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THE EXCISE OFFICER
Story of Love which did not run Smooth

By LESLIE GORDON BARNARD

L IEUTENANT GEORGE BURTON, Excise Officer inri HsMajesty's service, paced restlessly up and down the brow
of the cijf. Far beneath him he couid bear the roar of

the breakers as tbey rolled unceasingly in, their white crests
reared proudly irn the air, then dashed in a smotber of foam
upon the great granite rocks that for years had withstood their
force. Even where lie stood an occasional extra boisterous gust
of wind drove flying particles of sait spray into bis ruddy,
weatlier-beaten counitenance.

The niglit was cold'and cheerless, wîth a wirid that chilled
onie to the marrow; and bis very manner betrayed the fact that
the young officer's mood was correspondingly uripleasant. Truth
to tell his was a most unenviable fraxne of mind.

For several nights successively cargoes had been run "riglit
under bis very nose," to borrow the phrase that lie made use of
with considerable veliemence, and flot a littie disgust. Rie had
been censured by the authorities for lack of vigilance, and a
great, al consuming bitterness filied bis soul-a bitterness
agaist the exceptiorially bold and clever gang of smugglers
with wbom he bad to deal, and whom hecflot unnaturally held
directly responsible for his troubles; a bitterness, most of ail,
against the authorities for censuring wbere no blame was due.
Neyer had a man striven harder to discliarge bhis duty in a
mariner that would comrnend itself to his supetiors; neyer bad
an officiai displayed greater zeal; or made more enemes-f or
in the days of George the Third public sympatby was not always
on the side of the law-in the fulfilment of the duties bis position
entaiied, than he. And this was bis reward.

"Just the kind of nigbt to run a cargo," lie muttcred, with
lowercd brow, and> lips tigbtly conipressed. "Ill wager one
will bc run, too; and wbat cari a mari do on an inky niglit like
this, wben one can scarce see a yard in front of him.

"Gadi1 if 1 could only iay my hands on the rascals and
vindicate myscîf."

Lieutenant Burton buttoned up bis coat more tigbtly, as a
protection against the cold autumnai wid, and the wet, drizziing
raîn. Sureiy the world neyer saw a blacker nighlt a niglit con-.
ducive, indeed,' to smuggling, provided, of course, the enterprise
were in the bauids ýof men farniliar witb the dangerous intri-
cacies of the bleak, rocky coast.

But what was that? ,
The lieutenant caught bis 1breath shajrply. For the fraction

of a second a liglitbad flashied out not fifty yards to the left-
then vanusbed suddenly. With biated breath the young excise-
marn stood, and watcbed intently.

Twice more in-quick succession it sbone out-tbep all was
darkness again, but, the eager- watcher on the cliff fanicied that
far out at sea an ariswering point of fire flickered, and disap-
peared.

Possessed with a sudden grirn determnination not to allow
this unexpected and dotubly-welcomec opportsinity of proving bis
mettie to slip by, the lieutenant wasted nc time in gettirig into
action. With utmnost cauiton lie made bis way along the cliff
in the direction whence the signal liit had so fietingly, yet
dîstinctiy, brokeri the darkriess. It was at 'best a perilous pro-
ceeding, and to ,taia not knaowing every inch of the ground,
as Burton did, wouid have mecant almost certain death. A sigle
false step and-buit the consequences werc tb» dire to dwell uipon
witb equanimnity. Tt was no tie to tiesitate, however, and the
lieutenant did not f alter. Hlis only f car was that some unlcind
trick of Fate migbit da" f rom bis lips the cup of triumph lbe
believe l be was about to drink; miglit wrest from hîm those
swveets of ultimaite victory, for a taste of which bis very soul
cravcd.

Yet it seemed for once tliat good luck was bis companion.
Af ter what, in bis impatient ardor, seemed an intermiriable age,
but which in reality was but a few moments, of tripping over
rocks and tuf ts of coarse, grass, of tumbling into miniature'
crevasses, and ef slidîng awkwardiy on the bare, slippery rock,
the young mani heard a faint rustle close at band. An instant
later a dark, cloaked figure brusbed past him.

Tremnblirig with excitemient and jubilation at wliat he con-ý
sidered bis mniraculous, good fortune, and wîth bis heart beat-
îng like a trlp-lianmer at the sudderiness of the encounter, the,
excisemnan squared his shoulders.- Then lie sprang forward.

"Surrender, in the King 'namel1' TI the stress of thé
moment bis voice sounded hoarse and unnatural to bis ears.

A smothered shriek was the response. Lieutenant Burton
sprang back in sheer amazem ent, and released'bis bold. It was
sorne moments ere lie couid control his Yoice sufficiently to arti-
culate the words that trembled on bis lips.

" jean 1" lie cried, dumbf ounded, brairi awbirl witb the sud-
denness of the shock; vaguely fearful, witb a premonition of
imperidirig evil. "Jean i Is it you ?"

The girl mnade no reply, but finding herself f ree, sought
refuge in fliglit. Springing hastily forward, lie laid a detaining
hand on ber arm. A strange palior ovcrspread bis features;
into bis face there came the bard, set expression of the mani
who secs trouble loomirig up ahbead, and steels himself against
îts coming.

"Let me go, CGeorge. Let me go, please," the. girl pleaded
in stified, frightened tonies.

The other paid no heed.
"Jean," lie questioned, tremnulously, "ýwas it you whio signal-

led just now?"
"Signalled?» repeated the girl, her pitif nI attempt at an af-

fectation of composure and wonderment ini itself betraying bier.
"Signalled ?" Wby, George, wbat do you mean?

"How cari you deceive me so?" bie exclainied sorrowfully,
a world of reproacli in bis tone; taking bold, as lie spoke, of
the now extiriguished lantern she was endeavoring to coriceai.

She burst into tears, and erery sob gave to tbe sorely tried
Younig mari a torturing twinge of anguisb.

"Give me the lanterri, George, and let me go. Oh, please,
please do!"

For a moment bie did flot answer. Wben firially hie spoke
it was in even tones, grave, yet geritie; decisive, yet kindly.

"No, Jean, I cannot. To do so wouid lie to tbwart myseif
in tbe carrying out of my plain duty. You must not, sball flot,
warn-your frierids."

"If-if you love me; of you care for me at ail, let me go,"
shie pleaded again, wrînging lier hands, piteously.

"You know that I love you, jean. If your eyes were not
blinded just riow by other considerations you would know that
my beart is going out to you witb the deepest affection, the
greatest, truest love of wbich I am capable. But you have asked
me one thirig, jean, that, even for you, dear, I cannot grant.
The matter is flot in my hands. 1 cariot choose mry path."

11cr tone chariged with lier rnood.
"You do flot love me," she accused, passionately, a strarige

quiver in ber voice. She strove to break away from bis grasp;
geritly, 'but firmly, lie restrained bier,

"You do flot love me 1" the girl cried again. "If you didyou would not treat me thus. Choose now between me and-
your ambitions 1"
.n The moaning of the wind, the ponderous voice of the surg-on ceari, combiried to produce a strange, weird liarmony, andÎsourided to the Young officer like the wailing of bis dyinghopes. Like a condemned mari awaiting sentence lie stood,hopeless, disconsolate, yet inflexible iri bis decîsion.

"I that case, Lieutenant Burton, I arn at your disposai todo with as you sec fit," 11cr tears were gone riow, and thewords f cIl f rom bier lips distirictiy, icily; there bad come to biera degree of composure wbicb evcn &sbe could scarce bave under-
stood.

The Young mari inched under lier cutting, uricompromisingtories. If' arytbing, bis face was a sbade more asby than bers;but, compressing bis lips' tigbtly, lie struggled manfully to suli-due bis emotions. There was work for bim to do-and thatwithout delay.
"Corne," bie said tersely to the girl, and led hier uriresistingly

away.

The strairied situation preciuded the possibiiity of conversa-tion, and iri preoccupied silence, their senses dulled by the sud-denness of the estrangement, the ten minutes' waik to the coast-guard station was taken.
"Jîmn," said the lieutenant sbarply to a staiwart, uniformedcoastguardsmnar, "sec that this Young lady is well treated, butkeep lier in custody until I order otlierwîse. I want the restOf you," to a nuniber of men rnaking an effort flot to appeartoo interested in the speaker's comipanion, "to come with me-and ]ook to it, lads, that you are well armed."
?Fîve minutes later, witb the trarnp of beavy boots and thieclashb-Of ietai against metal, tbe ittie party of meri filed outinito tlie darkriess and tbe storm.
It was weil on past ridnight when the lieutenant and bismci returned. Ileavy-eyed but sieepiess, jean Meredith wasIying on a coucli.
"Jean," said- the, Young officer quie tîy, going over to lierarid regardirig ber witb tender compassion, "I am glad to saytint we bave captured practically the whole gang of smugglers,red-handed, but arn sorry~ very sorry, jean, to bave to inforrnYOU that we were ob1iged to arres t your uricle and your twocousins on a charge of aiding 'and -etnthKig eemsby receiving the goods." ab tigteKn' nme
Tbce girl received the flews wi%,th no outward sigri of emo-tiori save a sliglit blandiing of the cheek.S"Lieutenaqit Burton" she repiied frigidly, and witb formaipoliteriess, "tif yon will lie good-enougli to permit one of yourmen to accompDany mie, witb Your Permission, I sbali returrihiome."
The lieutenant hlesitate!d for a fato famnttc

plunged. fato famntte
"That is a duty and a PIdiasure I couid riot think of en-trusting to a subordinate," lie said bastiiy, huttoning up bis heavycoat, and preparing to accOmrPany hier.
A flush of anger maritled bier brow.
"Then, sir," she flared, "I shall not leave this place."I tbe midst of bis embarrassmnent and the Poignancy of bisgrief at the ever-widening guif between tbern, bis admirationgained the ascendancy over bis otber emotiois, as she stood be-fore hm, eyes flasbirig, bosom beaving, reid lips trembling inwratbfui defiance, and injured pride. ,or a moment tbey stoodtiuis face to face; onie, unconsciously iri an attitude of muteappeai, motioniess under the SPeli of lier intoxicatirig beauty;the other flusbed, outraged, defiant. Then the lieutenant turnedsliarply on bis lied.
"Jim, sce this Young lady home," camte the curt command.
"Riglit, sir 1" The coastguardsman saluted stiffly.
A few Moments later Lieutenanit Burton was left alone witbbis mnoody reflections.

.Foilowed long days and weeks Of bieak aritumri weather;foliowed thé dreary winter monvlis; arid through it al jeanMeredith was to the youlng miari but as a dream of a briglit hla-


