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his daughter stept. He laid his rough hand
gently upon hera.

« Fanny, fove,® said he, * thou knowest
that 1 expect the lugger to-night, and I dont
thisrk I shall be at home, and I mayn’t be all
to-morrow 3 but you won't fret—like 2 good
girh Tkuow you won't. Keep all right, fove,
(ll { be back ; and say nothing.”

% Pear father,” returned Fanny, who was
now a lovely gitl of eighteen, ©  tremble for
this lifee which we {ead; as my poor mother
eaid, it adds the punishment of the law to
the dangers of the sea.”

« Oh, dont mention thy mother, dearest
} id the smuggler, “or thou wilt make a
% child of thy father, when he should be think-
g of other things. Ah, F anny t when [ Jost
thy mother, 1 fost every thing that gave de-
1light to my heart. Siuce then, the fairest
¥5elds are to me no better than a bare maor,
and 1 have only thee, my love—aonly my
Wanny to comfort me. So, thou wilt not
ory now—thou wilt not distress thy father,

it thou? No, no! 1 Lnow thou wilt not.
ngvshai! be back to thee to-morrow, love.”

More passed between the smuggler and
%is daughter—words of remonstrance, of ten-
erness, of assurance ; and, when he had feft
wn he again went to the beach, to where
ishoat had just landed from the night's
hing. None of the boats had yet arrived.
".she approached, the erew said, they “saw
‘ v his face there was something unpleasant
" the wind,” and others added—

- #Something’s vexed skipper, Harry, this
joraing, and that's a shame, for a better
il never lived.”

“ Well, mates,” said he, as he approached
* ‘em, “have you seen a shark cruising off
. ecoast this morning "

% " No,” was the reply.

¢ “But I have,” said Harry, “though she
" 'making offto keep out of sight now ; and,
orethan that, I have seen a cut-throat lub-

r that I would not set my foot upon—I
. zan the old Beelzebub iy, with the white
" d yellow stripe on hig yawl, pull from her

e. And what was he doing there ? Was

not telling them to leok out for the lug-

v

-Jome of the boat's crew uttered sudden
- 3 bitter imprecations. “ Let us go and
kthe old rascal before he reach the shore,”

Jone,

- With all my heart,” cried another—{or

¥ were all intorested in the fanding of the

3

fugger, and, in the excitement of the moment
they wist not what they said, )
* Sofily, sotily, my fads,” returned Harry,
fwe must think now what we can do for,
the cargo and ourselves, and not of him.”

“ Right, master,’ teplied another, “that
i3 what I am thinking.”

" Wow, look ye,” continued Harry, * 1 bes
lieve we shad have a squall before night,
and a prouy sharp one toe; but we musin't
mind that when our fortunes are at stake.
tiang all black-hearted knaves that would
peach an a neighbor, say I; but it is done in
our case, and we must only do our best to
muke the rascals story stick in histhroat, or
be the same a= if'it had; and I think it may
bedone yet. I know, but the peachers can't,
that the lugger ista deliver a fow score kegs
at Blyth before she run down here. We
must off and meet her, and give warning.”

“ Ay, ay, master Teasdale, thow’rt right ;
but, now that the thing has got wind, the
sharks will keep 2 hawk’s eye upon us, and
how we are to do it, f can’t see.”

“ Why, because thou'st blind,” said fHar-
ry.

“ No, hang it, and if' 1 be, master,” repliod
the other; " I cansee a& far as most of folks,
as yecantestify ; and I pow see plain enough
that if we put to zea now, weshull hae the
cutter after ug, and that would be what 1
call aniy leading the shark to where the sal-
mon lay.”

“ Man, I wonder to hear thee,” said Harry,
* folk wad say thou hast nae mair gumption
than a born fool. Do ye think I wad be such
an ass as to send ont spiea in the fuce ¢ the
eremy ? Hac I hald arun o gad?luck for
twenty yeass, and yet ye think me nae better
General than that comes to? 1 said, nae
doubt, that we should gang to sea to mect
the lugger, though there willbe a eguali,
and a heavy one too, before night, as surs
asl'm telling ye; but 1 didna say that we
should dow sae under the bows o fhe catter,
in our awn boat, or out o’ Embletan.”

“ Right, right, master,” said another, * no
more you did—~Ned isn't halflawake” The
name of the fisherman aftuded tc was Ned
Thomson.

“Weil, Ned, my lad,” continued Harry
“ I tell thee what must be done; 1 shall go,
saddle my old nag—get thou a hores from
thy wile’s father—he has tow, and can spare
one~and let us jog on as fast as we ¢sn for
Blyth; but we musin't keep by the coast,
leat the King’s folk get their eyes upon us.




