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summit commanded a view of the coast from Dodman
to Rame, and inland to the high moors which form
the backbone of the county. Mrs Bosenna counted
eighteen fires : her lover could descry sixteen

only.

"But what does it matter?" said he. They had
started the climb arm-in-arm: but by this time his

arm was about her waist

"My eyes are sharper than yours, then," she
challenged.

"Very likely," he allowed. "Sure, they must be:
for come to think I rsckuned 'em both in my list"

She laughed cosily.

" Shall we go over the ridge ? " he suggested. " We
may pick up one or two inland from my place."

"No," she ansT'ered, and mused for a while. "It's
strange to think our two farms are goin' to be one
henceforth. . . . The rijge has always seemeH ^o
me such a barrier. But I'll not cross it to-ii.^^t.

Good-bye!"
" Nay, but you don't go back alone. I'll see you to

the door."

" Why ? I'm not afraid of ghosta."

But he insisted : and so, arm linked i arm, they
descended to Rilla, where the roses breathed their
scent on the night air.

Cai and 'Bias—the long day over—sat in Cai's
summer-house, overlooking the placid harbour. Loyal
candles yet burned in every wind, v on the far shore
and scintillated their little time on the ripple of the
tide. Above shone and wheeled in their courses the
steady stars, to whom our royalties are less than a
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