
SAINTS AND SMUGGLERS

iostwithiel Ohurcli, which Croin-
' s prayerful soldiery turned into
able, and at the font of which
ckristened a horse by the. naine
"Charles. " In the straggling

echyard may b. found, graven on
mbstone, this quaint epitaphi
e lies the, landlord of theI,Lion,

id here in hop of Zion.
mif, rsiged o Ieaven's will,

se on the. business still."1
mually practical is the signboard
heinn:

Town Arms Inn,
LostwithieL.

e man to man has bepn unjust,
mot know what man ta trust,
e truated many to my sorrow,
ày to-ay and trust to-morrow.

-J. Stevens, Landiord, (1832).'

yond being Cornwall's half-way
iand possessing the newest of
i Anglican Cathedrals, Truro

s littie dlaim on your attention.
ý7athedral, elosely henuned in by
dle dwellings like soine French
y, is very new. The exterior,
1,h lacking the delieate beauty of
)Id Gothie, is graceful, coldly

tn of the. interior, with its
-liko baptistry, is linked to the
by a fragm~ent of the. sixteentii-
ry ciureii .mbodied ini the.

iw river, crosaed by pic-
Ltle bridges, winds tiirough
wbich, like meet Cemnish
reals strange contrastas.
undred yards of the. state-
al yen read, abeve the. lit-

a general merchant:
Ioa and Boots, Godly Bukes

ones, roustrs, Testaments

bougbt and sold her. exeept

i given for Whslebone Staze,»1
>ê-vond the. river vou~ see an

But, if YOU quickly exilqut the.
charms of Truro, the. river journey to
Faimouth will maire amends. Tii.
low green banirs rise. as the dazzIng
White toWers of the Cathedrnl r.
edèe, and at a eurve of the river the.
Miue water becomres darirer wilithei
colour of thick w-oods wlhich. elothe
the banks. lHighl on the hi]], youus
a stately atone reannc (]i b.
neath, a Ihedge-lined road breaks
through the dense trees. whirli grudz-
inglY Yield spac. for the ferrymns'
cottage. The ble(ndedl shade.q of fairv
green grow bolder as you run into tii.
open waters of Falinouth harboulr nd,
walteh the. lalte sun Sillhouetting tii.
siopes of the rambuing town. AÂnd
night, tee, is beautiful, a longz lar-
monY Of stars, and the lighits (if
countiesaq shippingr twinkling ini the
purpIe..had<o.<i water.

"The greatest smugglingz port in
the Ringdem," said My old bes«.nn,
indicating Falxnoutii, witii a wavP of
the iiand. le spolke with pride. "AI.
ways lias been, alwayu mvii he.
Many's the keg ot brandy my fatiier
landed-and grandfather befere 1dmi
-and many's the. gallon of gin My
mether axnuggled a#hore undpr the
noses of the. revenue mon."

"Tour inotier? Hlowl"
"Why ini bladders, atnd nie

hem àkirts. "
",But, surely," ventured.

"there 's no moe smuggliug nowa-
days t"

"Oh! the. Custeons boats cau't "
everything tiiat ges on on a dark
ni ght. "

Acrosa the river vo pufl.d in
alengslde the. pier. Sadly 1 parted
frein the. boatman with th-,

lis,


