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CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

LHE. _EXEISE OFFICER

Story of Love which did not run Smooth

By LESLIE GORDON BARNARD

IEUTENANT GEORGE BURTON, Excise Officer in His
Majesty’s service, paced restlessly up and down the brow
of the cliff. Far beneath him he could hear the roar of

the breakers as they rolled unceasingly in, their white crests
reared proudly in the air, then dashed in a smother of foam
upon the great granite rocks that for years had withstood their
force. Even where he stood an occasional extra boisterous gust
of wind drove flying particles of salt spray into his ruddy,
weather-beaten countenance.

The night was cold and cheerless, with a wind that chilled
one to the marrow; and his very manner betrayed the fact that
the young officer’s mood was correspondingly unpleasant. Truth
to tell his was a most unenviable frame of mind.

For several nights successively cargoes had been run “right
under his very nose,” to borrow the phrase that he made use of
with considerable vehemence, and not a little disgust. He had
been censured by the authorities for lack of vigilance, and a
great, all-consuming bitterness filled his soul—a bitterness
against the exceptionally bold and clever gang of smugglers
with whom he had to deal, and whom he not unnaturally held
directly responsible for his troubles; a bitterness, most of all,
against the authorities for censuring where no blame was due.
Never had a man striven harder to discharge his duty in a
manner that would commend itself to his supetriors; never had
an official displayed greater zeal; or made more enemies—for
in the days of George the Third public sympathy was not always
on the side of the law—in the fulfilment of the duties his position
entailed, than he. Amnd this was his reward.

“Just the kind of night to run a cargo,” he muttered, with
lowered brow, andlips tightly compressed. “I'll wager one
will be run, too; and what can a man do on an inky night like
this, when one can scarce see a yard in front of him.

“Gad! if I could only lay my hands on the rascals and
vindicate myself.”

Lieutenant Burton buttoned up his coat more tightly, as a
protection against the cold autumnal wind, and the wet, drizzling
rain. Surely the world never saw a blacker night! a night con-
ducive, indeed, to smuggling, provided, of course, the enterprise
were in the hands of men familiar with the dangerous intri-
cacies of the bleak, rocky coast.

But what was that?

The lieutenant caught his breath sharply. For the fraction
of a second a light had flashed out not fifty yards to the left—
then vanished suddenly. With bated breath the young excise-
man stood, and watched intently.

Twice more in- quick succession it shone out—then all was
darkness again, but the cager watcher on the cliff fancied that

far out at sea an answering point of fire flickered, and disap-

peared.

Possessed with a sudden grim determination not to allow
this unexpected and doubly-welcome -opportunity of proving his
mettle to slip by, the lieutenant wasted no time in getting into
action. With 'utmost caution he made his way along the cliff
in the direction whence the signal light had so fleetingly, yet
distinctly, broken the darkness.” It was at best a perilous pro-
ceeding, and to a man not knowing every inch of the ground,
as Burton did, would have meant almost certain death. A single
false step and--but the consequences were too dire to dwell upon
with equanimity. It was no time to hesitate, however, and the
lieutenant did not falter. His only fear was that some unkind
trick of Fate might dash from his lips the cup of triumph he
believed he was about to drink; might wrest from him those
sweets of ultimate victory, for a taste of which his very soul

craved.

Yet it seemed for once that good luck was his companion.
After what, in his impatient ardor, seemed an interminable age,
‘but which in reality was but a few moments, of tripping over
rocks and tufts of coarse grass, of tumbling into miniature
crevasses, and of sliding awkwardly on the bare, slippery rock,
the young man heard a faint rustle close at hand. An instant
later a dark, cloaked figure brushed past him. ‘

Trembling with excitement and jubilation at what he con-
sidered his miraculous: good fortune, and with his heart beat-

" ing like a trip-hammer at the suddenness of the encounter, the

exciseman squared his shoulders. Then he sprang forward.

“Surrender, in the King’s name!” In the stress of the
moment his voice sounded hoarse and unnatural to his ears.

A smothered shriek was the response. Lieutenant Burton
sprang back in sheer amazement, and released his hold. It was
some moments ere he could control his voice sufficiently to arti-
culate the words that trembled on his lips.

“Jean!” he cried, dumbfounded, brain awhirl with the sud-
denness of the shock; vaguely fearful, with a premonition of
impending evil. “Jean! Is it you?”

The girl made no reply, but finding herself free, sought
refuge in flight. Springing hastily forward, he laid a detaining
hand on her arm. A strange pallor overspread his features;
into his face there came the hard, set expression of the man
who sees trouble looming up ahead, and steels himself against
its coming.

“Let me go, George.
in stifled, frightened tones.

The other paid no heed.

“Jean,” he questioned, tremulously, “was it you who signal-
led just now?”

“Signalled ?” repeated the girl, her pitiful attempt at an af-

Let me go, please,” the girl pleaded

fectation of composure and wonderment in i i
Iec 3 nt in itself betraying her.
Signalled?” Why, George, what do you mean ?”

“ '

How can you dgcelvg me so?” he exclaimed sorrowfully,
a world of reproach in his tone; taking hold, as he spoke, of
the now extinguished lantern she was endeavoring to conceal.

She burst into tears, apd every sob gave to the sorely tried
young man a torturing twinge of anguish.

“Give me the lantern, George, and let me go.
please do!” =

; For_ a moment he did not answer. When finally he spoke
1t was 1n even tones, grave, yet gentle; decisive, yet kindly.

“No, Jean, I cannot. To do so would be to thwart myself

in the carrying out of my plain duty. You must not, shall not,
warn—your friends.” :

Oh, please,

“Tf—if you love me; of you care for me at all, let me go,”
she pleaded again, wringing her hands, piteously.

~ “You know that I love you, Jean. If you
blinded just now by other considerations yo}; \;oggsk:;\fve tr}igz
my heart is going out to you with the deepest affection, the
greatest, truest love of which I am capable. But you have asked
me one thm.g, Jcar}, that, even for you, dear, I cannot grant
The matter is not in my hands. I cannot choose my path.” .
Her tone changed with her mood.

“You do not love me,” i

< : : ,” she accused, passionately, a strange
quiver in her voice. She strove to break away fron);, his ;rasg'
gently, but firmly, he restrained her. :

“You do not love me!” i i i
the girl crie

you would not treat me thus, h oty
your ambitions!”

_ The moaning of the wind, the
Ing ccean, combined to produce a
;t Smmdlc.,(’lkto the young officer li
hopes. ike a condemned man awaiti

. K : an awaiting sentenc
hopeless, disconsolate, yet inflexible in hisg decisione i

‘“ .
e wIiilh tl;:slt case, Lleutgnant Burton, T am at your disposal to
words fell fr};(;nu lsee s tears were gone now, and the
a dcéree of comvpz)esrurlépiv}(l]'lsﬁmmy' fcily; there had come to her
Efoad Ich even she could scarce have under-

tonc;I‘heIfy(::;]gthman flinched under her cutting, uncompromising
o éompressyingmﬁishllispsfatc'eh‘:’las f{ shade more ashy than hers:

) cor : ightly, he st :
due his emotions. There was work ff)ligilizli man(fiully ot
without delay. et ote Gt

“Come,
away.

“If you did
Choose now between me and—

ponderous voice of the surg-
strange, weird harmony, and
ke the wailing of his dying

he said tersely to the girl, and led her unresistingly

&

prec]uded the possibility of conversa-
ence, their senses dulled by the sud-
nt, the ten minutes’ walk to the coast-

p 7 3 ;
i 1 strained situation
tion, and in preoccupied sil
denness of the estrangemer
guard station was taken,
ik 3
Jim,” said the lieutenant s
I ant sharply to a stalwart i
lc(zgls)tgl:?rrdisl?mn, ‘See thqt this young lady is well ,trtézéigrrrll)eﬁ
it B custody until I order otherwise, I want the, rest
too int’eres(getil1 i?]urtn}:)eer Ofkme,n making an effort not to appear
1 speaker pani i
and look to it, lads, thl;t yousacompamon, i

. . re well a ”

i OF Pl St i bt of by boos ad the
mtOItthew;larkn;:ss and the s.to’rm.e 'ttle party of men filed out
ik returie?i,el Oﬁegast_ midnight when the lieutenant and his
lyingf‘ o2 a,,cougzh. vy-eyed but sleepless, Jean Meredith was
and ge(:g;l:;(linsgal%eﬁh‘e”i{futllidgfcc%;q‘ﬁe,ﬂy, going over to her
?éﬁt-hgﬁdzgvebﬁﬁ Ao miencally the wholc gzllnmfglsﬂu?glesfsy,
you that s 4%, Og"ﬁ;)(’i, t\’;rirsorry, Jean, to have to inform
cousins on a charge of aidi est your uncle and your two
by receiving the goods.” g and abetting the King’s enemies

'he girl received th i
. : : ; i
tlon“%i\:ze:]ta shghtB'bla.m:hingeg‘éstl";\elﬂgllze0 s e
; enant” Burton,” i i
politeriess, “1f you will be ggog orcy i Bi0lY, and with formal

good enough to permit one of your

men to accompan i rf
bcnis pany me, with your permission, I shall return
The lieutenan i
t h :
lgan esitated for a fraction of a minute, then

“That is a dut
: vy and a asu :
trusting to a subordinsis pleasure [ could not think of en-

: ,’ he said hastj : :
coat, and preparing ta accom;z;;c; hha::xly, buttoning up his heavy

tf‘\Tgush qf”anger mantled her brow,
. tiz, ns':ifj’st s}}ehf_iared, “I shall not leave this place.”
£l e ever? ‘dlS embarrassment and the poignancy of his
& e Widening gulf between them, his adr)xlliration
S 0 A ﬂan}f_y over his other emotions, as she stood be-
iere o, g ashing, bosom heaving, red lips tr mbl'0 i
ehance, and injured pride. For 2 momente the;ngtoég

thus face to face: on i
0 $ €, uncon i i
appeal, motionless under the ;;‘)::I)lustg e

the other flushed, outra o lHatiug Beauty:
: 2 X g beauty;
shargl)_r e o ged, defiant. “Then the lieutenant turned
”Jx_m, see this young lady home,”
Aleght, sir]”  The coastguardsma
: ew moments later [i
his n}';oody reflections, ewtenapt
: ollowed long da
ys and
followgd the dreary winter mvg;etﬁ'
Meredith was to the young man but 1

came the curt command.
n saluted stiffly,

Burton was left alone with

of bleak autumn weather;
and through it all Jean
s a dream of a bright hal-



