i2 THE CRITIC

MATT
A TALE OF A CARAVAN.
(Continusd.)

At first he was guided by ‘ootprints, but as the sand grew harder these
dlsappeared. At length, after a somewhat bewild.ring search, he found the
sanchill he sought, the cross marked Yu the ground, aud finaily the well-
concetled mouth of the hole,

He lcoked keenly to right oad left. No on. was visible. Stooping
down be displaced the stones ac.d leose sand and disclosed the trap-door
with Itsiron ring. A long pul, a stroog pull, and ap cawethe trap. Open
Sesame! Beneath bitn was a datk covity, with o slenting path descending
into the bowels of the cartk.

Anxions to lose no time, he squeezed himeelf through the aperture and
begau descending.  While ha did co be heard the hellow roaring he had
heatd the night before.  As he proceed=d ba drew out a box of mwatches and
a candle which he lit.  Proceeding cautionsly on his back, and restralning
himselt on hiselbowe from tuo rapid desven., he foned hinsself surrounded,
zot Ly tand, but by eolid rech, and periing downward, sew that he was
lookiog down into 2 isrge subteranean wive.

Just beneath him was a flight of steps cutin the solid rock. Descending
these carefuily, for they were as alippery ao 1cc, he yeached the bottom, and
found it made of sea-gravel and loosc shells, forming, indeed, a decline like
the sea-shora itaelf, ta the adge of which, filling about half the cavero, the
watera of the sea crept with a loog, monotonous moan. Approaching the
water’s edge he saw facing bim the sclid back of the cliff, but just at the
base there was an openiog, a sort of slit, almost touchicg the waves at all
times, quite touching thera when the swell rose, and through this opening
crept bea:ns of daylight, turning the waves to s clear malachite green.

Tho mysters was now clear enougk. The cave communicated directly
with the sca, but in such a way as t0 make an entrance for apy large object
impossible from that direction.

Puncheone of rum and otber spirits, bales of wood, planks of mahogany
angd pioe, oars, brcken masts, coils of rope, taogles of running rigging, flags
of all nations, and articles of such mnterial as is used on shipboerd, swiog-
ing tables, brass swingicg lawps, masthead ianterns and hammocks ; enough,
snd to spare, in short, to fit out ¢ smali deet of vessels. Lostin amazement,
Brinkley examined tbis extzaordinary hosrd, the accumulation of many yeare.
All at once his eye fell upon a large canvas bag, roten with age, and gap-
iog open. It was as fall as it could hold of pieces of gold, bearing the
superscription of the mint of Spain.

O William Jones ] Willlam Jones | And all this was yours, at least by
right of plunder, upon the Queen’s seaway ; all this which, turned into cash,
would hsve made 2 man rich beyond the drcams of avarice, was the posses-
sion of one who lived like a miserly beggar, grudged himself and his flesh
and blcod the common necessaries of life, and had never been known, from
boyhood upward, to give a starviog fellow-creature so much as a crust of
bread or to drop a penny into the poor box! O William Jones! William

ones |
I The above reflection belongs, not to the present writer, but to my
adventurous discoverer, the captsin of the caravan,

As Brinkley proceeded on his tour of inspection he becamo more and
more struck with wonder. Nothiog seemed too insigoificant or preposter-
ously useless for secretion in that extraordinary ship’s cavern, There were
mops and brooms, there were holystones, there were ‘‘squeegees,” there
were cannpisters of tinoed provisions, therz were bigs of weevil'd bis-
cuits, there were sacks of potatoes (which esculents, long neglected, bad
actually sprouted and put forth leaves), there were ring bolts, therc were
tin mugs snd pannikios, and, lastly, miserable dictu, there were books—said
books lay piled on the top of a heap of sacks and wero in the last stage of
mildew and decay. For what purpose had they been carried thete 2 Cer-
tainly not to form a library, for William Jones could notread. Ascuriosity
deepened, Brinkley opened some of the torlorn volumes covered with mil-
dew and filled with bideous crawling things. Dlost werein foreign tongues,
but there were several Eoglish novels half a centary old, and a book of
famous  Voyages,” also in English, Near to them were some large paper
rolls—ships’ charts, evidently, and almost flling to picces. Aud on the
top of the charts was a liny prayer-book, slime-covered and drippiog wet !

VWhat possessed Brinkley to examine the prayer-book I cannot deter-
mine, but in after years he alwaysaverred that it was an iuspiration. At
any rate he did open it, and saw that the fly-leaf was covered with writing,
yellow, diffcult to decipher, fast fadiog away. But what more particularly
attracted his attention was a lose picce of parchment, fastened to the title
prge with a rusty pin, snd covered also wish written characters.

Fixipg the candle on a nook in the damp wall he iospected the title
page and deciphered these words:

« Christmas Eve, 1864, on board the ship ‘ Trinidad,’ fast breaking up
on the Welsh coast.  If any Christian soul should fied this book and these
hines where I place them, if they sink not with tbeir bearer (on whom I
leave my last despairing blessing) to the bottom of the sea, or if God in His
{ofinite mercy should spare and ssve the little child.” (The book trembled
jn his band as he read. The writing weat on:) * I cast her adrift in her
cradle In sight of shore, on & little raft made by own hands. 'Tis a desper-

PROVED BEXOND DISPUTE.

o one now doubts that Burdack Blood Blttera will curo dyspepsla, biliousness, con
stipation, headacho of bad blood, Tro proof isso thorough and overwhelming that the
Joubtess havo been allenced and B, B, I, Is accured in ita plac? as tho bLest purifyiog tonic
pad rogulator extaat, Breox Hour, Trinceton, Qnt,

ate hope, but He can work miracles, and if it is Kis will she may be saved.
Attached to this holy book are the proofs of her poor dead mother's mar-
riage aod my darling’s birth. May she live to inherit my name. Slgned.
Matrew Taorr Monk, Colonel, 15th Cavalry, Beogal.”

The mystery was deepening indoed !

At last Brinkley thrust the book and its contents into his pocket, and
after one look round took the candle and made his way up the rocks and
out of cave, When he saw the light of day above hilm he blew out the
light and crawled up through the aperture. Thep, standiog on the sangd-
hill,l he surveyed the scene on every side. There was no sign of any liviog
soul,

Carefally, but rapidly, he raturned the trap-door to its place, covered is
with stones and liberal handfulls of loose sand, and walked away, takiog
care, for the first hundred yards, to obliterate his footprints as he went.

CHAPTER XI.
MYSTERIOUS BEHAVIOUR OF THE YOUNG GENTLEMAK,

About this time Matt noticed a curlous change come over her artist
frloud. He was more thoughtful and consequently less entertalolng,
Vlien when she appeated and began chatting to him about affales in which
she thought he might take some interest she had the mortification not merely
of cliciting no reply, but of fioding that he had not heard a word of her
conversstion,

Now this style of proceeding would certalnly have caused her some
annoyance, but for one compensating fact which put the balauce entirely
on the othcr side. It was-evident that, despite the change, Brinkley's
ioterest in Matt was not lessening—nay, it rather seemed to be on the in-
crease—and this fact Matt, very woman as she was, was quick to perceive.

Very often on looking suddenly at him she fouad his eyes nxed wonder-
ingly and sympathetically upon her. She asked him on one occasion what
be was thinkiog about.

“ You, Matt,” he answered, promptly. * I was tryiog to imsglae,” he
continued, seeing her blush and hang her head, ** how you would look in
silks and velvet ; got up, 10 fact, like a grand demoiselle,. 'What would you
say, now, if a good fairy were to find you ont some day and were to offer to
change you from what you are to a fine yoang lady—would you say Yes ?"

Matt reflected for a moment, then she followed her feminine instinct
and nodded her head vigorously.

“ Ah—by the way, Matt, can yon read 1"

* Print, not writing."”

¢ Aud write?”

“ Just a bit I

“\Who taught you? William Jones?"”

¢ No, that he didn't ; I lesrned of Tim Penrenn down village. Wil-
liam Jones, he can't read and he can't write ; no more can William Jones’
father.”

This last piece of information set the young mau thinking so deeply
that the rest of the interview became rather dull for Matt. When she rose
to go, however, he came out of his abstraction and asked her if she wouid
return on the following day.

¢ don't know—p'raps I she said.

% Ah,” returned the young map, assamiog his flippant maouer. ‘¢ You
find me tedious company, I fear. The fact is, I arm generally afiected ia this
present state of the moon. But come to-morrow, Matt. Your prescoce
does me good.”

However, the next day passed and the next agsin, and there was no
sign of Matt. He began to think the child had takenp offense, and that he
would have to seek hor in her own home, when her opportane spp2arance
prevented the journey. iz was taking his breskfast one morning nside the
caravan, when he suddenly became conscious thet Matt was standiog out-
side watching him.

¢ Oh, you are there, are you?” he said coolly. “ Come in and have
some breakfasy, Matt.”

He rose neghgently, went 10 the door and held forth his kand, Matt
took it, gave one spring and Ianded ip the vehicle.

« Tim, another knife and fork for tho youug lady—some more eggs and
milk ; 1n fact, anything you've got I said Brinkley, as he placed a seat for
Matt at the little table,

Tim gave a gruot of dissatisfaction.  The * bold colloen,” as he called
her, was becoming 100 tauch for him, but he perforce obzyed his master’s
commsnds. Matt sat down and ate with an appeiite. DBrinkley played
aegligently with his koife, and watched her.

 It1s two days since you were here, Matt,” said he. “ I was seriously
thinkicg of coming to look for yon. Wby woulda't you come before 2"

% 'Twasn't that ! said Matt, * I couldn’t.”

¢ Couldn'ti Why?"

* Why, hc woulda't let me, Williatn Jones, ¥le says he'll smash me
it T come kere and talk to you.”

As Matt spoke her bosom heaved and her eyes flashed fite.

“ He ain's at home to-day,” she s11d, io answer to the yoaog man's query
concerning the ex-wrecker ; ** he’s gone up to market-town and won't be back
before night.”

As Brinkley looked at her & sudden thought secmed to strike him.

¢ Matt,” he said, “ you and I will go wreck-hunting this afternoon, that
is, if you have no objection.”
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