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" of keepibg out the sight of the storm.
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4 TALE' OF° FRUSTRATED REVENGE.

Wnltenfm he Melropolitan .ﬁecord. : N
15" thie’ comforfable, old-fashoned kitchen of
an Irish cottage sat a ‘man and a woman, both
evidently beyond the prime of hte, but one could’

readin therr’ éheerful, horiest faces that time hiad’
‘ rery little change in'them to. each other,|.

madé very, little
however, he bad marked thewr decay . to .the rest
of the worid.  The woman sat knitting a sock,
which it needed no second sight to say was for

one of the'broad, stout feet stretching out before |.

the blazing fire on the hearth, and on that might

" the breath of a fire ‘was not a blessing of 2 mid-
. dling, order, for outside " the winds seemed to be

tearing-beaven and earth 1 their fury. It was
no wonder. the: old couple had closed - all the
shutters of the room; for the sound of the storm’
was dreadfdl “enough Without adding to it the
terror-of seeing the tortured elemeats. If one
could;only-bave closed their ears also to the
hoarse:voice of the'gale it would have been a
most comfortable spot- 1n that httle kitchen, and
this jdea seemed to have struck tbe old woman
also, for now and then_ she nodded over her
peedles, relurning each time from her trip to
dreamland to find five or six wrong stitches in the
sock.she was knitting. Finally ske shpped her
needles into the yarn, and put the proveking
piece of work ia a bag tbat lay at her side.

The old man woke up at this moment from
some sort of a reverie, and shaking the ashes
from \he pipe, swhich bad gone out, laid it upon

the hob-in the earner. : ,

¢ A-wild night for "any poor Christian to be
abroad,’ said he, as he drew lis chair nearer to
the fire, and. looked" towards the window: with
considerable concern.. The look told him no-

-thing, however, for, as we have said, the shutters
. had been closely fastéqed for the very

y purpose
" ¢Yes,) responded -kis -wife, - ¢ 1:wish ‘Walter
was coming home on -any other night than this,
but the Iad is so venturesome it 18 just such a
time ‘as he would select even if be had made no
promise to be bere this evemng.’

¢ Well, 1t’s clear be’ll not be here now, since
he iso’t ‘here’ before this, so I think it’s only
wasting the lonest hours of sleep Lo wait up aoy
lenger. Besides, Sally, there’s no use of fancy-
ing misfortune for the boy when he’s coming
home to marry our daughter. - Don’t put Rose
in widow’s weeds before she has worn the bride’s
blossoms. “The poor girl no doubt is. i trouble
enough without us adding to 1t with sad fore-
bodings. - T would venture a naggin of whiskey
now that the boy is as safe as any of us, and just
as cositented, all but a- wee bit out of humor
with limself and the sea for not getting hers at
the time he promised. He’s m as good a craft
as conbe found on this coast, and the man that
sails ber knows every ineb of the ground he
travels. Tut! woinan, said he, seeing his bet~
ter half still doubtful in spite of this assurance,

.and kicking off as be spoke a pair of old brogues

that be wore for slippers, to "give empbasis to

bis words: ¢ I'd as lief be'lying in his ‘hammock

‘as m my.own fock bed? . o
- ¢ Well, well, said his wile, hal{ subdued into
franquillity - at :tlms vebement declaration  and
‘balf wondering “ where ' the man’s wits' were to
‘make so wild a ¢omparison. T

- ‘.I'_.:Eim;}.;bé weak-minded; but jmh koow 1t is|

not withiout cause I am-uneasy. ~“There is not
‘another harbor on” the coast ‘as dangerous as

the ways ol that mlet>. =~ 7 LT L0
-~ ¢ That’s telling me news,” said: the " other ra-
ther testily, -¢ Qne would think T swes a stranger
to the country; the way you talk,  The mat
-that carries Walter bere, cquld “course 'the is-
land with:s. . eyes . shat, and ‘where. there 15 a.
dangerous:spot,.; like :lhe one you allude to, isn’t
tiere.always-some precaution or-other to notify

’t'we' ‘2" lighthiouse over there'on tow

P

/man {ban’ Tongs. Hall; " its;keeper, in the whole

Atsthe mention af . this oame, the - wite: shook
r bgad, ‘bt volunteered uo “dissent from “her

o Ceniiving the gestire, <1
\ve o ‘good: :wish. .for- ‘the man, but
2 theiworde for: that. i *That -ally gl
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Lisharacter, . Liet one, of you, women hint,

esshe,finds, in..a man’

‘ours, and on such a pight ‘as this notling but a|’
-miracle could'save 'a° vessel that ' did not koow |
oL . :1.show that she felt any alarm.

the  promontory, and there is pota trustier |,

Y| .you wauld be the:last. girl.1n the -willage,

| "Theré 80w go, 1o,
th;:that he may. cowe;
399l motegof

¢ And what did be come here for 2 rejoined
his wife, almost sharply, with an indignant flash

| in'her eye. ¢ Was it uot to take the bread out

of a pedr man's mouth, and was he not aware of

that ‘shen Dbe took the place,and had Walter’s

fa}t;)es.removed whom 1o body ever found fanlt
,with, : : :

¢ Well, woman, bave it your owr way: it
.seems & woman will always have that,! and he
threw a fresh sod of turf. on the fire, more for
want of an answer to this last attack, than be-
cause the fire really needed any ailment. *Tiras
clear tie did not care to be referred to this leaf
in the life of Jonas, and cauld say nothing in the
fatter’s-defence. THe felt he was pushed to the
wall, but like many others, endeavored to hide
his defeat if ‘possible. © A doctor would have
taken snufl 1 such a predicament, and parried
thie poke with a sneeze. = A lawyer would have
improved on.the pinch, by putiing on his specta-
:eles, and plangng into a heap of  papers, appar-
ently te assure himse!f of bis opponent’s asser-
tion, but really to gain time to answer it. But
as the old man was not a professional man, but
ouly a plain farmer, his canmng in gelling out of
the corner was not quite so artful. It was one
of those plain, moral reflections that seem to be
made to Rl up pauses—lke the lunch, it is
fashionable to take between meals. ¢ *Tis hard
to know the hearts of men,” was all he said.

Now this remark was general enough in 1ts
application to have let it pass, and n ar ordinary
conversation it would bave passed unheeded ;
but Sally thought she saw the drift of the words,
and she evidently meant to give Jonis not even
the merey of the old adage.

¢ 1t’s easy enough to read his face, then, she
said, *and they say that 15 an index to the
heart. - I bave no doubt one Is as dark as the
other is ugly. '

¢ It’s not always well to take the book by the
cover, he replied ; ¢ Jonas, I admit, is not the
best iooking in the world; but for.all that he
might have made Rose as good a husband as the
youngster we’ve been looking for to-night.—
Jonas is rough and tough,’ said he, unconscious-
ly adopting part of < Old Joe Bagstock’s’ eutogy
of himself, aad, if Sally bad ever heard of that
lllustrious character of Dicken’s, she mght have
might have added ¢ but devihish sly,? and finished
the quotation ‘o her taste, as well as any fur-
ther parley. As she koew nothing, liowever, of
any of these things, she let her worthy mate go on
“Rough and tough,” le repeated, *but that is
only the outside of him. Itis the bard kernel
that often holds the sweetest nut. Beauty is
only skin deep at the farthest, and—’

It is bard to say bow many more wise sayings
be might bave spun out, but just then the storm
gave a wilder shriek than wsual, imitating with
its wvinible voice, so exactly the wail of human
beings 1 agony, that both husband and wife in-
-voluntarily blessed themselves, and turped their
palhd faces to one another in silent terror.

“The argument ceased at that, and both drew
a long breath of relief when the frightful noise
had died away.

Just then a young girl appeared at a door at
the opposite end of Lie room, and crept hurriedly
in, ber whole form in a sinver, and her face the
picture of the deepest aflright. One would Lave
sail she-bad met with sometbing unearthly, so
sulden, svas ber eniry and so strange her appear-
‘ance.

-+ Oh, mother P she said in a terrified whisper,
‘as she drew vear the old woman, and lookedim-
ploringly at her, ¢ did you hear that ?’

£ What, my child # saud the mother, knowing
well what the girl alluded to, bat not wishing to

.+ 5 Oh, this ternble mght?® cried the maiden.
« Pm.sure that was some boat that went down,
‘for I heard such.terrible cries this moment that
‘sounded just as if they came from the sea, ‘and
‘asif the voices grew jouder o their agony, the
:storm seemed to get more furious in its efforts to
-drown them, and suceeeded, for the souads ali
.died away after a few minutes, as if the waves
had -sw:\llq'wed them up. O, if poor Walter.

. But'she failed o finish the boding sentence,
.aod sank into a chair, burying her in her iap.
-+ The two old people looked at one another for
‘& fewy. monjents, as il peither were able to offer

‘| any consolation: to the poor girl, yet each one

,wislng: the- other would do- 1t. ‘At length - the
‘old man, walkiog over to the drooping figure. of
«his ‘daughter, (ook one of ber hands i Lis, aud
'taising her from her sunken attitude said—.

‘Rase, this is very. weak of you,. .I.thought
:to give
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! Hull had Yeen appointed 1’ his place,.” The old

time no matter how stormy it was.)

¢ Why in day time, my child, mere than any
other ? :

¢ Because—becavse’—and then as if she could
gono further, she broke into’ a fresh burst of
weeping.

¢ Come, daughter,’ said the mother, ¢ this wiil
never do, and giving the old man a warning nnd
as il to question her po further, she led the
daughter gently out of the room)’

¢ You will sleep with me the rest of the night
dear,’ said Lhe parent, ®and your father can
stretch himself ou the settee out in the kitchen
there till morning, and its not many hours to that
now.’

* No, no,’ said the weeping girl, ¢ I feel better
now. I shall be better alone. "1 would only
disturb your rest, for I cannot sleep.’

¢ Well, cheer up, dear, all "will yet be well
with the help of God. Good might.’

¢ 'What 15 the matter with Rose,’ said the old
man when bis wife returped.

¢ Why, she is naturally terrified about Walter,’
responded the dame.

¢ No,’ said he, ¢ there is something else that
she fears, but was afraid to tell

"The old woman locked mysterious for a mo-
ment, and then stooping down near him, uttered
in a half wlisper, * She fears Jonas Hull.?

CHAPTER M.

Liet vs ascend an hour after this scene in the
kitchen inlo nu upper chamber of the cottage,
It is tastefully, but plainy furnished, and the sin-
gle window it possesses takes in a full view ot
the rocky headland some half mile beyond, anJ
the ocean. Op a calm day or evening the scene
must bave been grand from sueh a stand pont, |
but now it was almost a picture of pandemo-
nium. The sea raging at the base of the steep
rocks flung up its white foam with every dash it
made hizh in the air, and as the ligbtoing fash-
ed on this, the watery spray assumed all sarts of
taptastic and ghastly shapes that might easily

down ou his return liome the last time he had
paid them a ¥isit. He ngver missed this filial as
well as affectionate duty at the end of every voy-
age always brisging with bim some rarity for bis
betrothed, and not unfrequently some fine thing
or ather for all the old folks. Not being able
to stay long at each visit, he had always not:fied
them punctually when he might be expected, and
they never missed meelipg him at the lime le
sppointed, This night, bowever, bad put 1t out
of the power of mortal 10 calculate on anything
exactly. Yet it was not the disappeiatment ol
not seeing him that evening at supper as alarm
at the thought of his tempting the waves in such
a storm that created so much confusion and ter<
ror in the cottage, If Rose had known he was
on land, even exposed to the blast and the piti-
less pelting rain, she wight have felt mare tras-
quil.. But her mind was like one .crazed every
lime she thought of the reality.

So there she sat at Lier bedroom window gaz-
ing out eagerly at the distant waves, and totally
armindiut of the. chil damp air and the hght-
niag that (ung its forked {lashes into the room
every {ew minutes.

She was clad simply in a white wrapper, and
seenied to be quite vnconscious of the fact that
she was endangering ler health by this mght ex-
posure.

¢ Oh, God, she mucmured, raising her eyes to
the dark cky, ¢ grant that my fears may be
groundless.  Waich over Walter, and bring
nm safe bome,’ .

The attitude and the prayer were both o
unison, presenting a picture of aflliction that
many a devotee of art would have given worlds
1o copy. As her lips closed on the appealing
words the rearing winds without broke inte a
fierce fit of fury, and the sky was filled with one
wild glare across us surface. It seemed for a
moment as if the elements were arrayed in con-
flict: - Spears of llame sprang out from opposite
sides of the sky, aud darted towards one anotber,

suggest the most frightful things to a weak ima-
gination.

Rose Tyrrell was not a gicl to whom that
weakoess might be attributed. She was natu-
rally strong-winded, very ardent in her feelings,
and of a bougding artless nature, one of those
that carries pour heary with her even without
your consent, and does not think it any particu.
lac complaisance to have a pleasant smile or
cheerful word always ready for a friend. Igthe
litle village in which she had growa up, and be-
yond which she had never been for a day, she
was tbe pet acd pride of every one. “This was
only a fair ackuowledgement of her beauty
and good nature ; but there were other ronsi-|
derations besides to make people think well of
her, especialiy some of the young men of the
neighborbood, who considered themselves capt-
vating enough in manner, or possesseed of sufli-
cient influence to make their way into the female
beart, Her father was a very successful fariner
of the middiing class, whose name and iofluence
was no small thing to hare w a family. Raose
was also the niece of the Panshk Priest, and n
was rumored that old Father Hanlon had a mce
little ¢comnpevence 1o offer Ler if she bappened to
malre a mateh to lns choice. This was induce-
ment enough to make most of the young larmers
more exemplary characters as well as ardent ad-
vocates for the hand of the fair and fortunate
maiden. She had already, bowever, long ago
given her heart to Walter M‘Eroy, the cause of
so inuch anxiety that night in the little "cottage.
She had known bim from a boy; wn fact, they
bad been playmates from childbood, and time had
warmed their childish intimacy mto youthful af-
The families of the young people had
never placed any cbeck upon this feeling which
they saw springiog up, and'the fact grew to be
tacatly admtted that Rose and Walter were to be
man aud wife at na distaot day. That was two
or three years Before. our story, opens, and Wal-
ter’s father was then keeper of the hght louse,
rand in comfortable circumstances.  As bas been
staled already, ‘be had been thrown out ‘ol Ins
situation from some unkuewn cause, and’ Jonas

man took the thing very much to beart, proba-
bly piqued as much because lus successorwas an
‘Englishsan as from any regret for the perqui-
sites the ' place “afforded. e grew melaneboly |
"and’ Dstless, unfit to -take up apy otherJabar,
and if -it-bad not. been  for the assistance-swhich

Walter afforded; the savings of his: late~office |

would have :lasted bit a short time.  ‘From a
mere lad Walter had  been’ dceustomed to ‘the
sea,and had contracted a fondness for. it, which

constant familtarity: with:ta wildest. humors only:|.

'seemed (o strengthen.

‘ +Some* little- time’ before’
his athier had “besa Témoted e bad |

l-s'

iin:lier-ever:since; #:Of-late, however;tconsider-|
| able ‘ ‘Rose’s

Re

persuasion ‘had’ been madeluse of
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loNlowed by deep rolls of thunder sounding hke
wvisible artillery. “T'he girl sbrank back out of
sight of the terrible spectacle, and was for a
shart space ina sort of hewilderment. Was
that meant as an answer to her prayer? Her
mnund was just then in that state to take any im-
pression, and her iighly dilated imagination gave
life and shape even to the sounds and shadows
about her.  So it was not strange that she took
the accidental occurrence as an omen. Sle
arose hastily when she had recovered from ihe
lirst stun of Lhe surprise, and gazed anxiously off
towards the spot where the dack form of the
lighthouse was dim'y perceptible i the dis-
tance.

¢ He saul [ast uight that 1 should never see
bim,” she murmured to lerself, ‘and when 1
laughed at his threats T litile imagined that he
had any power over Waller’s fate. He looked
a very fiend as be walked off from the house,
and now I koow tro well the dark thought in his
mad when e made that menace. But fie shall
never carry out his purpose. The weak girl
shall be more than 2 match for bis artifice, and
will foil bum yet. At {east he shall pnot wreak
bis demoniac vengeance without a witness.’

Gang over ta a closel, she took a long cloak
fram one of tlie skelves, and threw 1t around her,
pulling a hood that tung down bebmd over ler
head. Then she went over and knelt down be-
fore a small statue of the Blessed Virgin that
stootl n one corner of the room, and before
which she had left her might' lamp burming. By
the faint reflection from this her features were
for the first tine disuibctly visible, as she raised
her face in supplication to the Image, and be-
sought the help and protection of Ler. it repre-
sented. These were of that class of beauty
that owes more to the disposition of the person |
than to any outward adornment. They were
not petfectly regular, but there was a freshoess
about them that haif the artificial damsels of fa-
shion would bave gone‘mad to be able (o pur-
chase. But 11 is scarcely fair to attempt to de-
scribe her at such a moment.

. Her long masses of dark brows hair streamed
aboul her shonlders in disarder, and her eyes, of
the same color, wlich ordinarily .mmust have
beamed with mizciue! und merriment, - were now
dim with tears, and the fair skin around ‘them
red and swollen. In fuct, she was oue of those
whose heart 1s i their face; and the anguish of
bers was certaioly visible 1n évery feature, -~

years” rust on:the® hinges, 1t would 'scarcely have
been heard ousuch @ nght. .,

less! -pt':':' the stor

mhurried ‘off towards- the s
: PRI P

..... [ ]

" A few.mihules later the door of the - cottage |-
softly-.opened, .though . 1f there had been “ten:

ght female. form ssued. féfiﬂ,j.knil,' ;éré; ,

o the may't
| ther’s érainky hiimor,

the top of the tower the beacon shot its red
beams out over the surface of the water. There
was perched the eyrie-like chamber devoted to
the daily wants and nightly duties of the keeper,
for the present one being a batchelor needed and

tion. Tt was scantily furnished too. A few
stools, some of them seemingly baving Jost the
use of their legs long aga, were scattered through
the apartment. A table tried to balance - itself

the quantily of manigation apparatus which oise
could perceive around (ke walls linng up and on
shelves ; quadrants, compass-boxes, and all the

probably picked up irom the wrecks swept in from
from the ocean. The knowledge of this not add
anything to the charms of the chamber on such a
pight. "Oue could funcy the sea giving up its
dead at such a moment, and image tle green

belonged to them.

Bu't the owner of the apartment had no such
vagaries. It needed only to look in his hard,
weather-beaten foce to see that there was very
little of she superstitious about kitn. There was
no weakness of that kind s the wrinkles that
lined Ins brow and gathered round bis lips ; there
was a sellishness in his cold grey little eyes that
repelled acquaintance, and the very spint of
obstinacy seemed to hide n lts bushy eyebrows.

What wonder that Rose should have laughed

tioned if there was such a prece of human ana-
tomy in bis bosom, and what wonder that the

should have uncousciously inspired a tender feel-
wg 1 the old erab, which he had a. fong struggle
with limself before confessing. ‘ -

. The-L'yerell’ Cottage was one -of the few
houses that be entered famiiarly or was allowed
to enter, for the hatred betweén himselfl and the
wajonity of thase in the neighborhood never re-

took the place of Walter’s father. That tlus
should have been one- of bis resorts appears

e -

reserved as little room as possible for bis babita- -

Iu ane corner by leaning one foot on a couple of -
bricks, but the striking fealure of the room was"

rest of the parapbernalia of sailing, which were’

and.ghostly figures stalking i and claiming what

at the.ridiculous profier of fus heart, and ques-

darling of the vilage, whom every one loved, -

laxed in strength since the time that he first -

strange enough, for the relation between Rose .

and the son of the old lighthouse-keeper would
paturaliy seem to bave precluded the possibility
of such an intimacy. But old Mr. Tyrreli was
often queer in his notions.
to difier with people even on the most trimal
subjects, and he often carried this eccentricity to
extremes os io the present mslance. It was nof,
perbaps, that he had any particular love for the

but more from the little spiteful pleasure it gave
him to koow he was different from other pegple.
Very likely had the Englishman been a boon
companion of everyhody else he would have no-
thing to do with lum. How many similar char-
acters are scaltered through life,

It was the evemng that preceded the one on

ful w its roke of red and blue, fringed with many
another coler, for the sun was just settmg. Nat

visible anywhere.
nook of the little garden that ran round the .

and which was generally a worsted stocking, or
some ‘similar piece ‘of hght handiwork.” She bad

rauad her’ little boudoir, and it was certainly a.
very charming retreat, It was iade so that
the occupant could see everything around and be
bidden herself, althouzh the only tressle work
about 1t was composed of the tendrils .of some
common creeping flowers' and bean blants that
clasped themselves a
of old trees. '

to appear lovely with only a httle taste.
too fast, . Bose was silting in.ber litile summer’

house, as we bave, said and dreamiog of the face
‘and form of a handsome young. sailor :of - twenty

Walter 1, -This was.the first thought:that sprung

for he had"al

‘the cotta, . :
ghrasd e, B
! herself " secretly.
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any ‘nearer: familiarity; whetherthis was'gwin

speat considerable time and taste in culivating:

‘What could it mean? - Had_ he, any news fromini::

qaskl -1 IDessRge,inls
for he had always studiously avoided, making'bis ;.
'|appeariiice'at thé o ;
| 'Walter's Tetirn. R"ggi:;
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He generally fiked .

company of Jonas that he encouraged his visits, -

which we bave introduced our characters to the -
reader. The air was calm and the sky beauti-

a sign of the  storm that raged so fearfully was .
Rose had seated herself ina ..

house, a spot to which she was accustomed to .,
resort frequently on days when the weather was ..
fine to do her ¢pocket work,’as she called it, . -

HES

bout the boughs of a couple ..
So it is. The commonest thmgsl méy be--médé
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But our_pea_ follows. the face of. description

|13

or so when.she beard a step coming fn the.direc-. © ¢
tion of herself, and, looking out, what should she
|see but the short ungainly shape and beavy: !
| physiognomy, of ‘Jonas-Hull coming. towards her.it <
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torher mnd, . But ,then,1t;occuired: ro-her. that: 2
| herwould be the last to bring. suek;a
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