234 “THERE IS SORROW ON THE SEA”

“Then he steps back a bit very shiny in the face, and
his eyes like torchlights, but cool and steady. ‘Come
on now,’ he says, ‘Jim Faddo, away from the Book-in-
Hand, and down to the beach under the sand-hills, and
we'll see man for man—though, come to think of it,
y'are no man,’ he said—*if ye'll have the right to say
when aw’'m a King’s officer that you could fling foul
words in the face of Lancy Doane. And a word more,’
he says; ‘aw wouldn’t trust ye if an Angel o’ Heaven
swore for ye. Take the knife from the belt behind your
back there, and throw it on the table, for you wouldn’t
bide by no fair rules o’ fightin’. Throw the knife on
the table,” he says, comin’ a step forward.

“Faddo got on to his feet. He was bigger built than
Lancy, and a bit taller, and we all knew he was devilish
strong in his arms. There was a look in his face I
couldn’t understand. One minute I thought it was
fear, and another I thought it was daze; and maybe it
was both. But all on a sudden something horrible
cunnin’ come into it, and ugly too.

“‘Go to the well, then, since ye've found out all
about it,” he says, ‘but aw’ve an hour and a half start
o’ ye, Lancy Doane.’ )

““Ye've less than that,’ says Lancy back to him, ‘if
ye go with me to the sands first.’

“At that my uncle stepped in to say a word for
peacemakin’, but Lancy would have none of it. ‘Take
the knife and throw it on the table,” he said to Faddo
once more, and Faddo took it out and threw it down.

““Come on, then,” Faddo says, with a sneerin’ laugh;
‘we’ll see by daybreak who has the best o’ this night’s
work,” and he steps towards the door.

““Wait a minute,’ says Lancy, gettin’ in front of him.
‘Now take the knife from your boot. Take it,” he says




