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974 . THE TRESPASSER.

the beating ‘of horses’ hoofs—the thud-thud,’ tread-

tread of an army. How reckless and wild it was!

He stretched up his arm to@rike—what was it?

Something hard that bruised: then his whole body

was dashed against the thing. He was back again,

awake. With a last effort he drew himself up on a-
huge rock that stands lonely in the Wash,of the bay.

Then he cried out, “ Andrée!” and fell senseless—
safe.

The storm went down. The cold, fast-travelling
moon came out, saw the one living thing in that wild
bay, and hurried on into the dark again; but came
and went so till morning, playing hide-and-seek with
the man and his Ararat. : .

Daylight saw him, wet, haggard, broken, looking
out over the waste of shaken water. Upon the shore
glared the stone of the vanished City of Ys in the
warm sun, and the fierce pumas trod their grumbling
way. Sea-gulls flew about the quibt set figure, in
whose brooding eyes there were at/ once despair and
salvation. . _

He was standing between two worlds. He had had
his great crisis, and his wounded soul rested for a
moment ere he ventured out ﬁpon the highways again.
He knew not how it was, but there had passed into
him the dignity of sorrow and the joy of deliverance at
the same time. He saw life’s responsib‘ilities‘clearer,
duties swam grandly before him. It was a large




