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his brow cles[)onclently, " I simply hate it.

If I wasn't the landlord here, to be perfectly

frank with you, I'd never come near Pen-

morgan. I do it for conscience' sake, to be

among my own people. That's my only

reason. I disapprove of absenteeism ; and

now the land's mine, why, I must put up

with it, I suppose, and live upon it in spite

of myself. But I do it against the grain.

The whole place, if I tell you the truth, is

simply detestable to me."

He leant on his stick as he spoke, and

looked down gloomily at the heather. A
handsome young man, Walter Tyrrel, of the

true Cornish type—tall, dark, poetical-look-

ing, with pensive eyes and a thick black

moustache, which gave dignity and character

to his otherwise almost too delicately femi-

nine features. And he stood on the open

moor just a hundred yards outside his own

front door at Penmorgan, on the Lizard

peninsula, looking westward down a great

wedge-shaped gap in the solid serpentine

rock to a broad belt of sea beyond without a

ship or a sail on it. The view was indeed,

as Eustace Le Neve admitted, a somewhat


