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RIGHTED AT LAST:

CHAPTER III.

» Still in “ the glimpses of the moon” our story de
mands to be continued. The havvest moon it is that
now shines full and clear over Pervan Head. A splen-
dour of light covers the calm sea, extending from the
horizon on a silver pathway that grows wider and
brighter till it breaks in gleams of lambent ripple
along the foot of the cliff.  The galaxy, like a veil of
diamond-dust, windsacrossthe firmament,and all theair
is luminous, save wheve there hangs, as it ever does,
a dim shadow between the sea-line and the great source
of light above it.

Five years have lapsed since the disappearance,of
Lord Tregarth, and, so fr as the principals in this
narrative are concerned, u few sentences will suilice to
chronicle them.

Samuel Haddock was committed for trial upon a
charge of murder, but the case against him utterly
broke down. No proof that his original statement
could be considered anything less than true was
forthcoming ; indeed, a most thorough investigation
rather tended to support it. Upon the summit of
Tolly Tower,where the chief interest first centred,
was discovered a spirit-flask (identified without diffi-
culty) and a pool of blood, which the injury to Had-
dock’s forehead sufliciently explained. Not a frag-
ment of any clue tohis lordship’s position could be
gathered, however. The clifis were scanned, the
narrow beaches beneath them sesrched,and many miles
of coast-line examined, but no trace orsign of the van-
ished lord resulted. Tregarth Court and those with-
in its gates also came in for a considerable share of
this universal inquiry, though, with the rest of the
neighborhood, it proved quite unable to furnish any
solution of the enigma.

Haddock, therefore, was ultimately acquiticd, and
returned to his own, who by no means regarded himn
as a hero. Joan also found her position ii: i'c.vanpol
the reverse of pleasant, and her recent actions gave
color to a vast collection of unedifying stories, now
circulated about the village. But while she laughed
to scorn malicious rumour, Samuel found himself un-
able to face the suspicions, regarding his part in the
mystery, none pretended to conceal. He suddenly
left Perranpol, until such time as the evil odour of
his past actions had dispersed. Hec declared his in-
tention of earning considerable sums of money in an
enterprise now making progress not far distant, and
urged Joan strongly to accompany him. This she
refused to do, but bound herself, under a solemn
promise, to remain his aftianced bride, limiting the
period, however, with the business instinctof all the
Silvers, to five years. Lord Tregarth, having legally
ceased to exist, was followed in the title by a younger
brother; and, with the advent of this youth, peace,
blessed beyond description, as compared to the recent
months of turmoil, once again brooded over the land.
Past events could not be set aside, but the new
master, a lad hardly more than arrived at his majonty,
was eager to please. Books he loved, cared nothing
for power, whilst attaching supreme importance to
peace and seeking the readiest way to secure it
from the first. A simple action went far towards
gaining this desired end. Lord Tregarth reinstated
the former bailiff, and bid him at all times actin «
manper that should best chime with the wishes of
the greater faction.

Up till the present Folly Tower had remained as
the workmen left it on the night of the late lord’s
disappearance ; and now arose a question as to whether
it should be completed or pulled down. Perranpol
was divided upon the point, but seeing that St. Mary’s
Chapel had gone beyond humnan power of restoration
and that some sort of landmark was desirable to
distinguish the headland from other more western
promontories, the fishermen prayed that the tower
might stand; so, agreeably to their wishes, Lord
Tregarth let the work Le done. With time the grass
grew green where lime and heavy cart-wheels had de-
stroyed it ; the rabbits, frightened far inland, ve-
turned to the deserted burrows;the gloomy edifice
itself became familiar to all eyes. But Perranpol
hated it, and the very babies were taught to do the
same. A sinister history arose from Folly Tower, a
history destined to degenerate into tradition, had no
concluding chapter of fact lurked in the near future
to complete it. That Samuel Haddock was in re-
ality responsible for the disappearance of their com-
mon enemy most of his fellow-villagers believed, as
did others with more brains than they. Awong the
deep holes on the eastern side of Perran Hend, where
black conger were caught on winter nights, it was
generally suspected that the murderer had buried his
secret, but proofs to support this opinion were un-
attainable. That TFolly Tower had been the actual
theatre of a crime none doubted ; and to the vulgar
herd it became accordingly haunted by ghostly things
innumerable ; nor were there wanting those who could
swear to personal contact with such apparitions.
Perhaps there might be half a dozen people in Per-
ranpol who would have ascended the stair of Folly
Tower after dark, certainly not more.

And of these exceptions, two now sit together
beneath it, looking out over the silver waters.

Fred Dando would no more have asked Joan to
morry him and break her word to her old Jover, than

would she have dreamed of doing so; but as year
followed year and Samuel Haddock threatened to
Dbecome but a memory in his old home, a tacit un-
derstanding avose hetween them that their friendship
could only have one termination. Tred loved the
girl with all his heart, and she did not hide her
aflcction for him.  Joan was a woman now, and real
regard, blinded Ly no childish admiration for supremne
physical strength or supposed obligations to her
bygone giant parent, possessed her heart. Juster
idens of life and its obligations occupicd her thoughts ;
she had passed with good to herself through the
furnace of evil opinions, had disarmed her encinics,
and was now worthily upholding the reputation of
Perranpol Silvers for honest thrift and kindly charity
to their poorer neighbors. All loved Joan and all
admired and respected Fred Dando. It would bea
fine thing to see such a couple man and wife, the
old people deelared, and the young ones laughed at
them for postponing the inevitable until the term of
Joan’s promise was reached. But, though none had
ever heard of or from Haddock since his departure,
neither Joan or Fred for one instant ignored the
possivility of his return; a thunderbolt at all times
threatened from the clear sky of their lives, and they
lived prepared for it. While such love as Joan
might have once felt for the unfortunate bricklayer
had long since departed, her faithful promise to marry
him by no means did so. Z%hat she regarded as
sacred, and to be cancelled by nothing but time. Her
simple rules of conduct, however, made it no dishonor
or sin to plan the future, supposing her contract with
Samuel Haddock should never require fulfilment.
Fred was of the snme mind, and so the strange,
qualified courtship continued, until buta month was
wanting to set them free.

And now sitting smoking his pipe by her side in
the moonlight, young Dando is of opinion that pre-
liminary steps may at last be undertaken. 1le has
just asked Joan if he may putup the banns next
Sunday, and she has shaken her head with a smile.

“Who knows he’s not in that very vessel, Fred ¥
she answered, pointing to the black hull of a steamer
hastening across the broad tract of light below.

“Don’t fear, Joan. Sam Haddock never means
calling Perranpol ‘home’ again.”

But he does not press the point, feeling per-
haps ashamed of having raised it, and sileace talls
upon them once more, this time broken by Joan.
Looking up among the stars, she has seen a meteor
shoot through the sky.

“Dost reckon, Fred, what Mother Vallack tells
about falling stars is true?”

“I know nought about them,” answered Mr.
Dando.

¢ She says they are burning brands plucked out
from heavenly fires and hurled by the angels against
fiends and devils, if they he seen wandering too near
the holy angels,” explained Joan.

“Like enough. But maybe those who guard them
gates would bide a bit and hear even what a poor
devil had to say ; for the more mercy you wants the
more there is to spare for you up there, Joan.”

Fred pulted his pipe, and ncither spoke until a
sudden footfull caused bothto look round. Ttcame
ncaver and nearer ;at last, Folly Tower alone sepirated
them from the traveller. Then out from the black
shadow of it he staggered into the moonlight and they
saw him standing by them.

It was Sinonel Haddock, altercd somewhat for his
years of toil under tropic suns. Iis broad face was
tanned red as the beard beneath it, gold rings *glitter-
ed in his ears, he wore a sailor's clothing, and his
nautical roll seemed at present aggravaied, for Sam-
uel was the worse for liquor. Ie had heen paid oft
that morning, and travelled from Plymouth without
waiting for his kit. What caused this detour to Tolly
Tower, however, was only known to himself.

For a moment none spoke a word. Joan’s heart
gave a great and terrible throly, her soul froze within
her ; mingled emotions, like a palpable cloud, blinded
her, and then, scarce realizing what she di |, she stoad
between them and held out a trembling hand to cach.
Fred could not speak, his jaw had fallen and his
clenched fists weve pressed against his heart. The
wanderer, too drunk to appreciate the significance of
what he saw, hardly noticed anything but Joan. Then,
as he put his great arms round her, did the cloud lift
and the fature loom out clear and ghastly before the
girl ; then, as she felt his heavy kisses on her check,
heard his drunken laugh of delight in her ears, did
she shut her eyes and set her teeth to stay the scream
of agony bursting from her heart. She had loved
this, with this must she live for ever.

Fred Dando came to the rescue.

“ Don’t kill her, Sam,” he said hoarsely, pulling
Haddock away. ¢ You've nigh seared her to death;
don’t kill her.”

Fladdock did not take this interference in good
part.

“I know you,” he answerved. *You're Dando,
what I've laced black and blue afore now, and will
again if you rouse me to it. What do fisherboys
want along with my Joan ? It's me, luss —" turning
to her. “Its me: Samn, safe and hearty as can he
Speak to me, Joan. Letme hear your voice or I'Il
go nad.”

I never thought to see you more, Sam,” she said,
in tones (hatsounded like the far away murmur of
the sen.
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“ What—you ain’t gone back on your word—jyou,
aSilver?” he asked with an ugly glance at the other
wan, who now steod by the clifi’s edge looking out
over the water,

“No, Samuel. Tive years—I minded that.”

“There, } knew it, T knew it. Fair and true you
always was, and will be. Lord Jove us all, I've a
sight of strange things to tell thee.”

“Wehad Letter go from here,” suid Dando hnskily,
as he turned from the sea.

“Wlhy, youre in the right, lad, answered Mr.
Hnddock, whose anger had evaporated suddenly, as
it often will with those in his condition. “ And I’ll
take it kind in you to give me an arm down the cliff,
for 1’ve forgot the road, and not beipg used to honest
home drink these wany years, don’t feel the thing
exactly.”

As they turned to go, the wanderer caught sight of
an oaken door at the base of Folly Tower, and it
sobered him like » charm. He stood stifly up, drop-
ped his big walking-stick, buried the fingers of both
hands in his beard, and glared at the doorway.

“ (God in heaven, it's him ! he ejaculated. “ Round
he goes, and round again. There—there—can’t you
seec him? Be you blind ¥”

But the others saw nothing save the moon’s reflec-
tidh mirvored in the lofty windows of the tower,
heard nothing but a squeaking bat, that cut the air
with his ubiquitous cry.

“CGone ! declared Haddock, and laughed a defiant
roystering laugh, that echoed back sharply upon them
from the walls of Folly Tower. Then, inuttering
something about the cursed drink, he submitted to be
led down to Perranpol.

Through the chaos of their shattered hopes, throngh
the terrible sorrow that now burnt silent in the heart
of each, a trivial recollection intruded, as such trifling
memnories will at times intrude, even upon minds
brimming with great griefs. Joan and Fred thought
of the night, five years ago, when they performed a
like office for this man ; while Haddock, all ignorant
of the two worlds of isery within a yard of him,
gabbled drunkenly of past achievements and of wealth
untold, which, but for the villianous wachinations of
his fellow sailors, he should now have at his coinmand.
So he returned to his old home, aud, next morning,
Perranpol was seething with a new nine-duys’ wonder.

Samuel would never have heard from those most
interested of how matters stood between Fred and
Joan ; but mutual acquaintances speedily put the facts
hefore him. Theveupon he upbraided his future wife
hitterly for her flagrant inconstancy, and renewed
hostilities with Dando. The parson reasoned with
him, the elders of Perranpol expostulated, all with-
out result. Joan Silver, he said, had promised to
arry him ; she was prepared to keep her word at the
present juncture ; and he wasn’t going to ask her to
break it for anybody. Haddock it is to be noted,
personally increased the pity for the present position.
Sympathy, which would have flowed out for him on
overy side, was frozen at its sourceby his own con-
duct.  An air of gloomy ferocity characterised the
man ; he had done no good for himself or any other
during his wanderings ; and now returned, little
richer than he set out, save in a love for drink, which
mastered him at all hours. With Joan he had no
solitary thoughtin common, but did not waverin a
dogged resolve to make her his wife against any
opposition. There was noue, however. The separat-
edpair, with the strength of purpose, faced the altered
tenor of their lives, kept their suflering to themselves,
and never questioned Samuel Haddock’s moral right
to adhere to his detennination.

The banns were published, and old Libby took it
upon himself to forbid them, in a piping treble voice
that awakened bass growls of support all round the
little church. Dscorum was violated and a painful
scene ensued, but to no purpose whatever. Haddock
decreed an carly date for the ceremony, and nothing
remained except to wait for it.

Should cvents now appar to be rushing wita
undue speed upon cach: other’s heels, it is because they
actually did so; and a bald chronicle of the. is
sufficient to include the truth of things. Neither will
lengthy analysis for the mental suflering endured in
certain quarters during these trying weeks be of par-
ticular service, for the day was at hand that would
see these sorrows banish like an ugly vision. With
Folly Tower the dream began, and there it terminated.
Sudden, as a flash of lightning, came the end; the
fire of henven, indeed, was a literal cause of it.

Unusually severe gales were raised by the autum-
nal equinox upon the Cornish coast, and these
culminated, at the time we write of, in a terrific
hurricane, the like of which few could recollect. No
human victims went directly to appease Bucca, the
ancient storm fiend of Cornwall, a dangerous and
fatal foe to mariners ; but against Perran Head he
bronght the full blast and scope of this nocturnal
tempest. TFolly Tower was struck by lightning ; and
on its splintcred summit, in the shattered masonry,
upon the morning after the gale, did two adventur-
ous boys discover a weird horror that sent them fly-
ing back to Perranpol.

Their news travelled faster than the wind, and a
babel of inen’s voices at his cottage door soon after-
wards told Iladdock that something more than com-
mon was astir. A moment later and words explain-
ing the sudden assembly, words full of frightful
gignificance for the listener, reached his ear. A corpse



