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“Written for the Melropolitan Record.

CHAPTER 1V,

In our last chapter we broke ihe thread of the
gtory with a short episode.  Our reader will find,
however, that it will serve him materially in un-
.derstanding the desperate malignity in the subse-
quent conduct of Jonas. That villain when he
left the garden gate of the Tyrrel Cottage, leit
1t with a heart as bitterly hosule to the family as
1o any of the rest of the villagers who had never
shown lim a courtesy.

The scene which had passed between him and
Rose w the little arbor, rankled like poison in
his bosom, and all along the way to the light-
house, be kept muttering to himself the menac-
ing words with which be had left the maiden.—
¢ Ah! I will take care of that.’

He now stood at n loophole in the tower look-
ing out over the dark mass of waters, that raged
and beat against the base of luis rocky mansion,
as 1f it would sweep it from its foundations, s
prediction about the weather bad been verified,
fir his sailor’s eraft had perceived the threaten-
ings of the storm m the summer sky, long before
the simple villagers had any ntimation of 1t.—

. Had a less intelligent mind than Rose’s heard it,
Jonas might have received the credit of raising
the mfernal clangor that now raged, for is own
evil purpose , certamly 1t served his design as
well as if he had possessed the power of doing
so. A loud laugh broke from his lips as be
turned away his head from the little windos. 1t
was a tndeous sound, something between a hiss
apd a hoarse croak,

. ¢Ha! ha! bal lie chuckled, s how the lttle
doll face will he disappownted. I wonder how
she will ke 2y joke, - Ha! ha! ba! it is so
good to thisk of it, may be the little mnx is
dreaming of ‘my Walter, now, while I am
waiting up to recerve him, Ha! ha! ha!l to
see it one would say I thought more of Lim
than she does, Ha if she could see the meet-
ing T am preparing for them she would wich she
bad never joked with Jonas. '

As the recollection of Ins contemptuous refu-
sal recurred to him, the balf satirical look dis-
appeared, and the face settled into one ol the
bitterest hatred. e went back to his post at
the window, and with shaded eye, gazed once
more long and eagerly outin the darkness. Ile
could see to a long distance by the reflection of
the beacon above him upon the water, and this
night it burned with uousual brillianey. His
anxiety, however, was not rewarded by what he
wished for. Not a speck could be seem wpon
the waves as far as the eye could pierce; and

- looking at the sea lashed into fury, one would
have deemed it almost madness to trust the
stropgest bark on its bosom. But Jonas seemed
to have a premomtion ke that of the weather
that what he was looking for was sure to arrive.
Guoing to a closet in one corner he took out of it
a telescope, richly mounted, but the mountings
of which bad been tarnished in many parts, as if
from want of care. Certamly it was no suit-
able appurtenance for the chamber in which it
was found, and wherever Jonas got possession of
it, we may fairly presume it was no part of the
lighthouse equipment when the situation there
cbanged hands. Opemng it carefully, he sat

. down on a stool, and screwing off the plasses,
commenced rubbing them with his. coat sleeve.

¢ A very pretty piecn,” he sohloquised, € and
one I’ve no doubt that the owner prized ighly
till I made prize of it along with the other va-
luables m the yacht. I remember that was a
rich baul. 'We had to throw the poor gentle-
man overboard, it was so hard fo get him to part
with them.’ _ _ '
‘Ha! what was that,’ said he, starting from

his seat, and . involuntarily thrusting the glass
behind bim. ¢I thought I beard.a foot on the
stairs, It must have been the wind,” Ha!ha!
~ Jonas, said be, trying to laugh off the very un-
comfortable feeling the noise, whatever it was,
had cabised him, ¢and one would think ‘you-bad

- never been from shore, to let a'gust -of wind un-
,. setlle you that way,” acd he went over and puta
black bottle'to’ his lips—two or three minutes,

. elapsing before he withdrew 1t, - e
- 'This seemed" to.restore lim, formn a second
alltrace of ‘his recent emotion disappeared, and
,his- face''resumed 1ts"old look of maligmty.—~
‘Hastily screwing the glasses on the tube, he put
it.back in its place, and took down. another in'an

- old leather casing froma'shelfs 7.~ © - -
€ Ah, that fits handier;? e said;" and hs rovgh
fingers séemed evidently to'feel themselves more
;at home “on ' the " leathern’ thari, they’ g

‘‘‘‘‘

;away,? ‘he-continued. - ¢ It may. tell  tales ,
Yet. And yet who comes wp here but:my-
gl P Tanart T8 AN L
" Bomethisig seéiied to'startie’hiin again, Tor he
stopped .und glowered " round the room with"a.
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fierce look, and then seeing nothing to justify s
fears, went on. *Jt must be worth a huadred
pounds, and it was because 1t was so valuable I
was goiny to use it, for it would match well with
the rich revenge I am going to have.’

Whatever had changed his whim with regard
to the telescope,it was apparent he had not
changed Lis malictous intention, That gleamed
out as fiendishly as ever from Ins ugly counte-
nance. Again be went to the window and look-
ed out, but stil! with the same disappointed anx-
1ous air.  Placing the telescepe to his eye, he
swept 1t round several times n the direction
in which be seemed to expect what he was look-
ing for,

Several times be repeated this action, each
tine dropping the glass with a hall muttered
curse at his continued il} Juck. '

¢ What if be should not be comng after sl
said be, the thought seeming to strike him for
the first time. ¢By Jove, be cried, walking
across the floor rapidly as the irritating notiou
took deeper lold ¢I would give filty pouads to
have bim under my eye now.

tBut the lellow will come, he ejaculated
again after a pause, in which he seemed to have
been mentally arguing the question with himself.
‘He bas been always puactual to the day, fellows
in Lis state never hreak their promises, the addle-
pated fools. Aye, he may as wel! come, for if I
have waited and watched 1a vam this mght, it
will be only to meet him scwmewhere else, and
make the thing surer.

It was strange, almost unaccountable, the sud-
den desperate batred excited 1n his heart against
Walter M:Evoy. Could 1t be that he had ever
received any offence at the hands of the man, or
that he classed lum 10 the category of the rest
of the villagers between whom and lumsel” there
was a soctal gulf that had never been passed by
either. But Walter had been away most of the
time, and knew nothing more of the village likes
and dislikes than what be beard of them. It was
aot certain even that he shared the résentment
which his father naturally felt against the man
¢who had come i between him and his daily
bread,’ to use the old man’s expression. Noth-
ing but Rose’s conduct then could account for
this sudden resolve of his to take the life of oune
who had never offended him. He felt that the
loss of Walter would be a keener agony to her
than any personal revenge he might take on
herself.

A flash of lightning glezmed through the wu-
dow. It seemed to have revecaled something to
the villaw, short as it was, for he weited eagerly
for another flash in an attitude of the most 1n-
tense expectation. It came n a few muutes,
and what he saw by 1t appeared to satisfy him,
for the dark scow! disappeared from ius brow,
and a look of gratified malice succeeded.

¢Commg at last,) he said. ‘I would know
that craft ip a thousand. ItU’sa geod sallor that
holds the helm there, but his skill widl avail him
nothing to-night,” and he looked up at the bea-
con. ¢ But I must be making ready.’

Taking down an ofd can, he proceeded to re-
plemsh the lamp with oil although it had re-
ceived a fresh cupply on that evening, He then
raised up the wick vith the point of an old scis-
sors, trimming it with the same 1nstrument.—
The fame leaped up with increased Dbrilliancy at
this, and cast a stil! brighter reflection out over
the water. 'This was evidently what he wanted,
for taking his old telescope in hand, Jonas drew
over a stool to the window, and prepared for the
look-out. The vessel that he got a giimpse of
by the aid of the lightmag could now be seen
pretty distinetly with the glass about three miles
distant hugging the 10cky shore with alost dan-
gerous familiarity, and riding the waves like an
inbabitant of the deep. :

The coast as it came near the village was full
of small indentations that looked like an entrance
to a barbor, and the deception was only apparent
when the vessel come abreast of the supposed
passage. ~ It was then seen that the waler enter-
ed but a few rods within, and it could be seen
chafing and foaming against the rugged walls as
if fighting for'an outlet.

- .. Had a small vessel entered any of these un-

consciously on this night a few minutes would
have sufficed to dash it to pieces. The real har-
‘bor had much the same appearance as the rest,

{ only it was a little larger, but this was its only

advantage; for the passage wwithin was a ost
perilous  one. It was on this account that the
lightbouse had been stationed at.1t, as much to
distinguish - the genuine harbor from the mock
cnes as to:énable-the vessel to take its way ‘sately
through the-intricate chanpel. ©~  © - ¢

: Asthelittle’ coaster:-referred to came more

directly under theé rays of the beacon two figures.

on ‘its deck became perceptible.” The "one  who

I'had Tiold of the helm; and who;took: the duty it
we-| seemed of: gmding’ the :vessel,. was a: man , about-

fforty,istout,-‘a‘hd;yvég{b‘er:‘
‘He'way evidently ‘the' captain; ,
‘person,’ His* companion ~was’® a young:’

beaten:about"the" face.

LN

Jnan ».0f

io one’

‘about {yenty yedrs, with his face half concealed-
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under a thick bearskin cap, though not so much
but one could perceive that he had a manly
handsome countepance, Although not clad in
the garb of a sailor, neither the stormy elements
overliead nor the raging waves around him seem-
ed to produce in him any timidity. Whatever
concern he showed could be easily accounted for
as he was rapidly nearing the spot where all he
held dear on earth were gathered. O course it
was no one else but Walter. Occasionally he
threw out a lew questions to the man at the
helm, but his thoughts seemed (o be tent upon
one object, and after a few words of wterroga-
tory and answer, he always re.rned to silence.
In fact, there was not much room for a long con-
versation, for they were now approaching the
inlet, and the helmsman began to put on a deep-
er look of solicitude at the coming danger.

All this time Jonas was watching the coaster
through the glass, and even his unuatural malice
could not repress nautical exclamations of delight
at the way the vessel was managed. .

¢ By the Bay of Biscay, but she rides it well !
There ! she mounted that wave like a feather.
I thought 1t would bave swept her deck. DBy
I wish 1t bad, 1t would have saved some
trouble. That’s the young chap, 1 suppose, at
the gunwale. He faces it bravely, but I ree-
kon be’ll have worse than that to face in a few
minutes.’

They were naw at the edge of the inlet. The
entrance was clearly and distrnctly defined {rom
the lighthouse. Two or three masses of white
foam were also perceptible further in the passage.
These were the hidden shoals through which the
vessel bad to warily pass before it reached the
securer chanael withia.

Jonas watched it breatblessly as the little
eraft flew round into the rocky opening. Each
moment seemed an hour -to him till it should
rcach the beit of hidden rocks, for that was the
point he designated as most suitable tor his mur-
derous purpose. T'he agitation of his mnind was
perceptible in every feature, in every fibre of his
frame. He had thrown away the glass, and
now stood gazing out at his doomed viclims with
the naked eye, which seemed to gloat over the
wreck of the unfortunate craft, as if it had been
already made. The perspiration stood apon bis
brow in large drops, and trickled down lus seam-
ed face unnoticed. There was a sort of deril-
1sh phrenzy in lus eyes that shoswed the fiery
working of the soul within, and as (he moment
af his revenge drew near, the vilan fairly trem-
bled with excitement.

Two minates more and the vessel would be
treadrng ts devious path through the hidden
rocks. Jonas could see Walter draw closer to
lus companion, and see the old man tighten ins
grip oo the wheel; could see the ship quiver as
it touched the boning eddy, and then spring-
ing forward to svhere the lamp was looking with
a beaming, benign eye upon the voyagers, he ex-
tinguished the light in aun instant.

A loud shriek broke through the chamber at
the same moment, and as Jonas turned round,
terror stricken at the sound, a figure in white
stood before him with both arms outstretched,
with one hand pownting at the lamp and at hirn
with the other.

At this appiration the guilty wretch seemed lo
be traosfixed with horror. Tlappening, as it dul,
when his mind was almast beyond the control of
reason, it is no wouader if 1t should have seat
that faculty flying from its seat. 'With the yell
of a demon he rushed 1o the door, and down the
stairs, and far out into the dismal might, till
the eye could no longer discern him—a raging
maniac.

CHAPTER V.

The moroing broke with a more beautiful and
innocent aspect, as if eatirely unconscious of the
terrible tragedy - that had been gowg on the
night before. A perfect calm was spread over
the whole scene where lately such a riotous
tumult raged ; and the air fell upon the cheek
with as balmy a breath as if it had not been bel-
lowing through the mght like all bedlam. The
sea, too, had the same assvmed look of innocence
and patted the rocks gently with its waves, as if
to sogthe their fretted nature at being lashed so
unmercifully duriog the tempest.

- Only in one place was there any commotion—

that was the village ; there sll was excitement,

hurry, and confusion. People hurrying to and |

fro from house to house, proclaimed. the occur-
rence, of something extraordinary, and the anxi-
ous faces at door and window everywhere one
passed told that it was somethisg in which all
took no little interest. . - o

- T'wo persons are approaching each other on

the principal road of “the village. ; The one s a

dapper little fellow. of fifty years; perhaps; - we
judge by tus haw, which:is® long and :white, but
not more thap balf that if ‘we-only take’his'light,

springing.step-and good-humored face-as’ an’ -
dex. He carries a’cane ' moré for 'digunity’s sake |
“than’ any ‘actual’ : f

au al ieed: of it, and at present he has
it stuck under ari, as” if it 'was, an incumbrance
to carry it in the ordinary way.

‘the:bottom.« * " :

ting up ¥~

1 bas been up long enough-by_"wba_'t. I
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The other individual 1s old Mr, Tyrrell, and
it is plain that he partakes of the general feeling,
for anxiety is written in every feature.

¢ Why, what’s this I hear? said the little
man as the two men met, ¢ Rose not to be found !
Tell me all about 1t here till T get a breath or
two, for I’ve been walking as if for a wager all
the way,” and the lttle man pulled out his hand-
kercbief and commenced mepping his face vigor-
ously.

¢ Well, I don’t know what (o think of it, your
Reverence. You see, the girl was in the great-
est trouble all last mght about Walter coming
bome, and we all sat up long after bedtime
watching for him. "This morping when her mo-
ther went up to ler room to see how she was,
there was nothing to he seen of her. The lamp
was burning in her little oratory, as if she had
left before dayhght, and her cloak was gone.

¢ But what on earth could have brought her
out on such a night ¥ said the little man, who
was no other than old Father Hanlon,

¢I can’t say, indeed,” replied Rose’s father,
texcept that the poor girl’s mind was turned
with the terrible night, and thinking of the lad’s
being exposed to 1t

fOh, tut? sad the clergyman, ¢ I could
hardly believe that. I kuow Rose as well as I
know myself, and that she would never give
way to so weak a feeling. It must be something
else.

* What! you den’t think she could be taken
away by any cne, do you ?” said Mr. Tyrrell,
eagerly.

* No, no,’ said the other; ¢ but there’s some-
thing queer about it you’ll find, depend upon it.
But where are you going ¥

* I was just going up to your Reverence’s fo
tell you about 1t and get your advice.’

¢ Well, you see, ! amn informed before haund,
and now my advice 1s that you go home as fast
as you can, and ten to one you'll find her there
before you.! - :

¢ Well but Father, we looked™—— '

¢ There was no occasion for looking at all;)
said the Priest, interrupting him. ¢ Rose took a
notion tn her head to go out this morning before
the rest of you were up.  Probably she went as
soon as the sterm stopped, and that was long
before daylight. She has finished Ler walk by
this time, and that’s the whole mystery. I see
nothing extraordinary about it now that I Jook
at it calmly.

¢ Indeed, I hope that your reverence’s words
may be true, for I’'ve had more uneasmess this
morning than I ever had before 1n my lfe.’

¢ Well, come aiong and you’ll see what a pro-
phet I am.

As they drew near the Tyrrell Cottage, there
seemed to be considerable stir going on within
and neighbors going mn and out, or stopping to
talk hurriedly at the door, proving that the
priest’s prophecy was either true, or that some-
thing was the matter beyond the event of the
morning.

As they entered the bouse the first thing that
met their eyes wes a man wrapped up in blan-
kets, and with his head bound in flannel, sitting,
or rather reclining in a large arm chair before
the fire. His feet were in a bath of hot water,
and as Mr. Tyrrell and the priest entered, some
one was Just holding a hot stimulant of a strong-
er nature to the lips of the invalid, for such be
appeared.

¢ Wihat’s all this ? said Mr. Tyrrell.

¢ Where’s Rose ? asked the priest.

The woman that was holding the glass nodded
to Mr. Tyrrell, and making a bow (o the clergy-
man, pointed up stairs in answer to the lalter’s
question.

¢ Why, Walter, poor fellow, what’s the matter
with you? What has happened 77 said Mr.
Tyrrell, going over to the figure in flannel, and
putting bis hand on his forehead, over which
there strayed a few damp locks of chestnut
hair.

A smile struggled to the face of the youth,
and he made an ineffectual effort to speak, but it
was evident he was not able, -

Mr. Tyrre!l then locked at the woman inquir-
ingly. - o ‘

_#"T'he.poor fellow has had a narrow escape for
his Iife,? said she, in answer to the ocular ques-
tion. " ¢ They found him down ~on the "shore:
among the rocks, where the vessel, I suppose,
was shipwrecked. . It’s a woader to me he ever
came to at zll for there wasn’t a spark of life in
thé poor lad when. they found  him, and,: dear
kaows, what do you think, with poor Miss Rose:
hanging over him as'if he was a corpse.” *

" At these words, the. thought of his . ddu'ghtierf
(hat had been banished for a moment by:the sight:
of ber afflanced in'sucla condition recurred ‘to-

"’ forcibly, and ke made a step torward toward

the $tairs, when just-then:the priest. appeared at:

- ¢ How is she'?” sad-he"anxiously

said the hitle.ma

TCWell, no,?

- {:moved umechanically® togéther;l their
. " 4-seemed:to:be. mn Just-as perfect: uniso

Did you lear where

her lying for a fortnight.
she was.’

¢ Yes, this good woman has Just Dbeen telling
me that they found her koeeling beside Walter
on the shore, where she thought that he was
dead.

‘Ahlis thatall? said the priest. ¢ Well,
yow'll hear the rest when Rose 15 able to tell
you, or the old woman will give you an outline
of it when you go up. And now let us look at
the shipwrecked passenger.’

The woman retired from her charge as the
priest advanced, and took the hand of the young
man.

¢ Why, this is not the hand of a dead man,’
said he, looking round jocosely. ¢ Who told me
there was a corpse in the kitchen. It will be a
queer wake youll” be bavieg over this same
corpse in a couple of weeks, when no one will be
allowed to kiss it but one.’ :

¢ What do think, Walter? What will 1t be?
A wake or a wedding ;> and he gave a quizzical
look at the youth, and rattled bis sunfl-box.

A famt color suffused the face of the rechning
figure, and a smile of pleasure loitered upon Ins
features al the words.  Another would not have
ventured to say (hem, either for fear of taking
the freedom, or from a notion that a long face
and a doleful phraseology should always be the
attributes of a sick reom. But the priest under-
stood human nature better than ts, and being a
privileged character, whatever he said was al-
ways laken as proper. Beswdes, he knew from
experience thal there was nothing like keeping
up one’s spirits, no matter what lappens.

What lie had said, little as it was, had changed
the whole aspect of everything. 'Che neighbors
who hud gathered i to hear the gossip, or give
their assistance, laughed at the good little man’s
joke, but thewr mirth was quiet and respectful,
diflerent from what it would have been had one
of their own class uttered 1t.  Mr. T'yrrell him-
self, smiled at the priest’s odd way of comfort-
ing, and a more agreeable and healthy air seem-
ed to pervade the room geperally.  Ths was
the efiect the good man intended to produce, for
he knew there was nothing more lkely to keep
the young man from recovering as to have
gloomy and compassionate looks alout him.

As he smd himself, Jaughing was a complaint
no-one ever died with yet, but he couldn’t say as
ruuch for the opposile.

The very next day, as if in honor to his me-
thod of treatment, the mvalid was out of the
blankets, and though still pale and weak from
the recent accicent, able to go about the garden,
where he was every moment drawing in fresh
strength and health from the sea air and the old
familiar surrounding he saw about him.

Poor Rose was not so easily convalescent.—
The exposure of that dreadfnl night ad brought
on a slow fever, from which it was several weeks
before she recovered. Then it took a few more
to bring the blusk back to her cheek, and to
chase the dulloess of disease from ler eyes, by
which time Rose Tyrrell was able to appear in
the village just as fresh and as rosy, and lvely,
as if she never had a days’ sickness n her life,—
We will notsay what hand Walter had in restor-
ing her =0 soon. At all events, the greater part
of the day while she was unable to be up, was
spent by him near her bedside. His stories of
what he had seen in distaat lands kept ber mind
from brooding on the late painful events in aer
own life, and often bis picture of their own pros-
pects for the future, kept her in a delicious state
of dreamy expectancy that Jid more than med:-
cine to bring her hack to health.

She, too, tad told him all she had suffered or
lus account that night, and while he tearned to
look on her as a heroine, many were his threats
agamst the villaiu Jonas, should he ever have an
opportunty of meeting bhirn. ,

That unfortunate man had pever been seen
since the night of the shipwreck, and aithough he
had been searched for in every direction, no
trace of him was visible, The news of s dia-
bolical crime, from Rose’s narration, had spread

| quickly over the village, and far beyond it, and

while the smple people shuddered at the tale,

| they mungled their borror with a little pride at

‘having been Tight in their suspicions of “the
wretch. - Mr. Tyrrell, the only cliampion, Jonas
ever biad, was' sileat ‘about it for many a’day,
perhaps for‘the very reason ‘that 'the -rést
of his neighbors could find nothing else "to “falk
about. . Tt ,

. . One evening Rose and Walter went out for a
walk as.was their regular custom now since both

|-were getting hetter. ."As'it was still ‘Some tifse

‘pefore supper hour; they ‘bent:their steps towards
the sea shore, *This time; however; they-toola .
«different: route:from: ‘any:iother.:: Tlheiripathilay
through:a wild and:ruggeddéll ‘throughiwhich2.a
.pure:springiof water: trickléd along:to'the: seuii~
:The<descent:into: it-was: easy, ‘and-as iheir’steps
“thoughts
‘grossed: were! theyy insfdct;iwith’themselvesthiat - -
they had not’ noticed 'the chabge “in the:atmos~"




