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a tongue and your venomous face! YouSthink you cati get the better of us, doyou? Well, you are mistaken. You'lltell no staries from amongst the sea-weed."
S "I shall take particular good care,"be said, "to avodd the seaweed."

"Rniough," Forrest declared. "Listen!Here is the issue. We are tired ofnegative tbings. To-nigh~t you sign thepaper and give us your word of bonortkeep silent, or before morning, whenthe tide is full, you go into the s'ea!".«I warn you," Erigleton said, "«that 1

the watry uw.ha efhsuavely, "that by the time you reach
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T E ays hatfollowed were strange
Hnsfr Jeanne. Every morningat sunrise, or before, she wouldseal out of the littie cttage were.g&ê se was taying, and make ber wayalong the top of one of the high dykebanks to the sea. Often she saw theCS un rise f rom some lonely spot arnongstthe sandbanks or the rnarshes, heardthe awakening of the birds, and saw.,,the first glimpses of the mnorrling life4 1 stleal into evilence upon the grey chiliwilderness. At such tirnes she saw fewpeople. The house where she wasstaying was apart frorn the village, and,near the head of one of the creeks,and *there Were times when she wouldale ave it and return without havîng seenasingle hunian being. She knew, f romncautious enquiries made frorn ber ]and-lady's daugbter, that Cecil and MajorForrest were stii at the Red Hall, andfor that reason during the daytime sfieseldom left the cottage, Sitting out inthe old-fashionecl garden or walk-ing a little way in the fields at theback. For the future she made noPlans. She was quite content to feelthat for the present she had escapedf rom an intolerable situation.The wornan from whomn Jeanne hadtaken the roorns, a Mrs. Caynsard, shehad seen only once or twÎce. She' waswaited upon most of the time by anexceedingly diminutive maidervaîit,very shy at first, but very taîkativeafterwarcls, in broad Norfolkc dialIcet,when she bad grown a little accustorn-ed to this very unusual lodger, Nowand then Kate CgYnsard, the onlydaughter of the bouse, appeared, but forthe most time she was away, sailing aishing boat or looking after the hîttlefarm. T0 Jeanne she representecl atype wholly strange' but alt6gether in-teresting. She was little over tweutyyears of age, but she was strong andfinelY bufît. She had the black liair anddark brown eyes, wlîîch here and thercamongst the villagers of the castcoast remind one of the immîigraioniof worsted spinners and silk weaversfrorn Flanders and the north of France,rny centuries ago. She was veryhandsome, but exceediugly shy. WhenJeanne, as she had done more thanonce, tried to talk to ber, her abruptreplies gave little opening for conver-sation. One mornîng, however, whenJeanne, baving returnecl from a longtramp across the sand dunes, was sit-ting iu thé old orchard at' the hackof the bouse, she saw ber landlady'sdaughter corne slowly out to ber fromthe house. Jeanne pun:clown her bookat once.

"Good rnornidng, Miss Caynsardl!" shesaid.
"Good morning, Miss !" the girl an-swered awkwardîy. "You have hada long walk 1"
"I went so far," she said, "that 1had to race the tide home, or 1 shouldbave had to. wade tbroug'h the bornecreek. It is a wonderful country.Wben I saw it first ît seemned to me thatit was depressing. Now 1 love it.""And I," the girl rernnrked, with asudden passion in her toue "11 bate it !"Jeanne looked at her, surprised.'Lt sounds so strange to bear yousay that," she remnarked. "I should havetbought that anyone who had lived herealways wonld bave loved it. Every dayI arn bere I seern to discover newbeauties, a new effect of coloring, anlew undertone of the sea, or to hearthe cry of sorne new bird.»

To be çQicuded.


