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out and leading home the brown-sailed bread-winners of the
hamlet.

In the autumn Tris returned for a few days, but he was so
busy that he could not leave the yacht. She was being provisioned
and put in order for the long Mediterranean winter voyage, and
Tris was in constant demand. But John and Joan and Denas
walked over to St. Clair to bid him good-bye. And never had
Tris looked so handsome and so manly.

After Tris was gone the winter came rapidly, but Denas did
not dread it. Neither did John nor Joan. John looked upon his
boat as a veritable godsend. What danger could come to him on
a craft so blessed? All her takes were large and fortunate. The
other boats thought it lucky to sail in her wake.

Joan was happy in her husband’s happiness; she was now paxr-
ticularly happy in Denas’ school. And Denas was happy. When
she mentally contrasted this busy, loving winter with the sorrows
of the previous one, with the hunger and cold and poverty, the
anguish of death and the loneliness, she could not but be grateful
for the little home-harbour which her storm-tossed heart had found
again. If she had a regret, it was that she could not retain her
hold upon her finished life. Every time she asked her heart after
Roland, memory gave her pictures in fainter and fainter colours.
Roland was drifting farther and farther away.

« Master Arundel’s yacht be come into harbour safe and sound,”
little maid Gillian told her one morning, “and Captain Tris, he
be brave and hearty, and busy all to get ashore again. And my
mother do say Mr. Arundel he be going to marry a fine lady, and
great doings at the Abbey, no doubt. And mother do say, too,
that Captain Tris will be marrying you.” ‘

There was a longing in Denas’ heart for love all her own. And
she was interested enough in Tris’ return to dress with more than
usual care that evening. Aboui seven o'cleek she heard his foot-
steps on the shingle and the gay whistle to which they timed
themselves. Joan went to the door to welcome him. Denas stood
ap as he entered, and then, meeting his ardent gaze, trembled
and fiushed and sat down again. He sat down beside her. He
told her how much already he hid heard of her gracious work in
the village. He said it was worth going to Franee and Italy and
Greece only to come back and see how uiach more lovely than
all other women the Cornish women were. And by-and-bye he
took from his pocket the most exquisite kerchief of Maltese lace
and a finely-carved set of corals. Denas would have been less
than a woman had she not been charmed with the beautiful ob-
jeets. She let Tris knot the lovely, silky lace around her throat,
and she went to her mirror and put the carved coral comb among
her fair, abundant tresses, and the rings in her ears, and the neck-
lace and the locket round her white, slender throat.

Then Tris looked at hier 28 if he had met a goddess in a wilder-
ness; and Joan, with her hands against her sides, congratulated
and praised herself for having given to St. Penfer-by-the-Sea a -
daughier so lovely and so good.



