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" The view from on top there must be

infinitely finer."

*•
I believe it is," Tyrrel rcplietl, in an un-

concerned voice, like one who retails va^iie

hearsay evidence. "
1 haven't seen it my-

self since I was a boy of thirteen. I nt^ver

go along the top of the cliffs on any account."

Le Neve gazed down on him, astonish(;d.

" You believe it is ! " he exclaimed, unable

to conceal his surprise and wonder. " You

never go up there ! Why, Walter, how odd

of you ! I was reading up the Guide-book

this morning before breakfast, and it says

the walk from this point on the Penmorgan

estate to Kynance Cove is the most magni-

ficent bit of wild cliff scenery anywhere in

Cornwall."

" So I'm told," Tyrrel answered, unmoved.
** And I remember, as a boy, I thought it

very fine. But that was long since. I never

go by it."

"Why not.'*" Le Neve cried.

Tyrrel shrugged his shoulders and shook

himself impatiently. " I don't know," he

answered, in a testy sort of voice. "
I don't

like the cliff top. . . . It's so dangerous,


