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FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

CHAPTER L

“Boar ahoy !” cried a gentleman in hot haste, as, running fast,
he reached the quay on the Devonshire side of the Torpoint
Passage.

“The ferry-boat has just started, sir,” said a boatman ; “and
she won’t be back for half an hour good.”

“Then I shall lose the mail !” exclaimed the gentleman, in a
tone of intense vexation.

“1 can row you across, sir, in time to catch her.”

“Out with your boat sharp then, my man ¥’

“ All right, sir—she'll be ready in two minutes.”

The traveller watched the adjusting of the gear and launching
of the boat with a curious impatience. He was a young fellow
of about twenty-two, tall, handsome, and full of health. He had
never overworked his brain, and was not given to nervous.fancies,
yet at that moment he was filled with an ugly foreboding that the
loss of the ferry-boat would bring misfortune.

“ And I rode so hard to catch it !” he said to himself.

This mental ejaculation increased the strange anxiety within
him, and his feverish desire to hurry across the river grew
stronger,

“ How long the fellow is !” he cried: “ His two minutes are
growing to ten.” »

He took out his watch, and was observing with wonder that
only three minutes had elapsed, when a quick step made him look
round. Then he started and turned away suddenly, with a flush
rising on his face. b

“ 1t is the same queer customer that I out-raced on the road.
By jove, the fellow can’t be going into Cornwall too !”
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“ Boat is ready, sir.’

“S80 am 1,” returned the young man, jumping into it instantly.
“ Pull away for your life !”

The boatman, with the oars in his hands, was just dipping them
into the water, when the stranger who had a moment . before
arrived on the pier sprang into the boat, and with a quiet smile
on his lips, took his seat opposite to the young travellor.

“1 beg your pardon—1I have hired this hoat,” he observed, in
an angry tone,

“Pray excuse the liberty I take in intruding on you,” returned
the other, in a courteous and strangely sweet voice. “1 have lost
the ferry-boat like yourself, and my “presence will not, I hope, in-
convenience you. It will be a gain to the poor man. Half a
guinea, boatman, for your best speed.”

What could Harold Olver say? He repressed a burning de-
sire to hurl the intruder into the sea, and answered with a sort of
civil sullenness that he was welcome,

“There is no time fora row,” he said to himself. “I should
lose the mail if T stopped to fling the fellow into the tide.”

The boatman rowed hard ; the sweat poured from his hrow, the

muscles of his strong arms quivered ; he seemed to be straining -

every nerve, and his eyes had a strange dilated look.

Harold glanced at him with a little bewilderment, and told
himself that he was over-anxious to earn that unlucky half-
guinea,

As the twilight deepened, a gray shiver crept over the water
with a chill breeze which roughened it, and the waves, rising he
fore it rapidly, made rowing difficult. The man only rowed the
harder, and his fixed eyes seemed to gather terror with every
stroke of his stout ears.

“I'll take an oar if you like,” said Harold Oliver, lovking at
him with the same odd bewilderment in his mind. “This capful
of wind seems to give you half a scare.’ .

The man made no reply, but by a metion of his o)vh(l% in-
dicated an extra oar lying at the bottom of the boat. As Harold
rose quietly to reach it, the intrusive passenger began to whistle
softly.

“ histling raises the wind—so sailors say,” observed Harold ;
“and we have enough already. What do you say to putting up
a sail, boatman 7’

The man only shook his head, and Harold, in his light-hearted
way, answered his question himself
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. b

“ Ah, of course it wouldn’t do! With wind and tide both
rushirig up the river, we should make Saltash instead of Torpoint
if we sailed.”

With a cool air Harold dipped his oar into the sea ; but in the
momentary cessation of the boatinan’s efforts, ‘as he changed sides
and dropped one oar, the boat quivered and was spun round by
the tide, with her bow turned from the Cornish shore.

“Give way, sir!” cried the man angrily. “ There's a,squall
coming.”

A sudden rush of wind swooped upon them as he spoke, and
the boat, being broadside to the waves, was nearly turned over,
while Harold was flung from his seat, and the oar swept from his
grasp like a straw. For an instant the frail craft was at the
mercy of the sudden storm, but the sailor silently recovered his
dropped oar, and brought her head round to the wind with a few
swift and steady strokes,

“1 think you had better sit still, sir,” he said to Harold, as
that young ;.(ontluman‘"dtlw v(l himself up a little ruefullly ; “I
haven’t another oar to spsln'

“ Oh, I'll pay you for the one I have lost !” returned / Harold,
with a laugh. * But, all the same, row away. We lnw Iust
time, and we seem to lmve drifted far above. 'lmpmut

This was true, and it was only dimly through the sea-mist and
gathering darkness that the opposite shore loomed out, with the
large ferry-boat faintly visible, discharging her passengers on the
hard. .

Harold glanced towards it anxiously, while the oarsman took
a swift look, and bent again to his work with the furious ene rgy
and odd scare about Imn which the excitemeut of the squall h: Wd
for a time quelled. The cool stranger meanwhile continued to
whistle softly the same weird air which through the wikl rush of
the wind had fallen distinctly on the ear; and now the small
sharp piping sound, as it beat on Harold’s brain, filled him with
an irritating sense of something forgotten yet familiar—a thing
for which the mind groped dimly, as for a lost path in darkness.

“ Ah,” he exclaimed suddenly, “I remember now-you must
have picked up that queer old tune in Syria ?”

“Yes,” said the other, raising his dark eyes for the first time
to Harold’s face. “ Have you been in Syria ¢”

“1 am sorry to say I have; and my rascally Arabs used to
howl that tune outside my tent till I hated the sound of it.”
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# Ed
“That is curious ; it is an air of the Crusaders. Languages
die, but a tune lives always.”

This remark elicited no reply from Harold, who was peering
earnestly forward towards the shore.

“ We shall miss the mail !” he cried. * Surely I see the horses
being led out.”

“The coachman will wait if he sees us, sir,” said the Lboatman,
in his hurried scared voice.

“ But the night is growing black as pitch-—he won’t see us!”
cried Harold excitedly. “I wish you would stop whistling,” he
added, in an angry tone, to the stranger—*‘it sounds so cool.
You are not going on, 1 suppose "

“ Not by the coach,” returned the other quietly. “I have a

“horse waiting for me,”

“Ah,” said Harold—*“T hope he is a good one.”

This remark was intended to be slightly offensive, for Harold
was excessively annoyed at the prospect of his journey being de-
layed, and somehow he illogically considered the stranger’s pre-
sence to be the cause of his losing the mail. Nevertheless, when
the unwelcome intruder, instead of replying, raised his eyes and
let them rest for a moment on Harold’s, the depth of sadness in
them caused him a strange revulsion of feeling.

“ Poor chap—looks l¥ke a soldier and a gentleman ; going home
perhaps, and expects to tind everybody dead.”

In this disjointed way the careless young man’s thoughts ran,
half pitiful, and yet threaded with an angry repugnance, a sort
of nervous.longing for battle with his enforced companion.

“If he would talk, one might not feel so'much inclined to throw
him overboard,” continued Harold to himself.

As if in answer to this thought, the stranger said, in his mar-
\'('”ull.\‘ly sweet courteous voice

“1 owe you an apology for thrusting my companionship on you
in this unwelcome way { but, if you knew by what sad necessity
I am compelled to journey into Cornwall this night, you wauld
excuse me,”

“ Don’t mention it,” returned Harold. *“1 am sorry-if—if bad

»

news He stopped, remorseful, ‘reflecting on the joyous er-
rand which was the cause of his own journey.

“That old tune now,” continued the other, setting aside his
sorrow, whatever it might be, in courtesy—*“so you found it in
Syria still ¥ It is very ancient—an old battle-song of the Crusa-

ders.” -
*
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 7

* Ah, poor old fogies !” said Harold. *“ What a mistaken, queer,
battered old crowd they must have felt themselves to be—the few
that got home, you know—when they found their sweethearts
married to somebody else, their wives also perhaps, and their cas-
tles in the hands of their bosom-friends or brothers. I wonder
if they lived ever afterwards npon cockle-shells and a pilgrim’s
staff.”

“You hold the modern idea that all things are laughable,” re-
marked his companion, with a quiver of angry contempt in his
voice, “Those who returned, as some did, to languish out the
rest of their lives in chains and darkness in some foul dungeon,
felt the horror of their position, not the humor of it.”

“You are over-serious now,” said Harold, staring at him, with
a curious sensation in his nerves,

His companion made no reply, but began to whistle again in
the same soft persistent way, while Harold felt his ears tingle with
irritation as the small piping sound made itself heard shrilly
through the howling of the wind.

“That is an exasperating tune !” he said angrily.

At the moment that he spoke; from amid the darkness shroud-
ing the Cornish shore a bright light shot forth and vanished.
But in the instantaneous flash the mail-coach. had appeared Jike a
vision—a man harnessing the wheelers, the passengers climbing
to their seats, the guard in his scarlet coat standing by, horn in
hand. At this sight Harold started up in consternation.

“There is no chance for me now !” he cried. *“ The mail will
be off in two minutes.”

“8it down, sir,” exclaimed the boatman, *“ or a worse thing will
happen to you than losing the coach.” '

The young man fell back on his seat with a strong word on his
lips ; he felt full of anger from head to heel. He would have been
glad if his hateful companion had given him a blow which would
have yielded him the chance he longed for to relieve the tingling
of his hot blood in battle, Why had the fellow intruded on him ?
He felt as though the storm was of his raising and all the conse-
quent delay his work.

“I shall be a firm believer henteforth in the old superstition
that whistling raises the wind,” he said angrily.

But, the stranger had ceased to whistle ; he was regarding the
coast-line with mournful, wistful eyes, and seemed as completely
unconscious of his companion’s chargin as he had been of the storm
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and danger.. Now he roused himself by an evident effort, saying,
in the most courteous tone of his sad voice—

“Iam sorry if I have annoyed you. On nearing that shore
yonder the old air comes to my lips unawares, - Do not fret your-
self ; the mail will not go without you. We shall land directly
the win(] has gone down.”

This was true. There was a sudden lull, and the boat now shot
into stiller water near the landing-place. Just above it stood the
mail-coach, obscurely visible, a group of idlers around it, the mur
mur of whose confused voices came out to them, mingling with the
stroke of the oars and the dash of the sea upon the strand. Sud.
denly, floating across the dark waves, clear as a thread of light,
from out the confused murmurs came a few whistled bars of the
same wild-weird air which only a moment before had ceased to
ring from the stranger’s lips, Harold and the boatman involun
tarily turned their gaze on him, one in amazement, the other in
fear. « He was deadly pale, and a ghastly look of pain contracted
his brow.

“An old Crusader come to meet you apparently,” observed
Harold, speaking with pitiless lightness, because, like an unex
pected touch, the sound had given him a nervous shock which he
resented.

“Yes—a friend,” said the other quietly, hiding his eyes with
a long pale hand.

There was a wild haggard grief in them, Harold thought, which
he did not wish a stuuwm to see. So, slightly remorseful, Harold
kept silent till the boat’s keel grated on the sands ; then he start
ed up joyously in sudden relief.

“All's well that ends well I” he cried gaily, * Here’s your fare,
boatman, and here’s for your lost oar, T{lowcd, old fellow !
You have pulled a good oar through the gale

His companion had already stepped ashore, and was standing
close by the boat’s prow.

“ And here is your welFearned half-guinea,” he said, stretching
out his hand with that now obsolete coin in the palm.

But the old sailor dashed the' proffered gift aside, and glared at
him with face working and eyes full of terror.

‘““Satan, I defy thee and all thy bribes !” he cried ; and in des-
perate hurry, flinging Harold’s valise ashore, he cleared the beach

with one lusty stroke, and in & moment was ofily a dim shape on
a darkening sea. !
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 9

Harold laughed and turned to see how the stranger bore the®
up|n-llutinn bestowed on him ; but he was gone, and his retreat
ing figure had already vanished in the crowd and dimness,

“Well, he might have said ¢ Good-night, and thank you, ”
thought the young traveller, with an odd little laugh. * Never
mind—1I am glad to be rid of him.  He is rather queer, and I am
not surprised the old salt took him to be the great nameless.”

Shrugging his shoulders, Harold strode forward to the coach.

“How are you, Jurvey! Here's my valise. And I've be
spoken the box-seat. Hope you've kept it for me.” "
¢« All right, sir I” returned the many-caped Jehu, touching his
hat with his long whip and giving the young fellow a smile of
recognition, * But you’ll sit behind a poor team to-night, Mr.
Olver. We have pretty nearly had a fight over the cattle this
evening—that’'s what has delayed us. You have had a rough row
across the Passage, sir?”

‘ Pretty stiff,” returned Harold, flinging up his valise for the
man to eatch—* blowing a gale and dark as a bag.  Without
that flash of lightning 1 doubt if we should have found the land
ing-place.”

‘The ostler swears it wasn’t lightning. That's just what
caused the row, sir.”

“ Not lightning ¥’ Then what was it ?”

“ It was the quarest light I ever seen in my life, except waunce

afore, and that was wore years agone than I can mind,’ mtmp/‘l
the ostler, looking up from his work of harnessing the teams. *
was a boy then, and I went to fetch out the horses for the mail,
jist as T did but now, when the same quare light flashed out and
blinded me, and, when 1 lublwd my eyes and got out of my daze
like, the best ]m%s was gone !”

“ Because you left the stable door open, buffle-head !” u-h»rtc-d
the coachman. “ Exactly what he did again to-night, sir; and
the black mare broke loose and has shown us a clean pair of ho els.
It is asorry beast we have in her place ; and, bad as he is, we had
to wait twenty minutes till he was fetched from a farm.”

“Why not have spent half that, time in catching the mare?”
asked Harold, as he settled lmnwlt’" with great-coat and wraps in
his seat.

“She’s far to seek by this time. The mare was wanted, and is
gone on her errand, and the hoss isn’t foaled that can overtake
her now,” said the ostler, as he held up his lantern und examined
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the harness all round with peering eyes. *Catch the ribbons,
Jarvey ! It’s all right ; it waient be my fault if the coach breaks
down, as she did that night twenty years agone, when the same
thing happened as happened now.”

“ Ah, I mind that night well enough, Bill I” remarked the land-
lord of the little posting-house that horsed the coach. * Folks
may laugh, but that same night Squire Carbonellis was drowned
in his own park, crossing a stream that a boy might jump over
with a whistle.”

“ Not Mr. Carnbonellis of Langarth?’ cried Harold, turning
eagerly towards the man with a startled look.

But there was no time for answer — the coachman had gathered
up the reins, the guard blew a sounding blast on his horn, the ostler
with an upward toss of his hands, released the leaders’ heads, the
team plunged forward, and his Majesty’s mail started on its
Journey through storm and darkness.

CHAPTER IL

The lamps sent weird flashes of light on the dark hedges, bring-
ing their wintry bareness into fleeting view ; the wild waving of
boughs overheaa moaned and creaked in the rough wind like the
song of the storm, which the whirr of the wheels accompanied ;
while the beat of the horses’ hoofs kept time to this wild night-
music.

“We shall have a rough journey,” observed the coachman
gravely.

“1 never heard that Mr. Carbonellis of Langarth was drowned,”
said Harold, letting his thoughts break into words hurriedlg “Is
it true ¥”

“True enough, sir,” wag the answer, given in the sort of tone
which implies a graver fact held back.

Silence followed this reply. Harold felt a nervous irritation
tingling through his veins. Young Carbonellis was his college-
friend : he was going now to Langarth at his invitation. Never
through their lofg friendship had he named the fact respecting
his father’s death; which now by a mere accident dropped from a
stranger’s lips. His sister was Harold’s betrothed ; she too had
shown the same reticence—never in their most intimate converse
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 11

had she touched on this sad subject. Why was there any mystery
in the matter, and by what curious combination of circumstances
was it connected inf that stupid landlord’s mind with the running
away of a frightened horse ?

As if in answer to the mental query, the echo of a horse’s
wild gallop eame borne on the wind, floating from a hill opposite,
the long ascent which lay dimly before them.,

“(Can you ‘see any one riding sir I’ asked the coachman.
“You have younger eyes than mine.”

Harold bent forward and peered into the gloom eagerly.

“No; it is too dark. Stop! Yes, I do see a horseman. He
is. riding furiously.”

“ A black horse, sir ’

“Yes—as far as can judge in this dim moonlight. - Certainly,
if not black, the horse is not a light one.”

“Jim, there goes the mare!” said the coachman, in a voige
which sounded strangely full of meaning, as turning round to the
guard, he pointed with his long whip to the top of the hill, where
where for an instant, like a phantom, the distant rider stood
out against a moonlit lowering sky, and then vanished.

“ Ah, 1 thought so when I heard that devil’s tune whistled
out so loud and clear !” returned the guard, as, standing up, he
leaned over the roof of the coach to bring his voice nearer.
“ Whip up the team, Jim, and let us try to pass him.”

“ Much good that would do,” rejoined the other.  The off-leader
would break down on that job in less than a mile.

Nevertheless he quickened the pace of the team, and the coach
was gallantly drawn up a third of the hill at good speed ; but
here the borrowed horse showed signs of distress, and, soon falling
into a walk, the mail was dragged but slowly along for the rest
of the ascent.

The echo of that fierce gallop ahead of them still reached the
ear, though growing more and more faint, till it was lost in a
deeper, fuller sound, which mingled with the sough of the wind,
and in a moment was rocognized as the wild roar of waves
rushing upon a rugged shore.

Onfreaching the top of the hill the coachman drew rein for an
instanit to breathe the panting horses ; and now the white gleam
of the waves was visible as they tossed and broke amid the heav-
ing darkness of the sea, Down far below, all along the black
rugged shore, a snow-line of foam flashed, tossed, and Lroke ; and

o
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here and there, amid the white boil, the jagged points of huge
rocks were visible, as the rush of the waves retreated, or the
gleaming spray dashed up their rough sides and caught the faint
light of the crescent moon.

“A wild sea and a wild night, sir,” remairked the coachman to
Harold, as again the mail plunged forward, and the seaspray,
driveh above the cliffs, met their faces with a cold salt touch.
“1t's always a wild night when that man rides.”

“ And who is he " asked Harold.

“ Ah, that’s a question, sir, that has been asked many a time,
and has never been answered yet !”

“ But, if the man steals horses,” persisted Harold incredulous-
ly, “I can’t understand his not being discovered and hanged.”

“ 1 never said he stole horses, sir.”

“ You said he was riding the missing black mare.”

“So he is ; but he won't sfeal her.”

“Then the man is a mystery #” said Harold.

“That’s exactly what he is, sir.  And whether he is flesh and
biood, or something one don’t like to talk about, is more than
either you or I will ever be able to tell.”

“I don’t see that; afd I can’t believe in ghosts riding off on
other folk’s real live horses;,” returned Harold, with.a laugh
which sounded mockingly in his own ears, as the sea-wind met
his lips and carried it away. ;

“ Nor in their coming across the ferry in other folk’s boats,”
said the coachman, with grim humour.

“ Was that ‘the man ¥—and Harold’s voice took a different
key, while an odd thrill crept over his flesh.

“That was the man, sir.”

“ And you say he is not a horse-stealer—though to my mind
he looks like a very daring one.”

“The horses come back to their stables, sir, and money enough
with them to make it worth their owners’ while to keep quiet—
that’s how the matter is worked.”

“Well, it is a queer story,” said Harold.

“You'd say that, sir, if you heard the whole of it.”

At this point in their talk the coach was descending slowly a
long steep hill, and the guard had got down to attend to the
drag, some slight hitch being in the chain ; and now, looking up,
with the moonlight shining on his weather-beaten face, he held
his hand upward, beckoning to the driver to stop.
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 13

“ Throw me your knife, Tom. I can’t find mine. The off-lead-
er has a stone in his foot.”

After a moment’s fumbling in numerous pockets, the penknife -
was found and flung to him, and he proceeded to remove the
stone. During the process a curious silence seemed to fill thé
air, The cessation of the rumbling of wheels and the beating of
hoofs was doubtless the cause, yet to Harold’s mind there was
something strange and sinister in this sudden dead calm and
silence. No one spoke as the guard, stooping low, strove to re-
move the stone, which was wedged tightly in the horse’s hoof.
The shadow of the coach stretched its weird length upon the road
like wings of darkness, and overhead the moon shone out fitfully
from amid flying clouds, which passed her disc in sombre hurried
procession. Their swift ngiseless gathering had an eager look, as
though a compelling force lay within their folds and they stretch-
ed out arms of darkness to cover some cruel deed. Far away to
the left the distant roll of the surf upon the shore was felt rather
than distinctly heard, and the murmuring faint sound did but
add to the silence. The treeless road was spread before them
like a dim white belt girding the hill, without speck or sound to
relieve its solitude.

The scene fixed itself like a picture on Harold’s mind and he
was unwilling to utter a word to break its sombre spell. = But, as
the guard rose to his feet, the silence which surrounded them was
pierced with sharp abruptness by the shrill, clear, small sound of
a whistle. Sweet as g thrush’s pipe the distant voice whistled
the first part of the wild weird air distinctly as Harold had heard
it on the ferry. With hand upraised, the guard stood for a mo-
ment as if turned to stone, while the coachman, with arm out-
stretched, held it in mid-air, nor dropped it till the whistle died
away as suddenly as it came. Then, gathering up the ro.ins\ns
the guard clambered to his seat, he started the horses at a hapd-
gallop. i /

“ That drowned the answering whistle, Jim. I'm dashed/if I
wished to hear it I’ observed the coachman, throwing the words
over his shoulder in a jerky voice,

“So there is always an answering whistle ¥’ remarked Harold.

“ Always, sir.”

“Then there are two of them ¥’ said Harold with a short
laugh.

The man turned a grave face towards him,
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g I’d rather you didn’t laugh, sir, if you don’t mind. I know : Harold
it all sounds queer, but queer things do happen at times that } “The m
common sense can’t compass. Maybe you’ll hear more of the 3 his errand
matter at Langarth. And it's because I'm afraid you may find ) 0 f’“"t;"
trouble when you get there that I took the liberty, sir, to ask you 4 “ We al
not to laugh.” ; The sup
“ Oh don’t apologise !” said Harold gravely. The nian’s words ’ rang out o
had taken from him all inclination to laugh ; the thought of Harold tur
trouble at Langarth had sobered him. 1 “TIs that
The guard had clambered over the roof and taken his seat be- } trouble at
hind them. He leaned forward now, saying, in a low voice— : Because, if
“What do you think, Tom-—shall we find the roan gone this ' “Ibeg p
time ?” : A man. “1.
“T hope not ; that horse would take him where he’s bound to ‘ 'tis commor
in an hour.” , “ Commcg
“Then, if he gets the roan, there’s no chance of our catching - who is the )
him up ¥’ “No mo
“There wouldn’t be anyhow,” responded the coachman, “No 3 leaving sor
man hasever overtaken that rider yet.” face to face
" Al}/hut I should like to try it with him one night !” return- “I saw |
ed t]{\, guard/ occur to me
. o shoyld I,” said Harold, *“ whether the fellow be thief or ' Harold witl
ghost.” “ Well, si

“ Yo& re a good rider, Mr. Olver, but that would be a sharp

' “Ah, 1 g
race ; and no one has ever won it yet. You see he is riding ahead an air (.)f o
of us now, and he’ll keep ahead till he gets to his journey’s end ; people in th

then we shall lose him.” you. Still ]
“ And where is he going ¥’ find for inve
“To the same place that you are bound for, sir.” “ Well, sii
“To Langarth ?” exclaimed Harold. » was down in
The coachman nodded, and, bending his head to the storm, he - his park.”
seemed suddenly inclined to keep silent. “But the
“Then he is a friend of the family ?” continued Harold. other,” obser
“ Perhaps so, sir ; but he doesn’t act like one.” “You ain’
“ What do you mean !” - Tl past your up
“T mean he never comes to Langarth that he doesn’t leave a always folloy
corpse behind him. Heaven, there he is—do you see him, sir — , bonellis was
just on the white bit of the road where the moon is shining !” a fall from hi
Harold leaned forward with a throb at his heart, and caught —that's wha
sight in the flash of an instant of the dark rider, with the pale ‘twixt Cornw
gleams of moonlight quivering about him. A black cloud touch- afore my tim
ed the moon, and the figure was gone,

/
{
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Harold drew a deep breath, and then said impatiently—

“The man is evidently a man, and not a ghost, and I presume
his errand to Langarth is'an important one, or he would not ride
so fast.”

“ We all know his errand ; he brings death to Langarth.”

The superstitious assertion had a ghastly sound as the words
rang out on the night-air, and, being both angry and startled,
Harold turned on the man sharply.

“Is that what you meant when you said just now I might find
trouble at Langarth? Have you any reason for what you say ?
Because, if not, I consider such assertions——"

“I beg pardon—no offence meant, sir,” interposed the coach-
man. “I do wrong perhaps to say a word on the matter ; but
'tis common talk around Langarth.”

“Common talk !” repeated Harold, in a vexed tone. * But
who is the man, and why does he ride to Langarth ¥’

“No mortal can tell you that, sirr He comes and he goes,
leaving sorrow behind him, and no man has ever yet met him
face to face and dared to say, Who are you ¥’

“I saw him face to face in the boat, but it certainly did not
occur to me to ask him who he was or what. was his errand,” said
Harold with imputien(o

“ Well, sir, I won’t say again what his errand is.”

“ Ah, I give you up !” returned Harold, crossing his arms with
an air of resignation. “ You Cornish are the most superstitious
people in the world and there is no use in arguing the case with
you. Still I should like to hear what possible reason you can
find for investing a queer traveller with a sort of death-warrant.”

“ Well, sir, the last time- ~twenty years agone-——that this rider
was down in these parts, Mr. Carbonellis was found drowned in
his park.”

“ But the one eveht could have had nothing to do with the
other,” observed Harold, in a logical tone,

“You ain’t the first, sir, that have said so. Yet I reckon it’s
past your understa.ndmg, mul likewise mine, to say why death
always follows that rider’s heels. Fifteen years before Mr. Car-
bonellis was drowned, his father was brought home dead through
a fall from his horse. That very evening the ¢ Night Whistler ’
—that’s what we call him down here, sir—crossed the ferry
'twixt Cornwall and Devon, and rode to Langarth. This was
afore my time, but I've heard my father tell of it.”
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“ Before your time!” repeated Harold, with sharp emphasis,
“ Why, the man is not so old as you, and you make out he was
here thirty-five years ago ! Let me see—1 judge him to be forty ;
so he was five years old then.”

“ He was here thirty-five years ago,” persisted the other—*ah,
and a hundred and thirty-five years ago! This has been going
on at Langarth ever since the roof-tree was laid on it. You ask
the young lady, sir, when you get down there.”

Harold made no reply to this, for they were now close to the
posting-house, and the guard, with the laudable intention of wak-
ing a drowsy world, was sounding a hearty blast on his horn.
In another moment the mail- coa.ch drew up beneath the sign of
the “Silent Woman,” whose peaceable portrait was swinging
headless in the wind.

A crowd of rustics surrounded them in an instant. Among
them, pressing to the front, was the stout landlord, with flabby
face unwontedly white. He held up a quivering hand, moving
his fingers in recognition. Behind the crowd stood a man in a
smock-frock, holding in one hand a horn lantern and in the other
a rough halter attached to a sorry-looking horse. This last group
was made dimly visible by the light of the lantern, while the
lamps in the mail-coach and the blaze of the fire flashing through
the window of the inn flung grotesque lights and shadows over
the rest of the crowd.

“ Here’s a pretty go, Tom !” cried the landlord. * The roan
is stole away.

The coachman flung down the reins loosely to the ostler, and
turned a look on Harold

“1 hope you've got a decent animal in his stead,” was all his
response, as he descended from the box and walked forward to
examine the fresh team.

The landlord, on his part, turned a curious eye on the horses
that were now being unharnessed. .

“ Why, what’s come of the black mare ¥’ he eried.

“She’s in your stable, master—in the roan’s stall,” said the os-
tler, looking up from his work. * Reeking wi’ sweat she be, and
shaaking en every lemb. I tould ’ee so afore, aanly you wus as
onbelieving as Tummas.”

#The landlord gave the man a scared look, and, taking a step
backward, he laid his hand on the rail of the guard’s seat.
“’Tis true enough, Jim,” he said. ** The Whistler is out.”
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“T knowed that at Torpoint,” returned the other, a little proud
of his prior information.

“ And the worst is, Jim, that Mr. Carbonellis has got some hot
‘work in hand to-night.”

“ What's up then ” asked the guard.

The answer was given,in a whisper, but Harold caught the
words “smugglers” and “cutter.” And now for the first time
he began to feel uneasy. He knew his friend’s reckless and dar-
ing spirit, he knew too that smuggling was rife and popular in
Cornwall and desperate deeds grew out of it. He chafed at the
slow fingers of the ostler—he was impatient to be at Langarth.
[f Carbonellis was bent on some rash adventure, he hoped to ar-
rive in time to stop him from rushing into it.

The horsing of the mail-coaches throughout England at this
period was carried to the point of perfection ; the harnessing of
a fresh team was usually accomplished in three minutes, but this
time the ostler dragged their slow length to five. The sorry beast
that replaced the missing roan was a kicker, and flung out his
heels at slight provocation. Twice he kicked over the traces,
and, turning completely round, faced the shaking ostler with a
snarl on his upraised lip. Moreover, there was a change of
coachmen here, and the new driver was in a worse temper even
than the horse. His objurgations caused a further delay, but at
length he gathered up the reins with an oath and a protest against
both landlord and the kicker ; then, as he held up his whip threat-
eningly, the guard gave a flourish on his horn, and once more his
Majesty’s mail sped onwards through the night.

CHAPTER III.

At the great gates of the park at Langarth Harold Olver stood
alone and somewhat disconsolate. The mail was late, owing to

- the poor horsing of the coach, as from posting-house to posting-

house the same disaster pursued them and the same rider preced-
ed them.

The new driver—a’' young man not given to wild beliefs— had
met each landlord’s statement with savage incredulity and desper-
ate ill-temper. He grew ta®iturn and sullen as mile by mile they
plodded on with lame and vicious horses, making slow way against
driving rain which beat coldly against their faces.
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“The folks down in these parts would make you helieve any- For an ins
thing,” he observed sulkily to Harold Olver, in answer to that his valise dow
young gentleman’s request to be set down at Langarth. * Now, B across the gra
according to them, pixies come and ride horses by night ; and tlnq * @ house by a ne
here fellow, who has been going on ahead of us for tmty miles or 8 cept in a foot
Lhmml;out,s isn’t a horse-stealer, but a sort of ghost, who kills a thud and ech
Carbonellis every time he takes a ride. Now I< expect, sir, you'll 8 diverged near
find everybody hale and hearty at Langarth ; and, before you a glimpse of a
alight, I should like to give you my notion of who this scamp is. gloom of over
Its my opinion he’s in league with the smugglers that the young speed, filled w
Squire has sworn war against, and he is just ndmg for his life to W garth, and cor
warn them the Preventlve men will be ouf after them to-night. and phantom
There’s rich men in the trade, who don’t mind killing' horses, B he reached the
or paying for them either, when a valuable cargo has to be 8 which hung a
saved.” ‘ W was rung by t

The idea was so opposite to Harold’s own fears that it seized He paused !
upon his mind inst&ntly and filled him with dismay. ) passed him at
“Itis quxte possible,” he said slowly. *Ihope Mr. Carbonellis neath the darl
is not with th€ Preventive men.” fixed like thos
“He is out in their cutter often, sir. And, if the smugglers 8 hand resting o
are warned, there’ll be a fight as sure as two and two is four. horror and g
Here we are at Langarth ; and, if all those fools say is true, -, flashing it for
there’ll be no more horses stole away on the road beyond this. W back. The ne
Good night, sxr and thank you. ['m afraid, if a carriage was g “Can he be
waiting for you, it is gone—we are so late. And it’'s a mile through gazing blankly
the avenue up to the house.” : had vanished.
: And with this the coach rattled off, with its four inside sleep- , In another
ing passengers and with its one wakeful baby and mother on the ere he touched
outside back seat near the guard. ] cheering light
Harold stood for a moment watching it, till it disappeared in void of all figu
the darkness. He was undecided whotlwr to knock up the in- ' “1 heard yo
mates of the lodge and inquire for the carraige that he had ex- A friendly voice,
pected to meet him, or whether to leave them sleeping in peace, cord of a pictu
and walk up to the house, carrying his valise himself. He de- with such a cr
cided on the latter course. But, as he put his hand on the gate ened, and
to open it, he paused, for the sound of furious galloping came “Pray don’t
with the wind that met his face. For a moment he fancied that 8 ed a moment ;
it was the echo reaching him from the hoofs of the departing i “Not you, s
team ; but the mail had gone west, and the wind blew straight “ No, it was
from the south. round to the st
“Is it—can it be possible that that strange man is riding to “He couldn’
Langarth, and it is his horse I hear galloping up the avenue ” ]
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For an instant Harold Olver listened, the next he had flung
his valise down beneath a tree, and, leaving the road, he sprang
across the grass and gained a foot-path which evidentiy led to the
house by a hearer way. He ran as he had never run before, ex-
cept in a foot-race, and always in his ears thgre rang the sharp
thud and echo of that wild galloping. Once, as the foot-path
diverged near the road, he fancied that he caught in the distance
a glimpse of a Hying horseman flitting like a shadow through the
gloom of overhanging trees. On and on he sped at the top of his
speed, filled with the wild desire to be first at the door of Lan-
garth, and confront and dismay with his presence this mysterious
and phantom rider. But he failed in the attempt. Just before
he reached the house he heard the clang of the huge ancient hell
which hung at its portal, and he knew in his own heart that it
was rung by the pale hand of the Night Whistler.

He paused in his race, discomfited, and at that instant the man
passed him at a little distance, riding slowly and dejectedly be-
neath the darkness of the trees, his head hanging down, his eyes
fixed like those of a man in a dream, and his long thin white
hand resting on his hip. On his face there was an expression of
horror and grief so intense that, as the moonlight fell on it,
flashing it for a moment into view, Harold involuntarily drew
back. The next instant the darkness had covered him.

“Can he be going to the stables that way 1’ thought Harold,
gazing blankly into the black space of night into which the vision
had vanished.

In another minute or two he was at the door, which opened
ere he touched the bell ; and a familiar voice greeted him, and a
cheering light shone out upon the broad gravel road, which was
void of all figures save his own,

“1I heard you ring, sir,” said the old servitor, in a deprecatory
friendly voice, *“and am sorry to have kept you waiting ; hut the
cord of a picture. in master’s study had just broken, and it fell
with such a crash that I feared perhaps Miss Estrild was fright-
ened, and 3

“Pray don’t apologise, Prior ! T assure you I have not wait
ed a moment ; it was not I who rang.”

“ Not you, sir V"

“No, it was a gentleman on horseback. T fancy he has gone
round to the stables—he passed me just now.”

“He couldn’t go to the stables that way,” said Prior, with a
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flourish of the head. “T’ll run round, sir, to see. And where is
your portmanty, sir. Dear, denr, what a pity the carriage didn’t
wait. But the lodge-keeper declared the mail had passed so for
certain, the coachman believed you hadn’t come.”

“ Perhaps he thought it had p.lssv(l because the time at which
it was due had ce lt.unl\' passed,”’ returned Harold, as he divest-
ed himself of his great-coat. ‘ And, as for my wvalise,” he
tinued, * it is under a tree close by the lodge. Please send a
man with several lanterns, Prior, to fetch it; and don’'t forget
there’s a strange gentleman somewhere about the premises, wait-
ing, I suppose, to enter.”

“T'll see to it all directly, sir,
is in the study.”’

Harold had lingered in the hall during this talk, partly because
he was conscious of being nervous and he wanted to recover his
equanimity, and partly because a question was on his lips which
he felt a reluctance to utter ; but he spoke now.

“l1sn’t your master at home, Prior ?”

A change came over Prior’s face, and he answered a little prim-
ly, as if afraid of saying too much—«

“You'd have seen Imn adore now, sir, if he was home
be back in the morning.”

Hawpold felt a throb at his heart which vexed him, it was so
like a superstitious fear ; yet the next moment he was all smiles
and his face was radiant with a great joy, for his eyes were look
ing into eyes that he loved.

“1 had given you up,” said Estrild, raising her long lashes
shyly for just an instant, as, all aglow with love and joy, he bent
over her. “1T thought you had missed the mail, and would not
be here till to-morrow. Tristram waited for you till half-past
ten. You know the coach always passes the l(nl'w.at ten minutes
past ten punctually, sp, if you had arrived by it, he would have
seen you. I felt so disappointed when the carriage came back
empty.”

“Did you?” said Harold ; and, as he held her within the ring
of his arm, he emphasised his question with a tighter clasp.

“Yes ; but it was not all on your account—it was partly for
Tristram. I thought if you came you would dissuade him-

She paused, aud a slight flush rose to her chagks.

“You thought I should keep him at homg to-night,” said
Harold—*“ and I certainly should have tried to' do so. Hasn't
he gone on some rather risky expedition "
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“ How came you to guess it ?"—and the girl disengaged herself
from his embrace, and, ]u)m" her hands on his shoulde rs, gazed
into his face with sad, anxious eyes. “Oh, Harold, 1 wish you
could have been here ("llIH‘l I suppose you posted down 7’

“ Nothing of the kind, darling. Do you suppose his Majesty’s
mail is inf: tlhl)lc- bound to keep tlw time like a Greenwich clock ?
[t was late to-night—that was all ; and 1 wish your coachman
had waited for me—perhaps then——"

“Well ?  Perhaps what ?”

“ Why, then I should have had the pleasure of seeing your dear
face half an hour sooner !” responded Harold, changing his words,
thouuh not hisvthoughts.

¢ Ah, then I shnul I not have had a disappointment, and you
wmn(l llﬂ.\i‘ kept Tristram here. It was very wrong of tlw man
not to wait ; but, you see, he and the lodge-keeper both mpade~
sure that the mail had pamsml and that soniehow they ll.ul 188-
ed seeing it, the night is 50 dark.”

“Supper is St‘rV(‘d, miss,” arnounced Prior, “opening the door
with a discreet and unnecessary twisting’ of the handle.

The young lady passed out ; and then Prior by a slight gesture
stayed Harold’s steps.

“Your portmanty is in your room, sir; and I've sent men
round to the stables and yard and through the grounds, but
there’s no gentleman and no horse to be seen. 1 think, sir, if
you'd excuse me, I wouldn’t mention the matter to Miss Estrild.
What with the master being away and the picture falling, she’s
rather upset.”

“Quite right, Prior, I shall not say a word. It was some be-
lated traveller who had lost his way doubtless.”

Harold said this cheerily, but felt at the same time that his
words were without reason and the whole affair was strange and
mysterious.

“1 wonder now if that fellow rode up to the house to make
sure that Tristram was away ¥’ He said to himself. “ Prior, do
you know where your master is gone ¥’ he asked aloud.

The man looked at him oddly.

“No, sir; 1 wish I did—I should go and warn him. The
place where these expeditions meet is kept secret, sir.”

“Warn him of what ?” asked Harold eagerly ; the man’s words
fell upon his ear like the echo of a whisper constantly spoken in
his own spirit,

-
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“ See here, sir?’ returned Prior, stepping forward. “Have
you looked at this 1" ;

Harold turned sharply, and then saw leaning against a book-
case a large painting with the frame shattered by its fall.  Estrild
had been standing before it during their interview, hence it had
escaped hjs notice, his eyes naturally being filled only with her
sweet face. Now, as Prior took a heavy candlestick from the
table and held it before it, he saw a dark pale face gleam out of
the canvas, with sad, worn, searching eyes, and a long thin hand
resting on the hip, beneath the black armour in which the figure
was portrayed.

As he turned away, he tried to avoid Prior’s anxious question-
ing eyes ; but the man had seen his startled look, and was an-
swered. He replaced the candlestick on the table with a trembl-
ing hand.

“I've been here, sir, man and boy, for fifty years,” he said
quietly, “T was fifteen when I first saw that picture fall, and
come to life, as one may say, and old Mr. Carbonellis was brought
home dead. Twenty years ago it fell, and came to life again, and
his son, my dear master, was drowned. Miss Estrild is calling
you, sir.”

“What do you mean by .‘came to life’?” asked Harold im-
patiently, and yet in a low tone, for he heard the coming of a soft
step.

“You've seen, sir, for yourself what [ mean. Yes, miss—Mr.
Olver is coming ; he’s been “giving me some orders about his
luggage.”

Estrild stood at the door, and looked from one to the
other. Harold felt as though ghosts, mysteries, fears, and whistl-
ing horsemen were painted visibly on his bronzed countenance.
He broke into an abrupt laugh, with some apology for keeping
the supper waiting.

“ It is of no consequence,” returned Estrild, “ since I have only
cold pheasant for you. Oh, youshave been examining the portrait
of the ‘ Black Crusader,” as we call him ! I'll give you his history
by-and-by, to undo Prior’s superstitious account of him. He was
not so black as he is painted.”

“He has a painful face. I should burn him if he belonged to
me,” said Harold—*or sell him perhaps.”

The girl laughed.

“That has been tried two or three times—so the story goes—
aud he always comes back.”

»
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»

“Have | They passed into the dining-room hand-in-hand, and the happy
love which ran through their young veins chased away for a time
a book- the forbodings which each perhaps secretly felt.
Estrild In fatigue, darkness, and cold a man may be superstitious,
e it had especmlly if leariness-be ndded to these discomforts. * Leariness”

vith her § is an old word, out of use except among the peasantry—sole con-
rom the § servatives of ancient things—but it expresses so exactly the sad-
nout of B ness and weariness of hunger that no other word can so precisely
in hand fill its place. “1 am lone and leary,” says a poor old forlorn

ie figure woman living on parish pay. “I go leary away,” says the beggar
in the West, when driven fmm a door. All through his journey
|uestion- | Harold Olver had been “ leary ;” but a good supper, cheery fire, and

was an-  § the bright presenceof the loved one whose every look brought hnppl
trembl-  § ness had changed his feelings completely. All was joy and peace ; the

world was an easy-going, mtuml homely place ; everything was
he said as good and full of daylight as da.mes to-morrow would be as
all, and . plmsunt as to-day, and pleasanter. Llf(‘ like a rush of sunshne,
brought 3 ran through his veins, as this aspect of the universe was the true
sn, and one at the time—for yo1th and innocence and fair love are good ;
i calling : and, whén a man and w yinan have these, all the powers of dark-

i ness cannot touch them with fear.
rold im- 3 The lovers did not talk much ; they were too intensely happy

f a soft ¢ and too new to their happiness at first for overflowing speech.
But, when, sitting after su>»r by a clear wood fire in the ancient
is—Mr. hall, their being together secimed no longer such a strange wonder-

out his | ful thing, but grew to be a natural, homely, comfortabie fact, the
flood-gates of speech were opened. They laughed, they chatted,

to the they kissed, they forgot time andsorrow. But love’s language is the

whistl- | same all over the world, and this was best spoken in the short

enance., soft silence which fell at times upon them, when Estrild’s head

teeping ‘ rested on her lover’s shoulder and his brown hand parted her dark
. locks that he might better see the clear deep blue eyes which look-
wve only . ed into his and smiled.

portrait The fitful fire-flame flickered on the coats of mail and batter-
history 8 ed helmets and faded portraits hanging on the walls, and, glancing
He was | around on them, he said laughingly—
' *This must be a grand place for ghosts, Estrild. I suppose
nged to you have any amount of them wandering about in the old rooms ¥’
] To his surprise, she answered his jest in a grave tone,
“It is near midnight—nota time to talk of such things. Ill
tell you all the Langarth ghost-stories to-morrow in the sun-
shine.”
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“ Well, and then you’ll let me explore the old place with you,
which you know: I have never done yet?”

“QOh, yes, if ‘you like 1"

“It must be wonderfully ancient

“Yes—some parts of it.”

¢ Ah, T remember your brovher telling me that you have an
old dungeon, and staircase, and some other cranky dismal remains
left of the original castle built in the time of the (‘rusades!”

“ Hark !” exclaimed Estrild,
hear nothing 7’ .

* Na”
side.

.7 continued Harold,

starting up suddenly. “ Do you

he answered, pressing her into her seat again by his
“There is not a sound stirring except the wind.”

“Oh, I .wasin hopes it was Tristram’s step !”

“1tis only the rain pattering on the gravel. 1 am glad it is
raining ; the wind will go down now.”

“You don’t think there is any danger
flushing with the fever of her thoughts.

‘“None whatever for guch a good ship as the Revenue cutter.”

“Oh, T wish Tristranmi was not with these Preventive men to-
night !”

“ What makes him so mad
smugglers 77 asked Harold.

“1¢’s a long story,” said Estrild ; “and it rises out of many
events. But the war began through their hiding kegs in a cave
which runs up from the cliff beneath our park; I have never
shown you the place, but, strangely enough, about half a mile or
more from the sea there is a great rift or opening into it near a
spring called the ‘Mermaid’s Well” In wild weather the sea
rushes up through the cave and fills the well with salt and water.
That is the time when a boat can enter the cave and kegs can be
floated up to a spot where the receding tide leaves them dry and
secure. Then, you perceive, if there were no other safe way of
removing them, men could descend through the rift I have name d
and could haul them up through the ope ning by means of ropes.”

“ Tt must be a pretty large L}msm, ol)sw\(d Harold.

“It is fearful. It looks narrow from a little distance ;
man could leap across it-

at sen 7 said ¥strild,

lately against our friends the

but no
even the deer don’t try—and the roar
of the sea when it boils and chafes through the cave is appalling

it shakes one’s nerves to hear it. I never go near the chasm
in stormy weather. Well, about a year ago the Preventive-ser-
vice men made a search in the place and found half a ship’s cargo,
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th you, [ believe ; and the discovery cast a slur on my brother’s name.
On one side he was suspected of knowing and conniving at the
fact ; and by the smugglers he was accused of betraying them.
They dec lared his tuthu and grandfather had had many a good
cask of brandy in return for the use of the cave; so now they
called Tristram a traitor to the old stock, and said he had sold
t]wln for money. » .
“Well, I dare say in the old days your grandfather may have

accepted a gift of French br: andy and. winked at the hs mlnw of
: : kegs through his park,” said Harold jocularly.
by his 3 “ But Tristram never did,” returned Estrild warmly. * And
now these shameful slanders have made bad blood between him
and the poor people around us.”

“Who are all friends of the smugglers,” said Harold, laugh-
; ing.
istrild, 1 “Oh, don’t laugh ! I have been quite unhappy lately.”
' “You mean sirmeedleistram has declared war against them and
allied himself with the enemy ’
en to- 1 “ Well, yes. I mean since he has put himself on the side of
law and order, and has given out that on no part of his land, or
if he can prevent it, under the cliffs bordering it, will he allow a
_ shelter to be found for contraband goods.”
many “That’s rather strong,” said Harold ; and he broke into a
a cave whistle, but checked himself with a start of vexation, for unwit
never tingly there had issued from his lips the first notes of that wild
air which, like the sound of an unseen stream I)) a mountain-path,
had followed his course that night and crept in an undercurréant
he sea ¥ through all his thoughts.
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water. Estrild, looking white and strange, had seized him by the arm
an be A ere the sound had died on his lips.

'y and “Hark !” she whispered. “In a moment we shall hear the
vay of ‘ answer. It always comes, people say, in time of danger.”

amed, ) And then, after a second’s silence, as they stood together, she

,
opes. clinging to him, the notes were re peated with clear dlstnutnvss

sweet and shrill, apparently from just without.ghe window.| After
a moment’s hesitation, in which Harold had 1istened with quick
ened breath, he dashed forward towards the casement ; but Estrild
: held him back with all her strength, and with rapid change of
thasm thoughts he yielded to her will.

'e-ser- “It is an echo,” he said, *“and a curious one. But perhaps it
argo, comes only when the wind lies in a certain quarter.”

yut no
2 roar
alling



FROM THE OTHER SIDE.
CHAPTER 1IV.

“ Where did you hear that tune " asked Estrild, putting aside
Harold’s suggestion that the echo came ofily when the wind was
in a certain quarter.

“1 have heard you sing it to me,” he answered, in his gayest
way.

“No, never. I know of no words to it.”

“ Well, then, you have played it,” he rejoined.

“Oh, no, no ; there is a reason why I never should.”

“ But you have the music !’

“Yes, in manuscript copied by my grandmother. But she
never played the old air after her husband’s sad death. There is
a curious superstitious feeling about it in our family. My grand-
mother called it the ¢ Crusaders’ Chant ’—I don’t know if that is
its right name.”

“1t will do for it, at all events,” said Harold. * And now
you are going to knock down the family bogy and play it for me
at once.”

The girl looked at him with sudden tears in her eyes.

“If you knew the story of that man whose picture fell to-night,
you would not ask me.”

“Indeed but I would. I want to dispel your foolish fancies.
We should always grapple with this kind of nonsense and bowl
it over. Come, darling—do play this queer old tune to oblige
me !”

A little more coaxing, a kiss or two on the fair soft cheek, and
Estrild yielded, though her heart was heavy with a sad reluctant
foreboding.

The yellow faded manuscript was searched for and found, and
soon beneath her skilful fingers the mournful chant rang out
solemnly through the large silent room, while the weird echo
without repeated the strain fitfully, and bore it away on the wind’s
wings into the night'’s darkness.

As she played, Harold leaned over her caressingly.

“You perceive, darling, I was right about the echo. I wanted
you to be convinced.”

She looked up at him with eyes full of strange expectant fear ;
then, as the last chords died away beneath her fingers and her
hands dropped upon the keys, there sprang into the sudden silence
the deep boom of a gun at sea.

\
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“What is it? What has happened ’ she eried wildly.

“ Nothing,” answered Harold, hiding his own anxiety. “Itis
only a harmless shot fired by the cutter’s men to show the smug-
glers they are in earnest.”

“Oh, I cannot believe you! Prior—Prior ”—for the old man
was standing at the door with a white grave face—* what is hap- .
pening ! Who is firing ¥’

“] came in to tell you, miss, lest you should be frightened. I
heard master say before he left that he should ask the c aptain of
the cutter to fire a shot when they were nearing home, just to let
you know that all was safe.”

, : , Estrild sank into a chair and covered her face with her hands.
here is \ “Thank Heaven !” she said softly.

grand- \_ As her head dropped, the old man looked at her wistfully, as if
that is thinking his falsehood would not avail to give her peace for long.
Then he turned and met Harold’s eyes with a gaze which he un-
derstood and obeyed.

" My dear Estrild, you must go to rest,” he said. It is very
late.”

“ But Tristram,” she answered—* surely he will be home soon
now ; ‘and I must wait——"

“The cutter can’t be in till morning, miss,” interposed Prior.
*You see the wind is dead against her now.”

He looked imploringly at Harold for help, and his voice shook
a little in spite of his efforts to keep it steady.

“ My darling,” said Harold, in alow voice as he took Estrild’s
hand, “you hear what Prior says? You see it would be un-
reasonable to sit up; and, to own the truth, I am dead tired
myself and longing for sleep. But, of course, if you puslst in
your wish to stay up, I shall do the same.’

Estrild raised her eyes to his face, then she looked at Prior ;
both men bore her gaze steadily with reassuring calm mien. A
sigh broke from her lips ; then she rose and held out both hs ands
to Harold.

“I don’t think you would both deceive me,” she said piteously.
“I should be selfish to keep you from rest after your long
Journey. Yes, I will do as you ask—I will try to sleep. Good
night |”

Upon hearing her say this, Prior discreetly retired, and then
Harold took his love within the circle of his arm, and with
soothing words succeeded in restoring her to calmness. So a
final good night was said at last almost cheerfully.
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They had mounted the stairs together, and in the long dim
corridor where they had parted Harold now stood in. pained
thought. The sound of the gun at sea, which like a dull blow
had struck the windows of the house, was still vibrating in
his ears. Now that he could think of it alone, it made the
blood leap in his veins, If a fight was going on, he would fain
be in it ; the warrior instinet of the English race and of his own
warm youth grew hot about his heart. Nor was it this alone
which moved him ; formless, wordless there lay beneath all a
something unseen, unheard, which yet beckoned and spoke in a
voiceless, viewless way and was nevertheless stronger than the
cry to arms or the sight of a foe’s face. The vague fear which
had crept like a trail of blood through all the hours of the night,
and which hitherto he had held from him with both hands, roused
him now into action.

That night-rider, around whom the pesantry had thrown a
shadow of superstitious horror, was surely a swift messenger
frem one of those rich traders who secretly owned some of the
smuggling craft on this wild coast. He had come to warn them
and set them on the defensive, and maybe a battle was raging
\\ll”" h" .\tl}“(l th(‘l'(‘ .\“l)i““.

There are times when reason persuades us into beliefs or
disbeliefs which an underlying and deeper feeling protests
against. This was the case now with Harold. Olver, and with
silent steps he went in search of Prior.

The old man had put out the lamps and was dozing wearily
in an arm-chair in his own sanctum. = He rubbed his eyes and
looked up at Harold in a dazed way.

“ Now, Prior, what does that gun at sea mean? It does not
signify in the least what you said, I presume ?”

“The Lord forgive me for lying,” returned Prior piuus]&.‘
“But there, even if He don’t, what can it matter “what falls
upon me so that Miss Estrild gets rest and strength to bear
what the morning may bring? That shot means danger to ‘the
cutter, sir; or, more likely still, it means there’s a fight going
on somewheres out there in the storm and darkness.”

“Well, old fellow, if there is, I mean to get into the midst
of it as quickly as I can. Your master keeps boats, I know.”

“There's a good sea-going boat in our cove, sir.”

“Then can we call a crew together of honest men who will
laungh it and venture out with me to your master’s aid in spite
of wild weather $”
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“Men, sir? Plenty who care as little for a rough sea as they
do for a smooth one ; but it’s the job they won’t like. We sha'nt
find men willing to go out against their friends and brothers. Oh,
why didn’t master keep to the good old ways of his forefathers ?
The folks round would have died for a Carbonellis then ; now he’s
looked on as an enemy.”

“ See here, Prior—it is no time for talk !”  Gather your wits
together aud think of the few true men—servants, keepers, any-
one who can row—who will make up & scratch crew and come
with me to-night.”

“They’ll be marked men-—they’ll be hated ever after!” said
Prior, rising slowly. *“ But they can all row well enough—we are
used to the sea down here.”

“Then rouse them up quickly and quietly. I am afraid the
Preventive men are getting the worst of it to-night.”

The old man’s eyes turned upon him with a flash of fire in
them.

“ If master wasn’t with that gang, I shouldn’t be sorry. T’ll
go now and rouse my sonyand he'll get the men together and
have the boat ready in half an hour or less.”

Left alone, Harold took up a small lamp, and, impelled by
feelings which he did not analyse, went to the library. Here
placing the light near the fallen portrait he stood contemplating
it, yet not seeing the painted face, but the living one of the sad
stranger who had sat opposite to him in the boat and ridden
past him with drooping head and dejected mien beneath over-
hanging boughs.

The picture was paintedon panel ; it was hard and crude, and
yet it had that unmistakable seal upon it which proved it the
true similitude of the living man whom it represented. It was a
worn, sad warrior face, having the strange shining look in the
eyes which is said to forbode an early or a violent death.

Minutes passed swiftly as Harold stood overwhelmed by that
dim groping search which at times perplexes the human mind.
Like a blind man stretching his hands into the darkness, so does
the soul at rare moments seek to enter the unseen and make tan
gible to the sense those things which a sure instinct teaches her
are real though hidden.

Throughout nature we find in instinct cause and reason ; no
instinct has ever proved to be untrue. If this be the case in
natural things, we may surely deem it so in those which, in our
ignorance, we name supernatural.
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/
’

To the dark edge of that material ground on which we all 3 They we
stand there comes at times from the Infinite beyond a light that B Prior did
gleams, a shape that beckons, a shadow that speaks. % the stormy

Shall we deny their existence because, in belonging to another “Twenty
world, they can come only to the threshold of this? Or, in , and fifteen |
plainer words, because the laws of our existence and theirs differ, have naugh
therefore they can touch nnly for a moment, perhaps with mutual 8  sir, and you
risk, as the denizens of air and water may each stand on the i lies. There
verge of the other’s element for a little space, but can never enter Don’t provo
it and live.

As Harold Olver steod face to face with this portrait of a dead
man—a man who had lived and died centuries before, whose
history was to him a blank—he felt that it was nevertheless in-
terwoven with his own life, and he was in the presence of a )
mystery which touched his innermost being. He was going he E A rough s
knew not whither, into regions beyond the senses, a.nd his % tumbling w:
strained nerves (lemt v:ul;.:ht the clue, almost grasped the so- B frail boat hc
lution, and saw the secret shape of the vision before him, when, grasped an ¢
with a start, a human voice brought him back to earth. ¢ alert striven

It was a relief, and he turned eagerly to greet, as he thought, strongest of
Tristram Carbonellis. But he saw no one. 3 felt through

Startled, he sprang to the door and opened it, but the hall was i The dark:
empty, and the dim light of the great staircase before him bore : ing, and the
no sound of footfall. He placed the lamp upon a table and pass- B waves fell 1
ed his hand across his forehead in wonder. Who had spoken, ¥ wind the me
and what had the voice said ? It was strange ; but he was some- ; tried to spe
what dazed, and he could not recall the words. They had % fought, and «
sounded clear and distinct when he heard them ; but now they - was on the |
were gone. B visible save t

He returned to the library and searched it through, but found K heaving wate
no one, and knew he should find no one. i silence the cr
Prior’s step sounded now through the hall, and Prior’s voice E ing on their |
salled his name, bringing him back to healthier life. They had 1

*“ The boat is w,ulv, sir. Ah, you are looking at the old pic- ' come phantol
ture! It is more like the h\nw man than Lhe ‘dead, if he is a 3 the monoton
living man.” §  they saw nea

“You mean the strange visitor who preceded me and then rode i fell into dark
away. I have been thinking, Prior, that he was a messenger to - 9 in a strange s
the smugglers, and perhaps some compunction, some dread of denly as a lo1
consequences, led him to come here to give your master warning of armed men
also. Then at the last moment he repented of that impulse, and : “Hallo!” |
rode away without speaking.” '
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They were passing through the hall as Harold said this, and
Prior did not answer till both were out in the free air beneath
the stormy sky. _

“Twenty years ago he came and went in the same way, sir,
and fifteen before that he gave us warning too® but his warnings
have naught to do with- things of this world. Take that path,
sir, and you can’t miss the way to the little cove where the boat
lies. There you’ll find the men. God speed you, Mr. Harold !
Don’t provoke wrath if you can help it—leave angry men alone.”

CHAPTER V.

A rough sea at night, with dark and driving clouds above, and
tumbling waves whose abysses were darker still beneath, and a
frail boat holding lives between these two. Whosoever has not
grasped an oar at such a time, and with hand and eye and ear
alert striven to fight for dear life against the strength of that
strongest of all deaths, the sea, has not tasted of true danger, or
felt through every thrilling nerve the loveliness of life.

The darkness deepened as the winter night wore on to morn-
ing, and the qpld strengthmx(-d, but the wind lulled, and the
waves fell into smoother, calmer lengths. ~“In the rush of the
wind the men had scarce heard each other’s voices, nor had they
tried to speak ; but now the strain was over, the battle was
fought, and each man felt a lightening of his heart. Not a sound
was on the sea save the beat of their own oars, not a speck was
visible save the faint reflection of stars in the deep dark of the
heaving waters. Steadily through the dying storm and the night
silence the crew rowed on, a pale gleam of phosphoric light shin-
ing on their path, then vanishing into swift darkness.

They had rowed thus for an hour without result—no sail had
come phantom-like across the water, no stroke of oars had broken
the monotonous moaning of the sea; but now, ever and anon,
they saw near by what seemed the white crest of a wave, which
fell into darkness, then rose again nearer, and gained upon them
in a strange silent way, till, gliding close by, it loomed out sud-
denly as a long low white boat impelled by muffled oars and full
of armed men.

“Hallo!” shouted Harold, springing up.
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“ Boat from his Majesty’s cutver the Alert,” responded a voice. - 8 “You an
“Yield, or we fire !” 3 “Yes, I an

“ We are no smugglers,” returned Harold—* boat from Lan- 3 to obey ord
garth, manned by Mr. Carbonellis’s servants, We are seeking 3 us. Antici
him. Is he with you? Can you give us tidings of him ?” % way.”

There was a sudden silence in the Preventive service boat, fol- ; But here
lowed by a short whispered conversation between the officer in ® in a, voice
charge and the coxswain. ] interval, wh

“ Mr. Carbonellis is on board the Alert,” said the former, in a B was heard,
hesitating voice, as he raised his cap to Harold. “I amglad you while others
have come. The Alert lies just within that point yonder ; you can : cession of fi
head it now that the wind has fallen. I am sorry I cannot turn ; long betwee
back and show you the way. We are on duty ; we are in pur- § “ Are you
suit of a boat that has escaped. You have not come across any i more leanin,
craft 7’ ; “ Ay, ay,

“ No,” was the answer, given quickly. ; Ready for

“ Ah, I thought not! You-—you will have to take Mr. Car- 3  was beating
bonellis home. Give way, men.” ®  headed and

Swift as an arrow the white boat flew forward with its muffled amongst the
oars, and for a moment was a light streak upon a tall wave which W coffin, unlid¢
wafted it away into darkness. 3 ellis—the mi

What had happened ! What had been said! Why this sud- it shines on
den tightening of every heart, this breathless silence, this grasp- 3 The expec
ing of oars with quickening stroke and hands unnerved ? 4 paralysing s

No one dared ask a question of the other, no one dared give ¥ Not a man
words to the fear which was tugging hard at his labouring breath. § shadowy ter
Each man bent to his oar in this strange forced silence, till the ‘ deserted hin
toil was over of rounding the headland and the boat glided into : shadowed su
smoother water ; then the crew rested and waited in the silent 1 The shock
darkness for some guiding voice or sound. : knelt by his

“To starboard, lads |” said Harold. ¢ There lies the Alert; ' ment. Whe
she hears us—she has put up a light.” . one over whi

His tone was calm, yet it vibrated with that living thrill which ; “We did 1
in moments of deep excitement threads the human voice with a : voice.
fire that burns upon the ear and heart. “1 am ver

[n another moment or two they were along side the cutter, and ; thought you
a voice hailed them, asking who they were. have met yo

“ Boat from Langarth,” answered Harold—*‘ come for Mr. ! misfortune, a
Carbonellis.” . “Yes?™ s
“%There was no reply ; the sailor who had hailed them drew back, ' “] am ext
and, after a slight stir and whispered talk; an officer took his : details now ;
place and leanéd over the bulwarks. y_og:imply tl
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“You are come for Mr. Carbonellis,” he said, in a grave voice.
“ Yes, I am thankful you have arrived in time, otherwise, bound
to obey orders as we are, we must have taken him to sea with
us. Anticipating that, we have done what we could in a rough
way.”

But here he stopped, and, turning away, gave some orders
in a, voice inaudible to H(unl(l and his crew. After a short
interval, which yet seemed terrible in length, the tramp of men
was heard, and Harold saw the officer stand aside bare-headed,
while others grouped around him uncovered also. Then a pro-
cession of four men came forward, bearing something dark and
long between them.

“ Are you ready ?” demanded the officer, his grave face once
more leaning towards the boat from the gangway.

“ Ay, ay, sir ! ” was the answer.

Ready for what? No one asked the question. Every heart
was beating loud, every face was pale. Harold stood up bare-
headed and speechless. In another instant there was lowered
amongst them and caught by trembling hands a rough and light
coffin, unlidded. Within it lay the corpse of Tristram Carbon-
ellis—the moonlight showed them his dead face, shining on it as
it shines on ice.

The expectation of some great horror had sat upon them all,
paralysing speech ; but imagination ever falls short of reality.
Not a man there whose heart had quivered that night under
shadowy terrors but felt now that hope had never entirely
deserted him ; still his gloomiest forebodings had never fore-
shadowed such a sight as this.

The shock was terrible. Unable for a time to speak, Harold
knelt by his dead friend in overwhelming anguish and bewilder-
ment. When he raised his face, it was nearly as white as the
one over which he had bent.

“We did not know of this,” he said, in an unnaturally calm
voice.

“T am very sorry if that is the case,” returned the officer. “T
thought you had heard the truth from our boat, which must
have met you at the head of the harbor. It is a very sad
misfortune, and it happened in a strange way.”

“Yes?” said Harold interrogatively.

“1 am extremely sorry, but I fear I cannot give you all the
details now ; we are under orders to sail at once. I can oniy tell

)

you simply that it was an accident.”
"~
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“ Was he shot ?” asked Harold. ¥ face of a fri
“Yes—a pistol went off we scarcely know how. The poor : eannot und
young fellow who caused the accident is quite delirious with ¥ his sister ar
grief and horror. 1 doubt if he will ever recover the shock—his 3 “J am hc
nerves are so shaken. The poor lad is only eighteen.” 8 tily.
Harold heard this in silence ; at that moment he had no pity 3 “ But you
for the innocent slayer of Estrild’s brother. 3 “I have s
Perceiving this, the officer drew back, and a short colloquy ?; time now to
ensued between him and the commander, who was pacing the i delaying to
deck. It was the latter who now came to the gangway ; and, 3 He turne
removing his cap, he stood bare-headed before the pale presence =~ W instantly fol
on which he looked down. 8 gangway ag:
“You are anxious to hear particulars of this sadly fatal . “I wolld
affair,” he said, in a grave voice which seemed to hide anger % moment you
rather than grief.  For my own part, I regret hitterly that I b “You are
ever yielded to Mr. Carhonellis’s entreaty, and permitted him to 8 old, his voice
come on board-my ship.” % upon then tc
Anger broke his voice here, and he half turned on his heel, “ His Maj
but faced the dire result of his imprudence again with a slight 8 if I am abl
shrug of impatience. 8 quite ready 1
“ Mr. Carbonellis was very excited, very eager to join us, and, ¢ “ And you
having given me some information useful to the service, I felt B ted this mu
myself scarcely at liberty to refuse his request. I assure you there 8 wrath that i
is no one can deplore this fatal result more than I do.” 8 of alittle gr
He paused, as if thinking he had said enough. To express re- 4 Among the
gret, to confess that even some degree of blame might be thrown B and, peering
on him, appeared to his mind—perhaps as captain of a ship—the 8 two sailors st
height of magnanimity. But to Harold his speech seemed selfish 8 “There ha
and cruel, as it showed that he was considering the terrible event % fortune,” said
only in the light in which it affected himself. The cutting down § for a moment
of a young and happy life, the grief and horror awaiting the @ turned once 1
opening of Estrild’s eyes to the light, were sorrows that had not » 8 up. Poor bo
touched his heart. And these regrets and this half-expressed be unpardona
self-reproach told in act nothing of the truth that Harold was ' “If I had
burning to know. Was he holding back an explanation pur- % “You are
posely ! Was there something with regard to this dire event % “Olver,” ir
which he was striving to hide ? 3 me your namd
The suspicion sent & hot throb of indignation through Harold’s “James Ai
veins. . B commander of
“I can understand,” he said—and his voice grew deep and “ Thank yo
angry—*‘that you feel some grief in looking down on the dead W8 coroner will |

’,-vvh - -

[



The poor
pus with
1ock—his

1 no pity

colloquy
wing the
ay ; and,

presence

lly fatal
le anger
y that I
d him to

his heel,
| & Sllght

us, and,
ce, I felt
rou there

press re-
) thrown
1ip—the
d selfish
)le event
ag down
ting the
had not
cpressed
rold was
ion pur-
re event

Harold’s

eep and
he dead

FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 85

face of a friend who has met his death on board your ship, but 1
gannot understand \\h_y you are holding byfck the details due to
his sister and myself.”
“ [ am holding back nothing, sir,” retfirned the other haugh-
tily.

“ But you have told me nothing,” reforted Harold in anger.

“I have said it was an accident—a pre accident.
time now to enter into details. I am ihfring
delaying to parley with you so long.”

He turned, and in a stentorian voice fave an order, which was
instantly followed by the hoisting of a sail. Then he came to the
gangway again.

] wold advise you to getout of the way,” he said ;*“in a
moment your boat will be in dnngm.

“You are aware that there will be an inquest,” returned Haf
old, his voice quivering with indignation ; and you will be called
upon then to give the information which you refuse me now.”

“ His \1:1]('%\' s service comes before all other duties, sir: but,
if T am able to return to port in time for the inquest, 1 shall be
quite ready to give all the information in my power.”

“ And you will also have to give up the man who has commit-
ted this murder,” said Harold, in a firm tone, so full of loud
wrath that it }’)dh.\(‘(l over the captain’s head and reached the ears
of a little group of men standing near the mainmast.

Among these there was a sudden movement, a sudden cry ;
and, peering through the dim light, Harold fancied that he saw
two sailors stoop and lift a prostrate figure, which they bore aw: ay.

“There has been no murder, but only a sad, a de ])lm.d le mis-
fortune,” said the captain, in a shaken voice, as, after glancing
for a moment in the direction whence the cry had proceeded, he
turned once more towards Harold : “and I have no man to give
up. Poor boy ; heis but a child! Your cruel accusation would
be unpardonable if—if——"

“If I had not cause for making it,” mtmpowd Harold fiercely.

“You are unjustifiably angry \lr —Mr.—

“Olver,” interposed Harold ng ain.  “ Perhaps you will
me your name ?’

“James Armstrong, lieutenant in his Majesty’s Navy, and
commander of his cutter the Alert.”

“Thank you,” said Harold. “I am glad of your name, as the
coroner will know whom to summon as a witness when the in
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quest is held. Now I demand the name of the member of yout

crew, whether man or boy, whose hand did this ghastly deed.”

As Harold said this he stood with one foot on the thwart of
the boat, his face, which had paled with anger, standing out white
as snow against the black side of the ship. Above him stood
Captain Armstrong, with face equally white and mien more de
termined ; but his gaze passed over Harold, and. was fixed on the
pale silent figure of Tristram Carbonellis.

“In that presence, Mr. Olver”—and he pointed towards it
“I will not quarrel with you ; neither will 1, at your insolent re-
quest, give you the name of any man or boy among my crew, now
under my command, in this ship. The morning is breaking ; |
bid you good day, sir; our interview is ended.”

“You are screening an assassin !” shouted Harold, as Mr.
Armstrong turned away. “ But even the captain of a ship has
to live under the law of the land.”

“ On shore maybe, sir,” interposed one of Harold’s crew, “but
not at sea ; and the captain is off to sea in a moment ! Give way,
lads, 6r we shall be run down.”

This was true enough ; for the Alert swung round as he spoke,
her black prow threatening to engulf them ; and, with oars hur
riédly dipped in the water, they had to labor hard to escape the
danger of being cut down.

Harold sat by his dead friend, his heart swelling with silent
indignation and grief ; he dared not attempt speech, lest he should
burst into tears like a woman.

But the men were less reticent, and, as they cleared the path
of the cutter, which dashed forward proudly with sails set, they
broke out with a yell of hatred, a groan of horror and disgust,
which passed far over the sea after the departing ship.

“Ah,” roared young Prior, as he clinched his fist and shook it
towards the figures faintly visible on the deck, “ you are hiding a
murderer among you ; and, unless you cast him out like Jonah,

you are doomed men ! Your ship will go to the bottom as sure as
there’s God’s light in the sky.” '

‘“ Well, now, if the Squire—poor dear young man—had only
stuck to his friends, this wouldn’t never ha’ happened,” observed
another of the crew. “This comes of standin’ by sich gashly
trash as Preventive men—Crumell’s dogs and Sarrasins.”

“Cromwell’s dogs” and “Saracens” are terms bestowed by

Cornish folk on vile and obnoxious individuals ; and at another
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time Harold might have smiled to hear these epithets hurled thus
at the whole Preventive service.

“ It is certain,” he said thoughtfully, *that your master was
not killed in any fair fight with smugglers, or Captain Armstrong
would only too gladly have said so.”

« Killed by smugglers ! cried two or three of the men indig-
nantly. “There edn’t no cowards among they! Though the
.\'quir'v did turn agin ’em, and forgit all the years—times out of
mind—when the Carbonellises were friends to the fair traade, yet
there wadn’t a man among 'em who would ha’ touched a hair of
his head.” \ : i

Harold believed this, Wild, daringj.and, brave the Cornish
smugglers had ever proved themselves to be, but their worst
foes could bring no accusation against them of cruel assassina-
tions, secret murders, and revengeful deeds, such as had occurred
on other coasts among men of rougher breed.

“No smuggler’s hand has taken that dear life !” said young
Prior, as his eyes grew dark and angry. “It is some villain
aboard this ship that has done it ; and the captain is screening
him and hiding him, and helping his flight to another land this
very minute, while we with broken hearts are taking home the
corpse his wicked hand has made. Look there, comrades,” he
added, turning suddenly to the east—‘ there’s the blessed sun
rising out of the sea ; and, so sure as that sun will travel up the
sky, and go down into the sea again in the west, so surely will
that man’s life end in blood. He may escape this time, but
judgment will overtake him at the last.”

A.general assent ran from lip to lip,. mingled with a groan -of
righteous wrath at the remembrance that the slayer was escaping
safely now, at this awful moment, while they, with weary woful
hearts and hands, were laboring in a heavy sea to bring a dead
master to his home and lay him before his sister’s face.

Every thought of Estrild and her coming agony brought a pang
of sheer physical pain to Harold’s heart. How should he break the
truth to her? How should he meet her and lead her to face this pale
burden, once her dear living, loving brother ? He could not think it
out ; he could form no plan of action ; he felt he must leave it all
to chance, and hope that with the terrible moment would come the
inspiration of words of comfort. His own mind was dazed, con-
fused, deadened by the very excess of his grief, and there was no
clear remembrance in his brain of the imperfect narrative given
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him by the officers of the Alert. Hence, as the boat was rowed
on swiftly beneath the grey dawn and on the tumbling sea, his
thoughts, like the rolling waves, rose and fell and reached no aim
and struck no shore. All within him was a heaving darkness,
thought on thought heaped confusedly, with only here and there
a flash of light showing him the goal of pain towards which he
floating. -

As the light grew clearer, so did the burden they bore grow
before their eyes a larger, crueller, ghastljer-thing to carry home
beneath the morning sun. While the darkness lasted they had
talked of it, looked down on it, and wondered over it, but, now
that the sun was shining on that white face, all eyes were averted
from it, and a solemn awe fell upon their anger, softening it to
grief for the living more than for the dead.

The green heights of Langarth were gleaming in the sun, and
the smooth beach of white sand at the foot of its rugged cliffs lay
glistening like crisp snow in its beams, when the boat crept in
guiltily on top of the crested waves. As she neared the shore,
the men’s weary hands wavered and shook, their strokes grew
slower and slower, the oars went down into the tumbling waves
and rose agam as uselessly as though they were but straws play-
ing in the water.

Harold saw the hesitation of the crew, and roused himself to
speak.

“ I will land,” he said, “ and go up to the house first, and pre-
pare Miss Carbonellis to bear the shock ; meanwhile you must
remain here—a little under the cliff if possible—till I return or
send you directions.” .

“All right, sir,”” answered the young| man Michael Prior.
“ But, when you speak to Miss Estrild, please, sir, be mindful
not to lay this crime to the charge of his own people. You won’t
forget, sir, what the officer said who spoke with us first—how
‘twas some one——some boy, he.said—aboard the ship that did it ?”

Harold turned on him a bewildered gaze ; it required an effort
to bring this back to his recollection—to hold indeed anything
upon his mind but the one overwhelming thought that he had to
see Estrild and tell her the terrible truth.

“I will remember,” he answered hurriedly. “ T will take care,
Michael, not to confoynd the innocent with the guilty. Now
row to the landing-place as quickly as you can.”

This lay within a tigg cove, crescent-shaped, on either side of
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which huge cliffs stretched their sheltering arms, breaking the
force of the great waves that rushed upon them from the outside
sea. In this little bay the waves ran in with a glad sound and
broke softly on its white shining sands, while the cliffs above
were green and fragrant with many kinds of sea herbage. Down
the face of the cliff, winding among rocks and bushes of golden
gorse and broom and white hawthorn, ran a zigzag narrow
path, worn by many feet, and cut in the old times before the
memory of man.

As the boat rounded the jagged peaked height on the eastern
side, and came in full view of this sequestered cove, lovely in the
morning sun, its shining sands smiling at the inrushing of the
soft glorious sea, Harold’s heart misgave him ; the gladness, the
joy, the life that seemed springing from earth and sea and sky
were too bitter a contrast, and for a moment his head sank upon
his hands and all around him grew dark as night.

He raised his eyes to see Estrild coming slowly down the
winding path, with face turned seawards and gaze fixed wonder-
ingly on the hoat.

The men saw her, and every oar instantly stopped its stroke.
Then Harold and Michael rose by one impulse, and stood before
the coffin to screen it from her sight. But they were too late.
The slight figure they were watching stopped suddenly and
gazed at them with wild eyes ; then a piercing shriek rang over

the sea, and they saw her throw her armns upward and fall upon
the path.

CHAPTER VI,

When Estrild returned to consciousness, Harold was leaning
over her; and his eyes met hers so full of tender anxiety and
love that her first impulse was to reassure him by saying faintly —

“I am well—quite well ; do not be alarmed for me.”

Then she half rose, leaning on his arm, and turned a quick
frightened glance towards the, sea.

[t lay spread out before her, a divine expanse of blue, the
deep mirror of a cloudless day, its swelling waves bearing for-
ward softly to the shore only the innocent whiteness of the spray,
which adorned their long ridges like sparkling jewels or rose like
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snowdrops from their liquid green. Across the whole heaving " At last a
field, from the soft rush of the waves on the white sands to where 3 face, and H
they dashed upwards against the blue dip of the sky at the hori- from his lips
zon, no black speck of boat or hull of ship was visible. B fixed gaze f

With a quick passionate sigh Estrild turned her eyes from the “So you }
blue solitude of the sea, and fixed them in questioning pain on '_ he was your
Harold’s face. A ot Est;'ild,’

“I saw the boat,” she said ; “and—and there was something 8 ... wild wit
in it I could not understand. It frightened me—I think I 8 “You ha
fainted. That was because such a dreadful fancy seized me ; but B from his em

-but it could have been only a delusion. The sun was in my g brought him
eyes, and it seemed to lift up a face from the boat. Oh, Harold, The horril
Harold, you are not speaking - you are not telling me it is buta 8 4, stupefyin;

dream !” = unreason.

“ My dear, dear Estrild, try to be brave,” | nerved hims

“ No, no ; there is no need for courage. After a night of ter- B taken.
ror, one is full of fancies ; and the sun dazzled me, and the sea- 3 “« Come h¢
mist wreathed itself into a strange shape. Harold, speak !” 8 will tell you

“My dearest, I cannot speak to deceive you ; what you saw & She rose
was no delusion.” 8 accepting his

The girl gazed at him with face growing to the hue of snow, W silent: \ﬁ,i]e
yet onoe more she grappled with a last faint hope—once more B night of sorr
she refused to believe the truth. J “So he wa

“Then some poor man is killed,” she said: “and you are B done.
cruel not to assure me that Tristram is safe on board the cutter.” “1 hope nc

“ My darling, how can I dare mock you with false hopes ? You W and the youn,
yourself saw our sorrowful burden only too plainly. I wishT S8 }is death occt
could have spared you the pain ; but you looked down from the & “ But you
height into the boat, and the sun was shining on all that ® insolent, and
there is left of the truest, kindest, bravest heart that ever beat.” 8 rough resolve

There was no answer now ; she slipped from his arm to the “1t is trie-
ground, and sat there with eyes turned seawards, and a frozen S8 relut antly.
look of white sorrow on her face, which made her seem a statue, 3 “ Are you t
all thought and feeling fixed in stone. B scorn.

Harold knelt by her side in silence, in patience mastering his 3 “ My dear,
fears, waiting till she should turn to him for comfort. The mo- 3 “Pity ! ” re
ments went by hot with agony, and yet slow and cold as water 8 10t to his assa
and time are to a drowning man. Harold racked his very heart 4 “My dear ]
meanwhile for words of consolation ; but grief and horror choked & “You are !
speech. Language seemed to him now as light and vain as the | with a hot col
withered leaves which the wind caught up and swirled away on a your pity and
contemptuous breath.
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At last a faint color rose in the stony whiteness of Estrild’s
face, and Harold, watching it, felt a deep sigh of relief break
from his lips ; but she did not seek for comfort or remove her
fixed gaze from the sea.

“So you have let him die,” she said bitterly and slowly ; “and
he was your friend and my brother !”

*“ Estrild,” he cried, striving to put his arm around her, “you
are wild with grief—you know not what you are saying !”

“You have let him die!” she repeated, freeing herself coldly
from his embrace. ** You went out to save him, and you have
brought him home dead! Do you expect me to be grateful ?”

The horrible cruelty of her words struck Harold like a blow,
so stupefying his senses that for a moment he did not see their
unreason. Then a strange rush of pity came over him, as he
nerved himself to bear this new strange shape that her grief had
taken.

“(Come home with me,” he said gently; “and as we walk I
will tell you all that has happened—so far as I know it myself.”

She rose at his bidding, without looking at him, without
accepting his offered help, and walked by his side cold, pale, and
silent; while he poured out fast and eagerly the story of the past
night of sorrow.

“So he was murdered?” she said calmly, when the tale was
done,

“I hope not, Estrild, Bear in mind that Captain Armstrong
and the young officer who first spoke to me both declared that
his death occurred through an accident.”

“But you have said that one of those men was rude and
insolent, and appeared to you to be holding back the truth with
rough resolve ! ”

“It is true—he did give me that impression,” Harold answered
relut antly.

‘“ Are you too screening him ?” Estrild asked, with mournful
scorn.,

“ My dear, dear love, you have no pity in your grief !”

“Pity | ” returned the girl. “I give my pity to my brother,
not to his assassin.”

“My dear Estrild, who is pitying him ?”

“You are !” she answered, flashing her eyes on him at last,
with a hot color rushing over her white face. “I have noted
your pity and sympathy in every word you have uttered.”

\

-
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Harold stood still in his walk, his heart beating painfully.
Could it be possible that thére was some truth in her accusa-
tion! Was his soul stirred within him with pity for the young
unknown hand that had wrought such misery, or was it only the
natural reaction of his feelings rebelling against Estrild’s in-
justice? At all events, he owned inwardly, with a speechless
moan, that his sympathy had for an instant flown from her to
follow the departing ship, and hover over an agony greater, he
fancied, than this cold stony grief of hers, He had looked for
the tears, the sorrow, the softness of a woman whom he loved
and could have comforted ; but when grief turned her to stone
he found not a word within his hurt soul which he could speak
tenderly.

" “You cannot answer me,” she continued, with increasing
bitterness. “ You have owned that Captain Armstrong was
tl'olﬁ)lod, not for Tristram, but for his slayer. And, to save him
from the consequences of his deed, he has sailed away whither
we know not.”

“But, Estrild, he was under orders to sail,” Harold said, with
a little shade of hardness in his voice,

“How do we know that? We have only his word for it,”
she answered sharply.

‘ Surely a gentleman would not lie to me at such a time !”

“ Not to save some one he loved ! Oh, you do not know yet
what love can do !”

Her lip quivered as she spoke, and for the first time a softer
look stole over her marble face. :

Harold was touched ; the pain he had felt at her words passed
away—he longed again to comfort her.

“ Love will not make a man lie, Estrild—at least I hope not—
though perhaps it might a woman. Believe me, Captain Arm-
strong spoke truly. Duty comes first to man in his position ; he
was compelled to obey orders, and the ship will return soon.”
“’Ah, but not with the assassin of my brother on board !” she
said, with scornful emphasis. * He will never be seen in Corn-
wall again—-he will be left safely in some other land.”

Harold could not gainsay this—his own suspicions did but echo
her words ; yet he tried faintly to argue against them.

“My dear Estrild, why imagine this unhappy lad anxious to
ggcape when innocent of all guiit? He cannot be punished for
an accident, no matter how fatal or terrible.”
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As Harold said this, they had both reached the top of the
ascent, and there lay before them the long green sweep of the
park, (lntted with noble trees, and, at the head of a far-reaching
slope, the old mansion of Langarth standing with its shadows
speechless round about it, as though sleeping pe: a.u-iull) in the morning sun.
e Rk _ At this sudden swht; of her home, coming upon her in its new
seater, he W aspect, as llldbtel]ebb and desolate, tlw hardne».) of ]’j‘h.tll]d 8 gngf
® gave way, a sharp cry escaped her, and, trembling visibly, she hid
her face in her hands. But she sought for no comfort from her
lover. She stood aloof from him and, without the relief of tear
or sob, battled with her passionate agony until she became calm
again.

Harold stood by in wondering speechless sorrow, not daring to
offer her a word of consolation ; he felt she would have thrust all
such words aside as importunate, and worthless as the dust which
the wind scattered in their path.

He ventured to come close to her, almost to touch her arm ;

R % then hep hands fell from her face, showing it very pale and reso-
aid, with o
lute.

“Give me a moment,” she said, in a low quiet voice. “Then
I will answer your argument.”

“There is no need, Estrild. Why should we argue? Why
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v e passionately. “ Will you not hurry homewards and then lie

down and try to sleep "

“ You mistake me strangely if you think I could do that. I
never supposed you would misinterpret my duty in such a way.”

*“Oh, Estrild, Estrild, you make things very hard and bitter for
me !” Harold un('d )l(‘l(llll" at last to the angry dismay filling
heart and mind.

Bl By She looked at him as if not comprehending his words, and then
oou.”, ' spoke as though she ]m(,l not heard them.
rd!” she B “ Where is t,he boat ?” she said, turning suddenly seawards and

: shading her eyes with her hand. “Where have you hidden
Tristram? When I fainted you told the men to hide from my
sight.”

*“I wished to spare you, Estrild,” returned Harold, his voice
quivering with emotion and tenderness he vainly hoped to hear
in hers,

“You do not understand me,” she said, passing her hand over
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should we speak at all on this dreadful subject ?” asked Harold
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childish sparing of feelings for me now. I have to act, not weep
or wail or shut my eyes in sleep because there are sad sights to
look on. You have not answered me. Where is he? Where
is my dead brother ?”

Without an attempt again to soothe, to comfort, or to spare
her, Harold replied to her appeal in the simplest words.

“I ordered the men to hide beneath the cliff and wait there
till I gave them a signal that they might come on to the house.”

“Then give the signal now. Tristram and I will enter Lan-
garth together,” she said. “1 will wait here for him.”

Harold looked at her face—the face he had thought the
tenderest and sweetest in the world—and he saw that it was
white and unflinching, and he knew that all expostulation would
be vain.

“ As you will,” he answered ; and, going to the verge of the
cliff, he fluttered his handkerchief in the wind and called aloud
on Michael’s name,

But there was no response.

“ They cannot hear you or see the signal from this point,”
Estrild said impatiently ; and, hefore he could stretch out his
hand to hold her back, she had sprung to the giddy verge of an
overhanging rock and stood there unflinching, with a sheer
precipice of two hundred feet between her and the sea.

With an agony indescribable Harold saw’ her slight figure

sway upon this dreadful height, as she leaned over "the verge
striving to descry the boat. He stood immovable, not daring to
approach her lest his steps should ‘startle her and cause hel to
los:: her balance. So he watched in breathless anguish, till at
last she drew back and turned her face towards him with a wan
piteotis smile.

“They have seen me,” she said—* they are coming.”

“Oh, Estrild, come back to the path! Leave the cliff, I
entreat you!” he cried. .

“They are lifting him very gently,” she answered, leaning
over the verge again. “They will not hurt him.”

“ Estrild, Estrild, I implore you, come away ! ”

She waved her hand in an impatient negative ; his tortured
cry did but pass over her head like the wing of some importunate
bird not worthy of thought or heed.

He feared to speak again, for she was leaning so far over the
precipice that, to his excited fancy, the movement of a leaf
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804 whep : might suffice to fling her beyond the verge into the depths below.
S'gh,ts s ; At length, with a heavy sigh of relief, he saw her raise herself
Where ; from her bending attitude and stand erect for just a moment,
with gaze still fixed downward ; then she turned slowly from the
. pary 4 sea and came towards him.

- y “1 could not come away till I saw he was safe. They have

at t}wrf’; 3 placed him on the sands now,” she said.
B house. 3 Her voice was less firm, her lips were quivering visibly.
iter Lan- . Harold noted these tokens of returning softness thankfully. He
3 took her hand and strove to lead her gently towards Langarth ;
ught the 1 but she drew back, saying, with an instant return of firmness——

b 16 wae 4 “ Not without him. I shall wait here for Tristram. It is a
»n would . 3§ steep ascent, but he will not be long in coming. They will carry
™ him willingly ; they all loved him.”
© of the 3 She sat down upon a bank of heather, her hands in her lap,
ed aloud : her eyes fixed on the narrow path before her with a strange
glistening expectation in them which was dreadful to see.
Ly , Harold looked as her with such a mingling of grief and pain
8 point, : and wistful jealousy in his heart that he could scarcely refrain
- out his W giving vent to the musings of his vexed spirit. Her words,
ge of an ] “They all loved him,” rang in his ears. Yes it was true—they
a sheer % all loved him. He himself would have given his life for him
- 3 willingly ; and his sister loved him so dearly, so terribly, that
it figure = 8§ now she was angry because he had not died in Tristram’s stead.
he verge A And she could not bear to look into his face because he was
aring to W alive and well and her brother was coming up the path, a dead
e her to 4 man. Oh, it was true, and it was bitter! And the poor love
, till at i she had given him, which had flitted out of her heart now, was a
h a wan - mere pale shadow compared with the strongrooted love which
had grown about her life for years. Ah, he had no place in her
! grief for Tristram, no place in her thoughts, which were all
cliff, T % wound about the white face coming slowly, slowly up the toil-
. 1 some path towards her !
leaning “Itis a long way, and I cannot hear their steps yet,” said
Egtrild, her voice breaking on his bitter musing and rousing him
3 as from some painful dream. “I want to tell you quickly,
lortured 3 before they come, what I think and feel about—about that man
rtunate 3 you pity.”
s “ My dear Estrild, why should we talk of him with anger !’
ver the @ asked Harold wearily. * Let us leave him to the law.”
a leaf : “ Which will not touch him. No, I must tell you what I feel.
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[ have thought it out; I understand it now. The man was
guilty, If he were innocent, Captain Armstrong would have
given him up to you. He would have said, ¢ Here 4s the man;
he is willing to stand any investigation, any inquiry—let him bq
a prisoner till he is proved guiltless.” Harold you have not done
your duty by me and by Tristram. You should have seized that
man. Now he has escaped us forever.”

Her head sank upon her hands, but only for an instant ; and,
when she raised it, she fixed her tearless eyes as before on the
steep path.

Harold felt her words to be hard and unjust indeed ; her
reasoning as to the guilt of the unknown might have truth in it,

but there was none in her assertion that he ought to have seized
the man.

“Could I board a King’s ship and arrest,one of the crew by

force ?” he asked angrily.

“ Perhaps not,” said Estrild, in a weary voice. ‘ But there
will be no rest on earth for me till he be found. Oh, if I could
but see him once—only once be assured that he is a human
being ! ” :

“ Estrild,” exclaimed Harold, startled more even by her
strange tone than by her words, “ of what are you thinking?”

“ Hark ! ” she cried, starting to her feet. “ Do you hear what
they are singing?”

Yes; Harold heard and grew pale. It was the sad wild air
that had haunted him through his night journey—it was the
“ Crusaders’ Chant,” sung in soft, mellow Cornish voices to the
words of a burial hymn.

¢ Bing from the chamber to the grave '—
Thus did the dead man say ;
¢ A sound of melody I crave
Upon my burial day.

¢ ¢ Sing sweetly as you travel on,
And keep your footsteps slow ;
The angels sing where I am gone, .
And you should sing below.’ ”

The cortege was in sight now many feet below them still,
winding slowly up the path and hidden sometimes by its abrupt
turns or by the rocks and bushes that lined its jagged side.

“ Are the men mad,” said Harold to himself, “that they sing
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at such ‘a time as this, and to that tune™of all others in the
world 1”7

Estrild divined his thoughts, and turned her ashen-grey face
at once towards him.

“ Do not stop them,” she said. “It is a Cornish custom to
sing in bearing the dead. Let them sing on—they are doing
tieir best to comfort me.”

And surely the mournful chant had brought comfort, for tears
were in her eyes and the bitter hardness of her voice had broken
into tenderness. !

“ But | feared this singing to that strange air,” Harold began ;
but she held up her hand to stop him.

“Wae sing it always when a Carbonellis dies in—in this way.
Prior must have told them who rode to Langarth last night.”

“ My dear, dear Estrild —"

“ Ah, I cannot talk—I cannot answer you!” she cried, in a
dreadful whisper. ‘ He is coming—he is very near! Hush!
Let us listen.”

“¢Then bear me gently to my grave,
And, as you pass along,
Remember 'twas 10y wish to have
A pleasant funeral song.’”

The men were close upon them now, four of them carrying the
rough coffin—Cdrnish way—by the hand, not on the shoulder.
Every head was uncovered.

Estrild stood up, and Harold put his arm around her ; then,
with a burst of weeping for which he thanked Heaven, she clung
to him ; and after one look, she hid her face on his shoulder from
the sight before her.

Solemnly the men passed on, too pitiful to look upon her grief

only the deeper tone of their voices told that their hearts were
with her in her sorrow.

‘¢ Bo earth to earth and dust to dust;
And, though my flesh decay,
My soul will sing among the just
Until the Judgment Day.’”

Pitiful and brave the men lifted up their voices and rolled the
hymn strong, great and victorious against the pale morning sky.
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Comfort and hope sprang out of the sound. FEven in death
man- is king, and the ecrown of life sits or his cold brow.

The ancient nail-studded door was set wide open, and servants hid innbddesios
lined.the hall as to receive a royal guest, as the young master of ;
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EsTrILD’S reproaches and her apparent coldness had stung her
lover to the heart. Yet in her last few words, which betrayed
the superstitious horror lurking amid her grief, and in the cling-
ing touch of her hands, as at lenfrth she turned to him for help,
he found a gleam of comfort. These things, like the straw upon
the river, showed him, as he believed, whither the current. of her
thoughts tended. The mystery shrouding her brother’s death
had lnou"ht down upon her like an avalanche all the hereditary
gloom and superstition of his house, and she was irritated that

" no tangible evidence could be brought forward to disprove

her 'a."(mm'(l fear that her brother had fallen a victim to a
dreadful power beyond all human ken. To have such a belief
forced upon her was hateful ; hence her irritation, hence her
bitter disappointment that the slayer of her brother was not
seized and brought before her eyes to disprove by his veritable
flesh-and-biood presence that the bounds of this world had not
been passed, and no spirit from the “other side” had stepped
across its awful threshold to compass his death}

As Harold sat gloomily alone in the library, striving to eat
the breakfast which Prior had set before him, he thus en(lo(uour
ed to thread the labyrinth of Estrild’s t,houghts and see in them
a cause of her bitter injustice to himself.

That her thoughts ran this way he felt sure; and it was no
argument against their strength and gloom to say that they were
unreasonable and morbid. No, they must be fought with and
conquered by a better way than wordy counsels against the folly
of superstition. Such counsels he knew would fall into the
dark vague terror of Estrild’s mind unheeded ; they would be p—
lost there as the light fall of a few flakes of snow is lost instantly “ There will
in the sea. So instead of words there must be deeds ; instead of “ Miss Estri
argument there must be proof. “What do
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The “ human being,”. as she had passionately said, who had
glain her brother must be brought before a Court of Justice, and
hi% innocence or his guilt be proved by undoubted human evi-
dence. In the eye of day, in the face of indubitable fact,the mists
of superstition would be chased from her mind, and his own love
would be herself again.

The tender joy of the hope touched him almost to tears, and he
forgot for a moment the estrangement of Estrild’s looks and the
cold silence in which she had loft him ever since she had shut
the door against him and all the world, to be alone with her

rief.
. But was this a time for him to be angry because she chose to
weep alone and not in his arms 7~ Well, if she would not accept
comfort from him, she should-at least accept help. He would be
up and doing.

But, alas, the spirit may by willing, but the flesh is weak !
From the moment when he had stepped into the fated boat on
the Devonshire side of the Torpoint Passage he had not closed
his eyes in sleep ; and each hour of the twenty that had passed
since then had brought its share of weariness, excitement,danger,
and grief. Even now, as he forced himself to swallow food, he
felt the exhaustion of fatigue in every nerve, and with intense
sorrow he was fain to confess that an hour or two of rest was a
necessity before he would be fit for the work that he had set
himself to do. Meanwhile he would question old Prior as to the
best course to pursue. He knew the people and the place,
and would tell him to whom he ought to apply for aid in
his enterprise.

“Yes, sir, | understand youn,” said the old man, when Harold
had explained his project. ‘You want to hire a boat and pur-
sue \he cutter. Well, the best man to help you in that is an old pilot
called Daniel Pascoe ; he has a fast-sailing sea-worthy boat, and,
if any man can put you in the right way to catch the cutter, he
can.

“ Where does he live, Prior 1”

“Down to Langarth Churchtown, sirr My son shall show
you the way. Ah, Mr. Olver, there will 'be sad -changes here
now ! ”

“There will indeed, Prior,” returned Harold absently.

“ Miss Estrild will be in the power of a bad man, sir.”

“What do you mean 1” asked Harold turning to him now
with roused attention, D
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«T mean that Mr. Vicat is her guardian now ; and, if ever
there was a bad man that wore out good shoe-leather on God's

earth, he is one! T never thought to live to see Miss Estrild in
that man’s hands.”

* Vicat 1" repeated Harold anxiously. “I have heard of
him. He is roported rich, and he is related to the family, is he
not ?” '

¥  «QOnly by law, sir. His first wife was a sister of Mrs. Car-
bonellis. She died and left one son ; by his second wife he.has
other sons and daughters.”

Harold received this information as a matter of no great import-
ance. He could not imagine any mere uncle-in-law interfering
much in Estrild’s life, and, besides, in fourteen months she would
be of age, and free, he supposed, of guardianship.

«T think we need not be afraid of this Mr. Vicat, Prior,” he
said. “ A husband, you know, can stand between his wife and
a bad guardian.”

« Oh, sir, I hope the best ; but this is a sad day for us all, and
I fear it is only the beginning of misfortune!”

“ Now, look here, Prior,” returned Harold gravely—* I shall
be much annoyed if any talk of that kind reaches your young ¥
mistress’s ears. She has real sorrow enough without being trpubled %
I shall expoct &
you to keep all idle tales in the regions to which they belong. By- 8
the-bye, I thought we agreed that she was not to hear of the 3

by the superstitious fancies of ignorant people.

stranger who came to Langarth last night ?”

« Ah, sir, you and I hoped to keep that a secret ; but early this 3
morning, before daylight, the guard of the up-coach told the §
lodge-keeper all the story of thedark rider who outraced the |
Then, when the light rose, the woman came §
up here and saw Miss Estrild ; and she sent for me and asked if 3
that strange visitor had rung his warning note at our door. 1

mail last night !
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Harold heard this with an inward groan. Was it wonderful 58
that Estrild met him with a moody spirit tinged with all the |
superstitious gloom of her race ! And in his inmost heart, as he S8 ouse its ghost,
brooded now for a‘moment over the events of this black night, S8 cloud of such,
was he not obliged to own that a secret shadow of horror rested b wed by them ;
also on his own soul? The voice he had heard in the library as Swill shake thb ¢
he stood before the old picture might have been a delusion bor: Stime i
of his heated fancy ; but it was not the least strange that it ap-

“These Corn
0 himself, «!



nd, if ever
swr on God’s
g Estrild in

» heard of
umily, is he

Mrs. Car-

wife he.has

eat import-
interfering
; she would

Prior,” he
is wife and

us all, and

: — ¢ [ shall

ynur young 9§
ng tlpuhled i
shi all expoct 8
belong. By- 8
hear of the 5

it early this 3
sh told the §
atraced the §
oman came |

nd asked if §

ar door. 1
him, sir.”

t wonderful §
with all the §
heart, as he }
black night, §

orror rested 4

1e library as
glusion born
e that it ap-

FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 51

peared to him to be a Tristram’s voice ; and, if it should be
proved hereafter that this delusion came upnn hlm at the moment
of his friend s death, it would ever remain to him an unaccount-

able mystery. &Q
“ Well, Prior, T am sorry,” Harold id, “that this history
should have rmched your young mistress'and vexed her heart at
such a time. Doubtless it was this that made her go to the
beach ?”

“Yes, sir; and I thought to get there first and warn you of
her coming. But I was too late, though, knowing the tide was
out, I ran the shortest way through, the caves to the beach.”

Harold did not question the old man further; he perceived
mew that he had poured forth his story to the w*utm" crew, and
they, in spite of all they had heard at the cutter’s side, had in-
stantly accepted their master’s death as the supernntuml doom
which fell on+all his race. So they bore him up the cliff to the
air of the “Crusaders’ Chant,” the old sepulchral hymn which,
like the wail of a‘Sorrowful spirit, followed every Carbonellis to
his last home.

Harold felt now that in forcing Estrild to play this sad air to
him he had been cruel. He had thought to sweep away her
superstitious fancies by imposing on her this task ; but he per-
ceived now that it must have had the very opposite effect, and
the fact would strengthen all thé morbid terrors that filled her
mind. If she had only told him at what calamitous times this
sad chant was sung, then for worlds he would not have asked
her to ring it out beneath her white fingers., Yet he could under-
stand her snlence her unwillingness to let a single word of hers
strengthen her unseen terrors. He recalled the brave effort she
had made to play calmly and to lay no superstitious stress upon
the fact that she was playing the fateful music that a wildly
fanciful legendary people sang as the funeral hymn of her doom-
ed race.

“These Cornish folk are strangely superstitious,” said Harold
o himself. “ Every rock and wild heath has its legend, every
house its ghost, every mine its elf and goblin. Bloudxt up amid

cloud of such wild fancies, Estrild’s spirit must needs be shad-
bwed by them ; but T will take her away from all this. London
ill shake the cobwebs from her brain. As soon as this terrible
ime is over, I must persuade her to be my wife atonce. I am
esolved she shall not stay alone amid all the gloomy recollections
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of this old place. In London she will forget them. Ah, yes,
surely I shall make her forget them when she is all my own !”

The grating of wheels and the prancing of horses on the broad

gravel sweep without roused Harold from his reverie. He
glanced at the window and saw a post-chaise and four reeking
horses driven by two post-boys, so called, though they were, in
fact, lean and battered old men. One of these dismounted and
clamoured at the bell with clumsy hand.

The sound grated harshly on Harold’s vexed ears.

All his

thoughts rushed in pained fear to Estrild’s room ; the clang would &

startle her sense bodefully with new terrors.

“Now who can these blundering people be who pay us a visit 8

at such a time?’ he said to himself angrily. “ Prior will send
them away, of course.”

But no ; to his surprise he saw the old man, with strangely

scared look, open the chaise door and help a stout Jady to des- =

cend. A gentleman, also stout, with a florid handsome face, fol-
lowed her. Both entered the house.

In another moment, as Harold rose in angry amazement, Prior 8

had set the library door open and announced—
“Mr. and Mrs. Vicat !”

7

CHAPTER VIIL

gentleman came forward with great composure.
“Mr. Olver, I presume ?” he said, in a p&]pous voice.

Then, as Harold merely bowed in reply, he turned round to .

his wife.
“ My dear, let me introduce you to Mr. Olver.
greatly interested, in making his acquaintance.”
“] am glad to see you.
you know,” returned the lady, ina frightened way.
I wish it hadn’t happened.”

“My dear,” said Mr. Vicat, “pray reflect before you speak. |

Rebellion at all times is bad, but rebellion against Providence s i iece—"

really unpardonable.”

At this rebuke Mrs, Vicat pushed her chair nearer to the wall §

and sat there silent,

1'HE stout lady remained timidly near the door, ; but the florid §
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“This is a sad dispensation, sir,” continued her husband,
turning to Harold.

“To what are you alluding as a ‘dispensation’?” asked Har-
old, his anger and contempt breaking through his voice.

“1 allude, of course, to my nephew’s death, of which I have
just been informed by that dear, affectionate, familiar old Brea.-
ture, Prior ; but we went into no details. I presume it happened
about a week ago?”

“Tt happened last night,” said Harold, shortly.

“Dear me! Now that is strange—that is remarkable!. A
short illness, I suppose ?”

In his exasperation”and grief Harold rose and walked to the
window, and the question of Mr. Vicat’s was answered with his
back to that gentleman.

“There was no illness. My dear friend lost his life by an ac-
cident on board the revenue cutter. And I think,” continued
Harold, turning now and facing his interlocutor with indignant
mien, ‘ that this is not a time at which his sister can receive
visitors.”

“Quite so. I am glad to hear you say so,” returned Mr.
Vicat, with much satisfaction. “It relieves me, you see, of the
painful task of saying that at such $ad times a bereaved family

88 should be left to themselves.”

Harold grew white. He thrust his hands into his pockets,
for they tingled with a very natural desire to seize Mr. Vicat by
the collar and fling him outofthe window,and it required a strong
remembrance of Estrild and of the solemn stillness of that sacred
room above him to hold him back. With the thought of this in
his heart, he refrained and forced himself to speak quietly.

“1 acknowledge no right in you, Mr. Vicat, to question my
presence here. My position with regard to Miss Carbonellis
makes it a duty on my part to remain to protect her and carry
out her wishes,”

“My dear sir, I am qujte aware of your position ; but it ap-
pears to me you are in amazing ignorance of mine,” returned Mr.
Vicat, with exceeding suavity. “ Now don’t let us quarrel, but
permit me to state the case simply. Miss Carbonellis is my
niece—"

“ By marriage—by law only,” interposed Harold, sharply.

‘““Granted, by law ; but T am her guardian also by law, and,
my nephew heing dead, I am now her sole guardian; and I am
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also sole executor and sole trustee under her father’s will,” re-
sponded Mr. Vicat, rolling out his words with slow unction.
“This is the position in which the law places me.’

He paused a moment here as if awaiting some contradiction ;
but Harold was in no condition to give him any; he was in
absolute ignorance relative.to the truth or untruth of this state-
ment. Seeing him silent, Mr. Vicat continued, in the same ex-
asperating soft way

“1 have said sufficient, Mr. Olver, to show you that until my
niece comes of age—which will not be until she is twenty-fivé.—
I have a perfect right to question anyone’s presencg in this
house. But—don’t mistake me ”—putting up his hand to stop
Harold’s speech—* I have no desire to do so with regard to your-
self. In this, asin all other things, I shall consult my dear
niece’s w1shes and I hope she and I shall always be of one
mind.”

“The man is lying,” said Harold, to himself bitterly. ¢ My

poor darling, she shall escape from this thralldom quickly ! Once

r”

my wife, I defy him to mJux@ her !
This was the young man’s thought, and it brought a quick fire
into his eyes, and firmness to his voice.
“ Excuse me, Mr. Vicat,” he said dryly, “but I shall await

some confirmation of your statements from Miss Carbonellis be- |

fore I accept them as correct.”

“] can pardon your doubts, Mr. Olver.
are only very slightly a,cquamted with my niece’s family affairs,
or, indeed, with herself.”

w3 have been engaged to Estrild .for six months,”
Harold,

years.”

“ My dear sir, I know the whole history of your acquaintance |

” and Mr. Vicat waved his hand toward him as if dis-
as a mere bagatelle,

with her,
missing the matter

introduced to her for the first time.
twenty months ago.
brother in their excursion to Switzerland ;
that tour that the engagemont you speak of took place.
believe I am correct. Of course, as coguardian with her brother,
it was my duty to ascertain all these facts ; and there was a dif-
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fference of opinion between him and me respecting them. He

did not tell you that?”

“No ;I never heard him mention your name,” and Harold’s
voice shook slightly as he spoke.

A rush of indignant feeling, mingled with a thousand recollec-

MW tions of that sweet and tender time when his love was young,

had for a moment so quivered round his heart that’ he could not
command himself to speak firmly.

“ Ah, poor Tristram was always very reticent as to his family
onnections,” observed Mr. Vicat, rubbing his ‘hands together
omplacently as he regarded Harold’s evident discomposure.

“ And so is Estrild,” broke in Mrs. Vicat, suddenly. “I am
gure I never was so surprised as when she sent for us.”

“Sent for you!” echoed Harold, staring in intense amazement
t the hitherto silent awkward figure that had now broken forth
nto this strange utterance.

“ Did you suppose we had come without an invitation?” de-

“I certainly did,” returned Harold, “and, in spite of Mrs
"icat’s assertions, [ shall continue to suppose so.”

“ Well, I don’t wonder to hear you say that,” burst ogt Mrs,
"icat, with a childish laugh, “for it was such a queer inzit;ttion
hat I hardly knew how to take it myself.”

“My dear, my dear,” expostulated her hushand, “you permit

yourself at times to make such strange remarks that realiy I

hall be obliged to you if you keep silent. There was nothing
pxtraordinary, I assure you, Mr. Olver, in my niece’s invitation
bxcept, perhaps, that she might have written it, instead of send-
ng a stranger to our house to say that our presence was needed
ere immediately.”

“Yes, a most singular person, who would not give any name,
and who made me quite nervous,” said Mrs. Vicat, hurrying her
ords out with great speed, as evidently in fear of a sudden
heck. ‘1 had been dozing on the sofa, and I awoke with sort
pf feeling that some one was looking at me like—like— What’s
hat thing in poetry, my dear, that kills people? Oh, 1 know—

basilisk—yes, like a basilisk! Well, and I was all of a shiver,
nd he was standing opposite to me ; and wher I stared at him,
he said :

“ ‘I have come to deliver a message. Your presence is need-

bd at Langarth. Will you tell your husband that 1’




56 FROM

THE OTHER SIDE.

“ And with that he was gone.
that, when I rubbed my eyes and roused myself, I took it for a
dream. There, that’s the truth. But Mr. Vicat took it seriously,
and so we started in a post-chaise the next day. And—and here
we are, at the cost of a pretty penny, too.”

“I don’t count cost where my niece is concerned,” respond
ed Mr. Vicat, with a flourish of his hand. * And now, sir, you
can comprehend why I observed that it was remarkable when
you informed me that my dear nephew’s death was only last
night. Naturally I had concluded that it was in consequence of
his loss that my niece had sent for me.” 4

“She certainly never sent for you,” returned Harold, firmly.
“The whole thing is a mistake. Mrs. Vicat, as she rightly
Jjudged, was dreaming when she imagined the presence of a mes-
senger from Langarth.”

“ Well, that’s j
same hurried wajy) fas if she expected an instantaneous stopper on
her speech, which\ghis time certainly arrived.

“My dear, I must insist upon your being silent,” interposed
her husband. ¢ All this talk is very irrelevant to our purpose.
We are here to take our natural and legal position as Estrild’s

guardians, not to discuss Mr. Olver’s doubts as to a messenger %

from her having called upon you or not.”
‘“ Excuse me, I have no doubts on the subject,” said Harold,
‘““and a reference to Miss Carbonellis will settle the point.”
“Yes, Ishould like to ask her the question. I feel so odd
about it altogether ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Vicat. * No, Anthony, I
won’t be stopped! You can’t put a cork in my mouth always !

I will have my say out! And I repeat that it was extraordinary

that no servant could recollect letting that man in; and he
gave no name. To be sure, the milkman was at the door ; he
might have come in then.”

Mr. Vicat gave his big shoulders a slight shrug, as if to shake %

off the overflowings of his wife’s idle babble, and then addressed
himself to Harold.

“ Messenger or singular dream, if my wife will have it so, is a §

matter of little consequence,” he said, sententiously.  The fact
remains that my nephew is dead, and the duties of my position
render my presence necessary to my niece. My first duty will
be ~”

And it was so odd and sudden 3

st what I think,” began Mrs. Vicat, in the i
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ind sudden S dyties by a slight scream from his wife. At her delight at hav-
ok it for a B ing accomplished one or two speeches without being smothered,
; seriously, "8 (1o had removed from her modest seat near the wall, and be-
and here S8 {.ken herself to an arm chair near the fire,« She was standing
Sl 1.efore this now, with her face flushed and a look of terror in her
,” respond- 8 light-blue eyes.
1w, sir, you « What is the matter now, Louisa?” asked her husband,
cable when 3 sharply, his pompous manner and his suave delivery both lost
s only last S8 i), unmistakable rage.

iequence of « Matter 1” she cried. “Why, I am frightened—that’s what’s

4 8 the matter! There is the gentleman I saw—or his picture—

)ld, firmly. S8 it's all the same ! ”

she rightly % “ A man is not quite the same as his picture,” returned Mr.

e of a mes- S8 Vicat, with much contempt. *“ You are dreaming again, I sup-
! ose.

cat, in the 8 e No, I am not. There is his potrait against the wall where

stopper on "W T was sitting. I could not see it till I moved over here.”
: “ Do you mean this painting?” asked Harold, touching the
interposed S8 fallen potrait of the Black Crusader. * You could scarcely have

ir purpose. S seen this gentleman, I think.” .
s Estrild’s & He spoke in a quiet, mocking voice, but was vexed to feel that

messenger S his heart was beating fast as he awaited her answer.

E “Yes, that’s the picture I mean. And it is exactly like him
id Harold, 88 too. Dear me, it’s very trying to one’s nerves ! I wish people’s
int.” B pictures wouldn’t walk about.” :
feel so odd % “ Louisa, I wish you would try to put one grain of sense into
Anthony, I S8 your ridiculous speeches,” said her irate husband. “ At times
h always! S8 you make a hopeless idiot of yourself.”
raordinary ¥ “If I had not been idiot enough to see that picture stinding be-
1; and he S fore me, and ordering us to come to Langarth, you would not be
2 door ; he W here at this minute!” retorted his wife, with some show of

7 ]ngic.
if to shake 1§ “ Well, well, I will acknowledge that it is curious—there !”
addressed S8 returned Mr. Vicat, soothingiy as if talkingto a child I
S presume it is some friend of the family depicted in fancy dress.”
» it 80, is a SR he continued, turning to Harold.
“The fact S8  “1I think not. It isvz very old painting, and is supposed to
1y position SR be a portrait of a Crusader.”;
duty will § ‘“ Ah, that is rather interesting and singular. And a remark-
* able face too the Crusader has—a good deal of electricity about

ons of his him of the black kind. A man, I should say, to leave his mark on
Lis descendants.” \
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“ Perhaps s0,” assénted Harold.

“Itis a mere case, my dear, of astonishing likeness,”—ad-
dressing his wife, ‘who sat very limp and frightened in her chair

—“no need whateyer to make a wonder or a miracle of it. This
gentleman in the black chain armor no doubt has his quiver full,
like the rest of us ; and one of the arrows, flying through the
centuries, sped to you the other day, winged with a message—
that’s all.”

“That’s all I” repeated Mrs. Vicat, in a rasping tone.

“What’s all? Who is talking nonsense now ! I don’t under-
stand a word you've said! No one fired any arrows at me!
That's what you call talking over my head, I suppose !”

“Then, to speak at your level, my love, I will say that your
visitor is doubtless a remote descendant of this gentleman de-
picted here ; and he has been good enough to carry on the family
likeness.”

“Oh!” said Mrs. Vicat, rubbing her nose with much irrita-
tion. ‘‘And if that's the case he has carried on the family
eccentricity too. Why didn’t he leave his name or his card, or
at least knock at the door like a Christian "

"To this question no one responded. Mr. Vicat was examining
the old painting curiously through his eye-glass. Harold also
bent an earnest gaze on the worn, scarred face which looked out
from an inscrutable darkness for it had no background, and no
lwht around it save that strange quiver of living light which
seemed to come from the face itself as from a ll\mg man. Such
an aspect of life shines rarely on a painted canvas, and only
when some great master has limned the features, which perchance
through love or sorrow have touched his heart and sent a light-
ning thrill of pain from heart to hand.

“I am an amateur of paintings and handle the brush a little
myself,” observed Mr. Vicat, with that air of conceit of uni-
versal talent which emanated from his florid features and florid
talk ; ““and I am of opinion that this picture is not nearly so old
as the Crusades. Indeed, there were no painters in England
at that period.”

“ It might have been painted in Italy,” said Harold. “Crusaders
traveled home that way. At all events, one can see that the
painter’s hand drew from a living face—a face worn and marred,
and with a great capacity for woe.”

“A living face? Yes—a model who sat for the old Crusader,
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§ and most likely one of the arrows from his quiver who bore a

great hereditary likeness to his forefather of the cross. The
dress is historical and correct, copied perhaps from a missal ; but
the portrait itself dates OIJy, I am certain, from the sixteenth
century. I must ask Estrild if any tradition in her family tells
who sat for it.”

“] must beg you will not speak to Estrild on the subject,”
interposed Harold hurriedly. *“She is not in a fit state of mind
to discuss a matter of such light importance.”

“ Light !” repeated Mrs. Vicat. “I don’t call it light when
people are nearly scared out of their wits by folks walking into
drawing-rooms who ought to be lying quiet with tons of marble
atop of them ! So I give you gentlemen fair warning that I
intend to sift the matter to the bottom. I shall question and
cross-question Estrild till T get at the truth. And unless Mr.
Viecat smothers me, like the babes in the Tower, I don’t see how
he is to prevent my speaking to her.”

Mr. Vicat’s answer to this outburst was another shrug of the
shoulders, given with intense contempt, while Harold glanced
at the garrulous woman with a kind of horror, his mind full of
troubled thoughts as to the result of her threat if she carried it
out. In Estrild’s present state of gloomy yrief incalculable mis-
chief might follow her foolish injudicious outpourings. The idea
struck him that it might be possible to send her thoughts flying
on another tack. :

“T dare say the gentleman you saw will call on you again,
and apologize for his abrupt visit,” he said ; “and then you can
ask him as many questions as you please respecting his resem-
blance to this old portrait, which doubtless represents a remote
ancestor of his. I should surmise that he is a member of some
collateral branch of the Carbonellis family. But why he should
take upon himself to request your presence at Langarth is a
mystery I can not fathom, All the rest appears to me simple
enough.”

“Well, perhaps, after all, he came in without knocking be-
cause he found the door open,” responded Mrs. Vicat, in her
childish way.

“ Decidedly I should say so,” said Harold, smiling in spite of
all the care gnawing in his heart.

“1 know of no collateral branch of the family,” observed Mr.
Vicat. “Do you?t”
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Harold made no reply, for at that moment the door was opened

; . » wind, W
by old Prior, who announced that luncheon was served in the the ’

dining-room—a fact which made Mr. and Mrs. Vicat rise and ‘ PII:‘@-S‘O ="
follow him with cheerful alacrity. , o

Left alone, Harold took up the picture to replace it against

boat can do

capful brew

most likely
“That’s 1

the wall—for it had been carried to the window—and in doing
this a slip of vellum or parchment fell from the. broken frame.
It was still in tolerable preservation, and, on opening it care-

: ; " as sailed.
f}xlliy, he read this doggerel, written in black—letter\‘or old Eng- ]:lll:l i::(i(u(ire.
ish : ‘

i 3 “ And dc
. : ‘ 717 ask
“When Cumberland and Cornwall meet, know r? laiﬂ
When man than horse shall prove more fleet, a long wh
The rider iose, yet the race be won, sense, they
Then hate by love shalt be outdone, '
The curse I leave at last shall cease, ; to go up to
! : . 0 gC
And an unblest spirit rest in peace. 3 ity 5
: ¥ : : whereabout
“This was doubtless written in the days of witcheraft, when “ Well.”
prophets -were by no means poets,” said Harold to himself.

- 3 3 , them that k
“ Now, shall I put it back into its old place, or shall I burn & know when
it}” 1

ef so be Da
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tions.” ]
“ That's |
into his dee
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mind to cor
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when called

He decided on the first, not without a vague feeling of super-
stition, to which he yielded unwillingly, calling in his own mind
a mere veneration for the antique. To this reverence for
antiquity he also attributed his copying the lines in his pocket-
book before he carefully replaced the slip of parchment between
the panel and the back of the painting, whence it had
fallen.

‘“At all events, T will take care that Estrild never hears of
this rhyming jumble of impossible events,” he said, as he clasped ive minube
his pocket-book and hastened out on his quest for a boat and a waaste pow
pilot. LR 5 4 pipe, and r«

: 3 “ And so

A said Harolc
7 Daniel n

CHAPTER IX. : “«1 recke
A stand off M
round wait
fifty mile a
know”—an
the ‘Swift
S for sartain,

——

DaxieL Pascok was a wiry, weather-beaten old salt, with face
brown as tanned leather, and hands full of sinews and knots,
which had a grip of iron in their strength. He was sitting on
the beech at Langarth, on an empty cask placed in the teeth of

Ly
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y:ds (;Ee:gg t,}_le wind, which he seemed to enjoy as he smoked the short black
shmeibaodll plr:?.So you want to overtake the cutter,” he said. “ Well, my
it against boat can do. tha.tmonly give her a fair w.ind. There’s a good
|3’ dolig capful l)rew1.ng in the sk‘y to-night ; ‘}.nd’ being J;mu:.u‘y, you see,
ton  framie most likely it’ll be a nor’-wester. _ Will that W}ll(l suit you !

g it care: “That’s more than I can say till I know which way the cutj:er
r old Eng- has sailed. Michael, you must go up to the coast-guard station

and inquire.”

“ And do ’ee think they’ll tell ’ee up there, even if they
know 1” asked Daniel, taking his pipe from his lips to blow out
a long whiff of smoke. “They be poor critturs with regard to
sense, they coast-guard men, though I won’t say they can’t fight
when called on. Michael, my son, there edn’t no call for thee
to go up to station to ax where the cutter es. I reckon thee
knows well enough what folks keep a good lookout as to the
wlwreubouts\u‘f thic craft.”

“Well,” returned Michael, “I reckon I do. You see, sir,
them that have }a venture out at sea be the most likely wauns to

aft, when
> himself.

-1 bura know where a cgaft be that they need to keep clear of like : and,

g ef s0 be Dan’l hgvefgot a mind to speak out, as, being among
T S sure friends, ‘b‘ will, we two needn’t go no furder to ax ques-
)wn mind s

tions.”

“ That’s so,” said Daniel, with a queer twinkle of Jight coming
into his deep set gray eyes. ‘“ And time was when no surer
friends to fair traade was to be found anywhere than among the

ence for
is pocket-
; between

it had ould squires of Langarth ; and for their saakes, ef you've got a
mind to come so close, sir, I'll taake ’ee right athwart the cut-

hears of ter’s gun—the saeme ould gun as they fired laest night, may be
@ clasped five minutes or so too laete to do anything with ’en ’cept to

ot and » waaste powder ;” and here Daniel shook the ashes out of his

pipe, and refilled it with a pleasant air of satisfaction.

“ And so you positively know where the cutter is cruising?”
said Harold. 4

Daniel nodded.

“T reckon ef we sail right for the coast of Brittany, and
stand off Morlaix harbor, we shall see that there craft lurking
round waiting for a bark that’ll sail out of another port about
ol fifty mile away. But Cap’en Armstrong he had sure word, you
itting on know”—and a gleam shot into the old smuggler’s eyes—* that
' teeth of the ‘Swift ’ would run into Morlaix, so there we shall find 'un

i~ for sartain,”

with face
id knots,

b, |
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“ Ah, T fear that false information has cost Mr. Carbonellis & we knaw wh
his life ! ” said Harold. S sea when I’
“We are powerly sorry, one and all,” returned Daniel, “for S8 signal flying
that poor job ; but et esn’t a sin that can be laid to our chaarge 8 now in the sk
There's waun aboard the cutter who have goet that blood upon W8 then she fand
his mind ; and, whether he be innocent or gvmlty, I reckon blood B and she'd see
maakes a red stain that years caen’t wipe out. Ef the squire bubble of fo
had stood by his awn people he'd he saafe and well this minute.” 8 down. The:
“I won’t say that,” put in Michael, gravely, *for a sure token 8 by, and ['ve
came to Langarth laest night that death was on the road for a B dear life th:
Carbonellis.” W said the old
“ Ah,.I heard tell of that, too,” said Daniel. ¢ And,’tis a 8 derstand tha
myst,ery past book larning, that es. There’s heaps of gentry 8 of the cutter
says 'tis aalla lie ; but it comes and its goes aal the same, tihougil B 1 reckon 't
argyments enough’ be thrawed at it to blaw et ento powder. But esn’t land I
we knaw, my dears, though twenty years or more may go by, Mayor of Sa
and forgetfulness be springing up with grass on the Langarth S8 Wwith warran
graaves, yet, when a Carbonellis’ time es come, the Black Rlder B nmace that Q
es as sure to be here as that death comes hebind him.” 2 “ And tha
Harold had remained silent, in the hope that by letting the two & interposed }
men converse freely he would perhaps gain some knowledge that % “ Right y
would prove helpful to him ; but now he broke upon their talk 8 See here
eagerly. S am not going
“ Has that horseman never been followed ?” he asked. “ Has (@8 hours in the
no one ever had sense or courage enough to take horse and ride [ Perhaps, as )
after him, and discover the road he takes on leaving Lan- 4 matter to th
garth 1” ; B8 resnlved he s
“No living man has ever done that yet,” said Michael; 8 The assissin
“though I've heard say many have tried to overtake him both in [ and escape v
coming and gring, but they've always failed. He slips away § if I can not
out of sight like a ghost or a sperrit; and some say he is the 3§ “So you {
laest.” B ashore ath
“I can vouch for his being no g}mst ” said Harold, “for B “I fouf i
he came across Torpoint l-h\dg(‘ in the same boat with me.” 'f m tted that
This assertion made old Daniel look at him with curious, § “Idon't
searching eyes. ,_ slowly. “H
“Did you touch him, s'r? ” he asked. B to two court
“No, though I felt inclined to handle hirp and rather roughly, B court of law,
too.# : that\man ’lo
“ A, sir, if you didn’t touch him you caen’t be sartain he wasn’t bail for '_‘i‘“
a sperrit. Sight es a desaiving sense ; 'tes when we handle things “ Daniel,
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we knaw what they be maade of. Now there've been times at
sea when I've glimpsed a ship in the offing, all sails set and
signal flying for a pilot, and I've seen her plain as I see the sun
now in the sky; bat when I’ve tried to run alongside and board her,
then she faaded away. Her sails have fell down wgun by waun,
and she'd seem to sink siow in the sea, till therd was aunly a
bubble of foam and a curl of spray to shaw where she’d gone
down. Then I knew there'd be a wreck of some good ship near
by, and ['ve stood off and on, wmtmg for it, and saaved many a
dear life that way. But now, sir, to come back to business,”

said the old man, checking himself suddenly—*TI hope you un-
derstand that I don’t bargain for more than to bring ’ee in sight
of the cutter I can’t board her and take the man you want.
I reckon ’twould be more'n a justice could do, for sea law
esn’t land law, Even in Plymouth Sound I've heerd say the
Mayor of Saltash es the aunly man that can board a king’s ship
with warrants ; and he must go out en a boat with Ins silver
mace that Queen Anne give'd un.”

“ And that wouldn’t be no good, I reckon, in French waters,”
interposed Michael, * where the ¢ Alert’ will be cruising.”

“Right you are, my son,” said Daniel.

“See here,” exclaimed Harold chafing with impatience—*1
am not going out with a warrant and a constable. 1 should waste
hours in the endeavour to arm myself with such legal aids, and
perhaps, as you say, I should find them useless. I leave all that
matter to the coroner, who will do his duty doubtless. But I am
resnlved he shall have a fair chande for executing that duty.
The assassin on board the ¢ Alert’ shall not be landed in France
and escape without at least my becoming cognizafit of the fact,
if I can not prevent it.”

“So you think, sir, Captain Armstrong will put this man
ashore g the Brittany coast 1’

“] fowf it. And I will find out whether or no he has com-
m tted that crime.” _

“T don’t reckon he’d ventur’ ’pon sich a course,” said Daniel,
slowly. ‘“He houlds the king’s commission, so he’s answerable
to two courts for his good LOll(lllLt——COUlt martial, you see, and
court of law. Ef he comes back to England he’s houn(l to bring
that\man 'long with him. Being captain of his own ship, he's
bail for him like now, to the law.”

“ Daniel, I grant your good reasoning, but I feel that Captain
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Armst(nqng will fling every consideration overboard rather than |

not save the miserable man.”

“I never argify agin’ feelin’s,” said Daniel, pulling a huge 3
silver watch from his fob and looking at it grimly, “nor yet 8

agin’ facts. Now the cutter have had six hours’ start ; but, since
she’s the slowest auld tub in the navy, I reckon I can catch her
afore she gets near enough to the French coast to send a boat
ashore—more by token that the. wind have been agin’ her all
day, and is aunly now shifting to the nor’ west. I can be ready
in an hour, sir, if you can.” o

“ Less time if you like,” said Harold eagerly.

“No; an hour, sir—no more and no less. I like to victual

my boat before I go to sea, and I've to get my man and boy |

ready. You can slaip when you get aboard, sir. I . can see

that’s the first thing you want,” and Daniel glanced pitifully at
the young man’s fagged, weary looks.

“You are sure the ‘ Alert’ can n t_send a boat ashore till she ]

gets off Morlaix ?” reiterated Harold anxiously.

‘“ Ef you knowed the Brittany coast as I do, you wouldn’t be
oneasy on that score, sir.

river—a long tug for a boat's crew—and we could follow if you, 8

liked.
can leave her without our knowledge.”
“That’s all I care for,” returned Harold.

Armstrong’s hands and lodged in jail.”

. Daniel nodded quietly, as if he thought Harold’s present state §
of mind past reasoning with, and only to be soothed by giving

him his own way.

“I'll bring the ‘ Curlew’ round to Morvah Cove, sir,” he said, &

as Harold strolled away.
“ All right,” Harold answered.

“That’s the cove where we landed this morning, sir,” said

Michael.

‘“ And the caves from the park run down to that beach. Can [

we go home that way now ?” asked Harold.
“If the tide be low* enough still, sir.
and through black darkness.”

“But your father got to the beach this morning by that road, §

#o0 I suppose I can traverse it, too, Michael "

'

And Morlaix lies four miles up the 3

Any way, when we waunce sight the “Alert,’ no boat

“ Let me once get 8
the cutter in view, I'll never leave her till she is in an English 3

port, and not then till I see that man dragged out of Captain |8
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“ Oh, father knows every inch and every turn of the caves;
and he didn’t think of darkness, I reckon, this morning, when
he came through them.”

A few moments’ rapid walking brought them to the lonely
white beach on which they had landed in the low morning sun
with their sorrowful burden. All around lay a wan wilderness

8 of gray rock, with tangles here and there of long sea-weed, and

small clear pools }mldm" pale sunlight. And among them, ‘rush-
ing to and fro, fell the soft surges “of the sea, bearmg in their
snund all the sorrow of the years to come.
. With thoughts within him as troubled as the waves on which
he looked, Harold stood for a moment to gaze on the heaving
desert of waters that stretched away to the dim horizon. Then*
he turned to the rocks and noted the long reef that lay like a
petrified giant lifting wan hands of stone among the shal-
low waves, as if to guard the little harbor he had sheltered.
“It is like Jaffa,” said Harold to himself. Then there rushed
into his mind a thousand memories of Tristram, and of that
pilzrimage to Palestine in which he had joined him—the wild
chant of the Arabs, the weird chprus of the mule-drivers, the
mournful cry of the camels'who labsured beneath their loads ; all
secemed borne to his feet in the mingled roar of many waters
dashing upon the pale rocks around him. And, surging all about
his heart like the waves upon the cliff, a multitude of sorrows -
oppressed him. Only yesterday his happiness stood on a sure
oundation ; to-day it was shaken and ready ‘to fall into ruin.
Vas it possible that Tristram’s life had meant love, peace, joy,
and that all these were snatched away by his death? Surely
not! He would strive for his love with all the force of his soul,
and his own strong hand and heart should defend her from. the
evil that threatened her. That pilgrimage to Palestine, whose
pictures and memories kept passing through his mind, nmwlmg
with the surge of the sea and with Estnlds image, which,
phantom-like, flitted upon every remembered mountain and plain
could it be possible that Tristram had undertaken it, not with
the light mind of a medern man, but with the faith of ancient
days, with the secret latent hope that, if he came with the heart
of a true pilgrim to these holy places, the curse of which he
never spoke that lay upon his race might be taken away?
Viewed in the light of all this new-fallen sorrow, threaded as it
was with a dark line of superstition, this hidden motive for his
E
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journey seemed to Herold to break through all the light talk , pweet, tinkling
and laughter of tha! .me, and to stand like a gloomy spectre S ts way to its

beside his friend in those serious hours when dangers beset them, "8 « No horser
or when thoughts too deep for words, like a cloud of witnesses pld, in a tone
fell upon them as their feet trod upon sacred ground.” Then too, "8 Michael, wh
with a startled sense of something fateful, there broke upon his 88 « No man s
mind the memory of that wild}mournful chant, which, like a “W&eckon,” he an
funeral march, had followed the steps of their pilgrimage. % o minutes.

A, it was sad to think that now, with sorrowful, dim eyes, Shave to be cut
he could look into his friend’s brave heart and on the gloom that “S8 In the dim |
had shrouded it, and understand even somewhat vaguely, how "Sleft by which
every note of that wild music must have struck an echo in his " hand. The se
soul which rose from graves? And through it ali he had kept WK passing sea-g
silent, perhaps clasping faintly some new hope of life, some thin 88 « I fancied,
trust of escape from his doom, or perchance,in deeper despondency, Shave ridden av
battling with the shadow of death. “gible.”

“ And shall I det Estrild fall into such a snare of darkness as W Aw, my d
this ! ” said Hard]d to himself. “Shall I permit her to imagine, oice, ‘ that'’s
in the depth cf her grief, that some mysterious fate has seized ome to the oc
upon her brother—a fa&jvhich now will pursue herself? No. I "Whost like the -

may be going on a bling, fiseless chase, but I will follow it to the Wbut as it is—L
end, and fling this shadd% from her life as surely as I live my- “S8n rouling kegs
self. This stupid mystery, which would fall to pieces before in- Shoss would bra
vestigation, shall not stand an hour longer than I can help it. “Sknacked out ef
Not to fight against it would be to allow the thing to grow, and Wou strave to f
build a wall of separation between us, Ah | it has cast a shadow 8 But apparen
of coldness already on our love,” Shem, barring 1
Thoughts run fast, but words are slow in telling them. All "Sby the one nar
these memories and feeling_s had coursed through Harold’s mind ~reached them.
with lightning swiftness as he traversed the white sands, and W8 “T should ss
paused now at a narrow cleft in the rocks where Michael stood | @pose there is, 8
awatting him, 3 “ Bide a bit
“This is the entrance to the cavern. Stoop low, sir, as you | Winder-box fron
come in.”

Mlint and steel.

Harold did so, and found himself in a narrow passage with “Sblew into it to
white, glistening sand underfoot, and having on either side a wall “Sulphur match,
of jagged rock, and above a roof of rock so low thdt he had to W nd watched tl
keep his head bent as he walked slowly along. The light from WWith a mysteri
the opening stole through it with a subdued softness, and the | iream-picture,
rush of the waves without like the far-off echo of some “g “Now, sir, |
distant sea. A clear stream ran thfdugh the white pebbles with SMour rugged, u

flenly he bent |
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e light talk gweet, tinkling music, as though rejoicing in having at last found
omy spectre Sits way to its ocean Jove.

beset them, 3 “ No horseman could ever pass through this place,” said Har.
f witnesses S8old, in a tone fall of disappointment.

Then too, Michael, who was-leading the way, turned and stared at him.
te upon his 88 « No man straddled on a horse would ever try sich a path, I
hich, like a Wyeckon,” he answered. “ Why, he’d knack hes head to jouds en
image. wo minutes. And as for a hoss, ef he waunce got en here, he'd

|, dim eyes, Shave to be cut up en lerrups afore he could be got out again.”

' gloom that S In the dim light Harold paused and looked behind him. The
wguely, how "SSleft by which they had entered seemed now no broader than his
echo in his Whand. The sea beyond it was a narrow strip of undulating blue ;
© had kept K passing sea-gull shut it from his sight.

, some thin 88 « I fancied, Michael, that queer fellow-traveler of mine might
espondency, Shave ridden away through this place, but I see now it is impos-

gible.”
darkness as S8 “ Aw, my dear,” sa,ld Michael, in his soft, caressing, Cornish

to imagine, oice, “ that’s a whlsht notion, sure 'nough! And you haven’t
» has seized ome to the oogliest bit of road yet. Ef the hoss now wasa
elf? No. I “host like the man, I wouldn’t say nauthing agin sich a fancy ;
yw it to the but as it is—Lor’, I've seed men most nigh to break their hearts

3 I live my- S rouling kegs along the oogly plaace we're coming to, and a
s before in- hoss would brak his neck the fust step he took, ef the life wasn't

can help it. " Sknacked out ef un afore he got there. Here we are? Now, sir,
» grow, and W¥ou strave to find your own way on, will ’ee ?”
it & shadow S8 But apparently a black, 1mponctmh]e wall of rock rose before
Sghem, barring the road and hemming them in on every side, save
them. All "8y the one narrow passage, through which some faint light still
rold’s mind reached them.
sands, and " ‘I should say here was no road to find, Michael ; but I sup
thael stood Wpose there is, since\somehow the park can ho reac hml this way.”
M “ Bide a bit till I've struck a light,” said Michael, taking a
sir, as you | Sinder-box from his pocket, and forthwith eliciting sp:u-ks with
Slint and steel. And, when at last the tinder caught fire and he
ssage with -i blew into it to increase its power and catch the flame upon the
side a wall SBulphur match, Harold felt the wildness of the scene more vividly,
» he had to Bnd watched the play of yellow light on Michael’s handsome face
light from SWith a mysterious sense of having beheld all this before in a
is, and the iream-picture, or in some far-off time forgotten.
‘ ” and Michael ascended three or

ho of some M ‘ Now, sir, please follow me ;
bbles with our rugged, unhewn steps or ridges in the solid rocks ; then sud-
aienly he bent his head and disappeared.
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on following him, Harold f_unc. himself in a large cavern black

with a darkness made more horrible by a hoarse murmur which 3

rolled around the walls like approaching thunder.

“The tide has followed us fast,” said Michael, ‘“and ’tis a
rough sea running through that narrow road behind us now.
Ah, my dear, many’s tho time I've seed some rare good stuff

stowed away in thls here place—a safe place too it used to be en §

the ould times !
“Safe indeed, I should sny,’ returned Harold, looking around

the cave as Michael, with all the satisfaction of a gunde, lighted

numerous matches and held them aloft. ‘I should be sorry as
a Preventive service man to find myself pursuing sinugglers into
this hole.”

“ And a man might be trapped here, sir, like a rat ef the tide
was coming in. Why, en haaf a minute or so from this time the

sea will be pouring in through that there rift we've crept through |

like a tearing flood. And in. rough winds and high tides the
sea howls and roars round here till a man’s heart grows faint
with fear to hear it. There’s aunly waun escaape out of this
here cave in high tide; and, ef the smugglers took that away,
any man shut in here w.ns a dead man as sure as there’s death in
dlox\mng ’

As he spoke, a shoWer\of spray dashed through a cleft in the
rock-wall, followed by the swift rush and roar of the wave as it
fell back from the grim barrier which for a moment still re
strained its onward fury.

«1 reckon we'd best waaste no more time,” observed Michael,
“ aunless we've got a mind to be drowned corpses. The sea
don’t wait for any man’s talk, even ef 'twas Solomon hisself
praiching. Here’s the ladder, sir; hould on to it for bare life,
and come along quick. The tide is roaring in, hungering for our
lives.”

[t was true that the sea-spray which had sprinkled their faces
with its salt touch had been quickly followed by wave upon wave,
which rushed through the cleft in the rocks and fell upon the
floor of the cave with a roar that filled it as with echoing, deafen

ing thunder. It was a relief to find themselves above the de- !

vouring, rolling, creeping death, whose inrushing sound in its
mighty strength bewildered the senses.

He had passed through a rent or fissure in the rocky wall, and 8

The upper cave, which was entered from beneath by the
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addeér up which they had climbed, was not «otally dark ; a faint
diffused light glimmered through it, and along its sandy floor the
same little streamn ran, which by some unseen course pursued its
way among the dark windings of the rocks, till it reappeared in
the passage they had first traversed. From there it made its
final \m) to its goal, the all-devouring sea.

“Nowl r(*cl\on sir, "observed Mlch.wl “you do feel pretty sure

by t}llb time that no fou: footed beast in nature could ever——”

“I am quite satisfied on that point, Michael.
wondering why that ladder is left there.
horse and escape that way.”

“Well, he might,” returned Michael,

I am only
A man could leave his

pondering it, ‘“ef he

As for the ladder,
tesn’t no harm to laive it there now. 'T'would be aisy enough
o pull et up and drown a Coastguard chap any time waun had a
nind ‘o, It stands there handy, you see !”

Michael said this in his sweetest, most caressing tone, as if it
would be rather a kind deed thus to trap a Preventive mau.

“’Tessn't a heavy ladder to left, neither,” continued Michael,
us he walked on. *“ Waun pair of hands would do it. But

, thefe esn’t no call to discourse over this ladder nowadays,
for I reckon all our good times be over!”

“Didn’t a heavy sea sometimes roll the casks about and smash
them in those good times, Michael 7”

‘“ Never that I heerd tell of, sir When the tide went out,
they was always right and tight as drums, aunly they warn’t
empty, like the high- soun(lnw tlnn‘ra ¥

During this talk the light had pe rceptlhly increased about them,
they were no longer only a voice to each other, sounding Lurmu.slv
loud among the dark echoes, but two sta]\\.ut figures \la]l le now
to (]I('t\'(b()f each. And, though the light was still dim and
veiled, it was clear enou«rh to show the wildness of the place, its
grim and savage gmndeur, its huge bare rocks, and its tinkling
stream passing on into.darkness, like a voice singing as it went
down to the depths of death.

Another moment, another sharp turn, and a blaze of light
dazzled their unaccustomed eyes. Long fronds of a dark green
fern hung from the roof—the Asplenium marinum—and shorter
tufts clung to the sides, and green mosses were beneath their
feet, and the stream bubbled and quivered with the sun’s life,
which it gave back to flowers on its brink.
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Right before them was a sort of natural archway, through “'
which was seen, not a glade of the park, as Harold had expected &
but a long reach of the sea, glistening with many colors, and |§
tossing its cloud-shadows from wave to wave. Framed as it was ¥
by the rocky arch, the picture was divine as though touched by ¥
the mysterious glory which fell from the face of the heavens as |
it mirrored itself in the shining waters. :

In spite of the heaviness ha,n"mg about his heart, Harold was &
touched by the beauty of the scene, and, shading hls eyes with |8
his hand, he stood for a moment contemplatmﬂ it in silence. ;

On emerging from the arch he found himself on the very verge |
of the cliff, and checked his steps almost in consternation.

Michael smiled at his dismay.

“You thought these caves ran inland, sir, but all along they’re §
only just inside the clif. Please to walk carefully—a false step §
might throw 'ee down 'pon the rocks below, and you'd have to be §
picked up in a basket then, I reckon.” ]

“I should like to sit here through a summnier day, Michael,” 3
said Harold, turning away re ugtautly—“lf I were happy, and §
Estrild were by my side,” he added mentally, with_a retro- §
spective sigh.

They turned sharply from the sea by a narrow path skirting a §
projecting rock, and then there stretched before their view a
singular rocky 1').]1("}’ or chasm which ran up through the park, 8
narrowing slightly in its inland course. It was a strange freak 8
of nature, a frightful rent in the green earth showing the iron §
sides of the dark cliffs which towered up on either side in gray §
precipitous walls, fringed towards their summit by clinging 8
bushes of gorse and h.uwmg tufts of heath and sea-pinks. Down &
in the lowest deep of the gorge meandered the stream whose soft 8
silent power had doubtless wrought this .miraculous path for §
itself through the solid rock. It ran on almost in darkness, §
with no green edge of verdure to embellish its border, except §
where here and there a tuft of fern waved its delicate fronds§
over its waters. |

“ How are we to get out of this place ¥’ asked Harold, as he§
gazed up the chasm with eyes seeking for an outlet. ‘

“There are steps by the waterfa!l at the head of the combe,”
turned Michael. *‘The Merma..s Well is ti...e. 'Tis a whisht§
plaace, but Miss Estrild dearly loves to sit there. And look— §
there she is now !”
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ay, through : And through a mist of spray rising from a cascade which like
Ld’expected W a glistening white thread fell over a dark wall of cliff Ha:r9ld
oolors. and | saw a slight figure bending towards him and beckoning with
d as it’; was (B8 slender hand. ' .

touched by 4§ With a great b?und of the heart which sent a glow qf joy
heavens as (@ through all his veins, Harold strode on rapidly, leaving Michael

8 far behind.

Harold was 8
i eyes with |8
ilence.
very verge &
;ion, 3

CHAPTER X.

Ar the end of the gorge, towards which Harold now hastened,
»ng they're L there rose a sheer wall.of rock, as clean-cut and precipitous as
\ false step | though it formed the side of a quarry hewn out by human hands.
have e be § Over this there dashed a white thread of water, which fell iuto a
3 natural basin below with a haze of foam and rush of sound,
Michael,”. e)re it wandered onwards in its course through the wild ravine to

: the sea. .
I":P ‘}:y,rei::.li 1 Slightly hidden by the cloud of spray, Estrild stood near the
’ i waterfall and held out both her hands to Harold with a wan
smile of welcome, He caught them in his nervously, and looked
into her eyes with the anxious gaze of a man who for the first
time has felt the coldness of a falling, shadow between him and
his love. She met his look for an instant, then her eyes grew
dark with unutterable grief, their lids drooped, her lips shook,

and her cold hands were withdrawn from his.

“ Estrild,” Harold cried passionately, *“is your heart so turned

skirting a §
pir view a
the park,
wmge freak %
g the iron §
e in gray |
y clinging 8

% Peas B against me that you cannot even speak to me ?”
Wikioas sots ] For answer she raised her eyes to his in mute reproach, then
\ path for | suddenly caught his hnnd in a wild clasp, and, dropping it, laid

her head on his shoulder and strained him in her arms with a ery
of pain that went to his heart

“ Oh, my déarest—my dearest ! ” she murmured. “ Never now
to know how dear! Oh, Harold, cannot you feel the truth?
We are parted—a shadow from the unseen world has come
between us, and will separate us for ever in this life.”

In the excess of his joy and his sorrow—for both were with
him — Harold trembled, and the arm that supported her quivered
beneath her soft touch. .

“My dear love, your nerves are unstrung, and you are full of
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natural grief,” he said soothingly.
ing can part you and me, seen or unseen.

true to me, and I will prove the truth of my words with my
life.”

“I do trust you,” she answered ; “and I will trust you,
matter what wall of separation may be built up between us.”
“Then what is there to fear, darling? No separation can

no

arise except through a change in your own feelings, for mine can &

never alter.”

" 1
“And do you think mine will ?” sh€ asked, in a trembling
“Do you think it was from want of love I seemed §

vou,e

hard and cold when I saw Tristram lying dead before me?”

“ My dearest, I cannot tell you what I thought.

of fear and pain. But we are reccn:iled, and you are my own

again now, and no cold breath of uniindness shall ever touch us

more.

Estrild raised her head and looked into his face with eyes full
of unshed tears,

“It was not unkindness,” she said, staying her voice—* there
shall never be unkindness between us—it was despair. Haio'd,
hope and love are dead for me now. Last year I promised
Tristram ——”

But here her voice broke, and she clung to him trembling, all
speech stayed in the renewed memory of that day’s grief. Hesup
ported her within his arm, pressing his lips on her bent head in sil-
ence, feeling that one touchoflovecould give her more comfort than
a thousand words. Thus he stood till the paroxysm of agony
that shook her slight frame was passed and she could speak

again. At that moment Michael joined them ;

; but they did not
start apart at his presence ; they stood together, still with arms

interlacing for her weakness had need of his support.

“I reckon, sir,” said Michael, “I'd best fetch your things and
carry them down to the beach to waunce. There won’t’ be time
for ’ee to go up to the house now.’

“Yes, yes, Michael ; ask your father to put up two or three
requisites for me. And T'll join you by the cliff pathway in ten
minutes.”

“We'll be back to-morrow, miss, I hope,” said Michael, * ef
we've goet a fair wind. And I’'m going "long with Mr. Olver, miss ;
and I promise ‘ee there sha'n’t no harm come to 'un that don’t go
through my body fust.”

“ Believe me, there is noth-
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With a glance of deep pity for' the fair young mistress who
had no voice or strength to thank him, Michael hurried swiftly
8\\'3.)'.

“So it is true, and you are going in pursuit of the cutter?”
Estrild said. “Is it my fault? Is it through me or for me that
you undertake this danger?”

“My dear, there is no danger. And I go because I suspect
Captain Armstrong of a design to screen a criminal. I confess
that that alone is not my motive. I want to prove to you that

setting Providence apart-nothing has occurred that cannot be
accounted for naturally.”

For a moment Estrild was silent, then she said quietly—

“1 understand all you think and feel, but you cannot under-
stand all my feelings. You have not lived as I have, in the
midst of death. Your reason, I know, is full of arguments
against my gloom, but a thousand words will not do away with
facts. Tristram is dead, and he has died, as all my people
die, in circumstances pf inexplicable mystery.”

“ But, my dear Estrild, if I prove the contrary, if I bring for-
ward a whole ship’s crew to bear witness to the manner of his
death, surely you will believe it witlﬁout mystery then?”

“If you can succeed in doing that, Harold, we shall not be
parted ; but my hope is very faint.”

‘“See here, Estrild—we will not talk of parting, Success or
failure, you are mine and I am yours for life. Such words from
you discourage and dishearten me ; at any other time but this I
should think them cruel—1I should know that they meant you no
longer loved me.”

“You must promise me never to attach that meaning to them
again!” she said earnestly, *“ You remember how unwilling I
was to love you 1”

“1 remember it too well. And the love that was so hard to
win it would be harder still to lose,” he answered.

“You will never lose it—the love that could conquer all the
feafs and doubts of my past life is not a love that can change.
'You broke down the great resolve of my heart. Tristram and I

iad agreed that we would never marry, but stand by each other
hrough all our days. If my love for you has proved strong
nough to make me faithless to that compact, is it likely to prove

eak now, when Tristram is gone and I have but you in the
orld §”
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She asked the question with tears, and he folded her in his §
arms and kissed her. 3
“ My dearest,” he said, ‘“is that the promise to Tristram of §
which you spoke just now?”
“Oh no! Itisa promise I tremble to think of, for even if it §
kill me I must keep it! Oh, my love, my love, do not hate me
for saying this ! 7 She clung to him with trembling hands, her 8
eyes beseeching his pity, in a passion of mingled love and terror. §
“Tell me the promise, Estrild, and do not fear to speak out. 3%
I shall not hate you for it, whether you keep it or break it.” .'
She drew a long breath, and gave one piteous glance at his |
face, as though deprecating his anger. !
“It was last year in Switzerland,” she said ; “you had just §
told me that you loved me. I was very happy. I had had a §
season of doubt, of fear and indecision ; 1 had resisted your §
power ; I had tried not to love you ; but that was all over, and I §
had accepted happiness, and began to believe that it could be §
mine. I confessed all this to Tristram, and he listened to me 8
without uttering a reproach. He only said, ‘So you break our §
contract, little one! And I shall be very lonely when you are §
gone.” I felt heart-broken, and I threw myself into his arms§
and declared passionately that I would not leave him even for §
you. He stroked my hair with his dear hand, and said, ¢ The §
thing is done now, Estrild ; a dearer love than mine is come }
to you. I will not part you from it. Only remember thil, that I §
will remain single all my life. A curse shall not be transmitted
through me. We have talked on this subject many times, and |
you know my thoughts on it and my determination. I will not}
break that resolve ; I feel I can hold it through the bitterest§
splitude that can fall upon a man. I had hoped, child, that you
would have the courage to resolve with me to be the last of our}
race, but I see now 1 expected too much from your tend r nature. |
Do not cast a cloud upon youg own and Harold’s hajp .iess by}
telling him of our fears. Time enough for that when ue comes]
to Langarth—time enough when. he takes you away and leaves
my house desolate. 1 was wrong, Estrild, to ask you to lead a}
lonely and barren life such as mine will be. There—do not cry§
so bitterly ; I am not hurt that you could not do it. . All I will}
ask of your softer heart is to stand fast by your duty, and give§
up your lover rather than bring upon his life the terror and 38
anguish that cling to ours. While I live the curse can never|
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- her in his S8 (¢l you, but, if I die as we all have died, then you will stand
9 in my ;lace, and you must bear my cross. Will you promise me
Cristram of § to do this !’ Harold, as he said that he held both my hands and

looked into my face with eyes that would take no denial, and 1

reven if it S8 ., swered ¢ Yes.’”
ot hate me 3 Estrild had spoken rapidly, with growing excitement and colour
hands, her | rising in her cheeks ; she stopped how with hurried breath and
and terror. § eyes bright and shining. Harold noted all this, and, fearing to
SP‘?ak out. increase the fever of her grief, he refrained from speaking the
ak it.” N thoughts that burned angrily within him. It needed a keen re-
wnce at his | membrance of the silent room where Tristram lay pale and cold
£, to check the bitter reproach against his superstition which was
nu had just 1 ready to spring to his lips. He held it back ; this was not a time
~_h9'd had a § to blame the newly dead to his sorrowing sister.,
sisted your “ What did you say?” he asked her quietly. “Tell me
ver, and I § exactly the promise that was wrung from you.”
it could be § “Oh, it was not wrung from me! We grew up together with
sned to me S this resolve in our hearts. -Often we wandered to this very spot,
1 break our | hand in hand, and sat down here by the Mermaid’s Well, and

i1en you are talked of our future lives to be led together in loneliness,
0 his arms § stréfigthening each other in our vow. But I had not his courage.
m even for S8 Oh, 1 have failed—1 have failed pitifully !”
Sillfi, ¢ The She raised her bent head and looked around on the wild land-
10 18 come scape, filled to her with dear memories of (childhood and of youth
this, that I3 and the brother lying now so pale and \silent in her desolate
rﬂ:ﬂsmltt‘-’d ! home. Harold held his peace for very pity ; he knew his image
times, and had no place in these sad recollections, and he would not thrust
I ‘Yl“ not himself upon thoughts sacred to another. He waited till her
e bitterest eyes turned to him again, and the swift blood rushed to her face

d, that you with a tide of newer memories.

last of our “I cannot help my thoughts wandering to the old days when
d r nature, Tristram was a{‘l in all and you were not in my life. You will
\ P ess by forgive me ?” she said piteously, holding out her hand to him.

n ue comes§ “From what I have said, you will understand better why he

and leaves | could demand such a vov and why I could speak it. I promised

u to lead d in solemn words that, if his death was like the death of all his

-do not cry § race, the curse should die out with me, and I would renounce the
All T wil] dearest love of my life, and never be wife or mother.”

y, and give “ And you said that after you had given your word to me,
terror and S8 Estrild 7”7 asked her lover bitterly.
can never “1 must answer both ‘ Yes’ and ¢ No,’” she said, her face
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growing very white beneath the reproach of his fixed gaze. It
was a resolve spoken continually between us for years, and here
on this very spot where we stand it was solemnly ratified. This
was before I knew you—it was the eve of Tristram’s departure
for Palestine. You remember that pilgrimage ?”

“I remember every shadow and light of it,” he answered ;
“and I see its meaning now.”

“Yes; Tristram went in faith, like a pilgrim of old, and carried
& hope with him which was never fulfilled. We spoke of it here
together and then he reminded me that, if he never returned, I
should be heiress of Langarth, and, if death fell upon him from
the same mysterious hand which struck us all, his burden would
thenceforth be mine, and his vow mine to keep. Then it was
that I repeated it in strong and solemn words ; and I know that
I am bound by it now.”

A short silence full of gnawing pain fell between them.
Harold . had a thousand arguments on his lips against the cruel
folly of such a vow and the superstition that led to it, Lut the
time would not allow him to utter them. One glance at Estrild’s
grief-stricken face choked them back upon his heart ; she would
not suffer any shadow of reproach from him to fall upon the
brother whose face was yet visible to her, tender and loving still
in its awful beauty. One expostulation he could permit himself
to make. .

“ My dear Estrild, all this passed between your brother and
you before your engagement to me. He ratified that engage-
ment, and by so doing he absolved you from your promise.”

“No, np-—not unless he lived, or died naturally as other men
die. If Ris life passed away in mystery, as it has now, my vow
was to stand. I have told you that he made me repeat it—
made me promise that I would renounce love, hope, happiness,
all I hold dear rasher than. bring a curse upon the lives of
others.”

A My dear Estrild, all this is a mistake—a wild folly built
upon surmise and superstition.”

“ Which make the fabric of-my life,” she interposed. ¢ These
follies, these superstitions and terrors, have been built into my
days hour by honr.
few words.”

“Granted,” he continued, “and I will yield to your feelings
thus far, that, if your brother’s death cannot be explained natur-
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aze. “It § ally, I should be neither angry nor surprised if your promise
and here § weighed somewhat on your mind. But, if I bring you back full
ied. This § proof that his death was a simple accident, you will surely
departure § acknowledge that you are not bound by it ?”

3 She met his eyes with a pale smile on her lips, and laid both
answered ; & her hands on his shoulders.

§ “ Prove that to me, and I am yours for ever ; nothing sh6uld
nd carried § stand between us then.”

of it here He bent forward and kissed her, with a cold feeling at his
sturned, 1 heart that his happiness was still far away.

him from “ Nothing between. us,” he repeated, ‘except your guardian

len would § and uncle. You ignore the real difficulty in our path, Estrild,

en it was to build up a fanciful wall of. terrors.”

inow that § “My guardian ?” she said, in surprised scorn. ‘‘ He possesses
no weapon in all his mean artillery by which he could separate us.

en  them. I bave no fear of him.”

. the cruel § “But I have,” returned Harold ; “and I hate now to leave

it, but the § you to his mercy, alone too as you are.”
t Estrild’s | “No) not alone. I have sent for my cousin Pleasapce. You
she would | rememljer her ! She was with us a little while in Switzerland.”
upon the § “I am thankful to hear that,” Harold cried, as he caught her
oving still § hand again. “ Miss Glendorgal is kind and good ; I ¢hall leave
it himself § you now, Estrild, with a happier mind. In forty-eight hours I
hope to be with you again ; meanwhile promise me to be brave.”
other and § She turned away her face, and he saw tears faliing slowly. from
it engage- § her eyes. It was a good sign—it was better to weep than to
ise.” . meet, grief with the stony anguish and térror she had shown that
ther men } morning.
, my vow “I must go, darling,” he said unwillingly. “The boat waits
speat it— § for me ; I have delayed too long.”
:appiness, | “Oneyinstant longer,” she said, with sad eagerness. “You
e lives of spoke of a fancied wall of terrors between us ; but that horseman,
‘ Harold, who rode to Langarth—you saw him—was he a fancy.”
olly built § “No,” returned the young man ; and his heart was suddenly

stirred within him by a,curious revulsion of feeling. ' It was

“These SR partly anger at her seeming indifference to his departure, and
t into my | partly dismay at seeing her mind so filled with this cloud of

n me by a | superstitious gloom that her love could not break through it to
give him a word of comfort, and it was partly also the shock of
+ feelings discovering within himself a lurking sympathy with her horror

ed natur- of this strange visitor. “No,” he said; the man was flesh and
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blood—of a kind—an odd kind :

; and one day I will follow him
and hunt him down, with as sure a certainty of tearing off the

mystery in which he chooses to shroud himself as I have now of
finding the 4lert and bringing the hand that slew your Lrother
to justice and to daylmht Y

“Do not be angry,” she said, in a low slLaken voice.
you come back, perhaps we must say good-bye for ever.
we say it in hope let us part in ]oxe

“Good bye !" he answered, and folded his arms ahout her,
angry still that she could talk of parting forever through shadows
rising from a dead past—shadows that he was guing to sweep
a\\'}ly.

For an instant she clung to him ; then their arms fell mutually,
and they stood apart, with the spray of the waterfall rising be-
tween like a pillar of separation.

“Good-bye !” she said again, and broke down utterly, with her
weeping face upon her hands.

“I have been cruel,” he thought; and with a single step he
had her in his arms again.

Thus they re-embraced in a sort of bitterness, feeling dis-
united still.

She stood watching him as he spang up the rugged steps lead-
ing from the gorge and hurried swiftly to the sea. '

‘“ When
But now

CHAPTER XL

The sea was surging uneasily ; every roller came in tinted with
gray, for the depths were stirred by the great waves that lashed
the barricade of cliffs, and hidden sands were flung upwards to
mingle with the heaving waters.

Within the long reef which protected the tiny harbour from
the outside roughness lay a little boat, tossing like a cork on the
waves as Michael and a boy rowed her to and fro,
often turned anxiously towards the path which wound r%s
length down the cliff.

When Harold agpeared at last, Michael took off his cap and
waved it, partly in §atisfaction and partly to hurry his steps.

On seeing this sighal Harold broke into a run, and was soon
down on the white s ds, which were narrowed now to a mere
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‘ollow him | glistening line, catching the foam ere it dashed upwards with
ng off the angry roar.

we now of § Michael brought the boat to the side of the long reef, which
ur brother S acted like a pier or break water, and beckoned to Harold to join
B him there. By any other way it would have been impracticable

“When Sto get on board. But between him and this ledge of rock there
But now raged and roared a foaming mass of waters through which

it was impossible for him to pass without being dashed to
bout her, S death.

1 shadows  § On seeing the narrow strip of beach now completely covered,
to sweep M Michael threw up his arms in despair. Then, making a speak-

Sing-trumpet of his hands, he called aloud to Harold; but his
mutually, SSvoice, strong as it was, went out upon the sea a mere breath

ising be- [MBwithout sound. Seeing by Harold’s signals that not a word had
reached him, he desisted from further speech, -and, grasping his
with her DArs, gave his attention to the safety of the boat, 'which needed
all his care and skill lest it should be dashed against the natural
y step he [Wpier or ledge of rocks too roughly.
i Suddenly the open-eyed wonder of Daniel’s boy, Josiah Mar-
sling dis- [tin, caught Michael’s gaze.
. “ What be glaazing at, sonny boy !”” he asked impatiently.
eps lead- | “Thic gentleman we’ve been waiting for. - He be chmbmg the

icliff like a goat.”

“ He can’t get to us that way,” returned Michael. * He must
walk to Langarth now, and Daniel must take the Curlew round
ffor 'un. I shall make 'un understand somehow, I reckon, what
he've goet to do. 'We'd best start to waunce ; when he sees us
off, he’ll come round arter us.”

ited with * Bide a bit ; he be goin’ to jump !” cried the lad eagerly.

at lashed S Michael, whose back was towards the shore, turned his head .

wards to [N amazement, just in time to see Harold make a daring spring
rom the rugged point of cliff to which he had climbed to the

yur from [edge of rock below. Beneath him as he sprang was a tumultweus

k on the [SMBea, whose surf dashed upwards as though hungering to'seize him
th faces [N its relentless grip, For one second his life hung suspended
ts‘]a(med Sover this raging white death, the next he was safe and on his

S ect upon the firm gray ndae of rock that stretched its giant
cap and § Jength among the tumbling waves.
teps. Michael drew a long breath ; his face was white, but his eyes
vas 800D hone like coals of fire,
& mere “That was as brave a leap as ever [ see in aal my born days,"
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boat.
a spring.

“T count it worth millions, Michael.
as hard as we can row! You see I could not affort to waste
more time by going round to Langarth, whioh was the sole thing

to do unless I had jumped as I did.”

“I didn’t think there was a man living could taake sich
You don't count your life for much, sir, 1 reckon.”

“ You shouldn’t have -wasted them precious twenty minutes &
sir,” said Michael, regarding him with renewed admiration &

“You see the tide wouldn’t wait for ’ee.”

“The minutes were not wasted, Michael, though, as you say, '§

they were precious indeed to me. Now give way, lads !”

The Curlew was close by, yet it took hard rowing to reach her; 3
and it was harder work still to get alongside of her black hull and
catch the rope flung to them, and so reach the wet deck |8
drenched with spray. Then the boat was hauled up—it was only &
a small dingy—the sails were set,and the Curlew put her prow to i3
the waves ; and, dashing the foam from her gallant sides, she flew %

like a bird into the open sea.

Of all the boats that floated upon the ocean, the safest and the |
Built for every weather and for 38
every wave, it will ride out the fiercest gale, and fly gallantly 88
before a storm that would shatter a stately frigate or founder a |8

soundest is a true pilot-boat.

huge man-of-war.
“If the wind holds up,” said Daniel, “ we shall catch the coast
of Brittany in six hours. And now, sir, I'd advise 'ee to tackle

a bit of crouse [victuals], and arter that titch pipe a croom, and

then turn in and slaip till we make land.”

Harold felt this was good counsel, for since his hasty breakfast |8
he had tasted nothing, and for lack of sleep head and heart were |8

heavy and weary.

“ Now then, gawkum {simpleton], what be stopping there for
goggling for gapes like a pattick 1” cried Michael to the boy. &8

“ (o and ‘get the table fitty for denner.”

Josiah, with his chin upon his hands and his elbows on his§
knees, was sitting on an upturned bucket staring at Harold with§

the glazed and expressionless eyes of a fish.
“1 knawed a miner waunce,”

[piecesj.

he said, as he stretched out his hand to help Harold into the ‘.,

Now for the Curlew &

said Josiah, rising leisurely, S
“ who jumped down a shaaft for fear he’d be spaled [fined], ’cos, §
you see, he were laate, but he briuk boath his legs short like a 3
carrot, and he wes carr’d hoam ’pon boords knacked aal to jouds 8
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' /
)ld into the 8 « What mazedish stram be telling oop now !” asked Michael,
1 taake sich Swith some anger.

|
reckon.” B8« "Teddn’t no strama=-"tes truth, I tell ’ee. And the man was
the Curlew 88 uried a week arter }hic_jump. And there was talk of having
rt to waste S Larr’l for 'un ’stu!( of a coffin, cos he doubled up so like.”

e sole thing 88 « Josiah, my son,’” interposed Daniel, “I reckon a rope’s-end
8w ill double thee up soon, ef thee drumbles any longer.”

ty minutes, Upon this hint Josiah departed to perform his duties, yet he

admiration. 8 gave a last glance at Hamwld with a dissatisfied air, murmuring
Saudibly that if his bones were not broken they ought to be.

as you say, 8 ¢« Wall, it was a braave spring for a goat, leave alonea man,”

Is!?” Wacquiesced Michael. “ Where did you larn, sir, to maake your

reach her ; S88liibs so spry ?”

ick hull and 8 “I've been a mountain ,liber all my life, Michael—that’s
wet deck the secret of it. I have tdken many a longer jump than that,

it was only S8and a more dangerous. I would rather spring from a cliff than
her prow to SSump across a crevasse,”
es, she flew S8 « May I maake bould to ax what that is, sir?”

B “Well, it is a rent or chasm in a wountain. If you will
est and the WMimagine it as something like the gorge that runs up to the Mer-

1er and for Smaid’s Well, you will be able to form a notion of it, Michael,”
y gallantly &8 “'Well, now,” observed Michael, ‘I shouldn’t wonder if you
r founder a S was dreeve to it, that you might jump thic plaace too.”

3 1 should be sorry to try,” returned Harold. “I think in
h the coast S88all likelihood I should be picked up like Josiah’s friend the

e to tackle S miner—in any way but a whole piece.”
croom, and 588  “ The 'tatie-pie es 'pon the taable,” said Josiah, leering at it
" with a hungry eye as he turned away from the little cabin ;
y breakfast 588 «“ and the Capen says, will ‘ee plaise to come an’ maake a clain-
heart were 88 off denner to waunce while he’s hot 1”
Even to this day, when the grand earth-apple has suffered
1g there for S8 blight and change, a potato-pie is one of the tastiest dishes

» the boy. 888 Cornish hands can make, It isnot age of the oldest, though
S among the best, for all the herb-pies and cakes of Carthage,

ows on his S ancient in repute and renowned in story, are still dainty -and

[arold with &S delicate realities in' the Cornish land. Who that has tasted
S the golden cakes, the Pheenician cream, and the many pies of .

1 leisurely, S8 courteous Cornwall does not long to eat of them again !

fined], "cos, 8 Harold did full justice to the old Cdrnish dish, and felt all his

short like a S griefs the lighter for his much-needed meal.

al to jouds 8 *“Now, ef you baint. too tired, we'll titch pipe a croom,” said

¥
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sea of thought—wordless,
pain upon his heart.

thoughts are black.

hopeless chase.”

the cutter,” responded Daniel.

well haul down sails to waunce.

land, will ever reach thic ship.”

time.”

“ Have 'eé sure?” said Michael,

never tired of having.”

FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

your heart’s ashore at Langarth.
for the young lady now, #ir ; she is in other hands.”

“That is just the point I am debating,” returned Harold.
fear I ought not to have left her to go on a wild and mayhee

Daniel ; and, suiting the action to/the word, he forthwith pro-|
ceeded to light a short black pipe.

Q) . . ;
| Smoking was not a custom then so universal as now, é:\\d Har-
old had not taken up the fashion.

his eyes fixed on the dark green trackless hills whose undulating §
heights were spread around and beyond him, while a great black §
Qrmless'beut in constant waves of |

He sat on the deck silent,

“It’s ill thinking without speaking,” observed Daniel, *when §
I reckon, sir, though you be on the sea [
But it's little you can do §

“ 1 wish I was as sure of fair weather as I be of falling in with §

“I know Capen Armstrong’s 8
ways of sailing as well as I know the north’star ; and, if I don't §

steer right down ’pon the Alert afore morning breaks, you may 8
call me a Dutchman. Now, ef 'twas the Flying Dutchman we §
was chasing, I'd own it would be wild work, and we might so §
There’s neither wind nor wave, ¥
nor prayer nor curse, nor moan of the sea, nor groam from the

“ And you've the right to say that, Danjel, ef any man have,” :
said Michael, “for you've~see® and chased her too—many a

“ Not many a time, my gon, but oftener than I wish to again. §
But I've seen worse than the Flying Dutchman.”

“ Was it a pixie now 1” .
I “Or a ghost !” asked Harold, half smiling at his own question.

“This is just the hour for ghost stories, Captain.” :

“But not for making fun of ’em,” returned Daniel seriously. &

“The sea is full of ghosts. Death and the sea are twin brother §

and sister ; and, if a man escapes from the "grief of the first on §

land, he falls into the cold arms of the other at sea. Years come

upon years ; but death is never tired of giving, and the sea is

“ Well, now, Daniel, I reckon even a ghost-story is ore lively
talk than that,” observed Michael, ‘“so let's have it.”

“ It happened just like this,” said Daniei, ‘“and it haight, be

4
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ten years agone. I went down to the wharf waun night jist
arter the old church clock had gope twelve, for I'd heard say a
barque was in,wanting a pilot tqgfake her on to Falmouth, Well,
there was the barque, sure enougl and leaning on the wall look-
ing 2t her were a man. I spoke %o 'un and gave 'un good night,
but he didn’t maake no answer, and he didn’t turn round, nor
taake no notice like, and I felt vexed as fire—for, thinks I, a
civil word desarves a civil word back. So I went up close to
‘un, and said, “’Tis a fine night, maister.” Not a word would hLe
spake. lllen [ felt py blood un(li) up, and I let go my temper
a bit like. ¢ Thee'rt|a queer~chap,” I said to un, not to spake.
Why, I'd spake to the devil if he spoke civil to me ), You be
where nobiédy learns
manners. 'Pon that he turns round sharp and glares abroad his
great eyes, and shaws me his great face, white as if he'd been
umlu water a week, and I saw bits of sv.nw-v(l and " tiny broken
shells sticking in his whiskers and hair. This scared me, and I
walked up the pier hard as I could go, for I didn’t like the looks
of 'un at all. But he followed me (losv and I could hear the
water going ‘sqlmsh S!]lld%h in his shoes every step he took.
Then I spoke to 'un again, for [ didn’t want to be ancivil to a
stranger ; but he never answered a word. So vhen I thought I'd
run lmnw and get waun of my crew to go out with me to the
barque ; and I went for my life, and when 1 got to the end of
the pier I looked back and thére was the man standing where I'd
left him. 1 telt glad he hadn’t followed me. But, when I got
to my aun door, there he was standing straight up, his eyes wide
open, glaring, (md all his teeth #MOwing as if he had no lips. 1
shook like a leaf, my hat lifted off my head with the rustling of
my hair, and the sweat boiled out of me. I can’t tell what
happened for a minute. When I woke up like, he was gone, and
I was in a daze ; but I went into the house and got my comrade,and
we tgo went aboard of  the craft and put her Tuto l‘nlnmutl»
Well; the Curlew comed round there for me, anl when I got
hoam 1 was carried to bed and lay sick a month, and aal my
hair falled off and 'twas white at the roots as snaw ”

Daniel shook the ashes from his pip® as he said this, and filled
it up again in silence.

“Is thic the end of the ghost?”
can’t see no good in his coming at all !

““No more can I, my son. But thic barque went down with

asked Michael.

»

“Why, 1
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sea, and foundered in sight of land.
her crew.” ‘
“ Well, it is a queer story anyhow,” observed Harold,

“ whether you were ill or well at the time of the vision came to &8
And, since you are good at seeing ghosts, tell me what |8
Is he man |8

you.
.you think of the ghost at Langarth
or spirit ?”

that dark rider.

“ A spirit wouldn’t want horseflesh to bring him to Langarth,” 58

said Daniel. “I say he is a man ; but he don’t come alone. [f
a spirit didn’t lead him to Langarth, he’d never take that whisht
ride.”

“T wonder he has never been followed and identified,”
Harold. “1 wish I had pursued him last night.”

said

ould folk’s stories go ; and no waun have ever done that yet.”

“’Tis my watch now,” said Daniel rising ;
night to ’ee, and I hope you'll slaip well, Mr. Olver. There’s as
good a night’s rest in thic there bunk of mine as in arra king’s

P

bed ashore.” )

CHAPTER XII

CouwLp it be possible that from the mystic margin of that land

which is far away phantom/ shapes might beckon or some sad §

spirit stray ?

In gloomy bewilderment this question wandered to and fro §

through Harold’s racked brain as he strove vainly to sleep. All
the mingled noisegof the night seemed to join in a confused wai

fare, battling against his slumber, and all reiterated the ever- S

recurring thought with vexed and feverish persistency. e
Should he arouse himself and laugh at the cloudy superstitions

which shaped phantoms owt of the mist and saw porteucs in the

colour of a wave? Then there rose before him

all hands aboard. She loaded at Falmouth and sailed for Swan.

5
Not a soul was saved of aal S8R
S ['ristram

the dead face of §

1.

“and I'll say good 3

his friend, or the sad eyes of his love reproaching him with his §

unhelief. Rough-hew his thoughts as he would, they still took
this one certain form—that of fear for the effect of her brother’s
death on Estrild’s mind.

¥

He might fling from his own soul the §

i
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cloud of superstitious terror that was settling round the bier of
Carbonellis, but he could not hope to clear Estrild’s
heart of the perilous stuff that weighed upon it unless he could
bring forward. Yrrefragable proof that her brother’s death was
caused by human means without supervention of aught not of
this world. ~With this conviction came the strengthening of his
resolve to gain that proof at ho®ever great a cost of toil and
time and trouble. Through storm at sea, through labour on
land, he would pursue. these phantoms whose icy shadows had
laid a cold touch upon his love, and he would lay them for ever

fat rest, and bring peace back to her troubled heart.

The sound of the hurried waves surging against the ship’s
sides, the shriek of the frosty wind among the sails, the creaking
of cordage, the tramp of feet above his het v, all seemed now the
cry of encouraging voices urging him forward on his course,

The overlapping waves, as if weary of their endless wakeful-
ness, broke on his ear with a gentler touch, as though they too
dreamed of peace, and thus at length the) laid a seal upon his
eyelids and rocked him into slumber.

* . . . . * - .

What was it that awoke him, or seemed to awake him, from

he sleep that had fast bound him within its peaceful folds? It

@was a cry of the night—a faint cry as of some living thing strug-

rling with death, zmd dying even as its voice went folth in spent
weakness, lhen from out the darkness in the midst of the sea
ie saw a hand—a man’s hand—clutching an oar, which the wind
lashed to and fro with savage strength like a bit of drift-weed,
relentness, regardless that holding on to it in fierce hunger of
life was a human soul, clothed with all the tenderness of human
hours, and maybe with a picture of home and loving faces in its
Bad eyes, as fighting for breath, it was borne onwards and
/anished in the hollow of a black' wave.

With its vanishing there fell down a great sorrow on Harold’s
fireaming spirit, for some inward voice, soundless as thought, and
yet having words, seemed to pass to him from the drowning man,
aying, “1 had no word, no prayer, no cry to utter to thee when

was just as thou art ; but now, in the spirit, I warn thee to cease
hy quest ; some knowledge is forbidden. Had I lived, I would
have unveiled this mystery ; being dead, I hide it.” .

Only a dream ; but never did man strive and agonise awake
s Harold strove now in slumber to save the perishing life that
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drifted fast away into the heaving darkness of the eternal sea.
He awoke with cold sweat upon his brow, and hands and arms f.
outstretched like a swimmer’s in despair.
The turmoil of a great storm was round about, him, and |
shrieking amid the sails as the little ship flew onward before the §
mighty wind’s breath. He rose and struggled to his feet, dazed
still with sleep, and wondering with dull wonder at his strange |
surroundings. In a moment his mind cleared, the vividness of §
his dream subsided to a paler hue ; it no longer seemed dreadful, §
but rather the natural consequence of the hubbub around him.
The liquid lpw light of dawn was trembling on the sea as he
emerged from the tiny cabin and confronted the spray-drenched |8
faces of the men who had battled with storm and darkness while §
he slept. In the dim light he looked at his watch, and noted
with surprise that his sleep had lasted seven hours. It had been]
the dead sleep of a man exhausted by fatigue and excitement§
He gazed around him now as though looking on a new world ; §
but 1t was a world of waters tumultuously heaving and engirt by§
a dark sky, save in the east, where the darkness was struck§
across as by a hand alig rom the horizon.
Daniel was at the helm, y the set firmness of his face§
Harold guessed it would not bhe wise to disturb him with speech §
Michael however came forward.
« We have sichted the cutter, sir,” he said.
« Where?” Harold cried eagerly, his face flushing with hope.
“To larboard, sir. She is hugging the coast too close in such
weather as this, and Daniel is giving her a wide berth. Y ou
can’t see her now, sir,” he added, as Harold rushsd to the side
scanning the southern haze with searching eyes. /
But on that side darkness still reigned intense, and full of the#
terror and turmoil of storm. It was the heart of the tempest®
and the night, untouched as yet by the pulse of light throbbing|
in‘the east. Thenight of the sea was appalling ; huge wavej
lifted the Curleit to the top of their crests only to fling her§
down into deep hollows, where for an instant, ere she rose again @
she seemed to be engulfed by a black and seething death. ’
The close-reefed mainsail stood the storm, the jib was goneg
the tyller was lashed, and the stout little ship took the blows: i
the gigantic seas passively. It was only by holding on with both
hands, that Harold could stand on the flooded deck. When thé§
gea is wrathful, man’s strength is but a straw. There was dangef
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in every rush of water to leeward, there ‘'was death in every
hammer-blow from each enormous wave that sprang like a living
foe upon the gallant little Curlew, who only shook her wings and
flew and flew along her dark and dangerous path still safe and
sound in every plank.

At length the light lifted the thick darkness from the sea, and
the great gusts of wind that swooped down from the sky rent
the clouds asunder and gave to the waves the glory of the sun.
Then suddenly, as if she were a ghost laoming from within a
hazy and mysterious veil, the Alert became visible for the flash
of an instant, and then vanished. Had the sea swallowed her
up? Had she disappeared for ever? =«

The blood rushed to Harold’s face and back to his heart as he
looked out over the haze, and the mighty swell of waters that
bore for him now only the blankness of death. Slowly he made
his way to the helm, where Daniel stood lashed to it, his salt
wet hands on it still, his earnest eyes piercing the sea-drenched
path through which the Curlew flew.

It seemed a sin at such a time to draw away a single thought
from the man on whose skill humanlives were hanging,

For a moment Harold stood abashed, then his unquenchable
desire to reach the Alert burned in him again ; and, touching
Daniel on the arm, he point to the coast. He was understood
instantly.

“Impossible ! ” said Daniel. “If the Alert were sinking only
a hundred yards away, I couldn’t save a man in her. I could

but save my own bird, and the lives here trusting in my seaman
ship.” -

“ But, Daniel, surely the Alert is not in danger?” -
“In ten minutes she’ll pe a wreck. She’s drifting on the

[t's Capen Armstrong’s way ; he always hugs the shore

»o close,” :

“Can’t we reach her?
Harold cried.

“If we want to be drowned, we ¢an. But I reckon there

isn’t no waun aboard the Curlew weariful for such a whisht
eath,”

Can’t we bear down near to her ?”

Harold turned away with a silent cry of anger in his heart.
He had no right to risk men’s lives for Estrild’s sake, but it

ould be hard to go back to her with a blank and dreary message
f utter disappointment. ‘
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Michael came up to him at'that moment and put a glass intp
his hand.

“Catch the right point, sir, and you’ll see the Alert plain §

enough. She’s got death for her compass now,and the sea for her |
grave. It’s an awful sight to see brave men perish and not be §

able to stretch out a saving hand to help them. This has |
been a wild night, and it's a wild night’s work. The Lord
forgive they men who slocked [decoyed] Capen Armstrong into
this!”

Harold scarcely heard his rapid words. He had got the Alert
within the focus of the glass. She was on a huge hun"l) reef of
rocks, and foaming breakers were dashing a whlte and savage §
message of death over aifd above her. It was horrible to see the
enormous waves, and think of their power and strength as they
dragged lives down beneath them. Even at that distance the
roar of their onslaught on the doomed vessel was wafted across
sea and sky in a low moan which touched listening hearts with
terror.

The Alert was lying broadside on, with a heavy list towards
the black cliffs above her, and with her mast still standing. By
aid of the glass Harold could see some of the crew huddled
together in the rigging, and the sea making clean breaches over |
the hull. .. The scene was dreadful, and so vivid that in imagina-

tion he heard the mnoise of the grinding and smashing
of her timbers on the rocks. The spars were ocarried
away. Apparently the doomed vessel had driven be- §
fore wind and sea for hours, then perhaps had tried
an anchor, and eventually been dragged ashore. Her

position now was hopeless, and that any life could be saved in
this weather and on this iron coast was impossible. No boat
could render any service, for the'stoutest ever launched could not
not have lived a moment in that boiling surf. But seemingly no
inhabitant of that wild coast dreamed of striving to risk boat or
life in a hopeless contest with the raging sea. On the height,
wind-battered and dimly visible amid spray and mist, stood a
small crowd of men, who now suddenly lighted a fire of dry furze,
whose flame shot up with crackling swiftness, flinging the lurid
light over the stormy <ea and lighting up the vessel with start-
ling distinctness. Then it was that Harold, with a quivering
pulse, recognized the figure of Captain Armstrong standing on
the poop—one hand extended as though in giving some order,
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glass intp the other clinging, he could nct discern to what. For one instant
| the brave face, white but steadfast, was visible as if clearly cut
lert plain § against the towering blackness of the cliff, the next- the frame
iea for her B foll and darkness followed.
id not be When next, in the swaling of the furze, the flame shot again
This has § upwards and outwards, the poop was gone—washed away—
Che IfO"d and the gallant figure that had given commands to the last had
rong 1into vanished.

: Harold felt his heart quiver within him with that electric
the Alert B8 touch of sympathy which a brave foan’s death conveys to the
ry veef of human soul. He hurried up to Daniel and ventured once more
id savage to touch him on the arm.
to see the § “(lan nothing be done? Can we not save one life " he asked,
1 as they in piteous entreaty.

:ance the Daniel cast one glance at the iron-bound coast, so perilously
ed across near, and shook his head with ominious gravity.
arts with “ Heaven keep us off that !” he said, ttrning his gaze for an

instant towards the white line of breakers tossing like driven
; towards B snow against a wall of blackness. ‘“Maybe we may pick some
ling. By one up from the sea—'tis all we can hope for.”
huddled A huge cloud at that moment, lifting from the land passed
']_lt‘b over § over the sea to the west, and a shaft of lightning broke from it,
Imagina- § rending it asunder as if by a flaming sword; a roar of thunder
Sl“il*l“.“g : followed like the crackling and rattle of a thousand muskets ;
carried then came a burst and downpour of hail which struck the deck

ven be- B with tremendous force.
ad tried § Staggering beneath it, Harold clung to the mast nearly blind-
re. Her ed. As he dashed his hand across his eyes to clear his sight,

saved in Michael clutched his arm and pointed to leeward.
No boat Amid the dreadful 'sea a boat was drifting bottom upwards,

CQul(l not two men clinging to it. Like drift-weed, the vision passed on
mingly no into the hollow of a wave and was instantly lost to view.

< bOﬂ_t or “Gone to death!” said Michael, turning away to look once
e height, more on the wreck of the Alert /

, stood a [t was a last look, for, as he and Harold bent their storm-
dry furze, | beaten gaze on the reef, she was lifted high up on the waves, and
ﬂle lurid then crashed down on the rocks with hideous force. Here for
ith start- an instant she rested, and seemed to quvier in every plank ; but

quivering SR a huge wave rushed upon her, and lifted her into deep water,

nding on and she suddenly sank by the stern, and went down in a moment,
ne order, leaving a ghastly blank upon the sea, which struck the eyes of

the beholders with the amazement of an unexpected horror.
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Mg. Vicar had dined ; he sat in a luxurious arm-chair and
stretched his large feet agressively before the fire. Then he put
his big thumbs together and the points of his thick fingers, and
in this attitude remained some minutes apparently in deep con
templation. In reality he was reflecting on the flavour of the
different wines that he had tasted, and he was thinkjng with satis-
faction that his position now with regard to the House of Carbon
ellis would give him the run of their particularly good and choice
cellar,

“It is only these old families,” he said aloud, “that can do
this sort of thing.”

“ What sort of thing 7" asked Mrs. Vicat, looking round the
large dimly-lighted room with a little shiver. “I suppose you
mean family portraits and ghost§? There are too many of them
here.” :

“New men can only buy a st¢ck,”
heeding her, ‘“and must trust thd word of the seller-as to age :Ln(l
other finer attributes. But, evén.if. they are not cheated,
never turns out the same thing ;-it's the m(l\, as it were, w1th
out the spirit. Now in these old families it is just the contrary;
the body, which they may be said.to bury down in their old
dungeons or cellars, gradually wastes or loses all its grosser
dualities, and only t,lw spirit remains—the aroma—the veritable
ghost, so to say, of the ——Well, my dear, what is there to stare
at over in that corner ?”’

“I wish you wouldn’t frighten one, Mr. Vicat, with such
dreadful talk ! Who wants to hear about bodies and spirits and
ghosts at such a gloomy time as this ?”

“ Who but a snnplvtun would ever suppose one was talking of
such things ? Itis the ghost of the grape I was speaking of. 1
was saying it was only in an ancient place like this, where wine
1s laid down from generation to generation, that one can taste
the genuine article. I never drank such a bottle of Burgundy
in my life as that old fogy of a butler gave me to-night.” Mr.
Vicat pressed his lips together at the remembrance, and looked
down on his thumbs with satisfaction.

“T wonder you can gloat over you dinner and wine on such
a night as this,” said Mrs. Vicat irritably. ¢ Just listen how
the wind is howling rougd these dismal old walls ; and think what

[
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there is up-stairs, and how that poor girl is crying hsrself to
death in loneliness ! ”

‘hair and , “ That’s her own choice ; she could come down here and have
'n he put SR clicerful society if she liked.”

gers, and g «“She doesn't want cheerful society, especially ours. You
dwp.c‘)“ b know perfectly well that she detests you, and she thinks me a
. of tl.m fool.”

Ylt‘h Shsis- B “Well, my dear, I won’t cavil at her judgment; and her
£ (’m‘l’(j’“ dislike is a matter of perfect indifference to me.”

nd choice ; Mrs. Vicat stared for a moment at her husband, as if puzzled

‘ by his words ; but, when she took in their meaning, she - flushed
't can do B little, and searched in her own mind for some weapon of retali-
. ation. But, being a dull woman, it took her some time to fur-
bish up a sharp speech and her silence gave Mr. Vicat an advan-
1 tage which he seized. \
of then “Your -dulness of compl(’}wnsmn my dear, hinders you from
sec ing that, although my niece may be p«*rtvctly right in her
opinion of you, and perfectly |ust11w<l in herdetestation of me, yct
injneither case can this alter our position with regard to her.’

wund the
pose you

icat, not
rage and

vuted: it "Mrs. Vicat had been t ing to collect her faculties, but this
ve, with. speech, to which she lm%‘ given a divided attention, pressed
‘ontrary; § them into a heavy lump fn\px which she could elicit no sparkle
‘heir old § of thought. \ s

BEDRNCE 3 “1 am sorry for her,” she said helplessly§
veritable § “So am I,” returned Mr. Viecat ; “ but that does not prevent

to stare o me from being glad for myself. I shall have all the power in
my own hands now ; and it will be a very nice thing—yes, very
47 b nice and satisfactory altogether. It is a large estate to manage,
irits and to say nothing of the funded property and the dues from the
mines.”

“Mines ?” repeated Mrs. Vicat, who still sat in a collapsed
state, seeking amid the jumble and entanglement of her thoughts
for the sharpness that so rarely came to her aid.

ith such

lking of
gof. 1

e wine

an taste “Yes, my dear, mines—or rather dues paid by the mines to
ﬂyl:gundy her as owner of the soil. Why, the dues alone, I happen
: Mr. to know, amount to four thousand a year; and the estate
| looked brings six thousand more. Oh, it is an excellent prospect for

me !

These words struck the sp‘uk so much needed to lighten- Mrs,
Vicat’s mind.

“Prospect for you?” she said. “You mean for young Mr.
Olver, l w glad he’ll be so rich.”

on such
ten how
nk what
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“@Glad ! ” repeated her husband. “Now who on earth except
a simpleton would make such a speech as that! You can keep
your gladness, my dear, till his wealth arrives, and by that time
you'll be old as Methuselah, without being as wise. In my
opinion, if this weather continues, that young man’s prospects at
present consist of a good chance of being drnwn&h, and that'’s
an event I should be glad of —it would save me "the trouble of
getting rid of him.”

“ What do you mean?” gasped Mrs. Vicat, staring at him
with round eyes full of fear.

“1 mean that I have not the slightest intention of helping a
needy young man to jump into ten thousand a year.- I don’t
intend to let him marry my niece.”

“ But she is engaged to him,” persisted his wife.

“Well, what then? An engagement is like a house of
cards—a whiff of breath or a touch of the finger knocks it into
nothing.”

“You are a bad man,” said Mrs. Vicat.

“Thank you my love! When a woman can’t understand a

~ thing, she usually has recourse to abuse. You must permit me,

if you please, to comprehend my own business, and to act by my
own judgment without the aid of your superior wisdom. Now i
is my business to marry my nieceé and ward to my oldest son—-
and that is what I intend to do.” '

“They’ll hate each other directly. they see through your plans,”
said Mrs. Vicat angrily.

“That's & mere assertion not likely to be fulfilled,” returned
Mr. Vicat.

“ And it is'still more likely that Estrild will give up the man
whom she loves at the wish of a man whom she hates,” retorted
his wife,

“You grow quite sharp, my dear,” he answered coolly. “If
she hates me, she won’t hate her cousin. You forget that my
eldest son is the child of her mother’s sister. Not being your son
is, I presume, the reason you are not anxious to see him a
wealthy man.’

Mrs, Vicat looked up, and a slight quiver passed over her
foolish honest face.

“T care as much for his welfare as you do. It is not for him-
self or for his own sake that you wish him to marry his cousin.”

“My dear, what a razor you are to-night! You are really
giving me some remarkable proofs of your intelligence.”
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“I don’t mind your sneers,” she answered—*I'm used to
them ; but I tremble sometimes for you.”

“ Much obliged for your solicitude "—and Mr. Vicat laughed
disagreeably—*but I believe ¥ am a man 'who can take care of
himself.”

“In a worldly way ; but if you will take the trouble to raise
your eyes for a mqment from this earth to the sky, you will see
that there are other worlds hesides this.”

“I live in.this one,” returned Mr. Vicat in a hard voice. “I
am not going to try a flight among the stars. You had better
be quiet, Amelia—I warn you I have had enough for the present !
I can stand a pretty large amount of nonsense, but, as you know,
[ draw the line always at preaching— that I won't stand.”

Yes, Mrs. Vicat knew it. She rose, and stood holding the
back of her chair with one hand ; it trembled a little.

“I was in love with you once,” she said, *““and 1 obstinately
insisted on marrying you against my dear father’s wish. Well, I
deserve to be punished.” ;

“You deserve it pretty often too, my dear.”

She took no notice of this.

“Who is it that says ‘our sins turn into scorpions and sking
us’! Gilbert told me, but I have forgotten.”

“You will have an opportunity very shortly to refresh your
memory by asking him,” observed Mr. Vicat, * for I shall hurry
over the inquest and the funeral and return,_ home with all des-

patch.” \r

“ou can’t mean that ?” said Mrs. Vicat entreatingly. * Sure-
ly you will consult your niece’s feelingg on these things "

“I shall consult my own interest, and not such rubbish asa
silly girl’s feelings. 1 don’t intend to linger here to let Estrild
see that young Olver again.”

“Oh, Mr. Vicat, you are past praying for !”

“ Now see here,” said that gentleman, turning on her with a
sudd®n fury blazing in his pale eyes—* I have already warned
you that I won’t stand that sort of thing.”

“But T can’t help it,” returned his wife, retreating, and drag-
ging her chair with her as a rampart of defence. “I am bound
to pray for you.”

“Well, pray away as much as you like ; but take care you
don’t interfere with my plans in any way except praying against
them. That you are wélcome to do; but touch them with one

L
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of your fingers, and you and I have a quarrel which you won't
forget very soon.”

The voice in which he said this would have chilled the marrow
in the bones of a bull-dog; it completely cowed the shrinking
woman whose dull mind was little able to find words as weapons
of self-defemce. : )

“ And one thing more,” continued Mr. Vicat, in the same tone

—*“bheware of pmwnnw my niece’s mind with'vour silly opinions
of my conduct. I forbid you to speak of me to her. Your judg-
*ment is altogether at fault with regard to what I have to do. |
save her frmn a fortune-hunter _that’s a meritorious action—
and I make her happy with my son— that's another good
deed.” -

“I don’t know the law,” said Mrs. Vicat, clasping both her
hands now on the back of the chair behind which she stood ;
“but I believe you want the girl's money for yourself, and per-
haps her marriage with your son would give {it to you. 1 know
the law always takes away a woman’s money,’

“Only to give it to her husband, my dear,” said Mr. Vicat
jocularly, restoring himself to good humor in a sudden way.
“ Estrild’s money w1]l be (nll)mts when he marries her.”

Mrs. Vicat looked up ; some thoyght pressed on her mind for
utterance which she hesitated to fpeak. It seemed to be a fear
which she was reluctant to shape into words even to herself.

( “You know that Gilbert,” she began, *is not—is not in good
health. He may never live to marry.”

“Yes, he will. I shall hurry the warrisge ; afterwaids he
m"y .___’Y

“No ; don't say it!” cried his wife. “ You frighten me. You
mean him to make a will and leave away the gitl's own estate
from her to you.”

“He might so disposé of the personal property,” said Mr.
Vicat quite calmly—*“and I see no wrong in a son taking care
of his own father ; but the land could not be taken from Estrild
during her life At her death it comes to my son Gilbert under
her father’s will, whether she marries him or not.”

Mrs. Vicat drew a long breath, as if of relief. She was glad
to hear that no machination could deprive Estrild of Langarth,
and she guessed that the provision in the will over which her
husband rejoiced could come into force only if she died unmar-
ried or childless, Yet dimly, in her dull groping w&y, she fore-
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“saw how this chance of heirsh p for his son might lead him into

deeds of which she knew his nature to be capable and which she
trembled to think of. She turned away from the subject in
downright terror.

“ Estrildy will be thankful to have her cousin with her,” she
said.

“Cousin! What cousin?” asked Mr. Vicat sharply. I
not going to allow any cousins to prowl around my niece.”

“Tt is a Miss Glendorgal who is coming,” returned Mrs. Vicat.
e l heard Estrild order a carriage to he sent for her.

“ And why didn’t you tell me this at once,” demanded her
husband. “ It is just like your sense not to name a thing tlll\oo
late to hinder it ! What a pitiable idiot you are !”

Mrs. Vicat was too much used to compliments of this kind to
receive thesn words either with a burst of tears or of anger.
She took them stolidly, w1thout change of countedance or of
voice.

“1 saw no harm in Miss Glendorgal’s coming here to help
Estrild to bear her sorrow,” she said.

Mr. Vicat scowled at the fire without answering. He was
wondering what Miss Glepdorgal would do or say that might
hinder his schemes. He knew her slightly and was slightly
afraid of her. He was, in fact, afraid of everybody who might
stand in the way of his snatching at the wealth which he was
beginning to feel within his grasp. = He listened for a moment to
the fierce gusts of wind that Weré swaying the great trees with-
out Aike reeds and a smile of hope twitched his lips and carried
h{thou"ht,s away.

i I‘here will be wrecks to-night somewhére,” he said ; “and it's
an ill wind that blows nobody good.”

Mrs. Vicat stared at him with round frightened eyes, and then
stole away without uttering a good-night. * -

OHAPTER XIV.

THERE is no day that does not bring the night. The sun of our
Joy has sorrow for its shadow, and the Inn"(‘st brightest life
that walks gladly through its day goes down at its setting
to the night silence of the grave, and is lost in its thick dark-

ness, - ’
-
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There the vel| fal's and hides the great impenetrable secret,
the vital mystery whose throbbing beats in every human heart,
and whose longings run round the world in that electric chain
of faith which binds this earth to the throne of God.

Our day of life here is but a short dream, even if we reach the
evening and stretch out our arms willingly to the shadow of
fast falling night ; but, if at noonday or in the morning a man is
cut down in the freshness of his strength, then the tears we weep
are bitter, and ‘we are galled with a sense of injustice, and
deem the’ inscrutable hand of death has dealt its blow in
cruelty.

This was Estrild’s feeling as she sat alone in her gloom, her
heart full of its new quivering sorrow and her mind brooding
over many memories.

It was hard—oh, it was bitterly hard—that he should die so
young, that his happy life should have been taken in horror and
mystery, Death, like an executioner in a mask, striking him with
a swift and sudden blow? And who was this man who had
killed him? Was he indeed innocent—guiltless as an execu
tioner is, who does but obey the unseen judge who directs the
stroke 1

This question brought an instant array of visions before her
clothed in superstitious terrors, and she shrank from dwelling on
it ; she thrust it away, being willing to wait till Harold should
bring her a surer answer than her fears could give. By a quick
transition of feeling she followed him in his quest, and a little
pale gleam of joy shot into her heart at the thought of his brave
and tender readiness to seek a solution to the mystery that
shrouded her brother’s death. Yet in a moment is seemed a sin
at this early time to quench her grief in a renewal of hope or in
the thought of Harold’s love. It rather returned to her as a
reproach, for it had shared her heart with Tristram, drawing
away some of the affection that should have been all ‘his ; and it

was a bitterness to her now to remember this. Honce in the
jealousy of her grief, her thoughts flew morbidly from the consol-
ation of her new love and dwelt only on the recollections of the
older affection which had cherished her childhood and guided her
youth with tender and protecting hand.

Tristram was twelve years her senior; he had been brother,
father, guardian, all things to her that were true, loving, and
helpful, He had %uved her from the hard grasp of the man

whose ruthless
his lawful pre;
low cry and |
heen half lovii
She had let &
thoughts. Ey
been stolen. fr¢

How could |
comfort ! She
ment, as a son
her and blinde
upon Tristram
she could see |
and left him s
life alone.

She could se¢
bared to her b
she had been 1
his long, long
him for the fir
would be true
resolved to livi
and tender wo
dread that upc
doom. She w
uttered should
henceforth for
greenness, she
ever shed such
horror as thai
upon Harold
mystery, As
nerves, she rec
that beneath a
for the momen
source from w
struggles, her
existence woul
within her wot

She felt glac
for, unless she




) secret,
n heart,
¢ chain

each the
adow of
A man is
we weep
ice, and
blow in

yom, her
brooding

d die so
rror and
him with
who had
1 execu
rects the

fore her
relling on
d should
r a quick
1 a little
his brave
tery that
med a sin
ype or in
her as a
drawing
s; and it
e, in the
he consol-
ns of the
mided her

n brother,
ving, and
' the man

FROM THE OTHER SIDE. o7

whose ruthless hands now were too ready to seize upon her as
his lawful prey. At this thought she fell upon her knees with a
low cry and buried her face in her hands. Oh, she had not
heen half loving enough in the old dear time gone now for ever !
She had let a stranger step into her life and steal her best
thoughts. Even the very last hours of Tristram’s last day had
been stolen from him and given to this new engrossing love,
How could she forgive herself! How could she look to it for
comfort ! She could only regard it with a sort of angry amaze-
ment, as & something strange, inexplicable, that had overpowered
her and blinded her to the sorrow—the lonely sorrow—it laid
upon Tristram’s life. Shg‘ could read it all now on his sad face :
she could see how it had crushed him, disappointed ali his hopes,
and left him stranded on a solitary desert to fight his battle of

life alone.
She could see too how he had hi(ltizz all this, and never un-
bared to her by inadvertent word the’soreness of his heart. Oh,
she had been ungrateful, unkind, cruel! She had forgotten all
his long, long care, all her own promises, and she had deserted
him for the first kiss of love from a stranger’s lips. . But she
would be true now ; she would remember how bravely he had
resolved to live and die alone rather than bring npon some weak
and tender woman the fear that had haunted his existence, the
dread that upon her children might fall a strange and sudden
doom. She would prove herself brave too, and the vow she had
uttered should be kept—yes, if all joy perished out of her life, if
henceforth for her the sky lost its sunshine and the earth its
greenness, she would keep her vow. No child of hers should
ever shed such bitter tears:as she was shedding now, no such
horror as that now overshadowing her home should ever fall
upon Harold and crush brain and heart beneath its hideous
mystery. As this resolve ran with a shudder through all her
nerves, she recognized the strength of her love, she felt and knew
that beneath all her grief and morbid self-reproach it lay listless
for the moment, but yet the great living fact of her life, the one
source from which was to spring her joys and sorrows, her
struggles, her temptations, and her victories. Without this iove
existence would he a blank ; she might seem to live, but the soul
within her would be dead.

She felt glad to think of it and to acknowledge its strength ;

for, unless she loved, what would there be to renounce—what
G
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would there be to suffer in holding to her vows? Nothing! It
would cost her no more than the breath of her words, and she
might'at last grow to deem it a folly ; but now, in the very
might of her sacrifice, she would feel always its worth, and know
that she had given up the best of her life rather than grieve
Tristram’s spirit or work a cruel wrong on Harold.

Ah, he woul be angry at her resolve—he would grieve to
part frone her ! . But this was a grief time would heal, whereas,
if she became his wife, she would be forcing him to share her
terrors—grown larger through her perjury—and she would see

him day by day shrink fromn her in dread of the hand that }

through her would strike his children.

But she would save him from this pain ; and in a little while,
after the wrench of parting was over, he would forget her, and
find some girl whose happier fate could be joined to his without
the terror of death setting them asunder through their lives.

She wept as this bitter thought came ; and the silent voice of .

her heart protested against it, and all her blood rebelled against
the cruelty of it, and she was shaken to the core of her being.

What, if she was sacrificing her life to folly—a dream—a mere
superstition with no more substance than the rack of a summer
cloud, which is but the shadow of a vapor !

Oh, if Harold returned with hope, with certainty, and this
gloom was lifted from her heart and life grew natural again, how
she would welcome his words of triumph, and fling her arms
around him, and own that love was dear?

A low knock at her door made her start up hurriedly and
smooth her hair and wipe her streaming eyes ere she gave the
intruder leave to enter. The thought of seeing Mr. Vicat roused
her blood into rebellion, and she stood, with a steady light shining
in her wet eyes and a close firmness about her lips, like a

/creature waiting to receive an enemy. But when the door was
/ opened she sprang forward with a cry of relief, and flung her
arms round the new-comer, and sobbed on her shoulder like a
child soothed by its mother. She did not see how deathly pale
the girl was to whom she clung; she only knew she was a com
forter and strong and helpful and this was enough.

“Oh, Pleasance, my dear, he is gone ! He was killed—cruelly
killed !”

She felt the straining of Pleasance Glendorgal’s arms around
her, and checked her vehement words.

\
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thing! Tt § “ Have they told you how it happened !’ she said more quietly.
ds, and she B “1 have heard all there is to tell. Evidently it was an acci-
n the very dent ;and there must be great grief on board the ship that has
and know gone to sea.”

!n

han grieve “ An accident !” repeated Estrild. “ No, no; it was a murder !
And Harold has gone to seize the miserable man who did it.”

| grieve to “My dear, there was no motive for a murder. What anger,
1. whereas. what grudge could there be on board the King’s ship against
s slosre her your brother? Do not torment yourself with such a dreadful
» would see idea. Harold will return with proof to satisfy you that the
hand that [ hand that has bereaved us was innocent of all evil intention.”

‘ Estrild drew herself from the sustaining arms that held her,
ittle while, | and looked upwards with clasped hands and eyes full of terror.
t her, and | “ Oh, Pleasance, you sign my death-warrant in saying that!
1is without You mean that Tristram has been struck by the mysterious
r lives. ‘ horror that haunts us and brings death to our house 1’
at voioe of “My dear Estrild, calm yougself! I mean nothing of the
led against kind! I mean an a.ccldent pure and simple.”
whine 1 “My father died by a seeming accident, and my grandfather.
hiei Sare And how can I tell you of the long line of accidents that have
} & sSummer snapped so many dear lives in the past, always the same circum-

BB stances of mystery, the same shadowy hand from the world be-
. and this 8 yond striking them down "
again, how “I answer you that all this is but a superstitious fancy, born

Rer arme of old legends and the long list of fatalities in your family, which

has cast a gloom on you from generation to generation, and

riedly and fostered in your mind a peculiar phase of thought, a fixed super-

e gave the stition which influences your lives and brings down upon them
ioat reused | strange sorrows.”

ght shining | “Yes, that is true; it does indeed. It was this feeling which
ps, like a made Tristram give up all hope .of happiness for himself. You
» door was L”"“ Pleasance, that he had resolved never te marry”
flung her “I knew it years ago, when you were a child.”

lder like & Something in her voice made Estrild look up quickly, and then
athly pale she saw a quivering lip, a pale face, and eyes deeply shadowed by
was & com memories long pﬂ.st tears.

= Pleasance she cried in a voice of sharp pain, “I did not
yd—cruelly know dthese ”things had touched you to the quick. I never

guesse

ms around B ' Hush, my dear | It is an old story now, buried out of sight

beneath a load of years, and I cannot talk of it. He and I both
agreed that you should never be troubled with it.”
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“Oh, Pleasance, he was too good to me, and you too! Who
am I that lives should be cacrificed for my small selfish peaee 1”

“ Not for that, dear, but for what he thought right—for the
mistaken duty that is now misleading you.”

Estrild gazed into the sweet pale face bending over her so
tenderly, and wondered within herself whether she should grow
to be like her. The curse that had blighted her fair life was of the dresd &
ready to fall now upon her own ; and in time she might become as by
pale, as calm, as joyless as Pleasance was, without her peace. 'h““f o t'-nthc:r

“ Pleasance,” she said, “I shall never he so good, so patient '
as you. I long for happiness ; I feel that my life needs it, and
without it I shall grow bitter.” This unwilli

“ Happiness is within you reach Estrild. You have but to he raised his bi
stretch out your hand and take it.” tllrn'u("h the tle

“ And you say that, who have had all joy wrenched out of your y '
life by the samé cause that threatens to make my existence bar-
ren! How can I believe you, with two such witnesses against
happiness as at this very hour are beneath this sad roof—you - (g
the living witness, and the other the dead witness, of the terrible § drowntil Shak
truth that we are—Pleasance, I must say it—that we are haunt shon : Batb s
ed and pursued and slain by some power outside of this world.” the oid doond 1

“It is a madness what you say now, Estrild.”

“There you put your hand, Pleasance, on the sore spot in our
hearts. You repeat Tristram’s words. - Either we are all mad
who have drenmf?d thig strange thing so long or it is a fact that prescience of ¢
some mystery—inexplicable, beyond our human ken-—touches and the little 1
our lives and our deaths. Whichever may be the truth, marriage “May God
would be a sin.” . love o Cailins

Pleasance was silent. Her thoughts rushed back to the days child. Lift u
gone by, when such reasoning as this had poured a flood of-bit- bye ' o vo]
terness over her heart, and she had bowed her head before it, ’ l%ut‘she hit:,d
powerless to resist its force, The anguish had passed, and she B (.0 6llis ar
still lived ; but her life had lost its freshness, its joy, its spring * ' o
time, and the dead calmness of quenched hope that had settled That night
on it made winter for her young years. She felt she was indeed ead pausged |
a living witness to the reality of the mental terror— if it were heord he wel
nothing stranger still—that haunted the lives of the Carbon- soman.  Ms 1
ellises. \ ¢

She too had some of their blood in her veins; and it was not ;ltitvil;;,t‘z::-lil}l)g
without its own peculiar influence in the formation of her « Estrild is
character.  Perhaps some other girl, a stranger ignorant of the their tears, ha
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family superstitions, and totally unprejudiced and untouched by
them, might have succeeded in flinging away Tristram’s fears by
the very lightness of her own spirit and unbelief in them ; but
she a second cousin, could not do this, Her father’s mother was
a Carbonellis ; and she remembered too well how often she had
sat at her feet as a child and listencd to the old Langarth story
of the dread dark rider who brought ever a message of death.
She rememered too the awed whisper in which the aged lady told
how her father fell in a duel fought foolishly and suddenly with
a friend whom he loved before, and with whom he had ‘but a trifl-
ing quarrel,

This unwilling antagonist had meant to fire in the air, but as
he raised his pistol it went off, and Mr. Carbonellis fell dead, shot
through the temple. Before they brought him home his wife
knew that death was at her door, for the dark rider had sped on
his journey, and his swift shadow had passed before her own
shrinking eyes in the park.

Pleasance was eight years old when Tristram’s father was
drowned, twenty years before. Her grandmother was still alive
then ; but the shock of her nephew’s death and the revival of
the old dread story snapped the slight thread of her aged life.

Pleasance remembered standing by her bedside and feeling the
pressure of a trembling hand on her head, and hearing a blessing
spoken in broken words—words which showed that she had a
prescience of the love growing betw}een the boy of twelve years
and the little maiden of eight.

“May God bless you my child, and make you happy! Don’t
love a Carbonellis. Old sins have spirits, and they haunt us,
child. Lift up your little face and kiss me, and say a long good-
bye. I am going away. Don’t forget me or my last words "

But she had forgotten them till too late. She had loved a

Carbonellis, and her life was pale and broken and maimed.
* . . * * * - -

That night when Mr. Vicat stole late to his room, his heavy

tread paused for a moment before a locked door. Within he
heard the murmurs of low-spoken prayers and the sobs of a
woman. He hurried on with a softer footstep, owning to himself
that he would not so watch and weep over the dead even for the
heaviest bribe his covetous heart could desire.

“ Estrild is in that room,” he said to his wife. “ Girls, for all
their tears, have nerves of iron " ~

/
s
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But Estrild was sleeping. Pleasance had not left her or with- |
drawn the clasp of her own soft soothing hand till she had seen
slumber fall down upon her eyelids, and rest breathe a gentle
oblivion upon her pain.

[f now her own grief seized upon her, and all the forced calm-
ness of years was swept away in the first look, the first kiss of
chill awe and anguish that fell upon a cold face, she knew that
she was alone, and that no other human heart would be caused
« pang by the sight of her sorrow.

CHAPTER XV,

Tae unmeasured wilderness of clouds and billows threatened
black destruction. The solid sky rained hail like thunderstorms,
which fell like one mass, battering and blending into one sound
the clatter of its fierce onslaught. Muffled round by a raging
darkness, into which the lightning leaped as though it were a
demon of fire made with the joy of destruction, the Curlew
laboured on with Daniel at the helm and Michael at the prow.

It was a battle between man and the elements. Harold re
cognized the fierceness of the struggle, and held his peace over the
surging waves of gloomy thought which broke upon his mind as
he saw the Alert go down. His quest now looked hopeless ;
but often from its own wreck hope creates anew the form it longs
for—to strive and hope again. So, though his best chance had
perished, and lay among the drowned and_dead, he did not de-
spair or dream of failure.

The little ship, tempest-winged, sped onwards wonderfully true
to her helm ; and, catching every point of wind from the north,
Daniel steered her snf(,ly away from the wild western shore
whose bristling rocks, like savage teeth, hungered for their prey.

Suddenly and sharply as it had come the hail ceased, and with
its cessation the thick flaky ring of darkness, ever moving with
them, that had bounded their horizon cleared, and a beam from
the sun flashed across their wind-beaten track. Instantly it
clothed the sea with light, and the prodigious waves, a moment
before huddled in gray confusion, took shape and colour and
grew lovely in their majestic strength.

This breaking forth of the sun fell like a glory on the drenched
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er or with- and weary men, penetrut.ing_t,heir f_rozen frames with .the wsru_nth
i@ had seen of its divine flame, and tillmg. veins and hearts with new llfg.
he a gentle S Dashing wet hands across their eyes, they looked out on their

stormi-driven path with the joy of men from whom blindness
weed calm- B has been lifted, and they glanced at each other’s faces with a

first kiss of smile. wr S
knew that It was an electric signal—a mutual recognition that the worst
1 be caused was over, the danger past, the battle won.
[t was at this supreme moment, when the breath of the hur-
ricane stood suspended, that there rose from the abyss of waters
a call, a voice of human agony, faint as the cry of a spent bird,
yet audible through its unexpectedness and its unlikeness to all
other sounds around them—creak of cordage and thud of scatter-
3 ed spray.
thoanbened At the same instant Michael, on the look out, shouted —
“ Boat ahead !”
The cry from the sea had struck all hearts with an electric
y & raging thrill, and veins grew hot and brave longing to save a life. And
L it were s now Harold rushed to Michael’s side, and saw, right in the ship’s
e Oueles path—now engulfed, now rising again—the overturned boat
which had passed out of sight with two men clinging to it just
before the Alert went down. How it had drifted thus far who
can say ! Perhaps it had been caught in some current racing
southwards, and thus had been driven into the Curlew'’s path.
One man could still be seen holding on to it for his life, the other
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chance had For one second Harold gazed at the drowning, clinging figure

did not de with breath held on his lips, the next he had flung off coat and
boots and sprung over the ship’s side,

Daniel, who ever since his sight of a ghost had been a 'Metho-
dist, and had not sworn for full ten years, swore now a round
»ath,

“Damn the lad ! ” he cried. “ Does he want to swallow the
sea! Lower the dingey, Michael. We must save him if we lose
the boat for it. A cursed, foolish, brave—the Lord for-
give me !—but there—I'll say it out; it is a dawned brave
thing | ” .

“So it was,” said Josiah Martin. * But arter thic there
Jump he took I ain’t afeared of a little saalt waetur for
un.”

“ Lower away |” cried Michael, as he and the boy took their
seats in the boat.
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And so Harold, in trying to save one life, risked two others
besides his own. But the men were glad of the risk. A brave
deed, rash as fire though it be—makes hearts glow with love of
it. And, though the men were dead weary, yet their veins ran
with sunlight now—turning them into giants of strength.

The dingey was lowered, and lived. It was a miracle ; but
there are times when miracles can happen. How they happen
cannot always be told. There are no words coined to express
the valiant deeds done by brave men in danger, when impossi-
bilities shrivel up and smile upon their daring in quite another
shape as victory.

With wonderful : kill and seamanship Daniel tacked and twisted
round the corners of t e wind and brought the Curlew nearer the
drifting boat ; then he luffed and waited.

Meanwhile Michael’s little craft lived ; and impelled by his
strong arms, while Josiah took the tiller, it sprang "swiftly after
the struoﬂlmg swimmer. Through what waves of water Harold
fought or what a battle he waged for his very life he never knew,
so intent was he on his purpose and so blind had he become to
all sights save the one dark speck which, ever cheating him as to
its distance, rose and fell before him as he swam det,ermmedly
forward.

At length he was very close. His drenched eyes scanned the
distance and counted the strokes with which he could reach it.
But, when he got to the spot he had counted on, the boat was
gone! No, it rose again on a towering wave, and Harold flung
out his arm wildly to seize it ; but it drifted over the crest of
the wave, and plunged downwards once more out of sight and
reach.

Exhausted by this last effort, Harold was thrown back nearly
senseless, and only instinctively able to keep himself afloat.

“ Hold up, sir,” cried a voice ; and the dingey was close upon
him, and Michael’s sinewy hand was stretched over the thwarts
to grasp him,

“ Michael, for God’s sake save that man, and leave me alone!”
Harold wqued “] can take care of myself.”

He said this as he huntr on to the gunwale to gain his breath,
but, not heeding his words Michael Ly sheer strength dragged
him into the dingey and thurst an oar into his hand.

“Now, sir, give way with a will, and we’ll save thic man
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Harold saw the sense of this, and, though raging at the loss of
time it had taken to pull him out of the sea he drew in a great
breath of life and dipped his oar in the waves. They were not
such mountains as those of an hour before. The tremendons
downpour of hail had buffeted them and beaten them down some-
what.

And now Josiah Martin, with a wide smile, drew a life-belt
from under his seat, and adroitly fixed it around Harold.

“T throwed thic in the dingey afore she was loweged, I reckon
now your ghost won’t haunt me,” he said, as he resisted success-
fully the impatient mowement made by Harold to hinder his
officious attention. Not choosing to remove his hands from the
oar, he had to bear the boy’s adjustment of the belt rather than
lose time.

Once more the drifting boat was neared, and so closely that
now, drenched, storm-beaten, and dreadful, the face of the man
clinging to it was visible to their strained eyes.

Harold recognised him. It was the face of Captain Arm-
strong !

His eyes flashed with the fire of burning hope, and the dingey
flew beneath the arms of the strong rowers.

Now they were but a hand-breath away, and Harold flung
down his oar and dashed himself into the sea, right upon the
drifting boat. For a single instant both men were. clinging to
the wavering, tossing support, and they looked into each other’s
eyes.

A darkening mist came hefore Captain Armstrong’s sight, a
black sea of things past thought swam before him, and the swell
and rising of them in his dim eyes touched Harold, as a sword-point
touches, with an icy thrill.

He stretched forth his hand in desperate eagerness to save ; he
almost had him in his grasp; but the shadow of white death
passed over the face of the drowning man, and, as the crest of a
wave broke over him, he let go his fainting hold and sank as
suddenly and instantly as a stone.

The waves/that buried him rolled on, carrying the boat with
it, and Harold was alone on the heaving waters.
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CHAPTER XVI.

HaroLp had been gone three days, and no news of the Curlew
or of the cutter had reached Langarth, but fears were in every
mind for their safety. The storm that had raged for a night and
a day left a huge swell upon the sea, and floating in on this
came many a piece of drifting timber, telling of wrecks in the
ocean beyond. As the change in the wind from north to south-
west brought these to the ragged shore, the people seized them
eagerly, and searched for some name or token by which to re-
cognize the shjp of which they were perhaps the sole remnants.

“It’s American timber—or Swedish—or it’s a piece of a Sun-
derland ship !” c¢ried the men, whose practised eyes enabled them
at once to read these strange stray yecords of the storm which
the sea tossed careiessly upon the shore.

Upon every reading such as this hearts were delighted, and
the word was passed on that the drift-wood lying at their feet
did not mean the lives of men dear to them.

At the Coastguard-station perched upon the cliff high above
Langarth church tower the Preventive men stood, wind-battered,
glass in hand, constantly on the look-out for the ship that would
never return. '

Rumours of disaster were floating in the air, and men and
women, when they met and stopped to talk a moment on the
surf-lined sands or on the wigdy heights above the sea, filled
their speech with stories of wreck and storm.

Mr. Vicat picked them up as he strolled about in a prowling
way, and brought them home to Langarth, and frightened his
foolish wife with them, knowing she would carry them with a
scared face to Estrild. But a Cornish girl who knows and loves
the sea in all its changing aspects is not easily terrified by tales
of its dangers and its wrecks. She had faith in Daniel Pascoe
and his boat ; there was not a better sailor between the Lizard
and the Orkney Isles than he, nor a stouter little ship upon the
five seas than his. No harm would come to Harold while he
was with Daniel. She had known him weather much worse
storms than this had been. After all, it was but a capful of
wind ; it was not a hurricane such as she had seen at times on
this wild coast.

Pleasance listened with a slight wonder in her mind thata
girl so naturally brave, so heedless of physical dangers, should
quail in terror before the false alarm of imaginary fears.
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Mrs. Vicat had made herself friendly ; she came at times to
Estrild’s sitting room and brought to her and Pleasance such
cheerfulness as was in her power. Sometimes with a frightened
air she delivered affectionate messages from Mr. Vieat, with
entreaties that his “dear niece” would at last grant him an
interview. But this Estrild still persistently refused. She
would see her uncle, she said, when Harold returned, but not
before.

Her resolve chafed that gentleman into a furious determina-
tion to prevent a meeting between her and Harold by means law-
ful or unlawful, as circumstances would permit.

Thus things went on till the fourth day, and then Mr. Vicat
returned from his daily prowl with his mouth full of news—news
so important that he considered himself justified in forcing his
presence on his niece. Accordingly he betook himself to her
sitting-room, and, without knocking at the door, walked in, big,
pompous, and aggressive,

Pale to the lips, Estrild rose as he éntered, and confronted
him with an undaunted mien.

“8it down, my'dear,” said Mr. Vicat airily; “I have some-
thing to tell you.”

“ T will not hear it, returned Estrild, still standing. * You
and I have not been friends for a long while, uncle ; and I will
discuss nothing with you until Harold comes back.”
® ‘““Mr. Olver will never return here,” he rejoined. ** The Pre-
ventive cutter is gone down with all hands—not a soul saved.
And report says that the Curlew, in trying to save two men
drifting on an overturned boat, ran also on the rocks and went
to pieces.”

He had blurted this out with no more feeling than a pump
has when it pours forth a stream of water. His voice was hard
as iron, but Pleasance saw in his eyes a gleam of satisfaction
shining
protect Estrild, who stood as if turned to stone, her blood chilled,
her heart tightened as by a grasping hand.

‘@Mr. Vicat,” said Pleasance, “1 must ask you to leave us
My cousin is not in a fit state to hear further ill news ! ”

“I do but my duty in telling her the truth, Miss Glen-
dorgal.”

“T doubt the truth of your statement,” said Pleasance, taking
Estrild’s ' \nd in hers to reassure her; “you confess you have
omly heard a report.”
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“1 do. But the loss of the Alert is, I assure you, confirmed.
They have had certain information of it at the Coastguard-sta-
tion. As for the Curlew——"

“The Curlew is safe,” interposed Estrild, in a voice so calm
that Pleasance looked at her in surprise. * Daniel is too z00d a
sailor to run his boat on a reef. Oh, 1 am quite certain of seeing
Harold again ! ”

Her words brought a twitch to Mr. Vicat’s lip.

“You seem to possess a remarkable confidence in this said
Daniel’s skill,” he said ; “but I would nevertheless advise you to
prepare your mind for the worst. 'The storm on the coast of
Brittany—indegd on all western coasts—was much more violent,
I am told, than it appeared on this southern beach.”

“ And therefore Daniel would exercise due caution, and not
approach too near a dangerous coast. Oh, I am not at all afraid
of his safety and all with him!” 4

Here was an extraordinary girl! She was still white as
marble, and evidently’ trembling from head to foot, yet she could
brave him Jike this’ Her fears then arose from some other
cause, ( / :

“Upon my worth, I shall have more trouble with her than I
imagined,” he thoug}t,/f,as he glanced furtively at her resolute
face.

“Have you anything more to say, Mr. Vicat? asked Pleas-
ance quietly.

“ A great deal more, Miss Glendorgal. T must discuss now
with my niece the question of the inquest.”

“Surely not !” excltimed Pleasance growing very pale. There
can be no necessity to pierce Estrild’s heart with these dreadful
details.”

“There is very urgent necessity,” he returned angrily. “She
has been sending letters to the coroner imploring for delay ; she
has been countermanding my orders in every way ; and it is time
now I should put a stop to this interference with law and
decency !”

He had shown his cloven foot, and, what was worse he jgad
taken his stand on it, as though daring them to shake him an
inch from his position.

“ Estrild,” asked Pleasance suddenly, *has Tristram left no
will ¥
“I perceive the drift of your question, Miss Glendorgal,” said
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Mr. Vicat with a smile of malice. “I am happy to be able to
satisfy your curiosity. I ascertained two days ago from my
nephew’s solicitors that he -has left no will. His father’s will
therefore stands. Indeed he had ro power to set it aside unless
he had married ; provision was made in that case for him to
execute a new settlement of certain lands and appoint a new
guardian for his sister.”

The sweet pale face, into which he looked with a smile of in-
solent power, had flushed painfully; his words called up dead
hopes from their graves, and for a moment Pleasance was power-
less to answer him. Mr. Vicat took advantage of her silence to
asseré himself again. .

¢ Perhaps, Miss Glendoral, you can take in the situation now
at a glance. It is a responsible one. In consequence of my
nephew’s death I become under his father’s will sole remaining
trustee and executor, also sole guardian of my niece.”

The man swelled as he spoke with a venomous.importance and
sense of power. He had crushed Pleasance, who had sunk into
a chair and covered her face with her hands in a burst of tears,
but he had roused Estrild's courage, and she confronted him now
with sparkling eyes and flushed cheeks.

“If you insilt my cousin by addressing another word to her,
you will find, . Mr. Vicat,” she said, “that the servants in this
house still obey me. I am perfectly acquainted with my father’s
will ; and there is no provision in it requiring me to receive you
as a guest at Langarth !” |

Mr. Vicat was startled ; he was unprepared for such language
as this; and he was anxious not to quarrel downright with the
niece whom wmentally he called a headstrong termagant.

“ My dear Estrild,” he said, in" a conciliating tone, ** pra)"' don’t
mistake me! .I am your hest friend, only too anxious to order
all things for your happiness. I thought it right to let Miss
Glendorgal know that I had the power toact as I thought wisest
for vour interest.”

“That is quite enough,” she answered. “I wish you also to
know that I am possessed of exact information as to the length
and stretch of your power. I can apply to the Chancery Court,
if I choose, through my cousin, for the appointment of another
guardian ; and, if you stretch the cord too tightly, Mr. Vicat, I
shall do it.” )

Here was another astonishment for that gentleman—and in
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ludicrous surprise; it took his breath with secret fear and
rage.

“ Who has been coaching you in lJaw?” he asked, endeavour-
ing.to smile. ‘I fear your legal tutor was-not-very learned.”

“It was my brother,” she answered, her eyes filling with tears.
“He made me perfectly comprehend what my position would be
if —if he should be taken away from me. Pleasance, you know
he always expected this.”

" The change in her face as she turned to her cousin, the sudden
whiteness and quiver of her lips, the fear in her eyes, did not
escape Mr. Vicat's notice. He put all this down mentally as the
facts to be reflected on and understood hy-and-by.

“ Chancery is ruinous work,” he said carelessly; ‘and, if I
resisted any application of Miss Glendorgal to that court, the
suit would most likely last out our lives.” :

But Estrild’s interest was gone in that dispute ; she scarcely
appeared to Nsten to him.,

“If the Alert is really gone down,” she smd looking at him
with that strange fear still shmmg wildly in her eyes, “ this
dreadful inquest ‘need no longer be adjourned. Get it over if you
will ; I have no evidence to oﬂ'er

This sudden change of subject—this sudden submission—filled
Mr. Vicat’s mind with wonder. He pondered it a moment, fixing
his gaze on her face, scanning the fear on it, and recalhno the
expression of terror which had flashed whitely over it on her
hearing him announce the loss of the 4/ert. Dimly the truthbroke
upon him, and he felt he had seized a weapon that he could use
with effe-* g

“No, there is not the slightest evidence to offer, so you must
prepare yourself, Estrild, for a vague verdict: It is doubtless the
old story—only an accident ! ” he said, as he shrugged his broad
shoulders and glance at her furtively.

“ Not that—oh, anything but that!” she answered, putting
up her hands as if to shield her face from the sight.

“ Would you prefer they returned a verdict of wilful murder
against some person or persons unknown?!” he asked, tulmng
his head as he was leaving the room.

“It would be the truth, I think—1I hope,” she said dreanly
Pleasance roused herself on hearing this.

those days, when the ignorance of women was intense and com-
plete, it was an astonishment that filled him with a ghastly yet
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“Oh, no, Estrild ; you do not hope anything so cruel! You-
cannot wish such a terrible accusation to be flung at an innocent
man who cannot defend himself—a man already before his Judge.
Remember, my dear, the Alert is gone down.”

“ And with it all explanation of the mystery,”  observed Mr.
Vicat, who was pausing at the:door. * By-the-by, Estrild, I
have omitted to tell you that my journey here came about
through asingular occurrence. A stranger called on my wife and
told her we should be wanted at Langarth. She was startled to
recognise a likeness of him in a queer old portrait you have in
the library.”

One glance he took at her fage, then he closed the door and
went away. ’

“ Estrild,” exclaimed Pleasance, putting her arms about her,
“you frighten me! Are you faint ?”

“No,” she answered, turning her blanched face towards her.

“It is a folly,” continued Pleasance—*‘ a device of Mr. Vicat’s.
He tries to terrify you as he would a child.”

Estrild made no reply ; she stretched out her hand to the bell
and rang it. Then she said quietly—

“ We shall hear what Prior says. I shall only believe what
he tells me.”

When the old man appeared, strangely altered in these few
days, curiously subdued and pitiful, a single question elicited the
fact that the Alert was indeed lost.

You see, Miss Estrild, I had the news from the Swi/t—the
craft, you understand, that the Alert went out to pursye.”

Yes, Estrild understood ; she knew the crew of the Swift would
not bring a false report.

“So the Swift has seen the Cwrlew and spoken her 1” she said.
“That proves she is safe.”

Prior hesitated ; a wistfnl look was in his eyes. He glanced
at Pleasance, and seemed to gather courage from her calm face.

“The Curlew is safe ; I'm sure, miss. Daniel isn’t a man to
run his ship ashore. But the Curlew’s boat was in danger when
the Swift passed her.”

“The boat !” repeated’Estrild.

“Yes, miss—the dingey. Daniel lowered her to save—I
mean to try to save—a man—or two men, maybe it was—
who drifted by clinging to an overturned boat belonging to the
Alert.”
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Estrild hesitated a moment ; her lips seemed parched. She
drank a little water which was on a table near, then spoke.

“ Was Mr. Olver in'the dingey, Prior ?”

The old man twisted his words warily to save his conscience.

“I reckon, miss,the men aboard the Swift couldn’t rightly say
they saw him there,” he answered.

“Then of course he was in the Curlew,” Estrild said, as a sigh
of relief broke from her lips. 4

She was looking down, and had not seen Prior’s face. Pléas-
ance almost knew that behind the mask of calmness that the old
man so resolutely were there lurked evil tidings or' a terribie
dread of evil. They both exchanged signals of silence before
Estrild looked up and spoke again.

“Two questions more, Prior. Have you heard any strange
account from Mrs. Vicat abhout a visitor to her who is
like——"

“ Well, miss,” said Prior, interrupting the question eagerly, in
his relief to escape from demands harder to answer, “I have
heard something of it. But she’s a lady with a head like a
barnacle—just a shell, like, with nothingin it Her stories be of
no account—mere strams, miss ! ”

“ But she said it ?”—* Well, miss, I wouldn’t say she didn’t.”

Again - Estrild hesitated, and again she drank some water
quickly.

“ Prior, were the men from the Alert saved who were clinging
to the boat ?”

“The Swift asked that question too, miss; and Daniel sig-
nalled back they were both drowned.”

He waited a moment, but Estrild said no more ; then he went
away sadly, closing the door with a quiet hand.

After an instant's silence, in which Estrild uttered not a word,
but sat with head resting on her hand gazing blankly out at the
dim sky, Pleasance rose softly and stole away.

She found Prior waiting for her on the staircase.

“Mr. Olver was not in the dingey, miss. It was worse—he
was drifting away on the wrecked boat. The dingey was labour-
ing hard to , overtake him, and Daniel was tacking and following
as he best could.”

Pleasance felt glddy ; she held by the baluster to support
herself.

“Coyld the Sweift do nothing ?” she said faintly.
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“The captain lowered a boat, miss, but it filled directly.
Luckily there was no one in it. He had no other boat—one had
been carried away in the storm. He sailed away then, seeing he
could do nothing.”

For a moment Pleasance made no answer ; she passed her hand
across her forehead in bewilderment.

“You can guess, now, how it happened,” Prior continued.
“ Mr. Olver was trying to save the man.”

“Yes,” said Pleasance vaguely. ¢ Oh, yes, I know he is brave
and rash ! This must be kept from Miss Estrild.”

“ And from Mr. Vicat, please, miss ; he would rejoice to tell
Miss Estrild.”

Pleasarce said “Yes” again in the same vague way, and
hated Harold for a moment as bringing fresh sorrow to Lan-
garth.

“ Mr, Vicat mustn't hear of the Swift in no way at all, miss,”
resumed Prior uneasily. ‘“The Coastguard-men are mad as fire
against her because of the Alert, and Mr. Vicat has oogliness
enough in him even to turn informer. She hasn’t dared put in
here, she’s gone to a safer port.” :

At another time Pleasance might have smiled at the old man’s
outspoken sympathy with the smugglers ; now she turned away,
too sick at heart to say a word more than to simply promise
shence,

She returned to Estrild, and found her still seated in the same
attitude. v

Pleasance was afraid to speak, least her voice should betray
her anxiety ; but no doubt of Harold’s safety had seemingly
touched Estrild’s thoughts. She looked up, saying in a quiet
despairing way—

“ Not one left living to clear away this horror from my mind !
All drowned ! And Tristram is dead ; and Harold and T parted
for ever! Oh, Pleasance, Pleasance, how shall we bear it and
live?”

CHAPTER XVIL

I that moment of supreme agony, of bitter disappointment, as
the life he had risked his own to save passed out of his grasp,
sinking beneath the touch of his hand and the sight of his eyes,
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Harold felt nothing of his own danger. Neither at the time, in
his passionately eager longing to hold and save him, had any
thought touched him of the infinite importance to himself of
Captain Armstrong’s life. But now, as the huge herded waves
gathered about him and folded him round, bounding his horzion
from one pastureless height of liquid greenness to another, he
awoke to the sense of his own peril, and to the remembrance of
all that Captain Armstrong’s death meant for him. He was not
sorry that, at the passionate moment when he was burning and
battling to save him, he had forgotten it ; but all the stronger
now was the rush of memory that flooded his mind with bitter-
ness.

It was well for him that he had a life-bélt on, for in his over-
whelming sense of failure and dlsappomtment he had for a
second or two forgotten that his energies and presence of mind
were needful to be used to their utmost powers if he wished to
save his own life.

In plunging deeply down into the sea, as he had done after
the siyking man, he had of course relinquished his hold of the
wrecked boat, which had drifted fast away. ¢ Now he found him-
self in the same strong current that had carried this to the path
of the Curlew, and he felt himself borne along by a resistless
force from which there was noescape. Could Michael overtake
and rescue him? This question seemed to be in the air, on the
waves, and in his heart, burning away his strength. He could
see ahead of him the derelict boat, sometimes as a mere streak
far away, sometimes as a black wall deceiving the eye by its
apparent nearness,

The Curlew seemed miles away, at a hopeless unapproachable
distance ; her boat—though he knew it near—was nowhere
visible within his tossing, heaving horizon.

Born and bred on the wild West Coast of Ireland, he had
practised swimming from a boy, and had often shown himself as
much at home upon the sea as on the land ; hence he had the
courage and confidence of long custom, and the fearlessness of
skill and strength. Yet now he felt these failing him in this
swift current, where apparently all his skill and strength availed
nothing. 8o he ceased efforts which were only useless and ex-
hausting, and floated onwards, gradually losing thought of life

as he drifted to the edge of that darkness that borders death.
. * . * + * .
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“ Aise your oaar, and back waater for life, or the boat will go
over 'un !”

The voice was close at his fainting ear, and he looked up with
dazed eyes, and saw an oar held out in Michael’s strong hand ;
and in an instant he had clutched it, and life with all its fulness
rushed through his veins again.

Another moment, and with a strong pull Michael had got him
into the boat, and ]ald him down softly in the stern, with his
head leading against Josiah’s knees.

“T bet you feel whizzy and slaipy like,” said that youth, look-
ing down on him with“immense satisfaction. “ You've keeped
on rolling and tumbling like a porpois out for a holiday, till
Michael and me most broke our hearts rowing arter ’ee. I
reckon you waen't forget this swim for a long spell .

“Hould your tonwue you young buffle- head ” said Michael,
“and let the wind blaw & little breath into Mr Olver! He
cain’t spaik yet.”

“How long have I been in the sea?” asked Hdrold “Is it
hours since Captain Armstrong sank ?”

“ Don’t you trouble about he,” returned Michael. - * Nothing
will vex he never more. He was born to be drowned ; ef not,
you would have saaved 'un—that’s sartain. Here’s a drop of
raal French brandy. Lucky I had et en my pocket! There—
that'll do ’ee good.” '

This was true, and Harold felt that he was himself again after
a pull at the flask.

“Your head don’t feel se whirly now, I reckon !’ said Josiah,
with great solicitude.

“Well, it still feels rather as if I had a swarm of bees in it,”
returned Ha.rold beginning to recover ; “ and I shall be thankful
to get dry. It’s a long pull, Michael, yet to the Curlew.”

“ Never you mind—we shall be aboard directly ; and I'm not
going to give you an oar,” said Michael. “Just you hould 'un
tight, Josiah, or he’ll be jumping in the sea again arter some-
thing or other.”

Josiah, doing as he was bid, clutched Harold’s arm with one
hand.

“Lor’, jimmeny, you be as could as a dead conger ! ” he said
pmfully “1 shall look arter ’ee a bit now, since I'v saaved
the life in ee by thic there belt.”

“Well, Josiah, I believe that's about true, and I'm grateful ;
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but you needn’t hold me as if I were a slippery live fish instead
of a half-dead one.”

“ Have 'ee swallowed a good deal of say ?” asked Josiah.

“No; I'm too good a swimmer for that; but I could not
struggle out of the current—I got a little exhausted in trying.”

“ And you thoft you wes hours there, but 'twas aunly min-
utes. Me and Michael maade the boat fly, I can tell 'ee; and
‘tes well the sea have dropped as it have, or we shouldn’t have
picked ‘ee up so quick.”

It was joy to be on board the Curlew again, and feel her stout
deck beneath their feet, and in the warmth and comfort of food
and fire forget the evil dream of danger and death through which
they had passed.

3ut it had cost a hard struggle on the part of all hands before
this was done—first to get the boat close to the ship, and next
to haul her to her old place on deck—and Daniel waited till
this was done before he grasped Harold’s hand and welcomed
him back to life.

“I thought 'twas a poor job,” he said, “when I seed you
floating along like a hit-of wreck. I gived ’ee up for a minute or
two, and I couldn’t do nothing ; neither could the Swift.”

“ Have you spoken the Swift 7 ” Harold cried eagerly.

“Jss sure ; and I'm afeard it's a whisht story they’ll taake
back home about you, for they reckoned sure you'd be drowned.”

* But they won’t say that at Langarth, Daniel, surely ”

“ Well, they'll say it ; but the young lady won’t be tould
never fear that!”

Harold drew a breath of relief ; it would be consoling one day
to let Estrild know that he had done his best, but not now, in
the midst of her sorrows, did he wish any terror to come near her
on his account.

“ It was strange I never saw the Swift,” he said. “In fact,

I saw nothing but the wave coming and the wave going, and that

horrible boat ahead like a black dream. And had the Swift no
news to give you of the Alert 7”

“ None ; we gave her the news, and they took it home with
‘em. There’ll be whisht talk to-night at Langarth.”

“ And they had seen no boat belonging to the Alert 7”

“ Aw, my dear, how should they, when they put miles and
miles of say between themselves and thic craft?! They didn’t

want to see her—that’s sartain,”
1
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“But a boat, Daniel—mightn’t they have seen a boat creeping
in shore to some port 1”

“ Lor’ ’a’ mussy,” said Daniel, “ boats be running too much dn
your mind, Mr. Olver! 'In sich weather as the Alért met she
wouldn’t lower & boat, 'cept maybe to send a king ashore. I've
heard say kings can’t be drowned.” Then he laid his brown
hand kindly on Harold’s shoulder. “ See here, Mr. Olver—Cap-
tain Armstrong was a braave man ; I'll give 'un his due, though
he was risky in his way of sailing, and he wouldn’t lower no
boats to thraw away lives. When his ship was on the reef, he
maybe tried to saave lives thic way, but 5

“ But long before then, Daniel, to save one life, he may have
risked others.”

Daniel look at him with that sort of pity that a man has
for a sudden craze in another, and then, shook his head
decisively.

“There’s times when a boat is worth fifty lives ; and in sich
foul weather as poured down from the sky yesterday and laest
night Captain Armstrong wouldn’t thraw away his boat ef he
would hes men. The Alert catched the storm hours afore we
did ; she was right in the paath of the oogly thing ; and——"

“Yes, I know, Daniel ; she had six hours’ start of us, and the
question in my mind is, Where did she go in that time?”

“Come in the cabin 'long with me, and I'll show ’ee the chart
and every inch of the track she sailed on.”

Harold went, and saw, and was not convinced. In his mind
there lurked still, in spite of all reason, the latent certainty that
Captain Armstrong would have run any strange and abnormal
risk to save the mdn who had taken Tristram’s life. It was in
vain that Daniel, by arguments as to facts well known to sailors,
proved the impossibility of any boat living and reaching the shore
during the tempest that had beset the Alert from-' the hour she
left Langarth. :

“ Well, she herself might have put into some port,” persisted
Harold.

“ Wouldn’t she have stopped there ef she had ?” asked Daniel.
“Nobody but a pattick would hoist sails to be blawed to rags
outside a harbor ef they wes saafe inside of waun.”

“ But Captain Armstrong was just such a pattick or simple-
ton ; you have owned he was a rash man. And the long and the
short of it is, Daniel, that we must ge back on the track of the
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Alert, and I must visit every port she has passed into which she
might have run.”

" Daniel whistled, and then stopped, remembering that is was
unlucky to whistle at sea, as he might raise the wind again.

“Of course, Daniel,” continued Harold, as he noted the old
sailor’s hesitation, I shall make amends to you for lengthening
my trip.”

“ No, no, Mr. Olver—I baan’t like that at all ; for simming to
me, a man that would take money for keeping to a bargain es no
man at all. You hired the Curlew for a week—well, for thic
time you’re capen of her, and taake her where you will, and I'm
pilot. Now, then, if'you will, we’ll maake for Morlaix ; thic’s
the first port on our way back.”

“ All right, Daniel—Morlaix let it be.”

Daniel walked forward at once to give orders, saying as he
went—

“ Aw, no, my dear, I hope I'm different to that, to take more
money for sticking to a bargain! Aw, no; foul weather or fair,
no money for that.”

Harold felt as though a load were lifted from his heart as the
little ship tacked and turned to the west. His desire to hunt
Tristram’s assassin down was growing on him like a fever, and
every step he took in the race made his veins bound with a sort
of angry pleasure.

“There is no danger now, Daniel, in taking this course, is
there ” he asked.

“Danger ¥’ repeated Daniel. “ Why, the wind is chopping
round from a lion to a lamb ; and I'm going to turn in for a good
spell of slaip ; and Michael taakes the helm.”

With a nod his tanned and weather-beaten face disappeared
within the cabin, and, left alone, Harold paced the deck, full of
many thoughts.

It was marvellous to note how the trouble of the sea had sub-
sided into calm, and how thé swift green waves grew ever lower
and lower, as though the Curlew in gliding over them smoothed
them with her breast as they smiled back with the shadow of
her white wings
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CHAPTER XVIII.

WirH the cessation of the storm the wind had changed to the
south, and thre was a softness in the air like the touch of flowers.
But the sky was heavy with clouds, while fold upon fold de-
scended on the sea, covering it with a white garment, fleecy, im-
palpable, and yet so insidiously strong that sky and sea and air
were blended into one by the sweep of its fall.

“This is thick weather, sir,” observed Michael, as Harold
passed near the binnacle.

His voice sounded curiously far away, though it was close by ;
and Harold stopped to wonder at it a little before he answered—
“The fog seems to- make one deaf, Michael, as well as blind.”

“Aw, iss; ’tis like a blanket round one’s head : it stifles sight
and hearing,” returned Michael, in a tone of disgust. “’Tis a
a French sea ; and the fog is French oogliness, I reckon.”

Mindful that Michael had charge of the helm, Harold moved
away so as not to be drawn into talk; and once more his
thoughts rushed back to Langarth and to all it held of dear and
precious and sorrowful

The inquest, the funeral, would be over before his return, and
Estrild, uncomforted save by her cousin, would have to bear all
this alone. His presence would have upheld her and consoled
her ; yet he felt impelled to go on. He could not return and
give her the history of his voyage as a blank failure ; it would be
too cruel.

An hour went by and he still paced the deck, his mind a prey
to thought, while the Curlew sped onwards like a -blind bird
through her soft and fleecy path. The fog stoed on her right
hand and on her left, a white wall towering from sea to sky.

Suddenly, as they sailed thus quietly on, Daniel emerged from
the companion-way with wild, scared looks ; and, rushing for-
ward, he thurst Michael violently aside, and, seizing the helm,
dipped it with all his force. _

Down went the Curlew intp the waves ; but the little ship
rose gallantly again, and obeying her helm, turned sharply with
a raised prow, to starboard.

Instantly on the larboard side a huge black wall loomed out
from the midst of the wl.iie mist, and towered above tlie Curlew
portentous and dreadful. It was a tall East Indiaman, a giant
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for strength and size, her masts lost in the ligh’fog, her hull ablack
monster ready to crush and devour.

She sailed slowly by, so close that the wash and spray of
her path sprinkled the white faces of the men on the deck of
the Carlew, who gazed out on her in pale amazement.

From their high vantage ground a gronp on her quarter-
deck looked down on the little Curlew, and a strong voice cried
out—

‘““ A near shave! Another moment and we should have cut you
down !”

This was not said without a few oaths, which the fashion
of that time thought good, and the fashion of this time leaves
off as bad.

Harold did not hear Daniel’s reply ; his nerves, he feared, were
shaken, or he was suffering from some strange hallucination,
for in the midst of the white mist he fancied he saw
Estrild’s face. In another second he perceived that the face
that had given him the singular impression of being hers was
that of a slight lad who stood a little apart from the'group
on the quarter-deck. As the figures in this group became
more visible to his somewhat scared sight, thelikenessof thisyoung
face to Estrild’s vanished ; but it bore a pale wistful look which
still reminded him of her, and he glanced pitifully at the lad,
deeming him in ill-health.

The dreadful danger of collision was over, the great ship had
passed, but, by aid of his trumpet, the officer on deck was still
exchanging words with the Curlew.

“ How did you weather the storm ?” Daniel had asked.

“We ran into Brest,” was the answer. “ What news from
England 1”

“None. But we saw an English ship go down off the Ile de
Bas.”

“ What name? Do you know ?”

“Yes ; the Alert—Captain Armstrong. All hands lost !”

There was no audible reply ; but a signal was run up, dimly
visisble in the mist.

“ What do 'em want now,” said Daniel testily, as he peered
at the little flag through the glass. ‘“ Ah, they be lowering a boat !
Slacken sail ! ” he cried in angry humour.

“ It was done ; and the little Curlew lay to sullenly, her\si{
limp and the mist hanging about her shrouds.
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Very soon the measured beat of oars travelled through the
thick air, and looming through its ghostly vapour appea.red a
hoat, like a picture on a dream- sea, with six oars falling in the
water in one sweep, and a young officer in the stern holding the
snowy tiller-ropes. He half rose and lifted his gold-laced cap.

“ We are sorry to hear of the loss of the Alert. Can you tell
us if Captain Armstrong is saved ?”

“He is drowned ; we saw him sink !” And then rapidly
Daniel told the story of his death, and Harold’s efforts to rescue
him.

The young officer as he listened looked at Harold, and raised
his cap again.

‘““His friends will thank you, sir,” he said.

“Mind you,” observed Daniel, “ Capen Armstrong stood by
his ship till he was washed overboard. How he faaled in with
the boat arter the Alert went down I can’t tell ’ee.”

{There is no need to tell me that a British officer did his
(lut“) said the young mate in answer. *“ There’s a brave man
gone, ,"and brave men with bim ; and their lives lost for a set of
vile smunglers &

The strong word in this speech brought a flash to Daniel’s
eyes.

“ Have 'ee got anything more to say?” he asked, * Ef so, my
son, you may as well say it civil.”

i)h certainly ! ” returned the other. * If you are going back
to Eng]and at once, will you kindly take charge of these letters
and post them ?”

“I'm pilot.  There’s the capen ; ask him,” said Daniel.

Harold at this stepped forward.

“ It will be some days before we reach an English port,” he
said ; “but I will gladly charge myself with the letters and post
them at the first opportunity.”

“Oh, I am sure we are much obliged! And our captain is
sorry to have stopped you and delayed you in this way ; but you
see he did not like to lose the chance of sending letters. Here
they are!”

The packet was tied round with twine and handed up with
some difficult. Harold took it and placed it in his pocket.

“I am glad to do you this little service,” he said. ‘““What is
the name of your ship $”

“The Atalanta, bound for Calcutta with troops. You see,
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continued the young man, with a wistful tone in his voice, “it’s
a pretty long voyage out, and it's such a chance to send letters
home, you know.”

“Don't apologise. Good-bye, and a fair voyage to you ! ”

“The same to you!”

Caps were raised, oars dipped in the water, and the boat was
gone like a dream, as it had come. The mist opened for it
closed on it, and hid it so swiftly that, but for the sullen thud of
the oars, it might have been deemed to have sunk beneath the
colourless sea.

Afar in the whiteness the great ship floated, a dim strange
vision—a spectre ship, with ghosts upon her spars standing in
the clouds, wrapped in white garments of mist, and hollow
voices wafted from out her stillness like thinnest echoes rising
from graves:

Harold watched the ship fade away into the deeps of the
glimmering white darkness,with a curious quiver of coldness upon
all his %esh, and a sense of loss, as though a bird had been in
his hand which had flown away, carrying some message with
him which he ought to have gathered from beneath his
wings.”

He recovered from his strange feeling with a start, and knew
he ought to speak to Daniel and thank him for their lives. But
for him the Asalanta with one blow would have struck them all
down to death.

He came to the binnacle, just in time to hear Michael say—

“Well, Daniel, I reckon I may ax ee now why you knacked
me down ?”

“I didn’t mean to do that, my son—I only wanted the helm.
It's well you caaled me on deck ”

“I never caaled ’ee on deck,” said Michael, astonished.

Daniel looked grave.

“ Well, soas [friends],then I'll tell 'ee what happened,” he said.
“You do knaw I wes dead wearyy and I slaiped sound, but I
dreamed that I wes out of my bunk and hustling with a rush of

waater. Then, simming to me, I woke, and heard a voice caal- g

ing, ‘ Daniel, came on deck !’ With that I thrawed myself out
of my berth and rushed 'pon deck. Then I seed the graate oogly
black thing looming out of the fog, and I said to myself.

“'Tis sink or save !’ and I thrawed Michael aside and dipped the
helm.”
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“'Twas sink or saave, sure 'nough,” said Michael, in an awed
tone. “And you raaly dreamed that, Daniel, and heerd thic
voice 1”

“'Tis true as I am here this minute, stanning up alive, 'stead
of lying down there dead ! ” said the old man, pointing with his
left hand to the sunless waves.

“Then you be a man to dream dreams and see visions,” re-
turned Michael. “ And I blieve now you seed thic ghost. I
thought afore 'twas a stram.” :

Harold listened, pondering the subtleties of that inner sense
that some men possess which gives them warnings or tokens of
danger, and speaks in secret ways not understood by those of
coarse fibre, whose nerves can never thrill with a mystic touch.

“Under Providence, your dream saved our lives, Daniel,”
he said, as he grasped the old man’s hand in a hearty shake. “I
wish a dream would come to me,” he added, with a little wistful
laugh. “ I have the queerest feeling about that ship.”

“ And well you may, sir ; she was nigh 'pon sinking us.”

“ No, it’s not that ; ” and, feeling he could not explain the dim
chaos of thought within him, he turned away.

That evening the Curlew anchored off Morlaix.

The next morning the earth seemed to have broken out into
blossems against the sun, and the sky was as the vast cup of a
blue flower, and the little ripples that ran round the ship were
all alive and aflame with sunshine.

Harold landed, and questioned and searched, and wearied, and
earched again, and could hear no tidings ot the Alert or of Eng-
lish boats or Englishmen rowing ashore.

Josiah went with him, and stared and wondered at the Bre-
tons, their full nether garments, their many buttons and sashes.
He looked up at the shops over which was written—* Butun
Mad ”—words which in Breton mean ** Good tobacco.”

“ Button mad !” said Josiah. “ Yes that’s just what they be,
and too lazy to hould their pipes 'cept with their teeth, for their
hands be always in their pockets.”

*The Curlew sailed away from Morlaix that night, and the
history of the day was a blank.

Again and again this happened, as, sailing from port to port,
Harold wearied and questioned, and, heart-sick at failure, yet
questioned again, and could learn nothing.

It became a certainty to him at last that no boat had crept
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\ug{ from the Alert to land and save the guilty man who had quest, she 1
slaimr-Estrild’s brother. ; the result
So he had gone down with the doomed ship, and the mystery “In lea
of Tristram’s death was unsolved and unsolvable now for ever. sadly—*“y
With this sad result for all his labour and risk of life, he reached “I cann
Langarth with a heavy heart, after an absence of ten days. tone ; “fo
He stopped not a moment to have speech with any one, but spirit : the
landed in the little bay he had compared to Jaffa, and hurried could hav
up the narrow rugged cliff-walk with every vein tingling with return !” |
expectant love. “I thin
One touch of a soft hand, one kiss from sweet clinging lips, would only
and he and sorrow would be far apart, and he should be repaid : ever.”
for those nights and days of weariness and danger. Hal:OId ;
Yet how chill and desolate the house looked as he appoached he smiled
it! The day was bright, yet there was not a window open. In “Is tha
the little balcony by Estrild’s sitting-room, at which he looked 3 mistak‘en.
long.ngly, there was a dead flower and a bird-cage. It was : free will, 8
empty. His heart fell. Was it possible she could be ill. : carry her (
He had come close to the old oak door unnoticed, unseen, and “I am
now he rang softly. with careful but trembling hand. ; have need
A moment or two of feverish waiting, and Prior’s face, pinched : Vicat you
and pale, met his anxious gaze. gloom whi
“Oh, Mr. Olver, I've whisht news for you! They are gone! spite of tl
Mr. Vicat has taken Miss Estrild away to London. There’s only duty to pl
Miss Glendorgal here ; she waited to see you.” The you
fulfilment

when he s
; his outstre
CHAPTER XIX. ! “] fear
thing of t
PrEASANCE GLENDORGAL came forward and grasped Harold’s spoke to n
hand in silence. The pale hue of suffering on her face and the quiver could not
of her lip told plainly that in the sorrow that had fallen on des.ert me
Langarth she had borne a full and perchance silent share ; in her believe 1t
thoughts it was perhaps the most bitter pang of all that she had “I am1
no right openly to grieve. flushed as
As she relinquished Harold’s hand, he flung himself into a bonellis ca
chair and began to question her with almost angry eagerness. have now
“ Why is Estrild gonet Why did you let her go? I hoped you in the ven
would protect her against this tyranny. I could not—I would added, as
not have believed it possible that, after sending me on such a pale.

.
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quest, she would leave Langarth without hearing from my own lips
the result of my search.”

“ In leaving Langarth she was not a free agent,” said Pleasance
sadly—*‘ you must know that, Mr. Olver.”

“] cannot say that I know it,” returned Harold, in a bitter
tone ; “for I know Estrild is not without courage—not without
spirit : therefore she could have resisted Mr. Vicat’s will. She
could have remained here—she ought to have remained till my
return !” he added passionately.

“] think she feared the pain of seeing you again, since it
would only have been to say that she and you are parted now for
ever.,”

Harold gazed at her for a moment in blank amazement ; then
he smiled incredulously.

“Is that Mr. Vicat’'s decree! I think he will find himself
mistaken. Estrild will never say such words to me of her own
free will, and I care nothing for what her relatives say. I shall
carry her off in spite of them all.”

“I am glad you feel like that,” said Pleasance, *for you will
have need of all you faith and courage ; because it is not Mr.
Vicat you will have chiefly to fear ; it is Estrild’s own terror and
gloom which will separate you, unless you can hold your love in
spite of the estrangement which she will assuredly deem it her
duty to plant between you and herself.”

The young man’s face fell. 1h these words he recognised the
fulfilment of the dark presentiment that had chilled his heart
when he saw Captain Armstrong sink into the waves beneath
his outstreched hand.

“] fear you are right,” he said sorrowfully. “I knew' some-
thing of this before I went on this fruitless voyage. Estrild
spoke to me of her superstitious terrors before we parted, but I
could not believe she was in earnest, 1 did not think she would
desert me from a motive so utterly unreasonable. I cannot
believe it now—1I feel I should be mad to believe it.”

“I am not surprised to hear you say that”—and Pleasance
flushed as she spoke—‘but I have seen and known what a Car-
bonellis can do under th® influence of the gloom and fear that
have now become hereditary. It needs a little Carbonellis blood
in the veins to understand a Carbonellis and to love still,” she
added, as the flush on her cheeks died away, leaving her very
pale,
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“What can I do?” said Harold, pressing his hand on his fore-
head. ““ How can I knock down all this ancient pile of preju-
dice and gloom? T cannot talk of it to Estrild as I do to you,

because, you see, poor Tristram, who fostered her superstitious
fancies, was her brother.”

Pleasance winced, yet answered bravely—

“You can do nothing for the present. ~The shock, the grief
Estrild has suffered are too recent to allow of her listening to
reason ; be constant—that is the sole thing you can do.”

“T am not afraid for my own constancy ; it is Estrild’s that I
fear will be shaken. Influences will be brought to bear upon
her of which 1 will know nothing.”

‘““ But none of these things will move her,” returned Pleasance.
“In my opinion Mr. Vicat’s power is a mere thread in
strength, which she would break in a moment for your sake ; the
danger of enstrangement between you lies solely in her own tem-
perament ; and unfortunately her very love for you becomes
through this the means to that end.”

“You are a~Job’s comforter, Miss Glendorgal,” said Harold,
with anger in his voice. I am not go'ng to believe that Estrild
will play into Mr. Vicat’s hands in that weak way. If she loves
me, she will stand by me.”

Plensance looked at him sorrowfully; in her experience she
had known a Carbonellis love and leave his love, even for that
love’s sake. And now, like the shadow of her own sad past, she
felt the darkness about " to fall upon Harold’s future years, and
her heart was touched with grief for him.

“ What you think and feel is natural and sensible,” she said ;
“but you must remember that you have not to deal only with
common sense and nature. In the Carbonellis blood there is a
sensitiveness to things beyond our ken—things which appear to
us mere shadows, but which to them are real and terrible.”

“T am sure of it,” said Harold, in the tone of a man who hated
the subject touched on.  “To fling down Estrild’s delusion,I went
on a wild adventure which has failed. 1 have nothing to tell
her when we meet, and she will not thank me for having risked my

life ; apparently this has counted for so little that she has gone
away without caring to see me—without leaving for me a
word of kindness.

Pleasance saw that the leaven of bitterness was already work-
ing in him, and she hastened to speak,
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“No, no,” she cried ; “ you are mistaken ! Estrild left many
words of love for you ; she spoke them with tears—her heart was
full of you. A thousand tender thoughts of you rose to her lips
continually ; in speaking of you she seemed at times to forget her
SOI'row,

“With me she would forget it altogether !” exclaimed the
young man eagerly. ‘Can you not see, Miss Glendorgal; that a
happy life filled with love and duty is the only safeguard for
Estrild against these morbid delusions that prey upon her
mind "

“T see it all, and I see also the difficulties you will have to
encounter. You know you can always count on my help,”
she added.

He took her extended hand gratefully, but a shadow of pained
thought still rested on his face. In very truth he felt the diffi-
culties of his position more keenly than he cared to acknowledge ;
his narrow means and Estrild’s wealth, and Mr. Vicat's power
and enmity were all tangible obstacles stretching like a wall
hetween him and his love. Besidess these, there stood that
shadowy barrier, strongest of all, which Estrild had built up in
her superstition, and which already had parted them, though his
attempt to break it down had nearly cost him his life.

“ What was the verdict at the inquest ” he asked abruptly.
“You have not told me yet.”

“I feared to vex you ; it was the very one that Estrild dread-
ed. The jury returned a verdict of accidental death.”

“There was no evidence to that effect!” cried Harold
hotly.

‘“ Pardon me—the only evidence offered pointed to that alone.
I grant it was but hearsay ; the men who were with you in the
boat when—when you brought Tristram away repeated the
statement made by the officer on the Alert. You will remember
he spoke distinctly of an accident.”

“T remember it,” said Harold gloomily.

“ And, the Alert and her whole crew being lost, no other wit-
nesses were forthcoming,” resumed Pleasance, ‘so necessarily
the verdict was rather vague. The jury found that Mr. Car-
bonellis met his death by a gunshot wound, the result of an acci-
dent on boald the Alert ; but how it occurred or by whose hand
the shot was fired there was no evidence to show.”

‘“Of course the superstitious jurymen rejoiced in their ver
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dict,” said Harold, in contemptuous anger. “ They were glad to
add another cloud to the Carbonellis gloom. Oh, I can under-
stand all the wild talk of a credulous people, and how it has
added to Estrild’s distress and terror ! ”

“ T confess it has done her harm ; and in her mind the verdict
adds weight to her fear and makes it reasonable ; it is impossible
to argue agains the conclusion she draws from it or against the
proofs the facts she brings forward to justify her beliefs.”

“Oh, if I could only have saved one life—one witness from
that accursed ship !’ cried Harold, clenching his hand in his
passionate pain. ‘“Miss Glendorgal, I will live yet to prove that
Tristram Carbonellis was wickedly and wilfully slain, and his
death was no accident.”

“Do not say that,” said Pleasance, in a trembling voice.
“Who could mean him harm?” He was a man greatly be
loved.”

Then, to Harold’s surprise, she gave way suddenly, and bend-
ing forward with face hidden in her hands, she burst into tears.

A light fell upon him instantly, and he saw now what an
effort it had cost her all through their interview to hold herself
calm and yet talk of Tristram. For an instant he let his eyes
rest pitifully on her bowed head ; then he rose and silently left the
room.

“So her life too is ruined ! ” he said to himself bitterly. “ And
this is what a Carbonellis can do, and deem it right! A lovely
and loving woman left to wither in the wreck—and for what!
A fantasy, a phantom with no reality in it, except the suffering
it brings. 1 shall grapple with the thing and kill it.”

He said this as he went slowly in search of Prior, conscious at \

the same time of a cloud of images ri8ing in his own brain
antagonistic to this resolve and to his reasonable belief in its
possibility.

Tristram’s dead face and Captain Armstrong’s sad eyes, for
that one dread instant as they met his before the wave covered
them, seemed to float before his vision in silent protest.

Unknowing, in this phase of thought, whither his steps led
him, he found himself in the library, and started to see before
him the potrait of the Crusader with the dark pale face and pas-
sionless eves of the stranger who had crossed the ferry with him,
and ridden in advance of the coach on the night, now seemingly
so far in the past, of his journey to Langarth,
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ere glad to “The likeness between them is at least no dream, ayfd the man
can under- was real enough ; there is no mistaking flesh an '
how it has . ghost,” he said half aloud. “But it is queer, and/there is more
in it than I can understand, but not more thayf I will fathom
the verdict and find out,” he added quite aloud as he turned|{and saw Prior
impossible standing near him,
against the “I wish you would, sir,” said the old man earfestly. “The
fs.” : family have been troubled long enough. 'Tis tinje such things
tness from should cease, and that man’s spirit rest.”
and in his Harold .was in no mood for laughter, yet a short ‘and somewhat
prove that bitter laugh might have broken from his lips but for the lines of
in, and his grief on the old man’s face, which showed him how ill-timed it
; would anppear to him. His master—the last heir of an ancient
ing voice. | family—was dead, his young mistress was an exile, her house
greatly be shut up in gloom ; and he was left here in solitude to brood over
‘ the strange events that had stricken from it at one blow light,
and bend- love, and life. No; truly Harold could not laugh at Prior’s
into tears. beliefs, for they were inextricably mingled with his sorrow and
' what an with the grief lying heavy at his own heart.
ld herself “] suppose now this sort of notion that the family is haunted
't his eyes —or hunted down to death—has been going on for a long while "
ly left the he said. o'

“Oh, for hundreds of years, sir—ever since the first Carbon-
“And | ellis was found dead in the wood yonder, with a tree that had
A lovely been left half felled lying across his chest !”
for what 1 “ But that was evidently a simple accident, Prior.”

suffering “ But he called the woodman away,” returned Prior, pointing
3 - to the picture ; and the dog who had been watching his master
1scious at \ flew at it when it was shown to him.”

wn brain “That’s a very doubtful story,” said Harold, stooping to
ef in its examine the painting ; “for this portrait is certainly not more

than two hundred years old, whereas the first Carbonellis—as
eyes, for : you call him—must have lived in the time of the Crusades, if he
» covered was brother to this man !”

“I can’t count back like that, sir,” rejoined Prior, with a
steps led puzzled air; but I've heard say the first picture of this poor
ee before wronged man was in a panel somewheres in the old part of the
and pas- house which was tore down, and afore it fell to pieceg, the Car-
rith him, bonellis who lived then had it copied by a rare painter 1y London.

remingly There’s a piece of the old panel at the back of the picture, sir.”
Harold turned it round to the light on hearing this, and on
1
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brushing away a thick coating of dust, he perceived that two
pieces of oak pannelling, blackened by age, were let into the back
of the picture. On one, amid the smearings and markings of
time, there gradually grew visible a face more haggard and worn
than that on the canvas, and yet the same. As Harold gazed
on it, he was fain to acknowledge to himself that this worn and
marred visage brought to his mind even more vividly than the
other the pale set face of the strange man whose mad ride to
Langarth had apparently made him a messenger of doom.

“] cannot deny the likeness,” he said, with a half-sigh, as he
drew back a little, the better to gaze at-the dim blurred portrait.
“ And now in this light I see a shadowy resemblance to Tristram
himself. Yes, this is undoubtedly a Carbonellis ! ”

“We all know that, sir.”

“] mean,” resumed Harold, carrying on his thought ‘‘that
likenesses descend in families. Is there no other branch of the
same name X

“No one, sir,” interposed Prior eagerly. “It would be a
whisht story for Miss Estrild if there was, for then she would
losé Langarth.”

“How 1” asked Harold.

« Because, sir, they could only be descendants of the Crusader,
and he was the elder brother.”

Harold set this remark aside in his mind to be thought over
and inquired about at some future, happier time, when he and
Estrild should be together. Meanwhile he scrutinised the picture
again.

% What is this on the other longer bit of old panelling,
Prior 1” :

“That's the Crusader hand—the hand that brings death to
Langarth—so the folks hereabout say,” rejoined Prior unwill-
ingly. “’Tis mere talk, sir—not worth telling about,” he
added, as he lifted the heavy painting to replace it against the
wall,

“Stop & moment!” interposed Harold, “There is a hand
certainly holding a scroll, and there are some words written on
it. I want to decipher them.”

“You'll never do that, sir,” said Prior uneasily. “No one
will till the right day comes. Times out of mind, I have heerd
say, learned men have come to Langarth at its master’s bidding,
and none could ever read what'’s writ there.”
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With pocket-book and peucil in hand, Harold knelt on one
knee, endeavouring to copy the irregular half-defaced characters
on the panel, while Prior, with evident unwillingness, held the
picture upright.

Pleasance entered while they were thus engaged, and stood for
a moment silently near them. She was perfectly composed and
calmn, and her sweet voice had no tremor in it when she spoke at.
last,

“The characters are Arabic,” she said.

“8o I am just discovering,” said Harold, “but I can make
nothing of them.”

“] was sartain of that,” observed Prior. * And ’tis a heavy
piece of work to hold up, sir.” ; :

‘“Stay one instant longer! There is a word or two I can read
and copy.”

He scratched them into his pocket-book, and then rose from
his knee and showed the page to Pleasance.

“You see the word [ have made out is ‘Cumberland.” It
seems to have no bearing either upon Palestine or Cornwall ;
nevertheless it may be a help to me one day, and then perhaps I
shall make out the whole ”

“ I hope you'll never do that, sir, if ’twould: ruin the one you
love best ! ” said Prior, as he hurriedly set the portrait in its old
place against the wall. *“1 wonder the Squire Corbonellis who
had this painted ever saved they gashly bits of wood from the

prison-picture ! ”

“The prison-picture ?” repeated Harold.

“It was so called,” answered Pleasante, ‘‘ because, as the story
goes, it was one copied from the wall of his prison by the Crusa-
der, who on his unexpected return was seized by his brother and
held in prison till his death.”

“How did he get his paints?” asked Harold, with all the
scorn of common sense.

“Oh, we must not question these old legends too closely ! But
it is said that he brought his pigments from the East, and was
allowed to use them. It is added that they were so firm in
colour and so strong that the wall of the dungeon had to be
pulled down in order to destroy the picture ; it always worked
through every wash laid over.it. At last, at the dawn of better
times, when the then master of Langarth had the dismal cell
destroyed, a travelled priest from Italy copied the prison-picture
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on an oak panel ; that in its turn fell a prey to time, except the
fragments you have examined, which perhaps were preserved to
prove the authenticity of the likeness, and also maybe because
the painter could not copy the characters you have endeavoured
te decipher. You perceive that in the painting of the seven.
teenth century the scroll is left out ?”

“Ah, the Carbonellis of that day were afraid of what it
tells,” said Prior, ‘“so they wouldn’t have it put in the new
picture !”

“ The London painter declined to tackle Arabic, I expect,”
said Harold. ‘ Nevertheless I wished he had beerh as learned
as the priest; [ might have read the cabalistic message
then.”

‘“ It is supposed to contain a threat and prophecy of the doom
that awaited the wrongful holders of Langarth. Tristram had a
doggrel verse which is said to be a free tmnslatxon of the words,
Perhaps Estrild may know it.”

“I do not think I will ask her,” returned Harold” Then, as
he and Pleasance quitted the room together, he added, “ I can
scarcely imagine how, on the foundation of a mere legend, such a
wild, mad belief in f.xtahty has been built up, to the injury and
saddening of so many human lives!”

“Itis strange,” said Pleasance, “and not more strange than
true.”

“ What—do you believe in the imprisoned Crusader and his

curse, his prison-picture, and all the rest of it?” asked Harold,

with some impatience.

“T believe that tradition ever has a germ of truth in it,” said

Pleasance. ‘““And I know the Carbonellises die by fatal acci-
dents ; and strip this fact as you will of all that is mystical, the
dark rider remains a mystery still.”

“] see you have Carbonellis blood in you,” said Harold, not
thinking his words were cruel.

“Yes ; and so has Estrild. You must try to remember it in
all your dee.lmgs with her.”
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FROM THE OTHER SIDRE.
CHAPTER XX.

Estrild’s journey from Cornwall to London was a prolonged
torture. Shut up within the cramped space of a close carriage
with Mr. and Mrs. Vicat, compelled to hear their wrangling
voices breaking in upon her troubled thoughts, forced to bear
the odious contiguity of a man whose touch, whose tones, whose
whole individuality was repulsive to her, and obliged at times to
suffer his civilities and hypocritical solicitude for her comfort,
her nerves were rasped into fierce agony, and at last on reaching
Salishury, they broke down, and she was seized with a strong
hysterical attack. This hindered her journey for some days, and
it had the happy effect of ridding her of Mr. Vicat’s presence.
Growing impatient and angry at the delay, he hired a post-chaise
on his own account, and left his wife to come on later with
Estrild in the carriage.

“ Mind, if that young Irish fortune-hunter follows us, I look
to you to prevent an interview between him and my niece,” he

‘said to his wife gp, parting.

“How can he follow us if he is drowned, as you have been
continually reiterating all along the road " asked Mrs. Vicat.

‘“He is no more drowned than I am,” snarled her husband,
with vicious emphasis. *‘ Haven’t you seen that the girl has taken
no notice of my assertions? She has had secret information of
his safety for certain.”

“I am glad of it,” said Mrs. Vicat.

“It is a pity for him that your gladness is of no importance
either to him or to me,” sneered Mr. Vicat, as, buttoning himself
up in a many-caped great-coat, he betook himself to his chaise,
which presently rumbled off, leaving a pleasant echo in his wife’s
ears which spoke of a few days of peace.

His departure was an instant relief to Estrild ; the tenison of
her nerves ceased, and she rallied from the moment that the in-
cubus of his presence’ was lifted from her mind. In very truth,
in the present state of her nerves, weakened by grief and terror,
she had been unable to endure the antagonism which existed
hetween her nature and his, and which chased through every
vein, rousing her into constant battle. Relieved from the fire
of this warfare, peace grew about her again and soothed her
into the calm sleep which for so long had fled from her over-ex-
cited braial
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“She is better—much better,” said the dopper little doctor
who attended her, to Mrs. Vicat ; “and you can take her for a
walk to-morrow. Let her see the cathredral and be interested
in it if she can ; and, above all, don’t let her be worried about
anything. She has had some great trouble, you tell me—well,
don’t let her have any little ones if you can help it. She is
doing very well now. I only wish my other patient was getting
on as nicely.”

“ Have you another patient in the hotel, doctor ¥’ asked Mrs.
Vicat, with a dull curiosity.

“Yes; and he too has 'had a great trouble—an only son
drowned, gone down in a ship which perished the other day with
all her crew. Poor man, he is half wad with grief ; nothing
soothes him but music, and that I can’t give him. Al there are
many Sauls in this world, but few Davids? My dear lady, we
doctors are obliged to praise drugs, but there are times when I
feel inclined to cry with Macbeth, ‘Throw physic to the dogs
I'll none on’t!’”

“Macbeth | ” repeated Mrs. Vicat, pondering. *Oh, yes, I
remember—that’s Mr. Kemble! I saw him once, and was
rather frightened. Mr. Vicat has not let me go to the place
since,”

The brisk little doctor stared at her for a few seconds, and a
smile came into his eyes.

“Quite right not to go if you are frightened; there is no
pleasure in fright. Ah, here comes the mail ! ” he cried, as the
sound of a horn rang merrily in the street. “I wish it was
bringing good news to my poor patient. Well, good-bye! T'lI
call again to-morrow.”

He hurried off, and Mrs. Vicat went up to Estrild’s room with
vague ideas in her mind respecting Saul and Macbeth and the
unknown sick man who wanted to give his physic to the dog.

“I wonder if you could sing to him, my dear,” she said to
Estrild, who was lying on a sofa not far from the window.

Being used now to Mrs. Vieat's ways, this question caused
her no surprise ; so she only said quietly—

“Of whom are you thinking, aunt ?” ;

“Of Saul, my dear—I mean the poor gew#leman who is ill
here. He is always craving for music, the doctor says ; and he
throws his medicine to his dog.”
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“Ts he a little mad 1” asked Estrild, with a slight fear spring-
ing into his eyes.

““No, my love—only trouble like yourself. His only son is
drowned-—went down in some ship a little while ago.”

“ Was it the Alert 7 ” cried Estrild, springing upright instantly.
“(io directly—go at once, aunt, I entreat you—and find out for
me if it was the Alert.”

“ My dear, I can’t go into a strange man’s ropom and ask—"

But here Mrs. Vicat stayed her speech, for Estrild, pale as
death was gazing through the window with eyes brimful of sud-
den tears. In starting to her feet, the mail-coach, now standing
in front of the hotel, had become visible to her, and she saw
Harold just descending from the box-seat. It was a surprise as
full of pain as of joy. She had known he was safe by a sure
word brought to her before she left Langarth, and she had
schooled herself to leave without seeing him, deeming it best for
both. And now he was here, close by— within reach of her eyes,
her hand, her voice! One word spoken, and she could call him
to her side, and sorrow and terror would be forgotten within the
circle of his arm. Oh, to rush forward to the joy of his strong
loving clasp, and full of that bliss, feel the earth once more light
beneath her feet and the air warm and sunny about her ! Butit
was not to be; the short-lived happiness would only make her
lifelong woe the more bitter. Could the momentary joy appease
the weary longings of the heart in the dull aching years to
come? Oh, no, no; it would be but as a slow fire, wasting it !

“Harold, my love, my love, I will spare you this misery !”
she cried inwardly, as, crouching low on the sofa, as if to hide
from his gaze, she yet strained her eyes with fixed yearning upon
the window.

“ What is there out there to alarm you?” cried Mrs. Vicat.
“The mail is only changing horses, and the passengers have
alighted to dine. Why are you frightened ”

“I am not frightened—I am not ill,” said the girl hurriedly.
‘“How long does the coach wait here? Can you tell me that?”

“ Why, just half an hour, my dear! And short enough time
too for the passengers to bolt their dinner in ! ”

Thirty minutes of agony! Howv should she bear it? Thirty
minutes to be within the reach of his voice, within the touch of
his warm hand, and yet to refuse both—thirty minutes of great
possibilities of intense happiness, and then the black impossibility
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of it, and the seeing him be driven away, departing out of life for gentlemfm
ever ! R fogrth tim

Thirty minutes? Why, ten of them were gone already!—and this eccent
dragging her watch from her belt, she fixed her eyes on it in a pay for his
sort of terror ; and then, falling upon her knees by the window, “The sa
she leaned upon the sill and kept watch upon the coach, as though long journ:
holding it back by the cords of her strained heart. . henr(_i of tk

Meanwhile Harold, unconscious of her being so near him, had was in the
entered the dining-room, and, in compliment to the box seat, who would
found a place reserved for him next the landlord—who, unlike W}‘O'he rec
landlords in general, was a thin nervous man with an anxious face. “The cc

“ Yes, sir,” he was saying to a passenger on his left hand, “1 already sea

remember your travelling down on the night I lost my bay The two
mare,” _ stantly and
“Well, and have you recovered her and found the thief ?” ] A strange |
“Oh, I've got the mare again! It was not a thief that took give up h
her—it was a gentleman who—who was very hurried, I suppose, feeling had
since he took the mare on French leave. However, he paid well, to th.e “‘_)'Q‘
so I've no cause to complain.” within him
“ And so there was no mystery about the business at all 1” would not |

Tle landlord did not appear to hear this question, but turned to remain.
to Harold, who had eagerly addressed him. h“"‘v 1‘01(“_"
“Since you were paid for the horse, you will of course know For an i1
the name of' the gentleman who rode her.” waging a fi
“No, I don’t,” said the landlord doggedly. note of war
“Bat how did the money come to you ?” accent to b
The landlord grew a little uneasy, and asked several people if the door.
they wanted gravy. This business over, Harold repeated his reason ; an(

question in a lower voice. had neither
“Well, as my wife says, it isn’t of much use to ask questions ll'lerl ve, as “;
over good gold. But certainly the money came in a queer way. ittle crow

I found a packet of guineas, sir, on the table early in the morn- The guar
ing.” He lowered his tone to a whisper in saying this, and held his wh
glanced round him with a scared look. Majesty’s n
“The horses are being put to, gentlemen,” said the guard’s Then a w
voice at the door. thc‘a‘unheedl
“The bay mare will be one of the team to-day, sir,” continued | ﬁarold
the landlord. “ She’s all right now, but she was terribly done s‘t,e‘
up, to-be sure, when she came back to me from the Yeovil stable The desp
where that queer rider left her.” dull brain.

“ And where he took another horse, I suppose?” observed the fallen, and
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of life for gentleman on the left. 1Tt is very odd, but this is the third or
fourth time in my journey up frem Exeter that I have heard of
dy!—and this eccentric traveller and the gueer way in which he choses to

on it in a pay for his misdeeds.”

' window, “The same thing has happened to me,” said Harold, “in my
1s though long journey from Cormml] but this is the first time I have
- he.xrd of the money being found on a table. In the other case it
him, had was in the pocket of the saddle or some little child brought it,
box seat, who would give but a very imperfect account of the person from
10, unlike who he received it.”
ious face. “The coach waits, gentleman! The inside passengers are
iand, “1 already seated ! ” said an ostler, appearing suddenly at the door.
my bay The two or three men who had remained at the table rose in-
stantly and rushed off to secure their seats. Harold alone lingered.
ef 17 ! A strange desire had seized upon him to renounce his place,
that took give up his journey, and remain where he was. A strong
suppose, feeling had rushed upon him that he should find here a solution
aid well to the my&tery that was wrecking his life. There was a voice
’ within him calling upon him to stay, or to repent for years if he
all?” would not listen ; there was an indefinable longing at his heart
it turned to remain. The electricity of Estrild’s near presence was around
him, holding his feet by invisible chains.
se know For an instant or two he stood irresolute, instinct and reason

waging a fierce war within him. The guard’s horn sounded a
note of warning, the ostler’s voice called upon him in hurried
accent to be quick, the landlord’s hand urged him gently towards

people if the door. All these were the coarse, visible audible adjuncts of
ated his reason ; and they prevailed over the subtler, truer sense which
: had neither hand nor voice, and which yet protested in every
nestions nerve, as with unwilling feet he pushed his way through the
ser way. little crowd at the inn door and mounted hurriedly to his seat.

1@ morn- The guard drew a sounding blast from his horn, the coachman

his. and held his whip aloft with a flourish, the team dashed off, and his
! Majesty’s mail had started on the road to London.

guard’s Then a window was dashed open and a wild cry went out to
the unheeding wind.

ntinaed “Harold—Harold! Oh, my God, he is gone! It is too

)ly done late ! ” & : 3

il stable The despairing ery rang through Mrs. Vicat’s kind heart and
dull brain. She lifted Estrild from the floor, to which she ha.d

vad the fallen, and laid her on the sofa.
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“Was Mr. Olver on the coach, my dear? Well, well, cheer
. up—it is all for the best that he is gone! I could not have let
REE you see him, you know, because Mr. Vicat gave me strict orders
111 that, you were not to meet ; and I should not have dared disobey
i him. I am sure it was very good of you, my love, to avoid an
interview with Mr. Olver for my sake. I shall not forget
it.” And Mrs. Vicat stooped and kissed the pale cheek of the
girl, whose anguish, being past the relief of words, was borne in
silence.

So perhaps this was the light in which Harold would regard
her conduct! He would be told that she had sacrificed him in
obedience to Mr. Vicat’s commands, and in consideration of his
1l wife’s dull peace. Oh, it was bitter! And she had done fool-

ishly in letting him go without a word! Might they not even
speak to each other? Might they not love a little longer before
parting for ever ! And turning her face from the light, Estrild
wept bitter and remorseful tears.

CHAPTER XXI.

Postage in those times was so heavy that it was looked on as
a meritorious act to cheat the Post-Office in any possible way.
Travellers carried bundles of letters in their pockets or portman-
teaus to distant friends, and members of Parliament availed
themselves to the full extent of the pnv1leges of franking which
then prevailed. It was therefore undeér quite a conscientous
sense of duty that Harold, during the few hours of his stay in
Cornwall,abstained from postingthe letters delivered to him by the
i’ officer from the Atalanta, preferring in all kindnegs to take them
i with him to London, and thus spare the receivers their expensive
postage. They nearly all bore London addresses; and Harold
thought it would not cost him much trouble to deliver some him-
self, and intrust the others to the' twopenny post, as that cheaper
L metropolitan branch was then named.
B Looking them over late on the evening of his arrival at his
{ g chambers, he was shocked to find, on untymo the string which
e bound the bundle together, that one of them was addressed to
e - Mrs. Armstrong. He could not imagine how he had overlooked
g this letter on first examining them ; and he stood now with it in
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his hand, wondering if it would be possible to deliver it to her
that night. A flush of painful vexation rose on his face as he
reflected on the time lost and felt that he had acted wrongly in
not at once forwarding by mail a letter so momentous. Perhaps
it broke gently to her the tidings of the wreck of her husband’s
ship, with the dire result of his death and loss of all the crew ;
now in all likelihood the blow had fallen on her roughly in the
words of some newspaper paragraph.

Hot with a sort of angry grief at this thought, Harold thrust
on his hat, caught up all the remaining letters, and ran into the
street in search of a coach.

“Stop at the first post-office I” he cried to the driver of the
lumbering machine into which he got hastily.

4’11 not wait till to-morrow to deliver these !” he said to him-
self, as he posted every letter except the one to Mrs. Armstrong,
thus in the revulsion of his feeling gladly relieving himself of his
postal responsibility.

At Mrs. Armstrong’s, on asking for her, he was told that she
was ill, stricken down by the dreadful news that had reached
her.

“1 have a letter for her,” said Harold, hesitating and sorrow-
ful. “Is there no one I can see to whom I can explain how it
reached my hands ¥’

Yes ; the servant thought he could see Miss Armstrong.

So he entered and waited in the half-lighted dining-room,
where a fire, just dying out, only added to the gloom which
see nw(l to pervade the house.

‘T hear you have a letter for my mother #’ said a young voice ;
and, turning quickly, Harold saw a child-girl of apparently about
thirteen, whose eyes and face were (llktwuu-d by weeping.

Harold told- his story rapidly, relating how the fact of his
being kept ten days at sea had delayed the delivery of the letter.
He s}ml\e only of his meeting with the Atalanta, naturally ab-
staining from any mention of Captain ;\rmstr()ng or his own
chase of the Alert or subsequent search in the French ports for
the man whom he imagined had been landed before the wrecking
of his ship.

The girl listened intently, and then begged him to wait till
she had carried the letter to her mother, and could return to him
with any message she might have to give him,

Left alone, Ilarold sank into a dxalr by the fire, while his
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thoughts naturally recurred to the terrible scene of the wreck of
the Alert and the death of the man by whose hearth he was now
sitting. Like a vision the whole scene rose before him, till the
room seemed fiiled with the §irge of the sea, and Captain Arm-
strong’s face rose from out its heaving darkness.

“] wish I had not come to this house!” Harold said within
himself. “It was an officious, foolish, impulsive act! Every-
thing has gone wrong with me since I left Salisbury! I am out
of tune. I want sleep, I suppose. Two nights on the top of a
coach unstring a man’s nerves.”

The door opened, a light flashed inwards, and Harold started,
for Captain Armstrong’s face was indeed present, looking down
on him from the wall. He gazed at the portrait for an instant
with feelings of strange irritation.

“Would to Heaven the man were alive I” he thought. “I
would grapple with him this instant, and tear the secret of Tris-
tram’s death from his throat.”

“ My mother wishes earnestly to see you,” sajd Miss Armstrong.
“ Will you kindly follow %”

Her voice had broken in upon his reverie like the jar of a dis-
cord, and again he felt that all his feelings were at war with the
position in which he bad placed himself.

“] trust Mrs. Armstrong will excuse me,” he said constrain-
edly. ‘ As a stranger, I would rather not intrude on her.”

“Oh, don’t call yourself a stranger!” cried the young girl,
seizing his hand suddenly and pressing it against her lips. “ We
know the truth now ; you nearly lost your life in striving to save
my father’s!”

Harold’s heart gave a great bound—it was full of repulsion
and angry—and he flushed hotly at the thought of receiving
thanks for his endeavour to save a man whom secretly he was
hating and condemning for shielding an assassin. But the im-
possibility of letting his feelings appear to the man’s wife and
daughter, and the fear of seeming hard and ungracious to them
in their great grief forced him to accept the situation silently.

“You will come to mamma {” continued the girl in her sweet
entreating voice ; and Harold yielded to the prayer.

In the glare of light in the hall, where he saw her face dis-
tinctly, he could not help noting a great change in it from its first
aspect of dead dull grief. Her eyes were now bright and shin-
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ing, her cheeks flushed—she seemed transfigured as by some
electric touch of hope and life.

Dimly wondering if gratitude to him could be the cause of this
change, Harold followed her up the staircase to a room where a
pale lady rose from an arm-chair to receive him.

She caught both his hand in hers and held them tightly, but
could not utter a word Her lips moved, but only to quiver with
. unspoken pain ; anguish was written in every line of her deadly
- &m out , white face. Inexpressibly touched, Harold held her hands still
op of a when she would have relinquished his—otherwise she would have
fallen—and, gently replacing her in her chair, he waited in sil-
ence till she could speak. .

“You have bound Mary and me to you for ever,” she said at
last brokenly. ‘It is not your fault that he is not alive himself
to thank you. I know you nearly died to save him.”

“1 desire no thanks,” returned Harold hurriedly. “I would
willingly have given half my life to save any one on board the
Alert. I had reasons——" .

But here he stopped, for Mary Armstrong’s eyes met his, and
the expression in them startled him not only into silence, but
into the consciousness that she knew his thought. A burning
colour covered her face as she withdrew her eyes, but not before
they had uttered a prayer to which he listened.

“She knows something of which her mother is ignorant,” he
said to himself. ‘Can it be the fact of Tristram’s death and the
g girl, way in which he met it 1” No; that last is impossible, for the
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. “We Alert was at sea from the hour he was slain till it went down in-
to save to the deep with its secret untold.”

‘“ Ah, do not search for reasons why I should not feel grate-
pulsion ful!” said Mrs. Armstrong, as her voice grew firmer. “ It
ceiving soothes me to think there was a good brave man willing to risk
he was his life for a man as brave and as good as himself.”

she im- “ His only reason is that he hates thanks—Ilike all men that
fe and do a worthy deed,” said Mary Armstrong abruptly. * Now,
o them dear mother, tell Mr. Olver why you wished to see him.”

itly. For an instant Harold felt surprised at her knowledge of his

name, then he remembered that he had given his card to the
servant, and his mind dwelt only on the adroitness of her speech.
She had turned the current of her mother’s thoughts and given
a reason for his own words which drew her mind safely away
from the truth which, in his haste, he had half uttered,
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“My dear, you are right,” said Mrs. Armstrong to her daugh-
ter ; “ Mr. Olver knows what I feel, and I will not trouble him
with further words. In the hurried letter written to me on
board the Atalanta,” she continued, turning to Harold, “I am
told that many letters were entrusted to your care. One of them
is addressed to a dear friend of mine—in fact, a cousin. Will
you - then let me look over them and take charge of that one? I
have urgent reasons for wishing to give him that letter myself
and bzeak the news to him w hu h it contains.”

“T am tru:y sorry I cannot oblige you,” Harold answered,
with a vexed air. ‘I no longer h,ue the letters in my possession.
I posted them all on my way hither.”

“Oh, vhat a pity ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Armstrong, clasping her
hands together, as her face flushed painfully. “ Can nothing be
done now to get the letter back 1”

Harold did not reply to this unreasoning. question ; it added
another jar to his unstrung nerves ; he was out of sympathy wnth
his situation, and every note struck was a discord.

“Of course I was wrong there too,” he said to himself, with
exasperation. “I should have let the letters wait. A day’s
delay could be of no consequence, with the loss of the Alert
known all over the kingdom.”

“ Nothing can be done, mother ; we must have patience and
hope for the best.” Mary leaned over her mother’s chair in
saying this, and spoke so low that her voice sank almost to a
whisper. '

And now Harold rose to go, feeling a sudden accession to the
strength of the discordance within him, and longing to escape
from the voices and the hands that pl wyed so ill upon his nerves.

“T wish I could have obliged you, ’ he said hurriedly. “I am
sorry for my haste, since by soms means it increases your trouble.
But I assure you, in posting the letters just now, my only feel-
ing was regret for not having discharged that duty the moment
1 landed in Carnwall.”

Mrs. Armstrong gazed up at him with face grown very pale
now that the fiush was gone, and she took his outstretched hand
with tears in her sad eyes and clasped it again tightly with both
hers.

“You are right—quite right! All you have done is right and
true and brave. I know you do not like thanks—I will not
weary you with them ; but yours were the last eyes that looked
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on my husband’s living face, yours were the hands stretched out
in deadly peril to yourself to save him. I cannot forget this—-I
can never forget it! If ever in the time to come you should need
a friend true as a mother, promise me that you will think of me
and come to me.’ 0

“T trust I will never trouble you with any grief of mine,”
Harold answered ; “ but if ever a time should come in which I
feel you can help me, I will not forget your wish,”

While her small feverish hands were clinging to his and. her
grief-worn eyes were fixed appealingly on him, he could not have
answered in any other way, yet his promise rubbed against the
grain of his mind, and he turned away with soreness at his
heart.

“You will be faithful to your word, I know,” said Mrs Arm-
strong, as she relinquished his hands. “I leave Londen to-mor-
row ; but on my return I hope we shall meet again.”

“1 hope not,” was the echo in Harold’s mind as he descended
the stairs, not perceiving that Mary Armstrong had preceded
him till he saw her standing at the door of the dining-room.

She beckoned to him to enter, and then closed the door with a
quick light hand.

CHAPTER XXIL

“Mr. Olver, you are vexed with me—you are angry with us
all, even with my poor dead father,” said Mary Armstrong, in
accent that touched both his heart and conscience.

“ T assure you,” he began hurriedly.

“Oh, do sit down and listen to me !” she interposed, leading
him submissively to a seat. “I know what you think ; you
imagine that he is to blame for an accident in which he had no
share, but which, as surely as we two are alive to speak of it,
was the real cause of his own death.”

“I know you speak truly there,” returned Harold, in a pained
voice, ‘‘I am aware that he perished in his attempt to save a
guilty person from jugtice.” A

“No, no—not guilty !” she cried, with eager passion. “ As
innocent as you or I of that unbappy death !”
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“ Have you any reason for your words ¥’ asked Harold ; and, «T will t
‘unconsciously to himself, his tone grew hard.

The girl shrank back at this, resting one hand on the table
for support.

“Reasons? Oh, a thousand ; but I cannot tell them to you !
They are in my heart and "in my veins. You must know and
feel all I know*o understand them. One reason I can give you

was wrecke
was known
garth, and

and he encl
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“It was
—my father was not the man to shield an assassin ; he was too «Qh, no
honest, too brave to risk a duty, however painful. There is his wo shoald

face lookingpdown on us ;” and she flung out her hand with sud- our hearts :
den energy towards his portrait. *“ Look at it, and say if it is officer said,’
not the face of a true gentleman!” Harold §

“ Doubtless a gentleman and a brave man,” returned Harold
soothingly to the excited girl, ‘“but a mistaken one. And per-
haps, Miss Armstrong, it is well for him and for me that the

rested curio
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slayer of my friend is gone down into the depths of the sea, for, wishe(;)to 8
if he had escaped drowning, he should never have escaped my hand. to ask abou!
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eyes as she gazed into his face haunted him for many a day after- K
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trouble you with my indignation at such a time as this. But ;
you cannot dream of all the dire consequences that have arisen _“Miss A
for myself and others from my friend’s cruel death.” right to sup)
Mary Armstrong pressed her dry lips together, as if forcing “ No,” she
them to cease quivering before she hegan to speak. of your hatn
“I know he has a sister.. I hope she will live long and be “You hay
happy.” : Harold, half
“How can you know anything of Miss Carbonellis ¥’ asked able enemy 1
Harold, almost fiercely. * delicate, slig
“I wanted to tell you that we had heard of her—I wanted to some look he
tell you how we came to know that you nearly lost your life in grasp.

will apologis
“ Now yq

striving to rescue my father. Oh, we have heard all that you “Oh, but
did! I will not be angry with you though you are so angry my mother ;
with me. My mother had a letter from an officer this morning ; her hands in
he told us all the story. He heard it from Daniel Pascoe.” “Well, ar

“ And how came he to write to you?” Harold asked in some “gurely. it w
amazement. . “Not hur
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old ; and, “] will tell youu. When the report reached us that the Alert
was wrecked, we would not believeit. At the Admiralty nothing
was known, so mother wrote to the Coastguard-station at Lan-
garth, and the officer there replied that the report was too true,
and he enclosed an account of the wreck related by a man who
was an eye-witness of it. That man was Daniel Pascoe.”

“Jt was wrong of Daniél to mention me,” observed Harold.

“QOh, no—he knew we should be thankful to him! He fels
we should like to hear all the details, even though they wrung
our hearts ; and, above everything, it was fair and right, the
officer said, that we should hear of your gallant deed.”

Harold for a moment kept a vexed silence, while his gaze
rested curiously on the slight girl whose demeanor showed so
strange a mixture of timidity and determination.
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to ask about the letters too,” she added, with a quick breath.
“Why have you troubled yourself to explain all this?’ asked
Harold. “I shall hear it dater from Daniel, when no doubt he

ttermost

s vehe- will apologise to me for his officiousness.”
o oo “ Now y ith me too! Oh, what can I d
ay after- ow you are angry with me too ! , what can o to

make you sorry for us—to make you hate us a little less " cried
Pant oo this strange girl, her large grey eyes dilating as with fear, and
fa {I:Sut her white face flushing a pale pink.

® arisen o Miss Armstrong,” exclaiimed H_a.rold,' “you really have no
right to suppose me so full of ill-feeling towards you!”

! forcing ‘“ No,” she answered pitifully. “Oh, Mr. Olver, I am so afraid
of your "hatred ! ”

and be “You have nothing to fear from it, even ifit existed,” said
8 Harold, half smiling. “I am not likely to make myself a formid-

asked able enemy to you, Miss Armstrong ;” and he looked at the pale,
delicate, slight child, with her big lmp]ormg eyes, much with the

mnted to some look he might have for a butterfly or a small bird in his

* life in grasp.
1at you “Oh, but I want you so much to like me, and to be sorry for
VRAgEY my mother ; and I can feel you dislike us|” she said, clasping

of;ning > her hands in piteous entreaty.

g “Well, and if I did,” said Harold, smiling outright now,
8. Some “surely. it would not hurt you very much ?”
“Not hurt me?! Why, it might kill me!” said the girl
4

ey iy =y e et S
P £ . b




146

FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

earnestly.  “If you hated me, you would not mind doing things
that kill one.”

“Take my assurance, then, that I don’t hate you ; and I should
as soon think of harming a fly as of hurting a child like you.”

“ But T am not a child,” she said, with a sudden vivid blush :
“T am nearly seventeen.”

Harold looked at her. in surprise. Nearly seventeen, that
small frail creature, who in his eyes scarcely seemed more than
twelve! He could not believe her, and he smiled into her great
gray eyes incredulously.

“You are a very young seventeen,” he said. ‘“Neverthless I
will take your word for the fact, and hope you will take mine
that I mean you no harm in the world. Are you satisfied "

“ No, not quite,” she said, drawing back from his outstretched
hand. “1I wish you would say you like me, and will think of
me sometimes when you are far away, and say to yourself,, ¢ |
won’t do this,” or ‘I can’t do that,” ‘because it would kill that
poor little Mary Armstrong.’”

“T could not possibly say all that,” returned Harold gravely,
“unless you set upon my knee while I was making my little
speech.”

She looked up at him  with the strangest light in her great
pathetic eyes. Was it reproach, was it the sheen of tears, or was
it mere childishness that he saw in them? At all events she
came towards him, where he sat in an arm-chair by the dead fire,

and, with simplest bravest frankness, put her small thin hand in
his.

“T will sit upon your knee,” she said, “if you will like me
better for it, and if you will say those words and remember them
when the sea rolls between us, when the memory of them will
keep you from doing some cruel thing that would hurt/mg’?

*“So you will persist in thinking I am an ogre!” returned
Harold, in an amused trne. ““ Hurt you, child? It would be
impossible ; no man could hurt you. Why, the shadow of a
blow would crush you, a cruel word would break you down!”

He said this as he put one arm around her and set her upon
his knee. He still held her hand ; it felt like a tiny soft bird

in his grasp—a bird with a trembling heart, palpitating in every
vein.

“I am glad to hear you say that ; think so always, then I shall
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be safe. Now do you like me better ! * And will you promise me
all T asked ?”

She said this in an eager childish way and with her eyes so
fixed on his that for a moment they held Harold’s as by chains of
vivid light.

“ Not yet,” hesaid. “I think you ought to give me a kiss
first.”

She took this suggestion as a child of six years old would, with
the utmost calm gravity.

“I would rather not, thank you,” she said ; “but, if you insist
—if you will not give me your promise without it——" And,
heaving a little sigh, she looked at him with such a pteous ex-
pression on her small white face that Harold could not forbear
smiling.

“I will excuse you the kiss,” he answered ; “and I promise
you that, if seas and mountains and all the dreary plains of the
earth stretch between us, I will still remember little Mary Arm
strong, and never put even the shadow of my finger to any act or
deed that could do her harm.”

A gleam of intense happiness shot into the big gray eyes, still
so entreatingly holding his in their gaze, and all her face grew
glorified with joy.

“1 am content now, and I will never be afraid of you any
more,” she said, putting her small soft arm around his neck with
the unconscious confidence of a bird.

“So you confess you have been afraid of me, and the hatred
was on your 8ide, not mine ?”

“No, no, not hatred,” she cried eagerly ; “and you must not
think it was dislike that made me refuse to kiss you, for I like
you very much—I do indeed.”

“Then what was it?” asked Harold ; and involuntarily his
arm pressed her more tightly, and, bending forward his face
touched hers.

She drew back instantly with a surprised look in her eyes, but
there was no blush on her cheek or quaver in her voice.

“It was because I promised before the Alert sailed that I
would not kiss any man.”

“ Your father was very wise to make you give such a promise ;
but sitting on a man’s knee is worse than kissing,” said Harold,
with assumed gravity.

“Is it 7" she asked anxiously. “Then let me go please, will
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you P’—and, starting up, she moved to a little distance timidly,
as if deprecating his anger.

“ Now you are disliking me,” said Harold, detaining her with
one hand.

“No, no ; I have said the truth. I like you very much, and
I can understand that the lady you love must love you very
dearly.”

“The lady I love !”"—and the laughter in Harold’s eyes chang-
ed to pure amazement. ‘ That's Daniel’s officiousness again, I
presume. I perceived by what you said to me respecting the
accident—so called—on board the Alert that he had mentioned
the sad death of my friend, but I did not suppose :

“QOh, don’t be angry ! He meant no harm,” interposed Mary
Armstrong, with that intensity again in her voice which made it
so pathetic. * And we are so thankful to him ; but for him we
should have known nothing of what you had done 7’

“Did he mention, too, why I hired his boat, and why I was at
sea ¥’ asked Harold, resuming somewhat of his old hard tone to-
wards her.

Her face flushed now, and her lips trembled. .

“T thought you would not be unkind again,” she said piteous-
iy. “You were so good to me only a minute ago !”

“T am reully not unkind ; but I should like an answer to my
question,” said Harold.

“ And you won’t hate me if I say ‘ Yes’ ?” she answered, clasp
ing both her hands together.

“ Certainly not. How can you help what Daniel Pascoe chose
to say ¥’

“Then yes; he said you went in pursuit of my father’s ship.”

“ And did he tell for' what purpose ¥’

“Yes.” Her voice was so faint and low that he scarcely
caught the word, but he saw that she was deadly pale, and her
eyes, dilated with terror, looked past him, as if beholding some
appalling sight.

“There is nothing here to alarm you,” he said soothingly.
“ And I am sorry Daniel has given a history which can only
distress you.”

“T have not told my mother. I am bearing it all myself,” she
said, letting her clasped hands fall with a shiver.

“ By yourself” exclaimed Harold pityfully. “Then this is
the meaning of your mlplonn" look when I was about to speak
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to your mother of my reason for willingly risking my life to save
any man from the Alert ?”

“Yes; Ithought you understood that; and my mother must
never know anything of this story.”

“I shall not tell her,” said Harold. ‘ But perhaps she saw
an account of the inquest in the papers, if Cornish events travel
so far.”

“I kept the paper from her. The Alert was mentioned in it,
you know, with the rumour that she was lost.”

Harold glanced at the girl with a renewed guriosity ; the mix-
ture of womanhood and childhood in her perplexed him—at one
moment sitting on his knee like a mere baby, at another showing
him that she had foresight and caution beyond the powers of
many women.

“But it was not for that only that I burnt the papers and
and have erased so much of the officer’s letter,” she continued.
“It was to spare mother worse grief; she would think it so
wicked to—to kill your friend I mean.”

“ And was it not wicked ¥’ asked Harold in amazement.

“No,” she said determinedly. “An act that could not be
helped is not wicked. You are stronger than I am, and, if you
were to force me to do something that I hated a:l% abhorred, it
would be cruel to call me wicked for it.”

“Perhaps it would ; but I cannot imagine such a thing happen-
ing. And an accident—if it was an accident that took my
friend’s life—would not occur in«that shape.”

She was silent, but beneath the pale shell-like clearness of her
skin the blood mantled feverishly, and her eyes filled suddenly
with tears.

“ But it was no accident,” continued Harold, breaking into
vehemence again ; “and it is well for the man who- fired that
cruel shot that he is drowned, for, if he lived .

“Would you kill him ¥’ she exclaimed. .

“We don’t kill criminals,” said Harold. “We hand them
over to-justice.”

“ Which kills more slowly and cruelly,” said the girl, in a
bitter tone. “Oh, Mr. Olver, I wish you had more mereiful
thoughts | Sorely to believe what my father told you would be
a happier feeling !” :

‘““Not for me,” interrupted Harold impatiently. “ To believe
in such aecidents would destroy every hope of happiness that I
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possess. There, there, child,” he added quickly, as if pitying the
grief and whiteness of her looks—“1I cannot explain to you
what I mean. It is a matter of feeling, not of reason or of argu-
ment.”

“I understand you,” she said slowly ; “and my belief, if true,
destroys you, and your belief, if proved, would kill me. Oh, we
must be enemies—we must hate each other—you will not keep
your promise !”

“ My dear child, I assure you I will keep it,” said Harold
soothingly, as with gently force he took down her hands from
the small white face they covered. “ And I make you a new
promise—if ever you and I should come into antagonism through
this strange affair, then I will respect your father’s memory. I
will not throw a shadow over his name. Now are you com-
forted ¥’

“ A little ; but I like your first promise best—that, happen
what may, you will remefiyber little Mary Armstrong and never
do her harm.”

“Then take my first pPemise again,” said Harold, holding her
within the ring of his arm, and feeling the beating of a great
child-heart against his side.

“ Write it down for me,” she pleaded; ‘“and I will put the
slip of paper into my locket with my father’s portrait and wear
it always.” c

“You are a strange child,” said Harold. I think when you
grow up you will be a dangerous litt<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>