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THE TIDES OF BARXEGAT
'' Yes-too well to let that woman touch her ag'in

if I kin help it
!
» The fury of the merciless sea wasm him now-the roar and pound of the surf in hi«

voice. " She'll be a curse to the child all her days-
she 11 go back on her when she's a mind to just as
she did on Archie. There ain't a dog that runs the
streets that would 'a' done that. She didn't keer
then, and she don't keer now, with him a-ljin' dead
there. She ain't looked at him once nor shed a tear.
Its too late. AH hell can't stop me 1 Out of mv
way, I tell ye, doctor, or I'll hurt ye ! "

With a wrench he swung back the doors and flung
himself into the light.

"Come in, men! Isaac, Green—all of ve—and
you over there! I got something to say^ and I
don't want ye to miss a word of it! You, too Mr
Feilding, and that lady next ye-and everybody else
that kin hoar!

"That's my son, Barton Holt, lyin' there dead!
The one I druv out o' here nigh twenty year ago.
It wam't for playin' cards, but on account of a
woman

;
and there she stands—Lucv Cobden ' That

dead boy beside him is their child-my own grand-
son, Archie! Out of respect to the best woman that
ever hved. Miss Jane Cobden, I've kep' still If
anybody ain't satisfied all they got to do is to look
over these letters. That's all !

"

Lucy, with a wild, despairing look at Max, had
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