
THE FARM
OF THE DAGGER

CHAPTER I

T
DAGGER FARM TO-DAY

HERE is a road, uf almost Roiniii -traicfht-

ncss. tliat- t'li ts tlle coiural asti )f

DartiKooi-. and coniKcts tlic town or' 'J'avi-

stock with t w \ 1 llaii'L' of Moroto luiaini

stead, twenty miles distant. About midway tliis trad:

leaps down over ttie broad brow of Merripit Hill,

.'t of Pcjstbridui', and crosses thele liaiii!plunjres into t

eastern arm of Dart. A Uw yards below the passage

there shall still l)e sfLii, spaiinmi!; ihe river, an anea nt

and f

It

imou- brid ill' o f tl \v sor \ knlov, II as eyclopeai

is (ir\-l);ii , itii enormous ma-^es (jf (rranite, and

niav )v eoiisKhred of nandsome but not f; iou.~

aiitidui In tlie eifijhteeiith eiiitury. ami |>er!iaps

earlier, our forefathers' pack horses passed that way.

Now, turning- from the liin-li road and pursuing the

river soutlnvard. there shall presently appear upon

the hillside a!)ove it a ruined dwcllinrr-place. Thi-

liabitation is well sheltered bencatli tlu' tremendou*

shoulder of B'.llaford Tor, where that mountain rise;


