
bleak and dreary one. For miles, as far as

the eye could reach, on either side, nothing

was to be seen but one vast heathef-clad

upland, just varied at the dip by bare ledges

of dark rock and a single grey glimpse of

tossing sea between them. A little further

on, to be sure, winding round the cliff path,

one could open up a glorious prospect on

either hand over the rocky islets of Kynance

and Mullion Cove, with Mount's Bay and

Penzance and the Land's End in the dis-

tance. That was a magnificent site—if only

his ancestors had had the sense to see it.

But Penmorgan House itself, like most other

Cornish landlords' houses, had been carefully

placed—for shelter's sake, no doubt—in a

seaward hollow where the view was most

restricted ; and the outlook one got from it,

over black moor and blacker rocks, was cer-

tainly by no means of a cheerful character.

Eustace Le Neve himself, most cheery and

sanguine of men, just home from his South

American railway-laying, and with the luxu-

riant vegetation of the Argentine still fresh

in his mind, was forced to admit, as he looked

about him, that the position of his friend's


