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proud as a monarch, but, happily, ignorant
“of the trying scenos which awaited hitn and
wero near at hand  ‘Twilihght had faded,
and night had como on before the Sea Lark
had weathored the Cork harbor light: but
the moon rose gloriously, silvering the
curling-crests of lﬁo waves, and displaying
in richest benuty the border of snow white
foam that broke on the rocky barriers of
the harbor.,

. “What do ?'on think of the night, Mr.
Spencer ?? sald Captain Griftiths to his first
licutenant, who happened to bo the officer
of the watch.

“Ishould think it will frcshen. This is
the first of the spring equnnx, and I should
sy it would be as well to make everything
a6 snug as possible aloft, though the Sea
lark is a real stiff 'un under canvns.”

*She benrs all the sail she has now on
her with evident case, and without strnin.
ing. However, it would perhaps be prudent
1o ndopt your suggestion.”

This conversation betwoen the skipper
and the first lieutenant had scarcely con-
cluded, when a heavy squull struck the Sea
Lark, but she vose from her dip like a dol-
Fhm through the clouds of spray caused by
ier rapid course through the water.

“The wind came nearly as soon ns your
advice, Mr. Spenser,” said Caplain Griftiths,
g'ving himself' three or four good shakes,
which sent the water dmps {lying from oft
the surface of his pea jacket. and clewing
u‘ﬁ to the weather aide of the quarter-deck.
The top-gallant masts were soox housed and
topsails reefed, and the Sea Lark stood to
the wostward on the starboard tack.

On the evening on which our little story
vpens, the parting between Captain Griffiths
and Alice Morsland partook of an amount
of mterest and autiety on the part of the
farr girl nut to be accounted for Ly any of
the ordinary nsks contingent on the life a
sailor during a shurtcruise,  Alice Murcland
was the daughter of an oflicer, who had
served with distinction throughout a lung
and arduous career, and who, after having
wasted his best years and cnerges in the
service of lus country, died poor and penni
less, the recipient of what s called * half
pay,”’ after having seen in his time class in-
fluence and class insolence promoted above
ment, and to find himself a subaltern to
mcre pretension. Through the influence of
a friend who had known him at a period
when the throblings of a big ambition seem
ed easy of bewng realzed, he succeeded in
his old days in obtaiming tho appointment
of his only son to a commussion in the navy.
The young®man went to seca, and in the
stirnog events of that pariod which opencd
the nineteenth century, he carned honor
and renown up to & certain time, when he
became a vicim of o low vice, that of ha.
bitual intoxication ; and at a critical period
on a “cutting-out expedition,” it would
scem that the disabled physical powers and
unstrung norves of the unbappy young man
had rendered him incapable of doingaman's
duty. Ho was accused of cowardice in the
face of the ecnemy. Ilewas tned bya court-
martial and sentenced to death. During
the few bitter hours which elapsed betweon
fus sentence and its execution, Frederick
Moreland (for such was his name), expe
nienced the greatest kindness from éapuﬁn
Griffiths, and when about to be led forth to
death, he made it a last request that Capt.
Griffiths ghould always keep the interests of
old Lieutenant Moreland and of Alice (the
poor fellow's father and sister) always in
view and under his special observation. This
req;uis% Captain Grifliths promised faithfylly
to fultil.
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It was in the month of June, 1810, that
tho attention of the loungers and idlers on
the chits aud look-out powats of Cove har
bor was attracted by the appearance of a
vessol of war, evidently, from her siae and
u‘ppm-ont number of guns, a line-of-battlo
ship, slowly entering tho noble harbor. The
ship had apparently come n long voysge.
She looked liko a sea.bird weary stter tiight,
and bore about her, both in hull and rig-
ging, well-marked signs and indications of
having battied with ocean and tempet. As
the storm-beaten ship approached the usnal
man-of waranchorage, two individuals mork.
ed her approach with feverish anxioty.
These individuals were Licutenant Moreland
and his daughter Alice, for it was in that
ship that the Lieutenant's son, Fred, Moro.
land, wasserving as soccond lioutenant., The
massive anchor, with its heavy chain cable,
were lot fall from the bows, and tho hugo
ship rounded to the tide. She looked liko
some hu ‘e animated being, fatigued with
butfetting ~inrs and storms, and now taking
a position o ecase in swinging to her berth
m the placid anchorage of Cove harbor,
Shoals of small boats clustered around the
uewly-arrived ship, and many an unturned
face looked in vain for the features of loved
ones who wers destined never to return, or
recogmizo those who hod come back after
encountering the dangers of sea and war.
Amongst the first from the shore who step-
ch on board the newly-arrived ship wero

Anutenant Moreland and his lovely daugh.
ter, Alice. They looked and looked in vain,
for a sight of lum who was 80 truly dear to
them. Griffiths, as lieutonant, was on deck,
and at once recoguized the likeness between
his unfortunate shipmato and the lady and
gentleman before lum. He had a sad story
to record, and the brave okl man aud ks
daughter, who but a short time before had
their hearts brimful with joyuus hope. de
scended the slup s side and returned to thuir
silent home, plunged in the deapest sorrow,
and prerced with the bittersst and most hu
miliating athiction.

The kindness and consideration evinced
by Griffiths excited in the mund of Alice the
warmest gratitude, and, in fact, the sincerest
affection, for the man who had proved him.
self the friend of her unhappy brother. The
old Lioutenant did not long survive this bit.
ter bereavement of cherished hope : and his
orphan daughter became the s.” > occupant
of one of the prettiest of cottages, that
seemed to nestle amidst shrubs and trees,in
the vicimty of the shore of that section of
Cove harbour known as East Ferry. Day
after day, Captain Gnifhths was a constant
visitar at the cottage, and strove, by every
means in hus power, to assuage the mental
sufferings and subdue the bitter and hateful
reminiscences of an event, wiuch. winlst cut-
ting short the life of one so dear to her by
a disgraceful end, depnved her, even his
own sister, of the power of blessing his
memory. At the conclusion of one of those
interview between Aliceand Captain Grirfiths,
the sailor offered her Ins hand in marnage,
and the offer was accepted ; but, with all a
woman's pride, she remunded bim, and
solemnly wamed him not to forget, that he
had now pledged his troth, for life, to a wo-
man the sister ot one whose professional
carcer had been stained by the imputation
of a crime, the lowest and most degrading
of which any man could be guilty, whoso

rofzssicn 1t was to bear arms in defonce of
g.is country.

The reply of Gniliths was manly and sailor-
liko. “? knew your brother well. Alice,”
said he, ¢ and he was no coward. He was
as physically brave as a lion, and he met his
death with the calm composure of & truly

bravoman. What was called cowardice in
him waadrunkonness ; and I belicve that o
great wrong has been done to my 'mfortu
nate shipmate, your Lrother, Even if he
had been guilty of tho rrime for which he
died, it would not influence ine for n moment
with rogard to you, to whom I feel the deop-
et and most unalterable affection.”

«Then, bo it so, Walter,” mid Alice,
whose oyes wore suffused with tears, as she
heard the observations which Grifliths made
relative to Frederick Moreland. *+ If you
think me worthy of you,” continued the
benutiful girl. ¢ { am yours for ever. DBut.
tell e, Walter, will you bo long absent on
this voyage you are going to take, as I feel
a kind of unensiness on your account which
I cannot recover myself out of 7

¢« Nonsense, pet,” raplied (riffiths, as he
burst into o long, loud and joyous laugh -
¢+ you women are as superstitious as Danish
sailors. And will you tell me what danger
is there in going round the const in the “Sea
lLark. Ry Jove, for a mere trifle, 1 would
make you come round with us, Iintond to
bo your guest at tea this evening, Alice, so
lbe quick, as I must be on board within an
our.

Alice was not long in gotting the tea
eyipage in order ; but, despite every effort
to shakoe it off, a feeling, or rather sad fore-
boding, haunted her like a shadow. Tins
did not pass the observation of Griffiths,
who accountexl for it by assigning it to the
affection which he knew Alice bore to him.
Ho tried to converse as gaily 8s possible, but
to no purpouse, as the fair girl gave indica-
tions of unspeakable sadness. ‘The time ar-
rived when the sailor should return to his
ship, and, as he rose to take his leave.
Alice burst into tears.  After an affectionate
parting, Griftiths proceeded on board the
#Sea Lark.” and Alice watched the vessel
which bore hiin she so deeply loved, until
the white sails of the brig faded in the hazy
distance.

As the *-Sealark ™ continued her course
the wind freshened uatil it rose to half z
gale, and as the gallant{craft rushed through
the foam, clouds of spray dashed over her
quarter and deluged the decks. Her spar.

rom the pressure of tho sails, whipped ke
fishing rocds, and at this time the ¢ Sea Lark
was going thirteen knots an hour.

“The wind is westing a point or two,
said Spenser, addressing Captain Griffiths.
“and I think it would bo wellto * goabout.
and give the coast a ‘wide birth” Tdon't
like n lre shore in & square rigged craft.
continued Spenser, Inughing, «I have got
enough of that kind of thing in my tiwme.

As the lieautenant spoke, the thunder ot
the huge Lreakers could be heard on board.
and from time to time when the moon would
shine out] the giant rocks that girdled the
coast could be seen covered with foam and
spray.

“ You have given such good advice before
this cvening, be it s0,” repiied Griffith ; pass
the word,”

« Stand by, about ship,”” shouted Spenser,
through lus trumpet, and in one minute the
shnll whie .e of tho boatawain was heard
above the tempoest like the sound of the obeo
above an orchestra. Every maun was at his
post, when tho helm was put down, and the
“Nea Lark ' ran up in the wind like a se2
bird emerging from the water. The yande
having been braced round, the brig rushed
off on the ‘port™ tack, standing to the
southward.

She is behuving well to-night, Mr, Spenser
said Gnffiths, who never went below frum
the time the brig left her moorings, butl
fear we have not had the worst of the gale
yet : it looks very unsettled to windward.



