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A TALE OF A CARAVAN.
(Continued.)

He wore a dark dress, with kpicker-
A large dog, of the

This time Monk was on foot.
bockers and heavy slootiog-boots and carried a gun,
species lurche, followed at bis beels,

Brinkley was passivg by without any salutation, when, to his surprisoe,
the other paused and litted his bat,

«I beg your pardon,” he said. **We have met once before; and I
thiok I have to apolcgize 10 you for unintentional incivility. The fact is—
bum—I mistook you for a vagrant | I did not know you were a gentle-
man.”

So staggered was the artist with this greeting that he cquld only botrow
the vocabulary of Mr. Toots :

« Qb, it's of no consequence,” he said, attemptiog to passon.

But the other perserved.

« ] assure you, Mr.—Mr.—(I have not the pleasure of knowing your
name) that I had no desire of offzuding you ; and if I did so, I beg to
apologize.”

Brinkley looked keenly at the speaker. His words and mannoer were
greatly at variance with hie looks—even with the tooe of his disfigured brow,
and his mouth twitcked nervously as if he were ill at essc.

Regardiog him thus closely, Brinkley saw that he had been somewhat
mistaken-as- 1o his-age, but his hair was mixed with gray and his features
strobgly marked with the scars of old passions. A handsome map, cer-
tainly ; an’amiabic onc, certainly not! Yet he had a peculiar air and
powsr of breeding, as of one accustomed to command.

Curiosliy overcomes dishike and the young man determined to receive
Mr. Monk's overture as amiably as possible.

“ ] dare say it was a mistake,” he sgaid.
travel gbout in caravans.”

# You are an artist, I am informed,"” returned Monk.

 Samething of that sort,” was the reply. * I paiot a little for pleasure.”

“ And do you not find this neighborhood suit your purposed It is
somewhat flat and unpicturesque.”

« T rather like it,” answered Briokley. It is pretty in summer; it
must be splendid In winter when the storms begin and the uneventful career
of our friead, William Jones, is varied by the excltement of wrecks."”

How Monk's forebead darkened.  But his face smiled still as he said:

“ 1t is not often that shipwrecks occur now, I am glad to say.”

+ No,” said Brinkley, dryly. ** They used to be common enough fifteen
years ago.”

Their eyes met and the eyes of Monk were full of fierce suggestion.

# Why fifteen years sgo especially )

The youog man shrugged his shoulders.

« | was to0ld only to-day of the loss of one great ship at that time.
Matt told mo of the little foundling. You know Matt, of course?”

« T know whom you mean. Excuse me, but you seem to be very fami-
liar with ber name ?”

« T suppose I am,” replied the young man. ¢ Matt and I are excellent
frispds.”

Monk did not smile now ; all bis efforts to do so were ineffectual.
With an expression of savage dislike, he looked in Brinkley's face, and his
voice, though his words were still civil, trembled and grew harsh as scran-
nel pipes of straw.”

« May I ask if you propose remaining long in the neighborhood 1"

¢« T don’t know,” answered the artist, * My time is my own, and Ishall
stay as long as the place amuses me.”

 Xf 1 can assist in making it so, I shsll be happy, sir.”

“ Thank you.”

“ Do you care for raboit shooting? If so, there is some sport to be had
among the eandhills.”

« 1 never shoot anythiog,” was the reply, ** except, I suppose,  folly as it
flies'; though with what specics of firearm that interesting sport is pursaed,”
he added, as if to bimself, * I haven’t the slightest ideal”

« Well, good-day,” said Monk, with an uncasy scowl, **if X can be of
any service to you, commaad me !

And raising his hat he stalked away:

« Now, what in the name of 21} that is wonderful does Mr. Monk, of
Monkshurst, mean by becoming so civil

This was the questicn the young man asked himself as be strolled away
seaward. He could not persuade himself that he had wronged Mook, who
was in reality an amiable persoo, instead of 2 domincening bully , no, that
suggestion was cotradicted by cvery expreesion of the man's baleful and
suspicious face, What then could be the explanation of his suddeo attack
of courtesy ?

Anidea!an inspiration 1 As it flashed into bis miod, the young man
gave vent to a prolonged whistle.  Possibly Monk was—jzalous!

The idea wasa preposterous onc, and almost amusing. It wasnot to be

“ Gentleman don’t usually
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conceived, on the first blush of it, that jealousy would make a surly man
civil, a savage man gentle ; it would rather have the contrary effect, unless
—hero Briokley grew thoughtful—ualess his gloomy rival had some siaister
design which he wished to cloak with politeness,

Bat jealous of little Matt | DBrinkley liughed hearlily when he fully
realized the absurdity of the notlon.

1ie ctossed the sandhills and came again to the path which he and Matt
had followed the previous day. A smart breezs was c>ming in from the
sou’west, and tho air was fresh and cool, though sunay; but clouds were
gathering to the windward, and the weather was evideotly broken. Reach-
ing the cliffs, he deecended thew, and came down on the rocks beneath. A
loog jagged poiut ran out from the spot where he stood, and the water to
the leeward of the same was quite calm, though rising and falling 1a stroog
troubled ewells. So bright and tempting did it look :a thatsheltered place,
that he determined to have a swim.

He-stripped leisurely, and placiog his clothes in a safe place, took a
header off the rocks. It was clear at once that he was a powerful swimmer.
Breasting the smooth swell, he struck out from shore, and, when he had
ggne about & hundred yards, floated lazily on his back and surveyed the
shore,

The cliffs were not very high, but their forms were finely picturesque.
Ilere and there were still green creeks, fringed with purple weed; and
large shadowy caves, hewed roughly in the side of the crags; and rocky
inlets, covered with slimy weed and awash with the lappiog water. A
luttle to the right of the spot from which he kad dived the cliff seemed
hollowed out, forming a wide passage which the sea estered with a tramp
and a rush and a roar.

Towsrds this passage Briokley swam. IIs knew the danger of such
places, for he had often explored them both in Cornwall aud the west of
Ireland ; but he had confidence in his own natatory skill. App:oaching
the shore leisurely with strong, slow strokes ho paused outside the passage,
and observed that the sea-swell entering the openiog rushed avd quickeaed
itself like a rapid shooting to the fall, turning at the base of the clff into a
cloud of thio, prismatic spray. Suddeuly through the top of the spray, a
cloud of rock pigeons emerged, winging their flight rapidly along the crags,

Brinkley knew by this phenomenon th:t the spray concealed the entrance
of some large subtcrancan cavern. If any doubt had remained in his
mind 1t would have bsen dispellod by the appearance of a solitary pigeon
which, leaviog its companions, wavered lightly, flaw back;through the spray
with a rapid downward flight and disappeared.

He was floating a little nearer with an enjoyment deepened by the sense
of danger, whea a figure suddenly sppeared on the rocks close by him,
wildly waviog its haads.

“ Keep back! Xeep back 1" cried a voice.

He lcoked at the figure and recogniz:d William Jones. He answerad
him, but the sound of his voice was drowned by the roar from the rocks.
Then William Jones shouted again more ipdistinctly, and repeated his
excited gestures. It was clesr that he was waroing the swimmer ogainst
some hidden danger. Brinkley took the warning, and struck out for the
shore, aud then back to the place where he hid left bis clothes.

Watching his opportunity, he found a suitable spot aad clambered in
upor the rocks. He had jast dried himself and thrown on some of his
clothes, when he saw William Jounes standiog near and watchiag him.

« How are you?” asked the youog mav, with a nod. * Pray what did
you mean by going on in the absurd way just now ?”

« What did I mean?” repeated William, with a little of his former
excitement. ¢ Look ye, uow, I was waviog you back from the Devil's
Caldron. 'Therc's many a min been drowaed there and been washed away
Lord knows where. I've heerd tel),” he added solemnly, * they are carried
right down into the Dovil's kitchen.”

«I'm much obliged to you, Mr. Jones, but I'm used to such dangers
and I think I know how to take care of myself.”

William Jones shook his head a little angrily.

« Don't you come Lere no more, that's alll” he said, and multering
ominously 10 himself, reticzd.  Bat he only ascended the neighboring crag,
and squatting bimself there like a bird of 1ll-omep, kepi his eyes on the
stranger.

Having dressed himself, Brinkley climbed in the same direction. He
found William seated on the cdge of acrag, looking the reverse of amiable,
and amusing himseli vy throwing stones in the direction of the sea.

“ You seem to kno# this place well 2 said the young man, standing over
him.
William Jones repiied without lookiag up:

« ] ought to ; I were born here.  Father were born here.
wish 1 know'd as well bow to make my own fortin’.”

o And yet they tell me,” cbserved the other, watchiog him slyly, * that
William Jobes, of Aberglyn, has moncy in the bank ; and is a rich man.”

He saw Wilham's color chaogo at once; but, recovering bimaelf at
once, the worthy gave a contemptuous grunt and aimed 2 slone spitefully at
a gull which jast then floated slowly by.

“ Who told you thati” he asked, glancing quickiy up, and then looking
dowa sgain. ** Some Tomfool, W' no morc scose 1o ‘un than that gull
Rich 11 wish I was, I do !’

Biinkley was amused, snd 2 litile curious.  Laughing gayly, he threw
bimself down by William's side, William shifted bis scal uneasily, and
threw another atono.

My dear Mr. Jones,” said the young map, assuming the flippant siyle

Knowit? I

It yonaro at all carious to bry mx_nct!ningnow. writo Percy J. A. Loar, AtlanticCigar
Manuficturiog Azgociation, T21 Barringten St., alifax, for particulars,



