, buying all sorts of cheap wares
with the counterfeit money, receiving in change for false gold as much
real silver as possible, and for their spurious silver money good
copper. For a time their evil trade prospered, but at last the trick
was found out, and traced home to the Valdens. Whereupon, not content
with securing the prime movers in the matter—Dorlat and Hervitz—the
police have also got hold of old Jaspar and poor, foolish Freskel."


"Jaspar is without doubt in the secret," said Pastor Oshart; "but as
for Freskel, how should he know false money from true? Indeed, I am
certain he does not," added the old man, remembering Freskel's story,
which he now thoroughly understood for the first time. "If the base
coin has passed through his hands at all, he has handled it in all good
faith, and has only been a tool in the grasp of his brothers."


"Yes, Oshart," said Rolf Bresser, "something must assuredly be done for
the poor boy. They say he is broken-hearted, and does nothing but sob
and cry for his pastor father."


"My poor, foolish boy!" said the old man, wiping his eyes. "I will go
down to Klingengolf this very day, and represent his case to the head
of police there, and see what can be done for him. Meanwhile, thou wilt
remain here, Rolf, and take care of my house for me?"


"Yes, my friend; I have a day or two to spare, and will here await thy
return."


"Another matter, Rolf! If I start, as I should, at once, I shall not
have time to let Grubert Reuss and his family know about Freskel. Wilt
thou go and carry the news to them? It will comfort little Blonda (who
loves the poor lad) to know that I have gone to do what I could for
him."


"I will be sure to visit them this very afternoon," replied Rolf
Bresser.







It was three days before the pastor returned from Klingengolf, and when
he did, he brought only bad news. After half an hour spent at his own
house, the old man walked over to Grubert's cottage.


And in answer to Blonda's, and Tonie's anxious enquiries, he replied,
"My children, everything I could say for the lad went for nothing.
He is one of a family long suspected of all sorts of misdemeanours.
The base money—or some of it—had passed through his hands, as well as
through those of his brothers, and he has been associated with them. I
saw the head inspector at the police-station, and he was most courteous
and even friendly, and heard me with patience.


"'But,' said he, 'nothing but a special order signed by the Tzar could
effect Freskel Valden's release. In default of such an order, he must
go for trial with the rest, and I should think you have but little
chance of obtaining it.'"


Blonda was very grave and thoughtful for a minute or two after Pastor
Oshart had ceased speaking, but all at once her face lighted up.


"Pastor, dear pastor!" she cried. "We will save poor Freskel yet and
set him free!"


And before the old man had time to reply, she rushed up to her room,
and presently returned holding in her hand the sealed paper General
Nicolai had given her.


"See, dear pastor," she said, "the good general told me that if ever
I was in trouble or needed anything I was to send or take him this.
He is at Court and has influence there, and he promised to give me
anything I asked, if it were in his power. Oh, if I could but go to St.
Petersburg!"


"My child," said Grubert, "that is not to be thought of."


"But my friend, Rolf Bresser, is going," said Pastor Oshart; "confide
thy paper to him, and I will add a full account of the circumstances,
telling the general all about poor Freskel. And thou too, Blonda, shalt
send a few lines (thou canst muster Russian enough for that), reminding
General Nicolai of his promise to thee."







It took Rolf Bresser a long while to get to the great city, and the
patience of Freskel's friends was sorely tried before the news came
for which they were longing and waiting. But it was Rolf himself who,
on his return journey, was the bearer of a full and free pardon for
Freskel Valden, and also of a special sealed packet for Blonda from her
friend General Nicolai.


On opening this packet, it was found to contain the title deeds of a
property consisting of a fine piece of land, and a farm with house and
out-buildings, furniture, and live stock, all complete. And this was to
be Blonda's own; a wonderful gift indeed! But yet more wonderful were
the few lines that accompanied these papers, and which ran thus:—





   "To Blondinka, my little heroine of the scarlet shawl! May God have
thee in His holy keeping, child with the forget-me-not eyes. May He
give thee a long, happy and useful life, with thy good father and
brother, in the new home whither it is my pleasure that you move in the
spring. And since, my little maid, thy faith in One above is so strong,
and thy vision of the right is so clear, pray sometimes for him who to
thee is known only as General Nicolai, but who here, in his own city,
is thy friend at Court,—



"NICOLAI 1st, Emperor of all the Russias."









The rest of our story may be told in a few words. Grubert and his
family went to live on Blonda's farm, and prospered exceedingly.
Freskel Valden came to reside with Pastor Oshart, and growing in all
things good, was called the pastor's son. As for Jasper, Dorlat, and
Hervitz, they were sent off with a convict band to work in the Siberian
mines.


With regard to the legend of the Isle of Ghosts, we believe that the
idea of its being a sort of Treasure Island has just about died out.
And probably, were we now to visit the neighbourhood, we should hardly
find any one who could point out that particular island, or tell
the story that Philip Bexal told by the lake side on that memorable
day that first introduced General Nicolai to the simple-hearted,
old-fashioned Blonda Reuss, one of our—



TWO LITTLE FINNS.
















*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK TWO LITTLE FINNS ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG™ LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg™ License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg


Project Gutenberg is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 41 Watchung Plaza #516,
Montclair NJ 07042, USA, +1 (862) 621-9288. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.



OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image004.jpg





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image009.jpg





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image010.jpg
— e





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

    
      
        		
          TWO LITTLE FINNS.
        


        		
          CHAPTER I
        


        		
          CHAPTER II
        


        		
          CHAPTER III
        


        		
          CHAPTER IV
        


        		
          CHAPTER V
        


        		
          CHAPTER VI
        


        		
          CHAPTER VII
        


        		
          CHAPTER VIII
        


        		
          CHAPTER IX
        


        		
          CHAPTER X
        


        		
          THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG™ LICENSE
        


      


    
  

OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image006.jpg
——





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image001.jpg
B i
MARY E.ROPES.

=





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image002.jpg





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image011.jpg
— e





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image008.jpg
—t 03—





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image007.jpg
—d 3t





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image005.jpg





OEBPS/2941981893991405183_image003.jpg





