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l)r()wn mcjorland above it. Tyrrel caught the

dissatisfaction in his companion's eye before

Le Neve had time to frame it in words.

"Well, you don't think much of it.-*" he

said inquiringly.

"
I can't say I do," Le Neve answered,

with apologetic frankness. *'
I suppose South

America has spoilt me for this sort of thing.

But it's not to my taste. I call it gloomy,

without being even impressive."

"Gloomy," Tyrrel answered; "oh, yes,

gloomy, certainly. But impressive ; well,

yes. For myself, I think so. To me, it's

all terribly, unspeakably, ineffably impressive.

I come here every day, and sit close on the

sands, and look out upon the sea by the

edge of the breakers. It's the only place

on this awful coast one feels perfectly safe

in. You can't tumble over here, or . .

roll anything down to do harm to anybody."

A steep cliff path led up the sheer face

of the rock to southward. It was a difficult

path, a mere foothold on the ledges ; but its

difficulty at once attracted the engineer's

attention. "Let's go up that way!" he

said, waving his hand towards it carelessly.


