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drier u they mounted. The salt dankness dis-
mpearad from the waUs. The sand underfoot gave
place to rock, waterwom it is true, but with the
pavement smooth as that which a bum wears in the
namte dabs of its bed. They were above the reach
of the bde now, and immediately the air smelt differ-
ent There was an out-of-doors breath in it—of
heather and the winds that blow keen about the crests
of Ben Gaim and Screel.
" Halt I » said Zipporah, whose little brown palm

ha^ Nsen slappmg eagerly the left of the widMiinir
pa«'iu,e-way . i they ascended.

" U the old man said truth, it must be somewhere
here, she murmured to herself. "Nobody knew
but Lacun and he told only me. He made me
promise not to tell Raif."

^^
Paul WMter turned sharply round. At the sight

ol the candle shimng in his eyes through the thin stufi
of Uie apron, Glenkens swerved sideways and strikine
with his heels, brought out a hollow clang whiS
echoed down the passages.
" The Cove of the Last Smugglers," said the oirl.

tnumphanUy. " Old Lazun PJafox spoke the tnith
after all. Here with the candle ! Quick 1

"

Tim stood before an ancient wooden door, half
bunedm a drift of sand and pebbles. It was fastened
with a couple of cross-bars of solid oak which swiveUed
into mches cut in the rock.
Paul wrenched one of them off and with it began

to clear away the sand and stones. Zipporah laid
Her strength to the other, and between them, they
were not long m opening the great door, two inchw
thick of hard wood and the inside plated with solid
sfteets of green copper like a ship's bottom, bossed with
brara nails as big as Zipporah's fist.
The hinge groaned reluctantly and then a short

passage brought them to a neat small chamber hewn
in the rock. A sort of manger or stone trough
occupied one end, and above was a worn hole for the

"

headstaU. On each side were others, but these seemedm less good repair. Here Glenkens was soon at his


