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would not even then let the old story rest.
Katy-did! Katy-did! And what then?
Peace, you chatterer, you tell-tale, you
scandal-monger, or we will take you to be
the imprisoned spirit of some deceased and
despicable slanderer, condemned forever to
haunt the darkness of the night with pet-
ulant, croaking cry.

¥ * * * * *

Ho! ho! Vanderdecken! Can not you
send us a faint halloo? The moon is high
over the hills now, and the wan light is
pouring down into the valleys. Your dark
figures, as you come out from the rocks,
will throw sharp shadows on the white
roads. Why do vou draw your cowls over
your face? The night is not chilly at all,
and there is no one to see you as you pass
silently along. Ho ! ho! Vanderdecken !
The night is clear. Our hands shall not

tremble as we lift the bowl to you. Can
not you send us a faint halloo ?
* * * * * * 3*

¢ Saint of this green isle, hear our prayers—
Oh, grant us cool heavens and favoring airs !
Blow, breezes blow ! the stieam runs fast,
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past t’
Or is it the tinkling of the sheep bells on
“ur Surry dowas, with the sunlight shining
on the spire of the church, and the children
walking between the hedges, the blue sky
over all? Or is it the clear, sweet singing
of the choir thav we hear—falling on the
grateful sense like the cool plashing of run-
ning water? Gloomy phantoms have no
place on our Surrey downs; the air is
bright there; there is a sound as of some
one singing.
® % %x % * ¥ x
Katy-did ! Katy-did! Was it on such a
night as this that she stole away from her
° home, and looked pale and troubled as she
fled along the lonely road to the side of the
stream? See how the moon lights up the
dusky sides of the hills, and touches the
rounded foliage of the woods, and flashes a
bold line of silver across the broad, smooth
river! There are other lights down there,
too—the colored lights of moving boats.
And will she step on board with a quick,
hurried, trembling foot, and hide her pale
face and streaming eyes in her lover’s arms?
Farewell, farewell to the small, empty room
and its flowers; farewell to the simple life
and the daily task; for the great, eager,
noisy world lies all ahead, unknown and

cerrible.  Swiftly speeds the boat through
the moonlight and the mist—there is no
sound as it goes—not even a faint and part-
g cheer from Vanderdecken and his
merry men as they solemnly gaze down
from the hills.

* * * * * * *

It is the lieutenant who rouses us from
our dreams.

¢ Lady Sylvia,” says he, ¢you know the
Rhine—were you ever at Rolandseck? Do
not you think this place is very like Roland-
seck ?’

For a second or two she could not answer.
Had she ever been to Rolandseck on the
Rhine ! i

—

CHAPTER XXXIIL
OUR RANCH-WOMAN.

AR away in the north, where the sea is
—-the real sea, not the decoction of
chalk we have around most of our southern
English shores—the small boy sits on the
rocks, over the clear deep, and carefully
baits his hook (five a penny from the village
grocer). As soon as he has hidden the
blue barb with a crisp white bit of cockle,
or with a slice from a spout-fish, or with a
mussle of tawny orange and brown, he low-
ers it into the beautiful water, where no-
thingisas yet visible but the waveringoutline
of the rocks, and the moving purple of the
sea-weed, and mayhap the glimmer of a star-
fish on the sand at unknown depths below.
Then suddenly, from the liquid darkness
around, comes sailing in, with just one wave
of its tail, a saithe '—and the eager eyes of
the fisherman follow every n. vement of
his prey, ready to prompt the sudden twitch.
But now the fish begins to play the hypo-
crite. He does not at all make straight for
the tempting morsel suspended there, but
glides this way and that by the side of it,
and under it and over it, pretending all the
while to pay no attention to it whatsoever.
Occasionally he seems to alter his mind ;
he makes a dart at the bait, coming right
on with his eyes staring and his mouth
agape, and then, again, the youthful fisher-
man says something about zick an-dhiaoul
as he sees the narrow green back of the
saithe shoot down again into the deeps.
But the doom is near and certain.



