
THE MAID OF SKER. *7
fellow-beings—when they hanker for build, so far as I could judge of it bv 

thm§’,aS they do. nearly always for a moonlight; but of that hereafter.

them have it ! Otherwise, like a female hard day’s work, for 
in a delicate condition, to what extent of as he used to be 
injury may we not expose them? And 
to make other people believe, the way is 
not to want them to do it ; only the man 
must himself believe, and be above all 
reasoning.

And I was beginning to believe 
and more as I went

our

a man not so young 
And rocks are most 

confusing things to be among for a length 
of time, and away from one’s fellow-crea­
tures, and nothing substantial on the 
stomach. They do so darken and jag 
and quiver, and hang over heavily 

wanders under them, with 
man to speak to ; and then the sands 
have such a way of shaking, and of shiver­
ing, and changing colour beneath the foot, 
and shining in and out with patterns com­
ing all astray to you ! When to these 
contrary vagaries you begin to add the 
loose unprincipled curve of waves, and 
the up and down of light around you, 
and to and fro of sea-breezes, and start­
ling noises of sea-fowl, and a world of 
other confusions, with the roar of the deep 
confounding them—it becomes a bitter 
point to judge a man of what he saw, and 
what he thinks he must have 

It is beneath me to go on with what 
might seem excuses. Enough that I felt 
myself in the right; and what 
any man do, if you please, however perfect 
he may be? Therefore I stowed away 
my boat (well earned both by mind and 
body), snugly enough to defy, for the pre­
sent, even the sharp eyes of Sandy Mac- 
raw, under Newton Point, where 
ever went but myself. Some of my fish I 
put to freshen in a solid mass of bladder- 
weed, and some I took home for the morn­
ing, and a stroke of business after church. 
And if any man in the world deserved a 
downright piece of good rest that night, 
with weary limbs and soft conscience, 
will own it was Davy Llewellyn.

Sunday morning I lay abed, with Bun­
ny tugging very hard to get me up for 
breakfast, until it was almost eight o’clock, 
and my grandchild in a bitter strait of 
hunger for the things she smelled. After 
satisfying her, and scoring at the “ jolly 
Sailors ” three fine bass against my shot, 
what did I do but go to church with all 
my topmast togs on ? And that not from 
respect alone for the parson, who 
customer, nor even that Colonel Lougher 
of Candleston Court might see me, and 
feel inclined to discharge me,

as a 
never amore

on, and the import­
ance of it grew clearer, all about that ill- 
fated ship of which 1 had been thinking 
ever since the boat came in. Twelve 
years ago, as nearly as need be, and in 
the height of summer—namely, on the 
3rd of June, 1770—3 large ship called the 

Planter s Welvard,’ bound from Surinam 
to the Port of Amsterdam, had been lost 
and swallowed up near this very danger­
ous place. Three poor children of the 
planter (whose name was J. S. Jacket), on 
their way home to be educated, had float­
ed ashore, or at least their bodies, and 

in Newton churchyard. The same 
must have been the fate of Bardie but for 
the accident of that boat And though 
she was not a Dutchman’s child, so far as 
one could

m.111

are seen.now

more can
guess, from her wonderful 

power of English, and no sign of Dutch 
build about her, she might very well have 
been in a Dutch ship with her father and 
mother, and little brother and Susan, in 
the best cabin. It was well known among 
us that Dutch vessels lay generally north- 
wart of their true course, and from the 
likeness of the soundings often came up 
the Bristol instead of the English Chan­
nel ; and that this mistake (which the set 
of the stream would increase) generally 
proved fatal to them in the absence of any 
lighthouse. ’

That some ship or other had been lost, 
was to my mind out of all dispute, al­
though the weather had been so lovely ; 
but why it must have been a Dutch rather 
than an English ship, and why I need so 

1 very P^inly have seen the whole of it 
; (as % this time I began to believe
1 ; f ,,ad done). is almost more than I can
, : I tell, except that I hoped it might be
• glVlng me more thorough warrant in
f 1the Possession of my prize. This boat, 
s " moreover, seemed to me to be of foreign
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