
4 THE CURSi: OF CAKXE\S HOLD.

thought, upon the girl, who with a straw hat swinging in

one hand, and a basket, moved among them. But the

country pe()j)le for six miles round firmly believed that a
curse lay on Game's Hold, and even among the county
families no one would have been willing to give a daughter
in marriage to an owner of the place. The family now
simply called iheir abode The Carnes.

''

Carnesford, now a good sized village, had once been a tiny

hamlet, an appanage of Carne's Hold, but, it had long since

grown out of leading strings, and though, it still regarded
The Carnes with something of its old feudal feeling, it now
furnished no suit or service unless paid for so doing.

Carnesford had grown ])ut little of late years, and had no
'

tendency to increase. There was work enough in the

neighborhood for such of its inhabitants as wanted to

.

work, and in summer a cart went daily with fruit and gar-

den produce to Plymouth, which lay about twenty miles
,.

away, tlie coast roaJ dii)ping down into the valley, and
crossing the bridge over the Dare at Carnesford, and then

climbing the hill again to the right of the Hold. '
T

Artists sometimes stopped for a week or two to .sketch

the quaint old-fashio'ied houses in the main street, and
especially the mill \)i Hiram Powlett, which seemed to

have changed 'vd no way since the days when its owner
held it oil ihc tenure of grinding such corn as the owners

of the Hold required for the use of themselves and their

retainers. Often, too, in the season, a fisherman would
descend from the coach as it stopped to change horses at

the Carne's Arms and take up his quarters there, for there

was rare fishing in the Dare, both in the deep still pool

above the mill and for three or four miles further up, while

sea trout were nowhere to be found plumper and stronger

than in the stretch of water between Carnesford and

Dareport. two miles away.

Here, where the Dare ran into the sea, was a fishing

village as yet untouched, and almost unknown even by

wandering tourists, and offering indeed no accommodation

whatever to the stranger beyond what he might, perchance,

obtain in the fishermen's cottages. The one drawback

to Carnesford, as its visitors declared, was the rain. It

certainly rained often there, but the villagers scarcely

nc/hced it. It was to the rain, they knew, that they owed

the bxv^Vt green of the valley and the luxuriousness of


