
CHAPTER XX

FATHER MCQUEEN'S RETURN

Black Dennis Nolan and Bill Brennen brought

the loose jewels from their hiding-place to the har-

bor. The skipper carried the dispatch-box, and
in his pockets he had John Darling's neat little

pistols, each good for two shots— the latest thing

in pistols at that time. They went straight to

Cornelius Lynch's cabin, where the leading grum-
blers were assembled. The skipper was about to

kick open the door and stuflF the jewels into their

insatiable maws when a guarded, anxious voice at

his elbow arrested him with one foot drawn back.

The voice was that of Mary Kavanagh.
" Whist

!
" said Mary. " Bes thut yerself, Denny

Nolan?"

" Aye, sure it be," returned the skipper.

" I heard a sound on the cliff, to the north," said

Mary. " The sound o' a horse nickerin' an' men
cursin' it for the same."

"A horse?" queried the skipper. And then,
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