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CHAPTER I. THE VILLAGE. 
tt AND a mighty sing'lar and pretty place it 

Is, as ever I saw in all the days of my life!" said 
Captain Jorgan, looking np at it. 

Captain Jorgan had to look high to look at it, 
for the village was built sheer up the face of a 
steep and lofty cliff. There was no road in it, 
there was no wheeled vehicle in it, there was 
not a level yard in it. From the sea-beach to 
the cliff-top, two irregular rows of white houses, 
placed opposite to one another, and twisting 
here and there and there and here, rose, like 
the sides of a long succession of stages of 
crooked ladders, and you climbed up the village 
or climbed down the village by the staves be
tween : some six feet wide or so, and made of 
sharp irregular stones. The old pack-saddle, 
long laid aside in most parts of England as one 
of the appendages of its infancy, flourished here 
intact. Strings of pack-horses and pack-donkeys 
toiled slowly up the staves of the ladders, bear
ing fish, and coal, and such other cargo as was 
unshipping at the pier from the dancing fleet 
of village boats, and from two or three little 
coasting traders. As the beasts of burden as
cended laden, or descended light, they got so 
lost at intervals in the floating clouds of village 
smoke, that they seemed to (five down some of 
the village chimneys and come to the surface 
again far off, high above others. No two 
houses in the village were alike, in cbimney, size, 
shape, door, window, gable, roof-tree, anything. 
The sides of the ladders were musical with 
water, running clear and bright. The staves 
were musical with the clattering feet of the 
pack-horses and pack-donkeys, and the voices 
of the fishermen urging them up, mingled with 
the voices of the fishermen's wives and their 
many children. The pier was musical with the 
wash of the sea, the creaking of capstans and 
windlasses, and the airy fluttering of little vanes 
and s£uis. The rough sea-bleached boulders of 
which the pier was made, and the whiter boulders 
of the shore, were brown with drying nets. The 
red-brown cliffs, richly wooded to their ex
tremest verge, had their softened and beautiful 
forms reflected in the bluest water, under the 

clear North Devonshire sky of a November day 
without a cloud. The village itself was so 
steeped in autumnal foliage, from the houses 
giving on the pier, to the topmost round 
of the topmost ladder, that one might have 
fancied it was out a birds'-nesting, and was (as 
indeed it was) a wonderful climber. And men
tioning birds, the place was not without some 
music from them too; for, the rook was very 
busy on the higher levels, and the gull with his 
flapping wings was flshing in the bay, and the 
lusty little robin was hopping among the great 
stone blocks and iron rings of the breakwater, 
fearless in the faith of his ancestors and the 
Children in the Wood. 

Thus it came to pass that Captain Jorgan, 
sitting balancing himself onthe pier-wall, struck 
his leg with his open hand, as some men do when 
they are pleased—and as he always did when he 
was pleased—and said: 

" A mighty sing'lar and pretty place it is, as 
ever I saw in all the days of my lite !" 

Captain Jorgan had not been through the 
village, but had come down to the pier by a 
winding side-road, to have a preliminary look at 
it from the level of his own natural element. 
He had seen many things and places, and had 
stowed them all away in a shrewd intellect and 
a vigorous memory. He was an American born, 
was Captain Jordan—a New Englander—but 
he was a citizen ot the world, and a combination 
of most of the best qualities of most of its best 
countries. 

For Captain Jorgan to sit anywhere in his 
long-skirted blue coat and blue trousers, with
out holding converse with everybody within 
speaking distance, was a sheer impossibility. So, 
the captain fell to talking with the fishermen, and 
to asking them knowing questions about the 
fishery, and the tides, and the currents, and the 
race of water off that point yonder, and what 
you kept in your eye and got into a line with 
what else when you ran into the little harbour; 
and other nautical profundities. Among the 
men who exchanged ideas with the captain, was 
a young fellow who exactly hit his fancy—a young 
fisherman of two or three-and-twenty, in the 
rough sea-dress of his craft, with a brown face. 

V 
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dark curling hair, and bright modest eyes under 
his Sou'-Wester hat, and with a frank but simple 
^ d retiring manner which the captain found 
uncommonly taking. "I*d bet a thousand 
dollars," said the captain to himself, "that 
your father was an honest man!" 

"Might you be married nowP" asked the 
captain when he had had some talk with this 
new acquaintance. •• 

"Not yet." 
" Going to be P" said the captain. \ 
" I hope so." - ^ 
The captain's keen glance followed the 

slightest possible turn of the dark eye, and the 
slightest possible tilt of the Sou'-Wester hat. 
The captam then slapped both his legs, and said 
to himself: 

" Never knew such a good thing in all my 
life! There's his sweetheart lookmg over the 
wall 1" 

There was a very pretty girl looking over the 
wall, from a little platform of cottage, vine, and 
fuchsia; and she certainly did not look as if the 
presence of this young fisherman in the land
scape, made it any the less sunny and hopeful 
for ner. 

Captain Jorgan, having doubled himself up to 
laugh with that hearty good nature which is 
quite exultant in the innocent happiness of 
other people, had undoubled himself and was 
going to start a new subject, when there ap
peared coming dovm the lower ladders of stones 
a man whom ne hailed as " Tom Pettifer Ho !" 
Tom Pettifer Ho responded with alacrity, and 
in speedy course descended on the pier. 

" Afraid of a sunstroke in England in Novem
ber, Tom, that you wear your tropical hat, 
strongly ]̂ aid outside and pa{>er-lined inside, 
here ?" said the captain, eyeing it. . 

" It's as well to be on the safe side, sir," re
plied Tom. 

" Safe side!" repeated the captain, laughing. 
" You'd guard against a sunstroke with that old 
hat, in an Ice Pack. Wa'al! What have you 
made out at the Post-ofSce ?'* ^ 

" It is the Post-office, sir." 
" What's the Post-office ?" said the captain. 
" The name, sir. The name keeps the Post-

office." 
"A coincidence!" said the captain. "A 

lucky hit! Show me where it is. Good-by, 
shipmates, for the present! I shall come and 
have another look at you, afore I leave, this 
aftemoon." 

This was addressed to all there, but especially 
the young fisherman; so, all there acknowledged 
it, but especially the young fisherman. " He's 
a sailor!" said one to another, as they looked 
after the captain moving away. That he was; 
and so outspeaking was the sailor in him, that 
although his dress had nothing nautical about 
it with the single exception of its colour, but 
was a suit of a shore-going shape and form, too 
loi]^ in the sleeves, and too short in the legs, 
ana too unaccommodating everywhere, termi
nating earthward in a pair of Wellington boot9, 
and Burmounted by a t ^ stiff hat ^hich no 

mortal could have wom at sea in any wind 
under Heaven; nevertheless, a glimpse of his 
sagacious weathey-beaten face or his strong 
brown hand would have established the cap
tam's calling. Whereas, Mr. Pettifer—a man 
of a certain plump neatness vrith a curly whisker, 
and elaborately nautical in a jacket and shoes 
and all things correspondent—looked no more 
like a seaman, beside Captain Jorgan, than he 
looked like a sea-serpent. 

The two climbed high up the village—which 
had the most arbitrary tums and tveists in it, so 
that the cobbler's house came dead across the 
ladder, and to have held a reasonable course you 
must have gone through his house, and through 
him too, as he sat at his work between two little 
windows, with one eye microscopically on the 
geological formation of that part of Devonshire, 
and the other telescopically on the open sea— 
the two climbed high up the village, and stopped 
before a quaint little house, on which was 
painted " MRS. RATBKOCK, DBAPER ;" and slso^ 
" POST-OFPICE." Before it, ran a rill of murmur
ing water, and access to it was gained by a little 
plank-bridge. 

"Here's the name," said Captain Jorgan, 
"sure enough. You can come in if you ukê  
Tom." 

The captain opened the door, and passed 
into an odd little shop about six feet higĥ  
with a great variety of beams and bumps in 
the ceiling, and, besides the principal vrindow 
giving on the ladder of stones, a purblind little 
window of a single pane of glass: peeping out 
of an abutting comer at the sun-lignted ocean, 
and winking at its brightness. 

" How do you do, ma'am ?" said the captain. 
" I am very glad to see you. I have come a 
long way to see you." 

" Have you, sir ? Then I am sure I am very 
glad to see you, though I don't know you from 
Adam." 

Thus, a comely elderly woman, short of sta
ture, plump of form, sparkling and dark of eyie, 
who, perfectly clean and neat herself, stood in 
the midst of her perfectly clean and neat ar
rangements, and surveyed Captain Jorgan with 
smiling curiosity. " Ah! but you are a sailor, 
sir," sne added, almost immediately, and with a 
slight movement of her hands, that was not very 
unlike wringing them; " then you are heartily 
welcome." 

" Thankee, ma'am," said the captain. " I 
don't know what it is, I am sure, that brings 
out the salt in me, but everybody seems to see 
it on the crown of my hat and the collar of my 
coat. Yes, ma'am, I am in that way of life." 

" And the other jgentleman, too," said Mrs. 
Raybrock. 

" Well now, ma'am," said the captain, glanc
ing shrewdly at the other gentleman, " you are 
that nigh nght, that he goes to sea— îf that 
makes nim a sailor. Thia is my steward, ma'am, 
Tom Pettifer; he's been a'most all trades you 
could name, in the course of his life—^would 
have bought all your chairs and tables, once, 
if you had wished to sell *em—but now he's 
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my steward. My name's Jorgan, and I'm a 
shipowner, and I sail my ovm and my partners' 
ships, and have done so this five-and-twenty 
year. According to custom I am called Cap
tain Jorgan, but I am no more a captain, bless 
your heart! than you are." 

" Perhaps you'll come into my parlour, sir, 
and take a chair ?" said Mrs. Raybrock. 

" Ex-actly what I was going to propose my
self, ma'am. After you." 

Thus replying, and enjoining Tom to give an 
eye to the shop. Captain Jorgan followed Mrs. 
Raybrock into the little low back-room—deco
rated vrith divers plants in pots, tea-trays, old 
china teapots, and punch-bowls—which was at 
once the private sitting-room of the Raybrock 
family, ana the inner cabinet of the post-office 
of the village of Steepways. 

" Now, ma'am," said the captain, " it don't 
signify a cent to you where i was born, ex
cept——" But, here the shadow of some one 
entering, fell upon the captain's figure, and he 
broke off to double himself up, slap both his 
legs, and ejaculate, " Never knew such a thing 
in all niy life! Here he î  again! How are 
y o u P " * • • -P, :. 

These words referred to the young fellow who 
had so taken Captain Jorgan's fancy down at 
the pier. To make it all quite complete he 
came in accompanied by the sweetheart whom 
the captain had detected looking over the wall. 
A prettier sweetheart the sun could not have 
shone upon, that shining day. As she stood be
fore the captain, with her rosy*lips just parted 
in surprise, her brovm eyes a little vrider open 
than was usual from the same cause, and her 
breathing a littla quickened by the ascent (and 
possibly by some mysterious hurry and flurry at 
the parlour door, in which the captain had ob
served her face to be for a moment totally 
eclipsed by the Sou'-Wester hat), she looked so 
charming, that the captain felt himself under a 
moral obligation to slap both his legs again. 
She was very simply dressed, with no other or
nament than an- autumnal flower in her bosom. 
She wore neither hat nor bonnet, but merely a 
scarf or kerchief, folded squarely back over the 
head, to keep the sun off—according to a fashion 
that may be sometimes seen in the more genial 
parts of England as well as of Italy, and wmch is 
probably the first fashion of head-dress that came 
into the world when grasses and leaves went oiit. 

" In my country," said the captain, rising to 
give her his chair, and dexterously slidipg it 
close to another chair on which the young fisher
man must necessarily establish himself—"in my 
country we should call Devonshire beauty, first-
rate!" 

Whenever a frank manner is offensive, it is 
because it is strained or feigned; for, there may 
be quite as much intolerable affectation in plain
ness, as in mincing nicety. All that the captain 
said and did, was honestly according to his na
ture, and his nature was open nature and good 
nature; therefore, when he paid this little com
pliment, and expressed with a sparkle or two of 
his knowing eye, " I see how it is, and nothuig 

could be better," he had established a delicate 
confidence on that subject vrith the family. 

" I was saying to your worthy mother," said 
the captain, to the young man, after again intro
ducing himself by name and occupation: <*I 
was saying to your mother (and you're very like 
her) that it didn't signify where I was born, ex
cept that I was raised on question-asking ground, 
where the babies as soon as ever they come into 
the world, inquire of their mothers *Neow, 
how old may you be, and wa'at air you a goin' to 
name me ?'—^which is a fact.'̂  Here he slapped 
his leg. " Such being the case, I may be ex
cused for asking you if your name's Alfred P" 

" Yes, sir, my name is Alfred," retumed the 
young man. 

" I am not a conjuror," pursued the captaii ,̂ 
" and don't tliink me so, or I shall right soon 
undeceive you. Likewise don't think, if you 
please, though I do come from that country of 
the babies, that I am asking questions for 
question-asking's sake, for I am not. Somebody 
belonging to you, went to sea ?" 

"My elder brother Hugh," retumed the 
young man. He said it in an altered and lower 
voice, and glanced at his n^other: who raised her 
hands hurriedly, and put them together a,cross 
her black gown, and looked eagerly at tl̂ e 
visitor. 

"No! For God̂ s sake, don't think that!*? 
said the captain, in a solemn way; " I bring no 
good tidings of him." 

There was a silence, and the mother turned 
her face to the fire and put her hand between it 
and her eyes. The young fisherman slightly 
motioned towards the window, and the captain, 
looking in that direction, saw a young vridow 
sitting at a neighbouring vrindow across a little 
garden, engaged in needlework, with a young 
child sleepmg on her bosom. The silence con
tinued until the captain ^ked of Alfred: 

" How long is it since it happened P' 
" He shipped for his last voyage, better ths^ 

three years ago." 
'̂ Ship struck upon some reef or rock, as I 

take it," said the captain, " and all hands lost ?'* 
" Y e s . " \ ^ • ' • "̂  
"Wa'al!" said the capt̂ rin, after a sjiorter 

silence. "Heye I sit who may cmie to the 
same end, like enough, He holds tKe seas in 
the hollow of His hand. W^ must all strike 
somewhere and go down. Onr comfort, then, 
for ourselves and one another, is, to have done 
our duty. I'll wager your brother did his!" 

"He did!" answered the young fisherman. 
" If ever ipan strove faithfully on all occasions 
to do his duty, my brother did, ^.y jjrother 
was not a quick man (anything but tljat), bî t he 
was a faithful, true, and just flaan. We were 
the sons of only a small tradesman in this 
county, sir; yet our father was as watchful pf 
Ips good name as if he had been a kjng." 

" A precioufi sight more so, I hope—bearing in 
mind the gener4 î nfi of that class pf crittur," 
said the captain. " But I intenapt." 

" My brother considered that our iat)\,er leflj 
the good name to us, to keep clear and iaue. 

y 
m 
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"Your brother considered 
captain; "and you couldn't 

» said the 
of a 

right, 
take care 

better legacy. !But again I interrapt." 
" No; for I have nothing more to say. We 

know that Hugh lived well for the good name, 
and we feel certain that he died well for the 

f ood name. And now it has come into my 
eeping. And that's all." 
"Well spoken!" cried the captain. "Well 

spoken, young man! Conceming the manner 
of your brother's death;" by this time, the cap
tain had released the hand he had shaken, and sat 
with his own broad brown hands spread out on 
his knees, and spoke aside; " conceming the 
manner of your brother's death, it may be that 
T have some information to give you; though it 
may not be, for I am far from sure. Can we 
have a little talk alone ?" 

The young man rose; but, not before the cap
tain's quick eye had noticed that, on the pretty 
sweetheart's tuming to the window to greet the 
young widow with a nod and a wave of the hand, 
the young widow had held up to her the needle
work on which she was engaged, with a patient 
and pleasant smile. So the captain said, being 
on his legs: 

"What might she be making now?" 
" What is Margaret making, Kitty P" asked 

the young fisherman—with one of his arras ap
parently mislaid somewhere. 

As liitty only blushed in reply, the captain 
doubled himself up, as far as he could, standing, 
and said, with a slap of his leg : 

" In my countnr we should call it wedding-
clothes. Fact! We should, I do assure you." 

But, it seemed to strike the captain in another 
light too; for, his laugh was not a long one, and 
he added in quite a gentle tone: 

" And it's very pretty, my dear, to see her— 
poor young thing, vrith her fatherless child upon 
her bosom—giving up her thoughts to yom* home 
and your happiness. It's very pretty, my dear, 
and it's very good. May your marriage be more 
prosperous than hers, and be a comfort to her, 
too. May the blessed sun see you all happy 
together, in possession of the good name, long 
after I have done ploughing the great salt field 
that is never sown!" 

Kitty answered very earnestly. " 0 ! Thank 
you, sir, with all my heart!" And, in her loving 
nttle way, kissed her hand to him, and pos
sibly by implication to the young fisherman too, 
as the latter held the parlour door open for the 
captain to pass out. 

CHAPTER n . THE MONEY. *> 

" T H E stairs are very narrow, sir," said Alfred 
Raybrock to Captain Jorgan. -̂  . ' 

"Like my cabin-stairs," retumed the captain, 
" on many a voyage." 

"And they are rather inconvenient for the 
head." 

"If my head can't take care of itself by this 
time, after all the knocking about the world it 
has had," replied the captam, as unconcemedly 
as if he had no connexion with it, "it 's not 
worth looking after,**.2-. 

Thus, they came into the young fisherman's 
bedroom, wmch was as perfectly neat and clean 
as the shop and parlour below: though it was but 
a little place, with a sliding window, and a phre
nological ceiling expressive of all the peculiarities 
of the house-roof. Here the captain sat down 
on the foot of the bed, and, glancmg at a dread
ful libel on Kitty which ornamented the wall— 
the production of some wandering limner, whom 
the captain secretly admired, as having studied 
portraiture from the figure-heads of ships—emo
tioned to the youn^ man to take the rush-chair 
on the other side ot the small round table. That 
done, the captain put his hand into the deep 
breast-pocket of his long-skirted blue coat, and 
took out of it a strong square case-bottle—not 
a large bottle, but such as may be seen in any or
dinary ship's medicine chest. Setting this bottle 
on the table without removing his hand from it, 
Captain Jorgan then spake as follows. 

"In my last voyage homeward-bound," said 
tlie captain, " and that's the voyage off of which 
I now come straight, I encountered such wea
ther off the Horn, as is not very often met vrith, 
even there. I have rounded that stormy Cape 
pretty often, and I believe I first beat about 
there in the identical storms that blew the devil's 
homs and tail off, and led to the horns being 
worked up into toothpicks for the plantation 
overseers in my country, who may be seen (if you 
travel down South, or away West, fur enough) 
picking their teeth with 'em, while the whips, 
made of the taU, flog hard. In this last voyage, 
homeward-bound for Liverpool from South 
America, I say to you my young friend, it 
blew. Whole measures ! No half measures, nor 
making believe to blow; it blew! Now, I warn't 
blown clean out of the water into the sky— 
though I expected to be even that—but I was 
blown clean out of my course j and when at last 
it fell calm, it fell dead calm, and a strong cur
rent set one way, day and night, night and day, 
and I drifted—drifted—drifted—out of all tiie 
ordinary tracks and courses of ships, and drifted 
yet, and yet drifted. It behoves a man who 
takes charge of fellow-critturs' lives, never to 
rest from making himself master of his calling. 
I never did rest, and consequently I knew pretty 
well ('specially looking over the side in the dead 
calm at that strong current), what dangers to 
expect, and vtrhat precautions to take against 
'em. In short, we were driving head on, to an 
Island. There was no Island in the chart, and, 
therefore, you may say it was ill manners in the 
Island to be there; I don't dispute its bad 
breeding, but there it was. Thanks be to 
Heaven, I was as ready for the Island as the 
Island was ready for me. I made it out myself 
from the masthead, and I got enough way upon 
her in good time, to keep ner off. I ordered a 
boat to be lowered and manned, and went in that 
boat myself to explore the Island. There was 
a reef outside it, and, floating in a comer of the 
smooth water vrithin the reef, was aheap of sea
weed, and entangled in that seaweed was this 
bottle." 

Here, the captain took his hand from the 
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bottle for a moment, that the young fisherman 
might direct a wondering glance at it; and then 
replaced his hand and went on: 

" If ever you come—or even if ever you don't 
come— t̂o a desert place, use you your eyes and 
your spy-glass well; for the smallest thing you 
see, may prove of use to you, and may have some 
information or some warning in it. That's the 
principle on which I came to see this bottle. I 
picked up the bottle and ran the boat alongside 
the Island and made fast and went ashore, armed, 
with a part of my boat's crew. We found that 
every scrap of vegetation on the Island (I give it 
you as my opinion, but scant and scmbby at the 
best of times) had been consumed by fire. As 
we were making our way, cautiously and toil
somely, over the pulverised embers, one of my 
people sank into the earth, breast high. He 
turned pale, and *Haul me out smart, ship
mates,* says he, *for my feet are among bones.* 
We soon got him on his legs again, and then we 
dug up the spot, and we foimd that the man was 
right, and that his feet had been among bones. 
More than that, they were human bones; though 
whether the remains of one man, or of two or 
three men, what with calcination and ashesj and 
what vrith a poor practical knowledge of ana
tomy, I can't undertake to say. We examined 
the whole Island and made out nothing else, 
save and except that, from its opposite side, I 
sighted a considerable tract of land, which hind 

I was able to identify, and according to the bear
ings of wliich (not to troubleyou vrith my log) 
I took i, fresh departure. "V^en I got aboard 
again, I opened tne bottle, which was oilskin-
covered as you see, and glass-st©ppered as you 
see. Inside of it," pursued the captain, suiting 
his action to his words, " I found this little 
crumpled folded paper, just as you see. Out
side of it was \«mtten, as you see, these words; 
* Whoever finds this, is solemnly entreated by the 
dead, to convey it unread to Alfred Raybrock^ 
Steepwaysy North Devon, "England* A sacred 
charge," said the captain, concluding his narra
tive, " and, Alfred Raybrock, there it is !** 

" This is my poor brother's writing !'* 
" I supposed so," said Captain Jorgan. "1*11 

take a IOOK out of this little window while you 
read it.** 

" Pray no, sir! I should be hurt. We should 
all be hurt. My brother couldn't know it would 
fall into such hands as yours.** 

The captain sat down again on the foot of 
the bed, and the young man opened the folded 
paper with a trembling hand,'and spread it on the 
table. The ragged paper, evidently creased and 
tom both before and after being written on, was 
much blotted and stained, and the ink had faded 
and run, and many words were wanting. What 
the captain and the young fisherman made out 
together, after much re-reading and much hu
mouring of the folds of the paper, was this: 
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The ^oung fisherman had become inore and 
"more agitated, as the writing had become clearer 
to hito. Hie now left it lyine before the captain, 
ov(ir whose shoulder he had been reading it, and, 
idropping into Ids former seat, leaned forward on 
the table and Idd his face in his hands. 

**What, man," tLrffed the captain> "don*t 
git6 in! Be up and doing, like a man !'* 

" It is selfish, I know—but doing what, doing 
•#hat ?" cried tht yoving fisherman, in complete 
despairj aitd Stamping his sea-boot on the 
ground. 
.. " Doiftg whit?" returned the captain. 
" Soirifething! I'd go down to the little break
water beloWj yonder, and take a wrench at bne 
tof the sftlfr-rusted iron-rings there, and either 
wrench it up by the roots oi wrrench my teeth 
out of my head, sooner than I'd do nothing. 
Nothing !*' ejaculated the captain. " Any fool 
t r faint-heart can do that, and nothing can cottie 
of nothing—^Whibh was pretended to be found 
but, I belkve, by one of them Latin critturs," 
fcaid the captain, with the deepest disdaih; "as 
if Adam hadn't found it out, afore ever he so 
tench as named the beasts!" 

Yet the captain saw, in spite of his bold 
^ r d s , that therfe was some greater reason than 
he yet understood for the young man's distress. 
And he eyed him vrith a sympathising curiosity. 

" Gome, come!" continued the captain. 
« Speak out. What is it, boy P" 

" You have seen how beautiful she is, sir," 
said the young man, looking up for the moment, 
with a flushed face and rumpled hait. 

"Did any ttian ever say she warn't Ifcie'aUti-
ivl ?" retorted the captain. " If so, go and lick 
him.*' 

Hie young man laughed fretfully in spite of 
himself and said, "It 's not that, it's not 
that." 

" Wa'al, then, what is it ?'* said the captain, 
in a more soothing tone. 

The young fisherban mournfully composed 
himself to i6d the captain what it was, and 
began t " Ws ittt^ to nave been married next 
Monday #6fet==̂ —** 

" Wetfe % have been!" interrupted Captain 
Jorgan. " And are to be P Hey P" 

Young Raybrock shook his head, and traced 
feUt with his forefinger the words "poor father's 

^¥t hundred pounds, ift the ilrritten paper. 
** Go along." said the captain. " Pive hundred 

pounds P YesP" 
"That sum of monfeyi" pursued the young 

fisherman, entering with the greatest earnest-
hefes oil nis demollstt^tion, while the captain 
eyed him with equal earnestness, " was all my 
late father possessed. When he died, he owed 
no man more than h<̂  left means to pay, but he 
had been able to lay by only five hundred pounds." 

" 1 ^ hundrea pounds,'* repeated the cap-
taiiL " l e s P " 

"Ifi hit lifetime, years before, he liaa ex
pressly laid the money aside, to leave to n^ 
mothef'̂ -=-likc tOjWfettle upon her, if 1 make my=-
self imdei-stootli** 

"YesP** 

" He had risked it once—my father put down 
in s i t ing at that time, respecting the money— 
and was resolved never to risk it agaiil,** 

"Not a spec'lator," said the captain. "My 
country wouldn't, have suited him. Yes P" 

"My mother has never touched the money 
till now. And now it was to have been laid out, 
this very next week, in buying me a handsome 
share in our neighbouring ^shery here, to settle 
me in Ufe with Kitty." 

The captain's face fell, and he passed and re
passed his sun-browned right hahd over his thin 
hair, in a discomfited manner. 

" Kitty's father has no more than enough tb 
Hve on, even in the sparing way in which vire Uve 
about here. He is a kind of Bailiff Or steward 
of manor rights here, and they are not much, 
and it is but a poor little ofi&toe. He was better 
off once, and Kitty must never marry to mere 
dradgery and hard living.** 

The captain still sat stroking his thin hair, and 
looking at the young fisherman. 

" I am as certain that my father had iio know
ledge that any one was vnronged as to this 
money, or that any restitution ought to be 
made, as I am certain that the sun now shines. 
But, after this solemn warning from my brother's 
grave in the sea, that the money is Stolen 
Money," said Young Raybrock, forcing himself 
to the utterance of the words, " can I doubt it P 
Can I touch it P" 

" About not doubting, I ain't so sure," ob
served the captain; " but about not touching-
tro—I don't think you can." 

" See, then," said Y o ^ ttaybrock, " why 
tim so grieved. Think of Kitty. Think what I 
have got to tell her !'* 

His heart quite failed nim again when he had 
come round to that, and he once more beat his 
sea-boot softly on the floor. But, not for long; 
he soon began again, in a quietly resolute tone. 

" However! Enough of that! You spoke 
some brave words to me iust noW) Captain Jor-

f an, and they shall not be spbkfen in vain. I 
ave got to do Something. What I have got to 

do, before all other thinga, is to trace out the 
meaning of this paper, fbr the sake of the Good 
Name mat hai no one else to pttt it right or 
keep it Hght. And still, for the sake ô  the Good 
Name, and my father's memory, not a word ot 
this Meriting must be breathed to my mother, or 
to Kitty, or to any human creature. You agree 
m this P" 

" I don't know what they'll thuik of us, be
low," said the captain, "but for certain I can't 
oppose it. Now, as to tracing. How will you 
do?" 

They Mb, ^s by consent, bent over the paper 
again, and again carefully puzzled out the whole 
of the writing. 

" I make out that this would stand, if all the 
writing was here, * Inquire among the old men 
living there, for'—some one. JMost like, you'll 
go to this village named here ?" said the captain, 
musing, with his finger on the name. 

" Yes! And Mr. Tregarthen is a Comishman^ 
and—to be sore Î —comes from Laurean." 

I ^ 
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"Does heP" said the captain, quietly. 
I ain't acquainted vrith him, who may 
beP" ^ 

"As 
he 

n " Mr. Tregarthen is Kitty*s father; 
"Ay, ay!" cried the captam. "Now, you 

speak 1 Tregarthen knows this village of Lan-
rean, thenP'* 

" Beyond all doubt he does. I have often 
heard him mention it, as being his native place. 
He knows it well." 

" Stop half a moment,** said the captain, "We 
want a name here. You could ask Tregarthen 
(or if you couldn't, I could) what names of old 
men he remembers in his time in those dig-
gingsP HeyP" 

" I can go straight to his cottage, and ask 
him now.** 

" Take me vrith you,** said the captain, rising 
in a solid way that had a most comfortable re
liability in it, " and just a word more, first. I 
have knocked about harder than you, and have 
got along further than you. I have had, all my 
sea-goin^ life long, to keep my vrits polished 
bright with acid and friction, like the brass cases 
of the ship's instmments, I'U keep you company 
on this expedition. Now, you don't live by talk
ing, any more than I do. Clench that hand of 
yours in this hand of mine, and that's a speech on 
both sides.** 

Captain Jorgan took command of the expe
dition with that hearty shake. He at once re
folded the paper exactly as before, replaced 
it in the bottle, put the stopper in, put the 
oilskin over the stopper, confided the wliole to 
Young Raybrock's keeping, and led the way 
down stairs. 

But it was harder navigation below stairs 
than above. The instant mey set foot in the 
parlour, the quick womanly eye detected that 
there was something vnrong. Kitty exclaimed, 
frightened, as she ran to her lover's side, 
"Alfred! What's the matter?" Mrs. Raybrock 
cried out to the captain, " Gracious ! what have 
you done to my son to change him Uke this, aU 
m a minute!" And the young vridow—who 
was there vrith her work upon her arm—^was 
at first so agitated, that she frightened the Uttle 

f irl she held in her hand, who hid her face in 
er mother's skirts and screamed. The cap

tain, conscious of being held responsible for 
this domestic diange, contemplated it with 
quite a guilty expression of countenance, and 
looked to the young fisherman to come to his 
rescue. 

" Kitty darling,** said Young Raybrock, 
" Kitty, dearest love, I must go away to Lan-
rean, and I don't know where else or how much 
farther, tliis very day. Worse than that—our 
marriage, Kitty, must be put off, and I don't 
know for how long." 

Kitty stared at him, in doubt and wonder and 
in anger, and pushed him from her with her 
hand 

"Put off?" cried Mrs. Raybrock. "The 
marriage put off? And you going to Lanrean! 
Why, in tne name of the dear Lord ?" 

" Mother dear, I can't say why, I must not 

say why. It would be dishonourable and un
dutiful to say why.** 

"Dishonourable and undutifiil?'* retumed 
the dame. "And is there nothing dishonour
able or undutiful in the boy's breakmg the heart 
of his own pUghted love, and his mother's heart 
too, for the sake of the dark secrets and coun
sels of a vricked stranger ? Wliy did you ever 
come here?" she apostrophised the innocent 
captain. " Who wanted you ? Where did you 
come fromP Why couldn't you rest in your 
own bad place, wherever it is, mstead of disturb
ing the peace of quiet unoffending folk like us P" 

"And what," sobbed the poor Uttle Kitty, 
"have I ever done to you, you hard and cruel 
captain, that you should come and serve me so?" 

And then they both began to Weep most piti-
fuUy, whUe the captain could only look from the 
one to the other, and lay hold of himself by the 
coat-coUar. 

" Margaret," said the poor young fisherman, 
on his Imees at Kitty's feet, while Kitty kept 
both her hands before her tearful face, to shut 
out the traitor from her view—but kept her 
fingers wide asunder and looked at him aU the 
time: " Margaret, you have suffered so much, 
so uncomplainingly^ and are always so careful 
and considerate! Do take my part, for poor 
Hugh's sake!" 

The quiet Margaret was not appealed to in 
vain. " I wiU, Altred," she retumed, " and I 
do. I wish this gentleman had never come 
near us;" whereupon the captain laid hold of 
himself the tighter; " but I take your part, for 
all that. I am sure you have some strong reason 
and some sufficient reason for what you do, 
strange as it is, and even for not saying why you 
do it, strange as that is. And, Aitty darUng, 
you are bound to think so, more than any one, 
for true love beUeves everytliing, and bears 
everything, and trusts everything. And mother 
dear, you are bound to think so too, for you 
know you have been blest vrith ^ood sons, whose 
word was always as good as their oath, and who 
were brought up in as true a sense of honour as 
any gentlemen m this land. And I am sure you 
have no more caU, mother, to doubt your Uving 
son than to doubt your dea\ son; and for the 
sake of the dear dead, I stand up for the dear 
Uving," 

" Wa'al now," the captain strack in, with en
thusiasm, "this I say. That whether your 
opinions flatter me or not, you are a young 
woman of sense and spirit and feeUng; and I'd 
sooner have you by mY side, m the hour of 
danger, than a good half of the men I've ever 
faUen in vrith—or fallen out vrith, ayther." 

Margaret did not retum the captain's compU-
ment, or appear fully to reciprocate his good 
opinion, but she appUed herself to the consola
tion of Kitty and of Kitty's mother-in-law that 
was to have been next Monday week, and soon 
restored the parlour to a quiet condition. 

" Kitty, my darling,'* said the young fisher
man, " I must go to your father to entreat him 
stiU to trust me in spite of this wretched change 
and mystery, and to ask him for some directions 
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concerning Lanrean. WiU you come home? 
Will you come with me, Kitty ?" 

Kitty answered not a word, but rose sobbing, 
with the end of her simple head-dress at her 
eyes. Captain Jorgan followed the lovers out, 
quite sheepishly: pausing in the shop to give 
an instruction to Mr. Pettifer. 

"Here, Tom!" said the captain, in a low 
voice. " Here's something in your line. Here's 
an old lady poorly and low in her spirits. Cheer 
her up a bit, Tom. Cheer 'em aU up."-
8 -Mr. Pettifer, with a brisk nod of intelligence, 
immediately assumed his steward face, and went 
with liis quiet helpful steward step into the 
parlour: where the captain had the great satis
faction of seeing him, through the glass door, 
take the chUd in his arms (who offered no ob
jection), and bend over Mrs. Raybrock, adminis
tering soft words of consolation. 

" 1 hough what he finds to say, unless he's 
teUing ner that it'U soon be over, or that most 
people is so at first, or that it'll do her good 
afterwards, I can not imaginate!" was the cap
tain's reflection as he followed the lovers. 

He had not far to follow them, since it was 
but a short descent down the stony ways to the 
cottage of Kitty's father. But, short as the dis
tance was, it was long enough to enable the cap
tain to observe that he was fast becoming the 
village Ogre; for, there was not a woman 
standing working at her door, or a fisherman 
coining up or going down, who saw Young 
Raybrock unhappy and little Kitty in tears, 
but she or he instantly darted a suspicious 
and indignant glance at the captain, as the 
foreigner who must somehow be responsible for 
this unusual spectacle. Consequently, when they 
came into Tregarthen's little garden—which 
formed the platform from which the captain had 
seen Kitty peeping over the waU—the captain 
brought to, aud stood off and on at the gate, 
while Kitty hurried to hide her tears in her own 
room, and Alfred spoke with her father who was 
working in the garden. He was a rather inQrm 
man, but could scarcely be caUed old yet, with 
an agreeable face and a promising air of making 
the best of things. The conversation began on 
his side vrith great cheerfulness and good 
humour, but soon became distrustful and soon 
angry. That was the captain's cue for striking 
both into the conversation and the garden. 

"Morning, sir!" said Captain Jorgan. "How 
do you do ?" 

"The gentleman I am going away with," 
said the young fisherman to Tregarthen. 

" Oh!" retumed Kitty's father, surveying the 
unfortunate captain vrith a look of extreme dis
favour. " I confess that I cain't say I am glad 
to see you.** 

"No,"said the captain, "and, to admit the 
tmth, that seems to be the general opinion in 
these parts. But don't be hasty; you may 
thiui better of me, by-and-by." 

" I hope so," observed Tregarthen. 
"Wa'al, / hope so," observed the captain, 

quite at his ease; "more than that, I believe so 
—though you don't. Now, Mr. Tregarthen, 

you don't want to exchange words of mistrust 
with me; and if you did, you couldn't, because 
I wouldn't. You and I are old enough to know 
better than to judge against experience from 
surfaces and appearances; and if you haven't 
lived to find out the evil and injustice of such 
judgments, you are a lucky man." 

The other seemed to shrink under this re
mark, and repUed, " Sir, I have lived to feel it 
deeply." 

"Wa'al," said the captain, moUified, "then I've 
made a good cast, without knowing it. Now, 
Tregarthen, there stands the lover ot your only 
child, and here stand I who know his secret. I 
warrant it a righteous secret, and none of his 
making, though bound to be of his keeping. I 
want to help him out with it, and tewwards that 
end we ask you to favour us with the names 
of two or three old residents in the village of 
Lanrean. As I am taking out my pocket-
book and pencil to put the names down, I may 
as well observe to you that this, wrote atop of 
the first page here, is my name and address: 
' Silas- Jonas Jorgan, Sidem, Massachusetts, 
United States.' If ever you take it in your head 
to run over, any morning, I shaU be glad to wel
come you. Now, what may be the speUing of 
these said names ?" 

"There was an elderly man," said Tregar
then, "named David Polreath. He may be 
dead." 

"Wa'al," said the captain, chcerfuUy, "if 
Polreath's dead and buried, and can be made 
of any service to us, Polreath won't object to 
our digging of him up. Polreath's down, any
how." 

" There was another, named Penrewen. I 
don't know his Christian name." 

" Never mind his Chris'en name," said the 
captain. " Penrewen for short." 

" There was another, named John Tredgear." 
" " And a pleasant-sounding name, too," said 
the captam; " John Tredgear's booked." 

" I can recal no other, except old Parvis." 
" One of old Parvis's fam'ly, I reckon," said 

the captain, "kept a dry-goods store in New 
York city, and realised a handsome competency 
by burning his house to ashes. Same name, any
how. David Polreath, Unchris'en Penrewen, 
John Tredgear, and old Arson Parvis." 

" I cannot recal any others, at the moment.'* 
"Thankee," said the captain. "And so, 

Tregarthen, hoping for your good opinion yet, 
and likevrise for the fair Devonshire Flower's, 
your daughter's, I give you my hand, sir, and 
wish you good day." 

Youn^ Raybrock accompanied him disconso
lately ; lor, there was no Kitty at the window 
when he looked up, no Kitty in the garden when 
he shut the gate, no Kitty gazing after them 
along the stony ways when they began to climb 
back. 

" Now I teU you what," said the captain. 
"Not being at present calc'lated to promote 
harmony in your family, I won't come in. You 
go and ̂ et your dinner at home, and I'U get mine 
at the Uttle hotel. Let our hour of meeting be 
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two o'clock, and you'U find me smoking a cigar in 
the sun afore the hotel door. TeU Tom Pettifer, 
my steward, to consider himself on duty, and to 
look after your people tUl we come bact; you'U 
find he'U have made himself useful to *em al
ready, and vriU be quite acceptable." 

All was done as Captain Jorgan directed. 
PunctuaUy at two o'clock, the young fisherman 
appeared vrith his knapsack at his back; and 
punctually at two o'clock, the captain jerked 
away the last feathery end of his cigar, 

" Let me carry your baggage. Captain Jor
gan ; I can easily take it with mine," 

" Thank'ee," said the captain, " I'll carry it 
myself. It's on'y a comb." 

They cUmbed out of the viUage, and paused 
among the trees and fem on the summit of the 
hiU above, to take breath and to look down at 
the beautiful sea. Suddenly, the captain gave 
his leg a resounding slap, and cried, "Never 
knew such a right ming in aU my life!"—and 
ran away. 

The cause of this abrapt retirement on the 
part of the captain, was Uttle Kitty amon^ the 
trees. The captain went out of sight and waited, 
and kept out of sight and waited, untU it oc
curred to him to be^Ue the time with another 
cigar. He Ughted it, and smoked it out, and 
still he was out of sight and waiting. He stole 
within sight at last, and saw the lovers, with 
their arms entwined and their bent heads touch
ing, moving slowly among the trees. It was the 
golden time of the afternoon then, and the cap
tain said to himself, " Golden sun, golden sea, 
golden sails, golden leaves, golden love, golden 
youth—a golden state of things altogether!" 

Nevertheless, the captain found it necessary 
to hail his young companion before going out of 
sight again. In a few moments more, he came 
up, and they began their journey. 

"That still younn; woman with the fatherless 
chUd," said Captam Jorgan as they fell into 
step, " didn't throw her words away; but good 
honest words are never thrown away. And now 
that I am conveying you off from that tender 
Uttle thing that loves and relies and hopes, I 
feel just as if I was the snarling crittur m the 
picters, with the tight legs, the long nose, and 
the feather in his cap, the tips of whose mus-
tachios get up nearer to his eyes, the wickeder 
he gets." 

The young fisherman knew nothing of Me
phistopheles ; but, he smUed when the captain 
stopped to double himself up and slap his leg, 
and they went along in right good fellowship. 

CHAPTER m . THE CLUB-NIGHT. 

A CORNISH MOOR, when the east wind drives 
over it, is as cold and mgged a scene as a 
traveUer is likely to find in a year's travel. A 
Cornish Moor in the dark, is as black a soU
tude as the traveUer is likely to vrish himself 
well out of, in the course of a life's wanderings. 
A Cornish Moor in a night fog, is a vrilderness 
where the traveller needs to know his way weU, 
or the chances are very strong that his Ufe and 
his wanderings wiU soon perplex him no more. 

Captain Jorgan and the young fisherman had 
faced the east and the south-east vrinds, from 
the first rising of the sun after their departure 
from the viUa^e of Steepways. Thrice, had the 
sun risen, and stiU all day long had the sharp 
wind blown at them like some malevolent spirit 
bent on forcing them back. But, Captain Jor
gan was too tamiUar with aU the winds that 
blow, and too much accustomed to circumvent 
their sUghtest weaknesses and get the better 
of them in the long run, to be beaten by any 
member of the airy family. Taking the year 
round, it was his opinion that it mattered little 
what wind blew, or how hard it blew; so, he 
was as indifferent to the wind on this occa
sion as a man could be who frequently observed 
" that it freshened him up," and who regarded 
it in the Ught of an old acquaintance. One 
might havesupposed from his way, that there was 
even a kind of fraternal understanding between 
Captain Jorgan and the wind, as between two 

Professed fighters often opposed to one another, 
'he young fisherman, for his part, was accus

tomed within his narrower limits to hold hard 
weather cheap, and had his anxious object 
before him; so, the wind went by him too, Uttle 
heeded, and went upon its way to kiss Kitty. 

Their varied course had lain by the side of 
the sea where the brown rocks cleft it into 
fountains of spray, and inland where once 
barren moors wese reclaimed and cultivated, 
and by lonely viUages of poor-enough cabins with 
mud waUs, and by a town or two with an old 
church and a market-place. But, always travel
Ung through a sparely inhabited country and 
over a broad expanse, they had come at last 
upon the true Uomish Moor within reach of 
Lanrean. None but gaunt spectres of miners 
passed them here, with metallic masks of faces, 
ghastly with dust of copper and tin; anon, soli
tary works on remote hill-tops, and bare ma
chinery of torturing wheels and cogs and chains, 
writhing up hiU-sides, were the few scattered 
hints of human presence in the landscape; 
during long intervals, the bitter wind, howUi^ 
and tearing at them Uke a fierce wild monster, 
had them aU to itself. 

"A sing'lar thing it is," said the captain, 
looking round at the brown desert of rank grass 
and poor moss, " how like this airth is, to the 
men that Uve upon it! Here's a spot of country 
rich with hidden metals, and it puts on the worst 
rags of clothes possible, and crouches and shivers 
and makes beUeve to be so poor that it can't so 
much as afford a feed for a beast. Just Uke a 
human miser, ain't it ?" 

" But they find the miser out," retumed the 
young fisherman, pointing to where the earth 
by the watercourses and along the valleys was 
turned up, for nules, in trying for metal. 

"Ay, they find him out," said the captain; 
" but he makes a struggle of it even then, and 
holds back aU he can. He's a 'cute *un." 

The gloom of evening was already gathering 
on the dreary scene, and they were, at the 
shortest and best, a dozen mUes from their des-
tinatiou. But, the captain, in lus long-skirted 
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blue coat and his boots and his hat and his 
square shirt-coUar, and vrithout any extra de
fence against the weather, walked coolly along 
with his hands in his pockets: as if he lived 
underground somewhere hard by, and had just 
come up to show his friend the road. 

" I'd have liked to have had a look at this 
place, too," said the captain, "when there was 
a monstrous sweep of water rolling over it, 
dragging the powerful great stones along and 
piling *em atop of one another, and depositing, 
the foundations for aU manner of superstitions.' 
Bless you! the old priests, smart mechanical 
critturs as theywere, never pUed up many of 
these stones. Water's the lever that moved 
'em. When you see 'em thick and blunt tew
wards one point of the compass, and fined away 
thin tewwards the opposite point, you may be as 

food as moral sure that the name of the ancienti 
>ruid that fixed 'em was Water." 
The captain referred to some great blocks of 

stone presenting this characteristic, which were 
wonderfully balanced and heaped on one another, 
on a desolate hUl. Looking back at these, as 
they stood out against the lurid glare of the 
west, just then expiring, they were not unlike 
enormous antediluvian birds, tha^ had perched 
there on crags and peaks, and had been petrified 
there, 

"But it*s an interesting country,*' said the 
captain, " —fact! It's old in the atm^s of 
that said old Arch Druid, Water, and it's old 
in the annals of the said old parson-critturs 
too. It's a mighty interesting thing to set 
your boot (as I did this day) on a rougn honey
combed old stone, with just nothing you can 
name but weather visible upon it: which the 
scholars that go about with hammers, chipping 
pieces off the universal airth, find to be an in
scription, entreating prayers for the soul of 
some for-ages-bust-up crittur of a govemor that 
over-taxed a people never heard of." Here the 
captain stopped to slap his leg, "It's a mighty 
interesting thing to come upon a score or two 
of stones set up on end in a desert, some short, 
some tall, some leaning here, some leaning there, 
and to know that they were pop'larly supposed 
—and may be still— t̂o be a group of Cornish 
men that got changed into that geological for
mation for playinw a game upon a Sunday. They 
wouldn't have it m my country, I reckon, even 
if they could get it—out it's very interesting.'^ 

In this, the captain, though it amused him, 
was quite sincere. Quite as sincere as when he 
addeo, after looking weU about him: "That 
fog-bank coming up as the sun goes dovm, will 
spread, and we shall have to feel our way into 
Lanrean fuU as much as see it." 

AU the way along, the young fisherman had 
spoken at times to the captain, of his interrupted 
hopes, and of the family good name, and of the 
restitution that must be made, and of the che
rished plans of his heart so near attainment, 
which must be set aside for it. In his simple 
faith and honour, he seemed incapable of en
tertaining the idea that it was within the bounds 
of possibiUty to evade the doing of what their 

inquuries should estabUsh to be right. This 
was very agreeable to Captain Jorgan, and won 
his genuine admiration. Wherefore, he now 
turned the discourse back into that channel, 
and encouraged his companion to talk of Kitty, 
and to calculate how many years it would take, 
without a share in the nsnery, to estabUsh a 
home for her, and to reUeve his honest heart by 
dweUing on its anxieties. 

MeanwhUe, it fell very dark, and the fog be
came dense, though the wind howled at them and 
bit them as savagely as ever. The captain had 
carefully taken the bearings of Lanrean from the 
map, and carried his pocket compass with him; 
the young fisherman, too, possessed that kind of 
cultivated instinct for shaping a course, which is 
often found among men of such pursuits. But, 
although they held a true course m the main, and 
corrected it when they lost the road by the aid of 
the compass and a light obtained with great diffi
culty in the roomy depths of the captain's hat, 
they could not help losing the road often. On 
such occasions they would become involved in 
the difficult ground of the spongy moor, and, 
after making a laborious loop, would emerge 
upon the road at some point they had passed 
before they left it, and thus would have a good 
deal of work to do twice over. But the young 
fisherman was not easUy lost, and the captain 
(and his comb) would probably have tumed up, 
with perfect coolness and self-possession, at any 
appointed spot on the surface of this globe. 
Consequently, they were no more than retarded 
in their progress to Lanrean, and arrived in that 
small place at nine o'clock. By that time, the 
captain's hat had faUen back over his ears and 
rested on the nape of his neck; but he stUl had 
his hands in his pockets, and showed no other 
sign of dilapidation. 

They had almost run against a low stone house 
with red-curtained windows, before they knew 
they had hit upon the little hotel, the King 
Arthur's Arms. They could just descry through 
the mist, on the opposite side of the narrow 
road, other low stone buUdings which were its 
outhouses and stables; and somewhere over
head, its invisible sign was being wrathfuUy 
swung by the vrind. 

" Now, wait a bit," said the captain, "They 
might be fuU here, or they might offer us 
cold quarters. Consequently, the poUoy is to 
take an observation, and, when we've found 
the warmest room, walk right slap into it." 

The warmest room was evidently that from 
which fire and candle streamed reddest and 
brightest, and from which the sound of voices 
engaged in some discussion came out into the 
night. Captain Jorgan having established the 
bearings of this room, merely said to his young 
friend, " Eollow me!" and was in it, before Kinff 
Arthur's Arms had any notion that they enfoldea 
a stranger, 

" Order, order, order!" cried several voices, 
as the captain vrith his hat under his arm, stood 
vrithin the door he had opened. 

"Gentlemen," said the captain, advancing, 
^'I am much beholden to you for the oppor-
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tunity you give me of addressing you; but wiU 
not detain you with any lengtnened observa
tions, I have the honour to be a cousin of 
yours on the Uncle Sam side; this young friend 
of mine is a nearer relation of yours on the De
vonshire side; we are both pretty nigh used up, 
and much in want of supper. I thank you for 
your welcome, and I am proud to take you by 
the hand, sir, and T hope I see you weU. 

These last words were addressed to a jolly 
looking chairman with a wooden hammer near 
him: which, but for the captain's friendly grasp, 
he woiUd have taken up, and hammered the table 
with. 

"How do you do, sir?" said the captain, 
shaking this chairman's hand with the greatest 
heartiness, whUe his new friend ineffectuaUy 
eyed his hammer of ofiBce; " when you come to 
my country, I shaU be proud to return your wel
come, sir, and that of this good company." 

The captain now took his seat near the fire, 
and invited his companion to do the like—whom 
he congratulated alond, on their having " faUen 
on their feet." 

The company, who might be about a dozen 
in number, were at a, loss what to make of, or 
do with, the captain. But, one Uttle old man 
in long fiapping shirt collars: who, with only 
his face and them visible through ^ cloud of 
tobacco smoke, looked like a superannuated 
Cherubim: said sharply, 

"This is a Club." 
" This is a Club," the captain repeated to his 

S>un» friend. "Wa'al now, that's curious! 
idn t I say, coming along, if we could only 

light upon a Club ?" 
The captain's doubling himself up and slap-

pmg his leg, finished the chairman. He had 
been softening towards the captain from the 
first, and he melted. "Gentlemen King Ar
thurs," said he, rising, "though it is not the 
Qustom to admit strangers, stUIj as we have 
t^roken the rule once to-ni^ht, I wiU exert my 
authority and break it a^ain. And wlule the 
Isupper of these traveUers is cooking;" here his 
eye fell on the landlord, who discreetly took the 
hiint and withdrew to see about i t ; "X wiU 
recal you to the subject of the seafarin» man." 

" D'ye hear!" said the captain, aside to the 
voung fisherman; " that's in our way. Who's 
ihe seafaring man, I wonder ?" . 
' " I see several old men here," retumed the 
young fisherman, eagerly, for his thoughts were 
tdways on his object. " Perhaps one or more 
of the old men whose names you wrote down in 
your book, may be here." 

" Perhaps," said the captain; " I've got my 
eye on 'em. But don't force it. Try i | it won^ 
pome nat'ral.** 

Thus the two, behind their himds, while 
ftey sat warming them at the fire. Simul-
Cneously, the Club beginning to be at its ease 
again, and resuming the discussion of the sea
faring man, \he captain winked to his feUow-
traveUer to let him attend to it. 

As it was a kind of conversation not altoge
ther unprecedented |n suc^ a§ŝ niH?lageSj where 

most of those who spoke at all, spoke aU at 
once, and where half of those could put no be
ginning to what they had to si^, and the other 
half could put no end, the tendency of the 
debate was discursive, and not very inteUigible. 
All the captain had made out, down to thq 
time when the separate Uttle table laid for two 
was covered with a smoking broUed fowl and 
rashers of bacon, reduced itself to these heads. 
That, a seafaring man had arrived at The 
Kiu^ Arthur's Arms, benighted, an hour or so 
earUer in the evening. That, the Gentlemei^ 
King Arthurs had admitted him, though all un
known, into the sanctuary of their Club. That, 
they had invited him to make his footing good 
by teUing a story. That, he had, after some 
pressing, begun a story of adventure and ship
wreck : at an interesting point of which he sud
denly broke off, and positively refused to finish. 
That, he had thereupon taken up a candlestick, 
and gone to bed, and was now the sole occupant 
of a double-bedded room up-stairs. The ques
tion raised on these premises, appeared to be, 
whether the seafaring man was not in a state 
of contumacy and contempt, and ought not to 
be formaUy voted and declared in that condi
tion. This deliberation involved the difficulty 
(suggested by the more jocose and irreverent of 
the Gentlemen King Arthurs) that it mi^ht 
make no sort of difference to the seafaring 
man whether he was so voted and declared, ot 
not. 

Captain Jorgan and the young fisherman atei 
their supper and drank their beer, and their 
knives and forks had ceased to rattle and their 
glasses had ceased to clink, and stUl the discus
sion showed no symptoms of coining to any con
clusion. But, when they had left their Uttle 
supper-table and had returned to their seats by 
the fire, the Chairman hammered himself into 
attention, and thus outspake. 

" Gentlemen King Arthurs; when the ni^htis 
so bad without, harmony should prevaU within. 
When the moor is so windy, cold, and bleak, 
this room should be cheerful, convivial, %nd en
tertaining. Gentlemen, at present it is neither 
the one, nor yet the other, nor yet tĥ e other. 
Grentlemen King Arthurs, I r^cal you to yqur-
sdves. Gentlemen King Arthurs, what are you ? 
You are inhabitants—old inhabitants—of the 
noble village of Lanrean. You are in council as
sembled. You are a monthly Club through all 
the winter months, and they are many. It is your 
perroud perrivUege, on a new member's entrance, 
or on a inember's birthday, to caU upon that 
member to make good his footing by relating to 
you some trsmsaction or adventure in his life^ or 
m the life of a relation, or in the life of a friend, 
and then to depute me as your representative to 
spin a teetotum to pass it rounq, Grentlemen 
King Arthurs, your perroud perrivUeges shall 
not suffer in my keeping. N—^no! Therefore, 
as the member whose birthday the present occa
sion has the honour to be, has gratified you; 
and as the seafaring man overhead has not gra
tified you; I start you fresh, by spinning the 
teetotmn ]^ttached to mj office, and c^ilini; on 
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the gentleman it faUs to, to speak up when his 
name is declared." 

The captain and his young friend looked hard 
at the teetotum as it whirled rapidly, and harder 
stUl when it gradually became intoxicated and 
began to stagger about the table in an ill-con
ducted and disorderly manner. FinaUy, it came 
into coUision vrith a candlestick and leaped 
against the pipe of the old gentleman with 
the flapping shirt collars. Thereupon, the chau:-
man struck the table once with his hammer 
and said: 

"Mr. Parvis!" 
"D'ye hear that?" whispered the captain, 

f reatly excited, to the young fisherman. " I'd 
ave laid you a thousand dollars a good half-

hour ago, that that old cherubim in tne clouds 
was Arson Parvis!" 

The respectable personage in question, after 
tuming up one eye to assist his memory—at 
which time, he bore a very striking resemblance 
indeed to the conventional representations of 
his race as executed in oU by various ancient 
masters—commenced a narrative, of which the 
interest centred in a waistcoat. It appeared 
that the waistcoat was a yellow waistcoat with 
a green stripe, wliite sleeves, and a plain brass 
button. It also appeared that the waistcoat was 
made to order, by ISl icholas Peudold of Penzance, 
who was throvm off the top of a four-horse 
coach coming down the hUl on the Plymouth 
road, and, pitching on his head where he was 
not sensitive, lived two-and-thirty years after
wards, and considered himself the better for the 
accident—roused up, as it might be. It further 
appeared that the waistcoat belonged to Mr. 
Parvis's father, and had once attended him, in 
company with a pair of gaiters, to the annual 
feast of miners at St. Just: where the extraor
dinary circumstance which ever afterwards ren
dered it a waistcoat famous in story had oc
curred. But, the celebrity of the waistcoat 
was not thoroughly accounted for by Mr. 
Parvis, and had to be to sonte extent taken on 
trast by the company, in consequence of that 
gentleman's entirely forgetting aU about the 
extraordinary circumstance that had handed it 
down to fame. Indeed, he was even unable, on 
a gentle cross-examination instituted for the 
assistance of his memory, to inform the Gentle
men King Arthurs whether it was a circumstance 
of a natural or supematural character. Having 
thus responded to the teetotum, Mr. Parvis, 
after looking out from his clouds as if he would 
like to see the man who would beat that, sub
sided into himself. 

The fraternity were plunged into a blank con
dition by Mr. Parvis's success, and the chairman 
was about to try another spin, when young 
Raybrock—whom Captain Jorgan had vrith 
difficulty restrained—rose, and said might he 
ask Mr. Parvis a question 

The Gentlemen King Arthurs holding, with 
loud cries of " Order!" that he might not, he 
asked the question as soon as he could possibly 
make himself heard. 

Did the forgotten circumstance relate in any 

vray to money P To a sum of money, such as 
five hundred pounds P To money supposed by 
its possessor to be honestly come by, but in 
reality iU-gotten and stolen ? 

A general surprise seized upon the club when 
this remarkable inquiry was preferred; which 
would have become resentment but for the 
captain's interposition. 

" Strange as it sounds,'* said he, " and sus
picious as it sounds, I pledge myself, gentle
men, that my young friend nere has a manly 
stand-up Cornish reason for his words. Also, t 
pledge myself that they are inoffensive words. 
He and I are searching for information on a 
subject which those words generally describe. 
Such information we may get from the honestest 
and best of men—may get, or not get, here or 
anywhere about here. I hope the Honourable 
Mr. Arson—I ask his pardon—Parvis—wUl not 
object to quiet my young friend's mind by say
ing Yes or No. 

After some time, the obtuse Mr. Parvis was 
with great trouble and difficulty induced to 
roar out " No !'* For which concession the cap
tain rose and thanked him. 

"Now, listen to the next," whispered the 
captain to the young fisherman. " There may 
be more in him than in the other crittur. Don't 
interrupt him. Hear him out." 

The chairman with all due formaUty spun the 
teetotum, and it reeled into the brandy-and-
water of a strong brown man of sixty or so: 
John Tredgear: the manager of a neighbouring 
mine. He immediately began as foUows, with 
a plain business-like air that graduaUy warmed 
as he proceeded. 

IT happened that at one period of my Ufe the 
path of my destiny (not a tin path then) lay 
along the highways and byways of France, and 
that I had occasion to make frequent stoppages 
at common French roadside cabarets—that 
kind of tavern which has a very bad name in 
French books and French plays. I had engaged 
myself in an undertaking which rendered such 
journeys necessary. A very old friend of mine 
had recently estabUshed himself at Paris in a 
wholesale commercial enterprise, into the nature 
of which it is not necessary for our present pur
pose to enter.' He had proposed to me a certain 
share in the undert̂ aking, and one of the duties of 
my post was to involve occasional journeys among 
the smaUer towns and viUages of France, with 
the view of establishing agencies and opening 
connexions. My friend had applied to me to 
undertake this function, rather than to a native, 
feeling that he could trust me better than a 
stranger. He knew also that, in consequence 
of my having been half my life at school in 
France, my knowledge of the language woidd 
be sufficient for every purpose that could be re
quired. 

I accepted my friend's proposal, and entered 
with such energy as I could command upon 
my new mode of life. Sometimes, my journey-
ings from place to place were accompUshed by 
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means of the railroad, or other pubUc conveyance; 
but there were other occasions, and these last 
I Uked the best, when it was necessary I should 
go to out-of-the-way places, and by such cross
roads as rendered it more convenient for me 
to travel with a carriage and horse of my ovm. 
My carriage was a kind of phaeton witnout a 
coach-box, with a leather hood that would put 
np and dovm; and there was plenty of room at 
the back, for such specimens or samples of 
goods as it was necessary that I should carry 
with me. For my horse—it was absolutely in
dispensable that it should be an animal of some 
value, as no horse but a very good one would 
be capable of performing the long courses day 
after day which my mode of traveUing rendered 
necessary. He cost me two thousand francs, 
and was anything but dear at the price. 

Many were the journeys we performed toge
ther over the broad acres of beautiful France. 
Many were the hotels, many the auberges, many 
the bad dinners, many the damp beds, and many 
the fleas which I encountered en route. Many 
were the duU old fortifled towns over whose 
drawbridges I roUed; many the still more duU 
old towns vrithout fortifications and without 
drawbridges, at which my avocations made it ne
cessary for me to halt. 

I don't know how it was that on the moming 
when I was to start from the town of Doulaise, 
vrith the intention of sleeping at Francy-le-
Grand, I was an hour later in commencing my 
journey than I ou^ht to have been. I have said 
I don't know how it was, but this is scarcely true. 
1 do know how it was. It was because on that 
moming, to use a popular expression, everything 
went wrong. So, it was an hour later than it 
ought to have been, gentlemen, when I drew up 
the sheepskin lining of my carriage apron over 
my legs, and establishing my Uttle dog com
fortably on the seat beside me, set off on my 
journey. In aU my expeditions I was accom
panied by a favourite terrier of mine, which I 
had brought with me from England. I never tra
velled without her, and found her a companion. 

It was a miserable day in the month of Oc
tober. A perfectly grey sky, with white gleams 
about the horizon, gave unmistakable evi
dence that the smaU drizzle which was falling 
would continue for four-and-twenty hours at 
least. It was cold and cheerless weather, and 
on the deserted road I was pursuing, there was 
scarcely a human being (unless it was an oc
casional cantonnier, or road-mender) to break 
the soUtude. A deserted way indeed, with pop
lars on each side of it, which had turned yellow 
in the autumn, and had shed their leaves in 
abundance aU across the road, so that my mare's 
footsteps had quite a mufBied sound as she 
trampled them under her hoofs. Widely-ex
tending flats spread out on either side tiU the 
view was lost in an inconceivably melancholy 
scene, and the road itself was so perfectly 
straight, that you could see something like ten 
miles of it diminishing to a point in front of 
you, whUe a simUar view was visible through 
the Uttle window at the back of the carriage. 

In the hurry of the morning's departure I had 
omitted to inquire, as I generally did in traveUing 
an unknown road, at what viUage it would be 
best for me to stop, about noon, to bait, aud what 
was the name of the most respectable house of 

¥ubUc entertainment in my way; so that when 
arrived between twelve and one o'clock at a 

certain place where four roads met; and when at 
one of the comers formed by their union I saw 
a great bare-looking inn, with the sign of the 
T6te Noire swinging in front; I had nothing 
for it but to put up there, without knowing any
thing of the character of the house. 

The look of the place did not please me. 
It was a great bare uninhabited-looking house, 
which seemed much larger than was neces
sary, and presented a black and dirty appear
ance, which, considering the distance from any 
tovm, it was difficult to account for. AU the 
doors and aU the windows were shut; there 
was no sign of any Uving creature about the 
place; and niched into the wall above the 
principal entrance was a grim and ghastly-look
ing life-size figure of a Saint, For a moment I 
hesitated whether I should turn into the open 
gates of the stable-yard, or go further in search 
of some more attractive halting-place. But my 
mare was tired, I was more than half way on my 
road, and this would be the best division of the 
journey. Besides, Gentlemen; why not put 
up here? If I was only going to stop at 
such places of entertainment as completely 
satisfied me, extemaUy as well as intemaUy, 
I had better give up travelling altogether. 

There were no more signs of life in the inte
rior of the yard, than were presented by the ex
ternal aspect of the house, as it fronted the 
road. Everything seemed shut up. AU the 
stables and outhouses were characterised by 
closed doors, without so much as a straw 
clinging to their thresholds to indicate that 
these buildings were sometimes put to a prac
tical use. I saw no manure strewed about the 
place, and no Uving creature: no pigs, no 
ducks, no fowls. It was perfectly stm. and 
quiet, and, as it was one of those days when a 
fine smaU rain descends ouite straight, with
out a breath of air to drive it one way or 
other, the silence was complete and distressing. 
I gave a loud shout, ana began undoing the 
harness while my summons was taking effect. 

The first person whom the sound of my voice 
appeared to have reached, was a small but preco
cious boy: who opened a door in the back of tho 
house, and, descending the fiight of steps which 
led to it, approached to aid me in my task. I 
was just undoing the final buckle on my side 
of the harness, when, happening to turn round, 
I discovered, standing close behind me, a per
sonage who had approached so quietly that it 
would have been a confusing thing to find him 
so near even if there had been nothing in his ap
pearance which was calculated to startle one. 
He was the most iU-looking man. Gentlemen, 
that it was ever my fortune to behold. Nearer 
fifty than any other age I could give him, 
his dry spare nature had kept him as Ught and 
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active as a restless boy* An absence of flesh, 
ho#eTeri was not the only want I felt to exist 
in the personal appearance of the landlord of 
the Tete Noire. Tnere was a much more serious 
defect ih him than this. A want of any hint of 
mercy, or conscience, or any accessible approach 
to the better side (if there vfas a better side) 
of the man's natilre. When first I looked 
at his eyes, as he stood behind me in the open 
court, and as thfey rapidly glanced over the 
comely points of my horse, and thence to thfe 
packages inside my carriage and the port
manteau strapped on in front of it—at that time, 
the colour of his eyes appeared to me to be of 
an almost orange tinge; but when, a minute 
afterwards, we stood together in the dArk 
stable^ I not6d that a kind of blue phospho
rescence gleamed upon their surfdce, veiling 
theiir real hue, and imparting to them a 
ti^^rish lustre. The moment when I remarked 

J thlsj by-the-by, was when thfe organs I have 
] b^en describing were fixed upon the very large 

gold ring which I had not ceased to wear when 
I adopted my adventurous life^ aud which you 
may see upon my finger now. There werfe tveo 
other things about this man that strack me. 
These were, a bald red projecting lump of flesh 
at the back of his head, and a deep scar, which 
a sdrap of flronzy whisker On his cheek whoUy 
declined to conceal. 

" A nasty day for a joumey of pleasure," 
liaid the lancUord, looking at me vrith a satirical 

.smile. 
" Perhaps it is not a joumey of pleasure," I 

-ahswerod, dryly. 
" We have few such traveUers on the road 

now/* said the evU-faced man. " The railroads 
make the country a desert, and the roads are as 
#Ud as they were three hundred years ago." 

"They are weU enough/' I answered, c&te-
lesfelyj " for those who are obliged to travel by 
them^ Nobody elsfe, I should think, would be 
likely tb make use of them;" 

• "WUl you come into the house P" said the 
laiidlbrd, aoraptly, looking me full in the face. 

I never felt a stronger repugnance than 
•1 entertained towards the idea of entering 
' this man's doors. Yet what other course was 
. Open to ffle. My mare was already half through 
the first instalment of her oats, so there was 
no mbre excuse for remaining in the stable. 
To t ^ e i v^alk in the drenching rain was out 

• of the question, and to remain sitting in my 
(s^feche would have been a worse indication of sus
picion fmd mistrast. Besides, I had had nothing 
since the morning's coffee, and I wanted some
thing to eat and drink* There waa nothing to 
be done, then, but to accept my iU-looking 
friend's offer. He led the way up the flight of 
isteps whii^ gave access to the interior of the 
building; 

•. The room ih which I found myself on passing 
lAkrough the door at the top of these steps, 
"Was one clf those rooms which an excess of light 
hot onl^ fails to enliven, but seems even to 
in?est vrith an additional degree of gloom. There 

y^M sometitKes thi^ character about lights and 

I have seen before now, a workhouse ward, 
and a barren schoolroom, which have owed b 
good share of their melancholy to an immode
rate amount of cold grey daylight. This room, 
then, into which I was shown, was one of those 
which, on a wet day, seemed several degrees 
Ughter than the open air. Of course it could 
not be reaUy Ughter than the thing that lit it, 
but it seemed so. I t also appeared larger than 
the whole out-door world; and this, certainly, 
could not be either, but seemed so. Vast as it 
was, there appeared through two ^lass-doors in 
one of the walls another apartment of similar 
dimensions. I t was not a square room, nor an 
oblong room, but was smaller at one end thah 
at the other: a phenomenon whieh, as you have 
very Ukely observed. Gentlemen, has always an 
unpleasant effect. The bUliard-table, which 
stood in the middle of the apartment, though 
really of the usual size^ looked quite a trifling 
piece of furniture; and as to the other tables, 
which were planted sparingly here and there 
for purposes of refreshment, they were quite 
lost in tlie immensity of space about them. A 
cupboard, a rack of biUiatd cuefe, a marking-
board, and a print of the murder of the Arch
bishop of Paris in a black frame, alone broke 
the uniformity of waU. The ceiUng, as far as 
ohe could judge of anything at that altitude, 
appeared to be traversed by an enormous beam 
with rings fastened into it adapted for suicidal 
purposes, and splashed vrith the whitewash vrith 
which the ceUing itself Jlnd the waUs had just 
been decorated. Even my little terrier, whom 
I had been obliged to take hp in my arms on 
account of the disposition she had manifested 
to fly at the shins of our detested landlord, 
looked round the room with a gaze of horrw 
as I set her down^ and trembled and shivered 
as if she would come out of her skin. 

" And so you don't like him, Nelly, and yomr 
Uttle beads of eyes, that look up at me from 
under that hairy penthouse, with nothing but 
love in them, are all a-blaze with fury when they 
are turned upon his sinister face? And how 
did he get that scar^ NeUy? Did he get it 
wheh he slaughtered his last traveller? And 
what do you think of his eyes, NeUy P And what 
do you think of the back of his head, my dog P 
What do you think he's about now, eh P What 
mischief do you think he's hatching? Don't 
you vrish you vrere sitting by my side ih the 
caliche, and that we were out on the free road 
again P" 

To aU these questions and remarks, my Uttle 
companion responded very inteUigibly by faint 
thumpings of tne ground with her tail, and by 
certain flutterings of her ears, which, from long 
habits of intercourse, I understood yery weU to 
mean that whatever my opinion might bCj ^ e 
coincided in it. 

I had ordered an omelette and some vrine 
when I first entered the house, and, as I now sat 
waiting for it, I observed tliat my landlord 
would every now and then leave what he was 
about in the other room—where I concluded that 
he was engaged preparing my meal—and would 
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come and peer at me fortively through the 
glass-doors which connected the room I ^as in, 
with that in which he was. Once, too, I heard 
him go out, and I felt Sure that he had retired 
to the stables, to examme more minutely the 
value of my horse and carriage. 

I took it into my head that my landlord was a 
desperate r ( ^ e ; that his business was not suffi-
eient to support him; that he had remarked that 
I was in possession of a Very valuable horse, a car
riage which would fetch something, and a quantity 
of luggage in which there were probably articles 
of price. I had other thinjgs of #6rth about my 

rirson, including a sum of money, vrithout which 
could not be travelUng about, as he saw me, 

from place to place. 
While my mind vras amusmg itself with 

Ihese cheerful reflections, a Uttle ^ , of about 
twelve years old, entered the room tlurough the 
glass-doors, and, after honoxiringme with a long 
stare, went to the cupboard at the other end of 
the apartment, and, opening it with a bunch of 
keys vriiich she brought with her in her hand, 
took out a smaU white paper packet, about four 
inches square, and retired with it by the way 
by which she had entered; still stariflg at me so 
îiUgently that, ftom want of proper attention to 

where she was going, she got (I am happy to 
state) a severe bump against the door as she 
passed through it. She was h horrid little girl 
this, with eyes that in sMirking the iiecessity 
of looking straight at anybody bir anythiia ,̂ had 
got at last to look only at heir nose—finding it, 
probably, as bad a nose as could be met vrith, 
and therefore a congenial companion. She had, 
moreover, frizzy and fluey hair, wai excessively 
dirty, and had a slow crab-lie My of going 
along without looking at what she was about, 
which was Very noisome and detestablfe. 

I t was not long before this young liidy re
appeared, bearing in her hand a plate containing 
the omelette, which ishe placed upon the table 
without going through the previous form of 
laying a cloth. , $he .next eut an immense piece 
of bread from k lo£^ shaped Uke a rin^, and, 
having clapped this also down upon the dirtiest 
^art of the table, and having further favoured 
me vrith a wiped knife amd fork, diŝ appeared 
once more. She distmpeared to fetch the wine. 
When this had been brought, and some water, 
the preparations for my feast were considered 
complete, and I was left to enjoy it alone. 

I must not omit to. mention that the horrid 
waiting-maid appeared to ekcite as Sti-ong an 
smtipathy in the oreast of my Uttle do* â  that 
which my landlord himself had stirred np; find, 
I am happy to say, that as the chUd left the 
room I was obliged to interfere, to prevent Nefly 
from harassing ner retreating calves. 

Gentlemen, an experienced traveUer soon 
leams that he must eat to support nature: 
closing his eyes, nose, and ears to aU sugges
tions. I set to work, tiien, at the omelette 
with energy, and at tlie tough sour bread with 
good wiU, and had swaUowed half a tumbler of 
wine and water, when a thought suddenly oc
curred to mc wMch caused me to set the glass 

down upon the table. I had no sooner done 
this, thaa I raised it again to my Ups, took a 
fresh sip, roUed the Uquid about in my mouth 
two ot three times, and sp^t it out upon tho 
floor. But I uttered, as I did so, in an audible 
tone, the monosyUable "Pooh!" -

" Pooh! NeUy," I said, looking down at my 
dog, vHio vras watching me intensely vrith 
her head on one side—"pooh! NeUy, I re
peated, " what frantic and inconceivable non
sense !'* 

And what vras it that I thus stigmatised? 
What was it that had given UK pause in the 
middle of my draught? What thought was ifc 
that caused me to set down my glas& with half 
its contents remaining in it ? It vras a suspicion, 
driven straight and swift as an arrow into the 
innermost recesses of my soul, that the vrine 1 
had just been drinking, and which, contrary to my 
custom, I had mingled with Water, was drug^d! 

There are some thoughts which, like noxious 
iiisects, come buzzing back into One's mind as 
often as we repulse them. We confute them in 
argument, prove them Ulogical, leave them not 
a leg to stand upon, and yet there they are the 
nett moment as orisk as oees, and stronger on 
theur pins than ever. It was just sttek a thought 
as this vrith wliich I had now to deal. It was 
weU to say "Pooh!" it was weU to remind 
myself that this was the nineteenth century, 
that I vras not acting a part in a French melo
drama, ihat such things as I was thinking pf 
were only known in romances; it was wefl to 
argue that to set a respectable man dovm ad a 
murderer, because he had pecuUar coloured eyes 
aiid a scar upon his cheek: were ridiculous 
things to do. There seemed to be two separate 
partite \Srithin me: one possessed of great powers 
of iargument and a cool judgment: the other, aii 
irratioiial or opposition parl^, whose chief fOrĉ  
consisted in a system of dogged assertion, \frhich 
all the arguments of the ratlonhl party were in
sufficient to put down. 

It was not long before an additional forb6 
was imparted to the tactics of the irrational 
party, by certani symptoms which began to 
develop themselves in my internal organisa
tion, and which seemed favourable to the 
view of the case I vTaS so anxious to refute. 
In spite of aU my efforts to, the contrary, i 
could not help reeling that some very re^ 
markable sensations were slowly and gtadfuaUy 
stealing over me. First of aU, I began to 
find that I W^ a Uttle at fault in my system 
of calculating distances: so that t^hen I took 
up any object and attempted to replace it on 
the table, I either brought it into contact vrith 
that article of frimiture with a beaihf, in con
sequence of coiibernng it to be loirer thail 
it was; or else, imaginiiig ttiat the table wai 
several inclies nearer to the ceiling than wad 
the case, I kbindoned vî hatever I held in mt 
hkttd ^oonet than I should, and foum) th^ 
I was confiding it to space. Then, again, my 
head felt light upon i^y shouidsrs, thelre was k 
sUght tingUng m my hands, aiid a ien^t that 
they, as well as my febt (which were vetj cold). 
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were swelling to gigantic size, and were also 
surrounded with numerous rapidly revolving 
wheels of a light structure, like Catherine-
wheels previous to ignition. I t also appeared 
to me that when I spoke to my dog, my voice 
had a curious sound, and my words were very 
imperfectly articulated. 

It would happen, too, that when I looked to
wards the glass-doors, my landlord was there, 
peering at me through the muslin curtains : or 
the horrid little girl would enter, with no obvious 
intention, and having loitered for a Uttle time 
about the room, would leave it again. At length 
the landlord himself came in, and cooUy walking 
up to the table at which I was seated, glanced 
at the hardly tasted wine before me. 

" It would appear that the wine of the country 
is not to your taste," he said. 

" It is good enough," I answered, as care
lessly as I could; the words sounding to me as if 
they were uttered inside the cupola of St. Paul's, 
and were conveyed by iron tubes to the place 
I occupied. 

I was in a strange state—perfectly conscious, 
but imperfectly able to control my thoughts, my 
words, my actions. I beUeve my landlord stood 
staring down at me as I sat staring up at him, 
and watching the Catherine-wheels as they 
revolved round his eyes and nose and chin— 
Gentlemen, they seemed absolutely to fizz when 
they got to the scar on his cheek. 

At this time a noisy party entered the main 
room of the auberge, which I have described as 
being visible through the glass-doors, and the 
landlord had to leave me for a time, to go and 
attend to them. I think I must have fallen 
into a slight and strongly-resisted doze, and that 
when I started out of it, it was in consequence 
of the violent barking of my terrier. The land
lord was in the room; he was just unlocking 
the cupboard from which the little girl had 
taken tne paper parcel. He took out just such 
another paper parcel, and retumed again through 
the doors. As he did so, I remember stupimy 
wondering what had become of the Uttle girl. 
Presently his evil face appeared again at the 
door. 

" I am going to prepare the coffee," said the 
landlord; " perhaps monsieur wUl like it better 
than the wine." 

As the man disappeared, I started suddenly 
and violently upon my feet. I could deceive 
myself no longer. My thoughts were Uke 
lightning. " The vrine havin» been taken in so 
smaU a quantity and so profusely mixed with 
water, has done its work (as this man can see) 
but imperfectly. The coffee wiU finish that work. 
He is now preparing it. The cupboard, the 
Uttle parcel—^there can be no doubt, I wiU 
leave this place while I yet can. Now or never; 
if those men whose voices I hear in the other 
room leave the house it wUl be too late. With 
so many witnesses, no attempt can be made to 
prevent my departure, I will not sleep—I will 
act—I will force my muscles to their work, and 
get away from this place," 

Grentlemen; in compensation for a set of 

nerves of distressing sensitiveness, I have re
ceived from nature a remarkable power of con-
troUing my nerves for a time. I staggered to 
the door, closing it after me more violently than 
I had intended, and descendied—the fresh air 
making me feel very giddy—into the yard. 

As I went dovm the steps, I saw the trucu
lent little girl of whom I have already spoken 
entering the yard, foUowed by a blackmith, 
carrying a hammer and some otner implements 
of his trade, Catclung sight of rae, the Uttle 
girl spoke quickly to the blacksmith, -and in an 
instant they both changed their course, which 
was directed towards the stable, and entered an 
outhouse on the other side of the yard. The 
thought entered my head that this man had been 
sent for to drive a nail into my horse's foot, so 
that in the event of the dragged vrine faUing I 
might stiU be unable to proceed. This horrible 
idea added new force to my exertions. I seized 
the shafts of my carriage and commenced drag
ging it out of the yard and round to the front 
of tne house: feeling that if it was once in the 
highway, there would be less possibiUty of offer
ing any impediment to my starting. 1 am con
scious of having faUen twice to the ^ound, in 
my stmggles to get the carriage out ot the yard. 
Next, I hastened to the stable. My mare was 
stiU harnessed, with the exception of the head-
staU. I managed to get the bit into her mouth, 
and dragged her to the place where I had left the 
carriage. After I know not how many efforts 
to place the docile beast in the shafts—for I was 
as mcapable of calculating distances as a drunken 
man—I recoUect, but how I know not, securing 
the assistance of the boy I had seen. I was 
making a final effort to fasten the trace to its 
little pin, when a voice behind me said: 

" Are you going away without drinking your 
coffee ?' 

I tumed round and saw my landlord standing 
close beside me. He was watching my bungling 
efforts to securo the harness, but he made no 
movement to assist me. 

" I do not want any coffee," I answered. 
" No coffee, and no wine! It would appear 

that the gentleman is not a great drinker. You 
have not given your horse much of a rest," he 
added, presently. 

" I am in haste. What have I to pay ?" 
"You wiU take something else," said the 

landlord; " a glass of brandy before starting in 
the wet?" 

" No, nothmg more. What have I to pay ?" 
" You wiU at least come in for an instant, and 

warm your feet at the stove." 
" No, TeU me at once how much I am to 

pay," 
B̂affled in all his efforts to get me again into 

the house, my detested landlord had nothing for 
it but to answer my demand, 

" Four Utres of oats," he muttered, " a half-
truss of hay, breakfast, wine, coffee"—he em
phasised the last two words with a maUgnant 
grin—" seven francs fifty centimes," 

My mare was by this time somehow or other 
buckled mto the shafts, and now I had to get 
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out my purse to pav this demand. My hands 
were cold, my head was giddy, my sight vras 
dim, and, as I brought out my purse (which 
vras a porte-monnaie, opening with a hinge), I 
managed whUe paying the bifl to tum the purse 
over and to drop some gold pieces. 

" Gold!" cried the boy who had been helping 
me to hamess the horse: speaking as if by an 
irresistible impulse. 

The landlord made a sudden dart at it, but 
instantly checked himself. 

" People want plenty of gold," he said, " when 
t h ^ make a joumey of pleasure." 

I felt myself getting worse. I could not pick 
up the gold pieces as they lay on the grounds I 
fell on my knees, and my head bowed forward. 
I could not hit the place where a coin lay; I 
could see it but I could not guide my fingers to 
it, StiU I did not yield. I got some of the 
money up, and the stable-boy, vmo was very ofl-
cious in assisting me, gave me one or two pieces 
—to this day, I don't know how many he kept. 
I cast a hasty glance around, and, seeing no 
more gold on the ground, raised myself by a 
desperate effort and scrambled to my place in 
the carriage. I shook the reins instinctively, 
and the mare began to move. 

The weU-trained beast was beginning to trot 
away as cleverly as usual, when a thought sud
denly flashed into my brain, as wiU sometimes 
happen when we are just going to sleep—a 
thought which woke me up like a pistol-shot, 
and caused me to spring forward and gather up 
the reins so violently as almost to bring the 
mare back upon her haunches. 

" My dog, my dear little NeUy!" Ihad left her 
behind! 

To abandon my Uttle favourite was a thing that 
never entered my head. " No, I must retum. I 
must go back to the horrible place I have just 
escaped from. He has seen my gold, too, now," 
I said to myself, as I tumed my horse's head 
with many clumsy efforts; " the men who were 
drinking m the auberge are gone; and, what 
is worse than aU, I feel more under the influ
ence of the drags I have swaUowed." 

As I approached the auberge once more, I re
member noticing that its walls looked blacker 
than ever, that the rain was falUng more heavUy, 
that the landlord and the stable-bOy were on 
the steps of the iim, evidently on the look-out 
for me. One thii^inore I noticed;—on the road 
a smaU speck, as of some veliicle nearii^ the 
place. 

" I have come back for my dog," said I. 
" I know nothing of your dog." 
" It is false! I left ner shut up in the inner 

room." ' • 
" Go there and flnd her, then," retorted the 

man, throwing off aU disguise. 
" I wiU," was my answer. 
I knew it was a trap to get me into the 

house; I knew I vras lost if I entered it; but I 
did not care. I descended from the carriage, I 
clambered up the steps with the aid of the 
banisters, I heard the barkmg of my Uttle NeUy 
as I passed through the outer room and ap-

?reached the glass-doors, steadying myself as 
went by the articles of,furniture m the room. 

I burst the doors open, and my favourite 
bounded into my arms. 

And now I ielt that it was too late. As I 
approached the door that opened to the road, I 
saw my carriage being led round to the back of 
the house, and the form of the landlord ap-

f eared in the doorway blocking up the passage, 
made an effort to push past him, but it was 

useless. My Uttle NeUy feU out of my arms on 
the steps outside; the landlord slammed the door 
heavily; end 1 fell, vrithout sense or knowledge, 
at his feet. 

« « » « « 
It was dark, Gentlemeii,--<lark and very cold. 

The Uttle patch of sky I was looking up at, had 
in it a marveUous number of stars, which would 
have looked bright but for a blazing planet which 
seemed to ecUpse, in the absence of tne moon, all 
the other luminaries round about it. To Ue thus, 
was in spite of the cold, quite a luxurious sensa
tion. As I tumed my heaid to ease it a Uttle (for 
it seemed to have been in this position some 
time), I felt stiff and weak. At this moment, 
too, I feel a stirring close beside me, and 
first a cold nose touching my hand, and then a 
hot tongue Ucking it. As to my other sensations, 
I was aware of a gentle rumbling sound, and I 
could feel that I was being carried slowly along, 
and that every now and then there was a slight 
jolt: one of which, perhaps, more marked than 
the rest, might be the cause of my being awake 
at aU. 

Presently, other matters began to dawn upon 
my mind tnrough the medium of my senses. I 
could see the regular movement of a horse's ears 
walking in front of me; surely I saw, too, 
part of the figure of a man—a pair of sturdy 
shoulders, the hood of a coat, and a head with a 
wide-awake hat upon it. I could hear the occa
sional sounds of encouragement which seemed to 
emanate from this figure, and which were ad
dressed to the horse. I could hear the tinkling 
of beUs upon the animal's neck. Surely, too, 
I heard a rumbling sound behind us, and the 
tread of a horse's feet—^ust as if there were an
other vehicle foUowing dose upon us. Was there 
anything more ? Yes, in the distance I was 
able to detect the twinkUng of a l i ^ t or two, 
as if a town were not far off. 

Now, Gentlemen, as I Ir.yand observed aU these 
things, there was such a languor shed over my 
spirits, such a sense of utter but not unpleasant 
weakness, that I hardly cared to ask myself 
what it all meant, or to mquire where I was, or 
how I came there. A conviction that all was 
weU vrith me, lay like an anodyne upon my 
heart, and it was only slowly and gradually 
that any curiosity as to how I came to be so, 
developed itself in my brain. I dare say we had 
been jogging along for a quarter of an hour 
during vrhich I had been perfectly conscious, 
before I struggled up into a sitting posture, 
and recognised the hooded back of the man at 
the horse's head. 

"Dufay?" 
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Tl̂ e ipan vrith the hooded coat,w)io vras vrajk-
ing by the side of the horse,^uddemy cHed out 
" Wo!" in a sturdy voice: then ran to the back 
of the carriage and cried oiit "Wol" again; 
andf ^heii we came tp « st?^d-ati}l. In another 
moment he had mounted Qp !the step of the 
carriage and M takeî  me cordiaUy by the 
h^d, . ^ : 

"TyhaVhe said, "awake at last? Thank 
Heaven 1 I hM almost begun to despt^r of 
ion." • ••,""^ " • • ' • , , ' • 

"My dfear ^end, what does aU this nieanP 
Where am IP Where did yon pome from? 
This is not my caliche, that is not my horse." 

" Both are safe behind," said Dufay, heartUy; 
"and having told you so much, I wiU not 
utter another word tiU you are safe and ^a;rm 
at the Lion d'Or. See I There are the lights 
of the town. Now, not another word." And 
pulling the horsedoth under which I was 
lying, more closely over me, my friend dis
mounted from the step; started the vehicle 
vrith the customary cry of "AUons done!" and 
a crack of the whip; and we wei;e soon once 
more in motion. ,, ,, 

Castaing Dufay was a man into whose com
pany circumstances had thrown me very often, 
and^with whom I ha/d become intimate from 
choice. Of the livimerous class to which he 
belonged, those men whose sturdy vehicles and 
sturdier horses are to be seen standing in the 
yards and stables of all the il^ls in provincial 
France—-the class of the comn îs-voyageurs, pr 
French commercial traveUers—Castaing Dufay 
was more than a favourable specimen. I was 
very fond of him. Jn the course of our inti
macy, I had been fortunate enough to |ia.ve the 
opportunity of being useful to him in matters of 
some import^ce. I think,, Gentlemen, we like 
those we l̂ v̂e serv§^ q\iî ^ ^ wVi%^ ^ t e Jĵ e 

, T^e to^ Hgjbts were, indeed, dose by, and 
it ^as not long before we tumê d into the yard 
of the Lion a Or and found ourselves in the 
midst of w^mth and brightnesip, ^nd sTjjrrounded 
bv faces which, after the dangers X had p^se4 
through, looked perfectly angeUp. 

I had no idea» tiU X attempted to move, how 
weak and dazed I was. I was too far gone for 
dinner. A bed ai]̂ d a fire were the only tlung^ 
I coveted, and I was soon in possession of 
both. 

I was no sooner snugly enscpnced with my 
head on the piUow, wat(ming the crackling logs 
â  they sparkled—^my Uttlq NeUy lying oi^-
side the connterpane-r-than my friend seated 
himself beside me and volunteered to relieve 
my curiosity â  to the circumstances pi my 
escape from the Tete Noire. Xt vyas ^o^ my 
ti]jrn to refu§e to listen; aa it had been his before, 
to refuse to speak. . >..i /i i^-^r-.u i. ;, 

"Not one word," I said, "till you have had 
a^good dinner, after whidi you vriU pome up and 
ŝ t beside me, and teU me aU X am longing 
to know. And stay— ŷou wUl do one thing more 
for me, X know; when you come up you wiU 
bring a plateful of bones for NeUy; slm wiU not 

leavê  m? to-night, I svrevr, to save herself fro^\ 
starving." 

" She deserves some dinner," said Dufay, a^ 
he left the room, " for I think it is through heî  
instrunientalfty that ŷ ^̂  ^ e dive at thS mo
ment,'* „ ; 

The bUss in which 1 lay after Dufay had left' 
the room, is known only to those who have passe^ 
through some great daiiger, or who, at least, ar^ 
newly relieved from some condition of severe and 
protracted suffering. It vras a state pf perfepl̂  
repose and happiness. ,, ,, ^ \̂  .. 

When my friend came back, he brought: not 
Oidy a plate of fowl-bones for NeUy, but a basin 
of soup for npiei. When I had finished lapping 
it up, and yhile NeUy was stiU crunchir^ the 
bones, Dufay spoke as foUows: 

" I said just now that it was to your Uttle dog 
you owe tie preservation of your Ufe, and X 
must n,qvir teU you how it was. You remember 
that you left Doulaise this morning——*' , 

" It seems a week ago," I intermpted. 
—" This morning," continued Dufay. " WeU! 

You were hardly out of the inn-yard before I 
drove into it, having made a small stage beforê  
breakfast. I heard where you were gone, and, 
as I was going that way too, X determined tp 

f've my horse a rest of a couple of hours, while 
breakfasted and transacted some hiusiness in, 

the town, and then to set off after you. * Havej 
you any ide^' I said, as I left the inn at Xion,-
laî p, 'whether monsieur meant to stop e^ 
route, and if so, where ?' Jf he gBi,v^on did no<| 
know. * Let me see,'I said, * t^e Tete Noirq 
at Mauconseil would be a likely place, wouldn'̂  
it p' * No/ said the boy; 'the house does, ̂ ot enjoy 
a good character, and no one from here ever stops 
there/ 'Well,' said I, thinking no more or 
what he said, * I stall be sure to mi Idpfri % Vm 
inquire after Imn as I go along.' 

" The afternoon was getting on, ^hea I esimQ 
vrithin sight of tl̂ e im of the Tete Noire. Af 
you know, 1 9 ^ ft little nearrsiffhtpd, but I saw, 
as I drew near the auberge, tnat a conveyance 
of some kind wĝ  being tajten round tP the yardj 
atthe back pf th^ ĥ ouEie. T^i^ ^Qum^t^cpj 
however, I shonld have paid no t̂tent̂ ou. to, 
had not my attention been suddenly caught bj 
the violent barking of a dog, which seemed tip 
be trying to g ^ admittance a,t the closed dopi 
of thp irm. At a, second glance I kip,pw the dpg 
to be your^, !Pulling up my horse, I got dowji 
£ind ascended the steps of the au];)ej-ge. Gup 
sniff at my shins was enough to convince NeUj5 
that a. friend was at hand, m̂d her pŝ citement as 
I approached the door wafi irax\iic, ' 

" On my entering thp housp I did not at first 
see you, but on looking in the direction towaidl 
wtich your dog Uad hastpued as spoji as thp door 
was opened, I ŝ w a darlc '̂ poden, st̂ ircasSej 
which led out of one corner of the apartment I 
was standing in. I saw also, that you, my friend, 
were being dragged up the stairs in tĥ e arms o| 
a very iU-looking man, assisted by (if possible) 
a still mor^ iU-looking Uttle girl, who had chargp 
of your legs. At sight of me, the man deposited 
ŷoft upon, the stairs, aiid advanced, tg flftpp^ D^C. : 
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^ * What are you doing with that gentleman ?̂  
I asked. 

" * He is unweU,' repUed the iU-looking man, 
* and I am hdping him up-stairs to bed.' 
V <̂ * That ^ntleman is a Mend of mine. What 

19 the meaning of his being in this state P' 
" 'How should I knowP' was the answer; 

' I am not the guardian of the gentleman's 
heaUh.' 

^ ^ Well, then, I am,' said I, approaching the 
place where you were lying; * and I prescribe, to 
oegin with, that he shaU leave this place at 
once.* 

**I must own," continued Dufay, "that yon 
were looking horribly ill, and, as I bent over, and 
felt your hardly fluttering pulse, I felt for a mo
ment doubtful whether it was safe to move you. 
however, I determined to risk it. 

*f * Will you help me,' I said, * to move this 
gentleman to his carriage P' 

" * No,' repUed the ruffian, ' he is not fit to 
travel. Besides, what right have you over him P' 

** * The right of being his friend.* 
" 'How do I knowthat?' 
'̂ f Because I teU you so. See, his dog knows 

me.' 
**' And suppose I decline to accept that as 

evidence, and refuse to let this gentleman leave 
my house in his present state of health P̂  

" * You dare not do it.' 
"'WhyP* 
** * Because,' I answered, slowly, * I should 

go to the Gendarmerie in the viUage, and men
tion under what suspicious circumstances I 
found my friend here, and because your house has 
not the best of characters.' 

" The man was sUent for a moment, as if a 
Uttle baffled. He seemed, however, determined 
to try once more. 

" * And suppose I close my doors, and decline 
to let either of you go; what is to prevent 
me?' 

" * In the first place,* I answered, * /vriU effiec-
tuaUy prevent your detaining me single-handed. 
If you have assistance near, I am expected 
to-night at Francy, and if I do not arrive there, 
I shaU soon be sought out. It was knovm that 
I left Doulaise this moming, and most people 
are aware that there is an auberge on the road 
which does not bear the best of reputations, and 
that its name is LaT^te Noire. Now, vriU you 
help me ?' 

" * No,' rej)Ued the savage. * I wiU have no
thing to do vrith the affair. 

" I t was not an easy task to drag you vrith
out assistance from the place where you were 
lying, out into the open air, down the steps, and 
to put you into my conveyance which was stand
ing outside: but 1 managed to do it. The next 
thing I had to accomplish, was the feat of 
drivmg two carriages and two horses single-
handed. I could see only one way of managmg 
this. I led my ovm horse round to the gate of 
the stable-yard, where I could keep my eye upon 
lUm, whUe I went in search of your norse and 
carriage, which I had to get right without as
sistance. It was done at last. I fastened your 

horse's head by a hdter, to the back of my car
riage, and then leading my own beast by the 
bridle, I managed to stwrt the procession. And 
so (though only at a foot pace) we turned our 
backs upon the Tete Noire. And now you know 
eveirthmg.'* 

" I feel, Castaing, as if I should never be 
able to think of this adventure, or to speak of 
it again. It vrears, somehow or other, suoh % 
ghastly aspect, that I sicken at the mere memory 
of it." 

" Not a bit of it," said Dufay, cheerily; '*you 
wUl Uve to teU it as a stirring tale some wintet 
night, take my word fpr it." 

Grentlemen, the prediction is verified. May 
the teetotum faU next time with more judg
ment ! 

" Wa'al, now!" said Captain Jorgan, rising, 
with his hand upon the sleeve of his feUow-trâ  
veUer to keep him down; " I congratulate you, 
sir, upon that adventer; unpleasant at the time, 
but pleasant to look back upon; as many adt 
venters in many lives are. Mr. Tredgear, you 
had a feeUng for your money on that occasion, 
and it went hard on being Stolen Money. I t 
was not a sum of five nundred pound, per
haps?" 

" I vrish it had been half as much," was the 
reply. 

"Thank you, sir. Might I ask the ques^ 
tion of you that has been already put ? About 
this place of Lanrean, did you ever hear of 
aay circumstances whatever, that might seem 
to have a bearing—any howr—on that quest̂  
tion?" ' 

*? Never." 
'̂ Thank you again for a straightfor'ard an-, 

swer," said the captain, apologetically. *' You 
see, we have been referred to Lanrean to make 
inquiries, and happening in among the iidiar. 
bitants present, we use the opportunity. In my 
country, we always do use opportunities." 

"And you tum them to good account, I 
beUeve, and prosper ?" 

"It 's a fact, sir," said the captain, * t̂hat we 
get along. Yes, we get along, sir.--But I stop 
the teetotum.'' 

It was twirled again, and fell to David PoLi 
reath; an iron-grey man; ^̂  as old as the hills," 
the captain whispered to young Raybrock, " and 
as hard as nails.—And I admire," added the 
captain, glancing about, ^'whether Unchris^i 
Penrewen is here, and which is he I" 

David Polreath stroked down the long iron» 
grey hair that feU massively upon the shoulders 
of his large-buttoned coat, and spake thus: 

THE question was, Did he throw himsdf 
over the cliff of set purpose, or did he lose his 
way in the dusk and fail over accidentaUy, or 
was he pushed over by some person or persons 
unknovm? 

His body was found nearly fifty yards below 
the faU, caught in the low branches of the ^ees 
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that overhang the water at the foot of the track 
dovm the din. It was shockingly bruised and 
disfigured, so much so as to be hardly recog
nisable ; but for his clothing, and the name on 
his linen, I doubt whether anybody could have 
identified him except myself. There was, how
ever, no suspicion of foul play; the signs of 
rough usage might all have been caused by the 
body having been driven about amongst the 
stones that encumber the bed of the river a 
long way below the fdl. 

When I speak of the faU, I speak of the 
AshenfaU, by Ashendell viUage, within an hour's 
drive of this house. This, Gentlemen, is for the 
information of strangers. 

He had been seen by many persons about 
the viUage during the day; I myself had seen 
him go up the hill past the parsonage towards 
the church: which I rather wondered at, con
sidering who was buried there, and how, and 
why. I will even confess that I watched him ; 
ana he went—as I expected he woiUd, since he 
had the heart to go near the place at all—round 
to the back of the church where Honor Living
ston's grave is; and there he stayed, sitting by 
himself on the low waU for an hour or more. 
Sometimes, he tumed to look across the valley 
—many a time and oft I had seen him there 
before, with Honor beside him, watching, whUe 
he sketched the beautiful landscape—and some
times he had his back to it, and his head down, 
as if he were watching her grave. Not that there 
is anything pleasant or comforting to read there, 
as on the ^aves of good Christian people who 
have died in their beds; for, being a suicide, 
when they buried iier on the north side of the 
church it was at dusk, and without any service, 
and, of course, no stone was aUowed to be put 
up over it. Our clergyman has talked of having 
the mound levelled and turfed over, and I 
wish he would; it always hurts me when 
I go up to Sunday service, to see that ragged 
grave lying in the shadow of the wall, for I re
member the pretty little lass ever since she 
could run alone; and though she was passionate, 
her heart was as good as gold. She had been 
reUgiously brought up, and I am quite sure in 
my own mind, let the coroner's inquest have 
said what it would, that she was out of herself, 
and Bedlam-mad when she did it. 

The verdict on him was " accidental death," 
and he had a regular funeral—priest, beU, clerk, 
and sexton, complete; and there he Ues, only a 
stone's throw from Honor, with a ton or two of 
granite over him, and an inscription, setting 
forth what a great man he was in his day, and 
what mighty engineering works he did at home 
and abroad, and now he sleeps now in the hope 
of a joyful resurrection with the just made 
perfect. These present strangers can read it 
for themselves; many strangers go up to look 
at it. His grave is as famous as the AshenfaU 
itself, and I have known folks come away with 
tears in their eyes after reading the flourishing 
inscription: believing it all like gospel, and 
saying how sad that so distinguished a man 
shoula have been cut off in the prime of his 

days. But I don't beUeve it. He was never 
any more than plain James Lawrence to me—• 
a young feUow who, as a lad, had paddled bare
legged over the stones of the river as a guide 
across for visitors; who had been taken a fancy 
to by one of them, and decently educated; 
who had made the most of his luck, and done 
a clever thing or two in engineering; who 
had come back amongst us in ail his glory, to 
dazzle most people's eyes, and break little Honor 
Livingston's heart. The one good thmg I know 
of him was, that he pensioned his poor old 
mother; but he did not often come near her̂  
and never after Honor Livingston was dead-
no, not even in her last illness. It was a marvel 
to everybody what brought him over here, when 
we saw him the day before he was found dead; 
but it was his fate, and he couldn't keep 
away. That is my view of it. About his death, 
and the manner of it, aU Lanrean had its 
speculation, and said its say; but I held my 
peace. I had my opinion, however, and I keep 
it. I have never seen reason to change it; 
but, on the contrary, I can show you evidence 
to estabUsh it. I do not believe he either threw 
himself over the cUff, or feU over, or was pushed, 
over; no, I believe he was drawn over—drawn 
over by something below. When you have heard 
the notes he made in a little book that was found 
amongst his things after he was dead, you vrill 
know what I mean. His cousin gave that book 
to me, knowing I am curious after odd stories 
of the neighbourhood; and what I am going to 
read, is written in his hand. I know his hand 
weU, and certify to it. 

PASSAGES FBOM JAMES L A W B E N C E ' S JOUBNAL. 

London, August 11, 1829, 
Honor Livingston has kept her word with 

me. I saw her last night as plainly as I now 
see this pen I am writing with, and the ink-
bottle I have just dippea it into. I saw her 
standing betwixt the two Ughts, looking at me, 
exactly as she looked the last time I saw her 
aUve. I was neither asleep, nor dreaming-awake. 
I had only drunk a couple of glasses of wine at 
dinner, and was as much my ovm man as ever I 
was in my Ufe. It is aU nonsense to talk about 
fancy and optical delusions, in this case; I 
saw her with my eyes as distinctly as I ever 
saw her alive in the body. The hdl clock 
had just strack eight, and it was growing dusk: 
exactly the time of evening, as I well remember, 
when she came creeping round by the cottage 
waU, and saw me through the open window, 
gathering up my books and making ready to go 
away from AshendeU. She was the last thought 
to have come into my mind at that moment, 
for I was just on the point of lightmg my 
cigar and going out for a stroll, before 
turning in at the Ddtons to chat with Anne. 
All at once, there she was. Honor herself I I 
could have swom it, had I not seen them put 
her underground just a twelvemonth ago. I 
could not take my eyes off her; and there she 
stood, as nearly as I can teU, a minute—but it 
may have been an hour—ai^ then the place 

z 
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she had fiUed was empty. I was so much be
wUdered, and out of mysdf as it were, that for 
a whUe I could neither think of anything, nor 
hear anything, but the mad heavy throbbing of 
my own pulses. I cannot say that I was 
scared exactly; for the time I was completdy 
rapt away; the first actual sensation I had 
was of my own heart thumpmg in my breast 
like a sledge-hammer. 

But I can call her up now and analyse her—a 
wan, vague, misty outline, with Honor's ovm 
eyes fuU upon me. I can almost fancy I hear 
her asking again, " I s it trae you're going, 
James ? You re not reaUy going, James P" 

Now, I am not the man to be frightened by a 
shadow, though that shadow be Honor Living
ston, whom they say I as good as murdered. I 
dways had a tum for investigating riddles, 
spiritud, physiological, and otherwise; and I 
shaU follow this mystery up, and note whether 
she comes back to me year by year, as she pro
mised. I have never kept a diary of personal 
matters before, not being one who cares to see 
spectres of himself, at remote periods of his life, 
tdking to him again of his adventures and mis
adventures out of yeUow old pages that had 
better never have been written; but this is a 
marked event worth commemorating, and aweU-
authenticated ghost-story to me vrno never be
Ueved in ghosts before. 

It was a rather spiteful threat of Honor— 
"I'll haunt you tiU you come to the AshenfaU, 
where I'm going now!" I might have stopped 
her, but it never entered my mind what she 
meant, untU it was done. I did not expect she 
would make a tragedy of a Uttle love story; she 
did not look like that sort of thing. She was 
no ghost, bless her! in the flesh, but as round, 
rosy, dimpled a Uttle creature as one would wish 
to see; and what could possess her to throw 
herself over the faU, Heaven only knows.— 
Bah! Yes, / know; I need tell no Ues here, I 
need not do any false swearing to myself— 
the poor little creature loved me, and I wanted 
her to love me, and I petted and plagued 
her into loving me, because I was idle, and I 
had the opportunity; and then I had nothing 
better to tell her than that I was only in jest— 
I could not marry her, for I was engaged to 
another woman. She would not believe it. 
That sounded, to her, more like jest than the 
other. And she did not beUeve it until she saw 
me making ready to go; and then, aU in a mo
ment, I suppose, madness seized her, and she 
neither knew where she went, nor what she 
did. 

I fancy I can see her now, coming tripping 
down the fields leading her Uttle brother by the 
hand, and I fancy I can see the saucy lau^h she 
gave me over her shoulder as I asked her if she 
had any ripe cherries to seU. She looked the very 
mischief with those pretty eyes, and I was taken 
rather aback when she said, " I know you. Jemmy 
Lawrence." That was the beginning of it. 
Little Honor and her mother lived next door to 
mine, and she had not forgotten me though I 
h^d been fdl seven years ftway, X did not 

know her, the gipsy, but I must needs go in 
and see her that evening; and so we went on 
untU I asked her if she remembered when we 
went to dame-school together and when she pro
mised to be my Uttle wife P i/'she remembered! 
Of course she did, every word of it, and more; and 
she was so pretty, and the lanes in the summer 
were so pleasant, that sometimes my fancy did 
play Anne Ddton fdse, and I beUeved I should 
like Honor better; and I said more than I 
meant, and she took it aU in the grand serious 
manner. 

I was not much to blame. I would not have 
injured her for the world; she was as good a 
Uttle soul as ever Uved. Love and jedousy, as 
passions, seem to find their strongholds under 
thatch. If PhiUis, the milkmaid, is disap
pointed, she drowns herself in the<mUl-pool; if 
Lady Clara gets a cross of the heart, she indites 
a lachrymose sonnet, and marries a gouty peer. 
If CoUn's sweetheart smiles on Lubin, UoUn 
loads his gun and shoots them both; if Sir 
Harry's fair flouts him, he whistles her down the 
wind, and goes a-wooing elsewhere. Had Uttle 
Honor been a fine lady, she would be living 
stiU. Oh, the pretty demure lips, and the shy 

f iances and rosy blushes! When I saw Anne 
)dton to-day I could not help comparing her 

frigid gentiUty with poor Honor. Anne loves 
herself better than she wiU ever love any man 
alive. But then I know she is the kind of vrife 
to help a man up in the world, and that is the 
kind of wife for me. 

Honor Livingston lying on her little bed, and 
her blind mother feeUng her cold dead face! I 
wish I had never seen it. I would have given 
the world to keep away, but something com
peUed me to ^ in and look at her; and I did 
feel then, as it I had kUled her. Last night she 
was a shadowy essence of this drowned OpheUa 
and of her Uving self. She was like, yet unUke; 
but I knew it was Honor; and I suppose, if she 
has her wiU, wherever her restless spirit may be 
condemned to bide between whUes—on the tenth 
of August she wiU always come back to me, and 
haunt me until I go to her. 

Hastings, August 11,1830. 
Again! I had forgotten the day—forgotten 

everything about that wretched business of poor 
Honor Livin^ton, when last night I saw her. 

Anne and 1 were sitting together out in the 
verandah, talking of aU sorts of common-place 
things—our neighbours' affairs, money, tWs, 
that, and the other-^the sea was looking beau
tiful, and I was on the point of proposing a 
row by moonUght, when Anne sdd, "How 
lovely the evenings are, James, in this place. 
Look at the sky over the dovm, how clear it is!" 
Tuming my head, I saw Honor standing on 
the grass only a few paces off, her shadowy 
shape quite distinct against the reds and purples 
of the clouds. 

Anne clutohed my hand with a sudden cry, 
for she was looking at my face aU the time, and 
asked me, passionately, what I saw. With that. 
Honor was gone, and, passing my hand over my 
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*y«i, 1 put my îffe off with an excuife ^bout a 
spaî m at my heart. And, indeed, it was no Ue to 
say so, for this visitation gave me a terrible shock. 

Annie insisted on my seeihg the doctor. " It 
ihust be Something dreadful, if not dtogerous, 
that ^biild make you look in that vray; jfou had 
an awful face, James, for a momeUt." 

I begged her not to talk about it, assumed her 
that it wiis a thing of veJry rare rechrrence with 
me, and that there was tlO cure for it. But this did 
not pacify her, and this moming lio peace bPtild 
be had until Dr. Hutchinson was sent for and she 
h^d given the old gentleman her b̂ irh aCcOunt 
of hie. He said he vTbuld talk tb toe by-did-by. 
And when he got me by myself, 1 cannot tell 
how it was, but he absolutely dontrived to worm 
the facts out Of me, and I was fool enough to 
let him db*it. He looked at me very oddly, 
with a sort Of suspicious scratiny in his eye; but 
1 bhdetfetood him, ahd said, laughing, " No, 
doctor, lib, there is nothing wrong here," 
tapping my foi-ehead as I spoke. 

" 1 should say not, eiciept this fancy for 
seeing ghosts," replied he, dryly. iSut I per-
ceivedj dl the tirae he was with me, that 1 was 
the object of a. furtive and carefully dissembled 
/observation, which wiis ekbessively trying. I 
could with difficulty keep my temper under ii, 
and I beUeve he saw the struggle. 

1 fancy he wanted to haVe some talk with Aiine 
•hy herself; but I prevented that, by never losing 
sight of him until he was safely Off the premises. 
If he proposjed a private interview whUe I was 
Oht alone, I prevented that, too, by imme
diately ordering Anne to pack up our ti-aps, and 
fcoming back tb toWn that very day. 1 hAve not 
beeh'̂ 'eU since. 1 ffeel out of spirits, bored, 
Worried, sick of feverythinj^. If the feeling 
does npt leave me, jA spite ot all Anne may say, 
I snaU take that offer to go to South America, 
aiid statt by the next packet. 1 should like to 
see Dr. Hutchinson's lace when he calls &t our 
lodgiugs to visit his patient, and flnds the bird 
Sown. 

London, August 20, 1830. 
This wretched state of things does not cease. 

Qne day I feel in full, firm, clear possession of 
my sbttl; and the next, perhaps, I am hurried to 
and tro With the most tormenting fancies. I 
see shadows of Honor whereveir I turn, and she 
is no longer motiodesS as before, bht beckons 
me With her hahd, untU I tremble in every 
limb. My heart is sick dmost to death. For 
three days how, I have had iio rest. I cannot 
deep iat nights for hidePus dreams; and Ahne 
watciies me stedthUy, I see. and never remains 
dbtiii With me lon^r thail the can help. I can 
peh)dv6 that fehe is afraid of mie, iand that she 
siispfe6ls Something, without exactly knovring 
what. To-day she must needs suggest my 
sitdn^ i doctor here, and wheh I replied that 1 
was going to South America, she told me I vras 
not fit for it, in such a contemptuous tone of 
ptovbcation that 1 Ufted my hand and strack 
ftch Then she quaUed, and whUfe shrinking 
ttUdei' inf î yes, she sddj " James, yOuf conduct 

is that of ^ madman !'* Since then, I know she 
sits With me in silent terror, longing to escape 
and find some one to Usten to her grievances. 
But I shaU keep strict Ward that she does no
thing of the kind. I WiU not have my foeS of 
my oWn househPld, and no spyih» relatives shaU 
come between us to put asunder those whom 
God has joined together. 

' • AcipUlco, Match 17,1831. 
It is six mdhms since I vrrote the above. In 

the int'erval 1 have beeh miserably iU, griev
ously tormented both in miiid ahd body; but 
now that I have got safely iway firom them aU, 
with the Atlantic between myself nud my 
Wicked wife. Whose conduct towards me I 
will hevet forfi:ive, I Pan coUect my powers df 
mind, and b'eM thfem agdn to my wbrk. Burton 
came out ih the setine ship with me to engage 
in the same eiiterprisfe. After a feW d^ys' rest 
we intend setting out oU oUi* journey to the 
mining districts, where we ai'e tb tast. My head 
feels perfectly light and clear, dl my inapre's-
sions are distinct and vivid again, and i can 
^et through a hard day's close study vrithout 
inconvenience. There Was nothihg but my mi
serable liver to blame, and When that v«̂ s set 
right, aU my imaginary phantPms disappeared. 
TJmpleby sdd it had been coming on gradually 
for months, and that there was nothing at aU 
extraordinary in my delusions; my diseased 
state was on6 alwjays So attended more or 
less. Ahd Anne, in her covrardly mdighitt, 
would have consigned me for Ufe to a lunatic 
asylum! it was Umpleby who Saved me, aiid 
I have put his name dovm in 'tnf will foî  a 
handsome remembrance. As for Aniie, she h^ 
chosen to returu to her family, aiid they may 
keep her; she wiU never see my face agdn, of 
my free will, as long aS 1 live."':̂  '̂ '':'*̂  ' ' 

The picturesqu'eness of this place is not hotî -
worlhy in any hif̂ h degree. The Kairbbur is en
closed by a chain of mountains, iand ^^s two 
entrances formed by the islaUd of Roquetta; 
the castle of St. DiegO commands the toWn juid 
the bay, standing on a sjiUr of th6 hiUs. Burtdh 
has been to and fro on his tambles ev8r sinte 
we landed; but I find thd heat tPo great for 
much exertion, and When We begin Our jPUrfaey 
into the interior I fehall have need of dl my 
forcfes; therefore, better husband thism how, 

Mexicô  April 24, 1831, 
We are better off here than Wfe Anticipated. 

Burton has found an Old felloW-pUpii engaged 
as engineering tutor in the School ot Mines, and 
there are civilised amusements which we neither 
of us had any hope of findiiag. The dty ia ftdl 
of ancient relics, 6nd Burton is on foot exjplor-
ing, day by day, I prefer the Uving interests of 
this strange place, and sometimes early in the 
molming I betake myself to the market-plad6, 
and w&,tch the Indians dreis their stdls, l<Ib 
matter what they sell, they decorate their sliops 
with fresh herbs and flowers untU they are 
sheltered under a bower of verdure. They dis
play their fruit in o|)lih baSket-wbfk, layitig the 
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-^cM •«&« ¥aBih3 belbW, aUd coVering th^m 
d)ove ^With odorous flowert. An artist might 
T̂Add6 a pretty picture Here, When the LidiaUS 
arrive at sunrise ih theur bbats loaded with the 

• prodttbe of theur floating gardens. Next week, 
'Burton, his friend, and I, are to set out for the 

mines ofuMoran and Red del Monte. I should 
W b i[)*J5ftnted to deky our Joumey a WhUe 

' ioi^eir for i?easons Of my oWn, but Burtbn 
' VireSseS, and feeli W6 havb hUreadJf delayed 
• longer thMi enough. 
. rujj, VT/j :.:, MoriiA, Jdy 4, 1831, 
^;, I Wlfeldkof this plAce, but Out business here 

is now on the verge of compIetioU, iibd in i few 
days we start Oil our expedition to the minies of 

' "G'ftAAiamato. The director. Burton, and myself̂  
•We dl of opidon that immeiise advantages Are 
;' t6 hb gainwl by improving the WbrMng b!f the 
> mfU'es, Whieh is, at pi'esent, in a very defective 
•Mtoiiditipn. There is great mortaUty amongst 
^ ^'e IndiAUs> wto *t^ the bfeasta bf bufdfeti of flie 
^ ftiines; they dtoiyoU their backs, loads Of metd 
•Mi fyOiA two hu'ndi'ed and fifty to three hundred 
«1tod fifty pounds at a timcj ascending ^ d de-
• 'scending thousandia of steps, in files wkidi c'on-
tdln old meii of sevetity, ^ d mere cMldreh, I 

•̂ lliave not Ifeen very Well here, havmg had sOrhe 
return of old symptoms, but under proper treat
ment they dispersed; however, I shaU be thank* 

•fiUtobeo^thembVestgdlai '- i-̂ f' 
f • 

Pd̂ fiklfel, Aifgdsl l i ; 1^1; 
; " ' ;C^&liym^%dehis thoughts, impdpable 
jphirses sitting on his heart, mocking like fiends ? 

' 1 cauiiot fevade mine, AU yesterday t wâ  
' iiaunted by d, tferrible anxiety cliid dread. At 
every turn, at every moment, I expected tb see 
Honor Livingston appear before me, but I did 
not see her. The day and the night passed, and 
I was freed frOm that gr^at horror—-!iow great 
I had not reaUsed uhtU its hour had gone and 
left no trace. This morning I am myseu again j 
my spirits revive; I have escaped my enemy, 
and have proved that it was, indeedi but a subtle 
emanation of my own. dj^e^ed body and mind. 
But these thoughts, these troublesome persist
ent thoughts, how combat them ? Burton, very 
observant of me at aU times, was yesterday 
watbhfd aS an inquisitor; he said he hoped I 
was not ^ing to have the frightfd fever which 

^ is prevailing nere, but I know he meant some
thing else. I have not a doubt now, that Anne 
and aU that confederacy wamed him before We 
set saU, to beware of me, fbr I had been mad ; 

.that is the cursed Ue they set abroad. Mad! 
All the world's mad, OT on the way to it! • 

But if Honor had come back to meyesterday, 
we might have gone and have looked dowii to4 
gether into hell, through the ovens of JorUUa. 
The missionaries cursed this frightful place, 
generations since; and it Is Accursed, if̂  ever 
land was,' NothiUg mbte iaWftil thaii this'deso
late burning Waste, which the seas codd not 
quench. When I remember it, and aU I under
went yesterday, the confusion and horror return 
upon me agdn, and my brain swerves like the 
brdn of a drunken man. I will write no more 

—^̂ sUfficieht to record that the appointed time 
eame and went, and Honot LivingstOit did not 
kedp her Word With me. 

New Orieahsj February, 1832. 
I left BbrboU stiU in Metido, and came here 

doUe. His care and confeiderateness Were more 
than I codd pUt up with, and after two or three 
ineffectud remonstrances, wb came to a violent 
rupture, and 1 determihiBd tb throw up my en-
ĝ agement, rathet thdi Parry it out in cbn-|unc-
tion with suth a maU. There was no avoiding 
the du&,ri:;el. ;W'a6 I tb be lutbred day by day, 
and thfe Wine-bottle removed but ot my reach? 
He dared to 'tell me that wheh I Wds cool, clear 
—myself, in short—ther^ Was no man my master 
ih OUT profession; but that When t had drunk 
ifreelt I Was immanageable as a lunatic! A 
lie, of colirse J but nUscrUpdous persecutors &re 
difficdt to citcumyfent. Annê s maUce pursues 
me eveii, here. When 1 W?iS out yesterday, my 
footstep^ w6irfc dodged pertinaPioUsly whereVet I 
wehib, mid pethaps ^h acbdUht o .̂my dpings WiU 
precede me home; but î  they do, t defy thfem 
dl to do their worst, 

'" A^heMiilli Augu^ 9̂ , 18^9. 
This old b66^ ^rii'ed up tp-day, ambhgst some 

traps that have lain by in Jjbndbh dl tlie yeaî s 
that I have smh% &cst in Spdn and aftbrWards 
in Russia. What Riol's-̂ hUc it is \ bht I. sup
pose it was true at thfe time. I kldbW I Whs m 
a wrretched condition, wlule I was lb Mexico and 
in the States, but I have been sine enough and 
sound enbugh'ev6r sincî  tjie illhess I fijad at 
Bdtimore. T6 prove how litUî  hold On me my 
ancient horrpirs have retaiUed, I find myself ^t 
AshendeU in the very season Of the year when 
Honor Livin^toU dp t̂rbyed heriself—to-mok|Pw 
î  the aUniVef sary Of her death. So I take my 
enemy by th6 tiitoat, dUd ferash lUm! These 
fantastical maladies Will iiot stand agaiuit 
a determined vriU, At MbscoW. kt CherSoh, at 
Archkngel, the tenth of August h&,s come and 
^hP, Unmarked. Honot faUed of hfet ihfeat 
everywhere except kt Lisbon. I saw her there 
twice, just before W6 sdled. t saw hlkf. When 
vre Were off thkt bohst Where We is'6 ft4arty 6fe-
caped Wreck, iri'si!^ did falUng iibbh the Waves. 
I îaW êir ih LoMbh, that d̂ y 1 appointed to 
see Atine. But 1 kUbW what it meaiis : it raeahs 
that I must put myself in UmplelDy'S hands for 
a feW vvfcieks, and that the shadbw^ WiU fbHfe-
WitE vdiish. Shadows they ^ifb, PUt br my; owh 
braih, dnd they take the shape of Honotlibe'aUse 
I have let her become a fixed idea in my mind. 
Yet it is very strange that the last time she ap
peared to me, 1 heard her speak.. I fancied she 
sdd thdt it Was Almost time; &d l y u lo îder, 
" I'U haunt you, James, uutU yOtt come tP the 
Ashehfdl, where I api gbiii^ nOW V And Wi,$i 
that sh^ vdiiSM. I'kucy bliys strh&ge tW'c^ 
with Us, 'did mdces bbwarâ J of Us amoMt Us 

X Myo.!tia,iLA v^i 
me ali d^y." Iwis 

ir̂  unpleasant im)re,sSipn on 
sh I nM fesistea Ijinchley's 
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persuasions more steadily. I ought never to 
have come dovm here agaip. The excitement 
of its miserable recoUections is too much for 
me. The man at the inn caUed me by my name 
this moming, and said he recoUected me—look
ing up towards the church as he spoke. Damn 
him! AU day I seem to have been acting 
against my vviU, What shodd possess me to 
go there, this aftemoon ? • Round about among 
the graves, untU I came to the grassy hiUock on 
the north side of the church, where they buried 
Honor that mght, without a prayer. I sat down 
on the low waU, and looked across to the hiUs 
beyond the river, listening to the monotonous 
sing-song of the faU. I wodd give aU I possess 
to-day, to be able to tread back or to untread a 
score of the years of my Ufe. It seems such a 
blank; of all I planned and schemed, how little 
have I accomplished! Watching by Honor's 
grave, I feU to thinking of her. What had either 
of us done that we should be so wretched ? Is it 
part and parcel of the ^eat injustice of life, that 
some must suffer so signaUy while others es
cape? The coarse grass is never cut at the 
north side of the church, nettles and brambles 
grow about the grave. Honor was mad, poor 
sod; they mi^ t have given her a prayer for 
rest, if they were forbidden to believe she died 
in hope, I prayed for her to-day—more need, 
perhaps, to pray for myself—and then there 
came a crazed whirl in my brain, and I set off 
to find Linchley. As I came down near the 
water, the fall sounded very tumdtuous; it was 
sdtry hot, and I should have liked to turn 
down by the river, but I said, " No, it is the 
tenth of August! If I am to meet Honor 
Livingston to-day, I'U not meet her by Ashen
faU !'* So I came home to our lodgings, to find 
that Linchley had gone over to Warfe, and had 
left a message that he shodd not retum untU to
morrow, i have the m'̂ ht before me alone; it 
is not like an EngUsh mght at aU; it is Uke the 
nights I remember at Cadiz, which dways he
ralded a tremendous storm. And I think we 
shaUhave a storm here, too, before the moming. 

Those were the last words James Lawrence ever 
wrote. Gentlemen, Eurther than this, no man can 
speak of his death; it is plain to me that one of 
lis mad fits was coming on before he left Lis
bon; that it grew and mcreased untU he came 
here; and that here it reached its climax and 
urged hun to his death. I beUeve in the 

fhosts James Lawrence saw, as I believe in the 
aunting power of any great misdeed that has 

driven a feUow-creature into deadly sin. 

When David Polreath had finished, the chair
man gave the teetotum such a svrift and sudden 
tvrirlj to be beforehand vrith any interruption, 
that it tvrirled among aU the glasses and into aU 
comers of the table, and findly, flew off the 
table and lodged in Captam Jorgui's wdstcoat. 

" A kind of a judgment!" sdd the captain, 
taking it out. " What's to be done now ? / 
know no story, except Down Easters, and they 

didn't happen to myself, or any one of my ac
quaintance, and you couldn't enjoy *em without 
going out of your mmds first. And perhaps the 
company am't prepared to do that P" 

The chairman mterposed by rising and de-
claringj it to be his perroud perrivUege to stop 
preUminary observations. 

" Wa'al," sdd the captain, " I defer to the 
President—which an't at dl what they do in 
my country, where they lay into him, head, 
limbs, and body." .Here he slapped his leg. 
"But I beg to ask a preliminary question. 
Colonel Polreath has read from a diary. Might 
I read from a pipe-Ught P" 

The chairman requested explanation. 
" The history of the pipe-Ught," sdd the cap

tain, " is just this:—that it's verses, and waa 
made on the voyage home by a passenger I 
broueht over. And he was a quiet crittur of 
a middle-aged man with a pleasant countenance. 
And he wrote it on the head of a cask. And 
he was a most etamd time about it tew. And 
he blotted it as if he had wrote it in a continud 
squaU of ink. And then he took an indigestion, 
and I physicked him for want of a better doctor. 
And then to show his liking for me he copied 
it out fair, and gave it to me for a pipe-light. 
And it ain't been Ughted yet, and that s a fact." 

" Let it be read," said the chairman. 
" With thanks to Colonel Polreath for setting 

the example," pursued the captdn, "and with 
apologies to the Honourable A. Parvis and the 
whole of the present company for this passen
ger's having expressed his mind in verses— 
which he may have done dong of bein' sea-sick, 
and he was very—the pipe-Ught, unroUed, comes 
to this:. 

W E sit by the fire so wide and red, 
With the dance of the young within, 

Who have yet small learning of cold and dread, 
And of sorrow no more than of sin; 

Nor dream of a night on a sleepless bed 
Of waves, vrith their terrible wrecks overspread. 
We sit round the hearth as red as gold, 

And the legends beloved we tell. 
How battles were won by the nobles bold, 

Where hamlets of villains feU: 
And we praise our God, while we cut the bread, 
And share the wine round, for our heroes dead. 
And we talk of the Kings, those strong proud men, 

Who ravaged, confessed, and died; 
And of churls who rabbled them oft and again, 

Perchance with a kindred pr ide-
Though the Kings built churches to pierce tbe sky, 
And the rabbling churls in the cross-road lie. 
Yet 'twixt the despot and slave half-free, 

Old Truth may have message clear; 
Since the hard black yew, and the lithe young tree, 

Belong to an age—and a year, 
And though distant in might and in leaf they be, 

In right of the woods, tbey are near. 
And old Truth's message, perchance, may be: 
" Believe in thy kind, whate'er the degree, 
Be it King on his throne, or serf on his knee, 
While Our Lord showers light, in his bounty fi'ee, 
On the rock and the vale—on th^ sand and the sea,** 

Z 
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They are singing within, with their voices dear, 
To the tuBes which are dear as weU ; 

And we sit and dream whUe the words we hear, 
Having tale of our own to tefl— 

Of a far midnight on the terrible sea, 
Which comes back on the tune of their blithe old glee. 

As old as the hills, and as old as the sky,— 
As the King on his throne,—as the serf on his 

knee, 
A song wherein rich can with poor agree, 

With its chorus to make them laugh or cry— 
Which the young are singing, with no thought nigh, 

Of a night on a terrible sea: 
" 1 care for nobody ; no, not I, 

Since nobody cares for me," 

The storm had its will. There was wreck—there was 
flight 

O'er an ocean of Alps, throngh the pitch-black 
night, 

When a good ship sank, and a few got free. 
To cope in their boat with the terrible sea. 

And when the day broke, there was blood on the sea, 
From the wild hot eye of the sun outshed, 

For the heaven was a-flame as with fire from Hell, 
And a scorching calm on the waters fell, 

As if Ruin had won, and with fiendish glee, 
Sailed forth in his galley to number the dead. 

And they rowed their boat o'er the terrible sea, 
As mute as a crew made of ghosts might be: 
For the best in his heart had not manhood to say, 
That the land was flve hundred miles away. 

A day—and a week—There was bread for one man; 
The water was dry. And on this, the few 

Who were rowing their boat o'er the terrible sea, 
To murmur, to curse, and to crave began. 

And how 'twas agreed on, no one knew. 
But the feeble and famished and scorched by the 

sun, 
With his pitiless eye, drew lots to agree, 
What their hideous morrow of meat must be. 

0 then were the faces frightful to read. 
Of ravening hope, and of cowardly pride 
That lies to the last, its sharp terror to hide ; 

And a stillness as though 'twere some game of the 
Dead, 

While they waited the number their lot to decide— 
There were nine in that boat on the terrible sea, 
And he who drew NINE, was the victim to be. 

You may think what a ghastly shiver there ran, 
From mate to his mate, as the doom began. 

SIX—had a wife with a wUd rose cheek; 
Two—a brave boy, not a year yet old; 

EIGHT—^his last sister, lame and weak, 
Who quivered with palsy more than with cold. 

You may think what a breath the respited drew, 
And how wUdly still, sat the rest of the crew; 
How the voice as it called spoke hoarser and slower; 
The number it next dared to speak was—FOUR. 

'Twas the rude black man, who had handled an oar 
The best on that terrible sea of the few. 

And ugly and grim in the sunshine glare •• t •: i 
Were his thick parched lips, and his dull sffldl 

eyes. 
And the tangled fleece of his rusty hair— 

'Ere the next of the breathless the death-lot drew, 
His shou,t like a sword pierced the sUeuce through. 

" Let the play end, with your Number Four. 
What need to draw ? Live along, you few 

Who have hopes to save and have wives to cry 
O'er the cradles of children free! 

What matter if folk without home shodd die, 
And be eaten by land or sea ? 

I care for nobody; no, not I, 
Since nobody cares forme!" 

And with that, a knife—and a heart strack through— 
And the warm red blood, and the cold black clay, 

And the famine withdrawn from among the few, 
By their horrible meal for another day! 

So the eight, thus fed, came at last to land, 
And the tale of their shipmate told, 

As of water found in the burning sand, 
Which braves not the thirsty, cold. 

But the love of the listener, safe and free, 
Goes forth to that slave on that terrible sea. 
For, fancies from hearth and from home wUl stray, 

Though within are the dance and the song; 
And a grave tale told, if the tune be gay, 

Says little to scare the young. 
While they sing, with their voices clear as can be, 
Having called, once more, for the blithe old glee— 

" I care for nobody, no, not I, 
Since nobody cares for me." 

But the careless tune, it saith to the old, 
Who sit by the hearth as red as gold. 
When they think of their tale of the terrible sea: 
" Believe in thy kind, whate'er the degree. 
Be it King on his throne, or serf on his knee, 
While Our Lord showers good from his bounty freCf 
Over storm, over calm, over land, over sea." 

Mr. Parvis had so greatly disquieted the 
minds of the Gentlemen King Arthurs for some 
minutes, by snoring with strong symptoms of 
apoplexy—^which, in a mUdform, was his nornud 
state of hedth—that it was now deemed expe
dient to wake bim and entreat him to dlow hun
self to be escorted home. Mr. Parvis's reply to 
this friendly suggestion codd not be placed on 
record without the dd of severd dashes, and is 
therefore omitted. It was conceived in a spirit 
of the profoundest irritation, and executed with 
vehemence, contempt, scom, and disgust. There 
was nothing for it, but to let the exceUent 
gentleman alone, and he feU vidthout loss of time 
into a defiant slumber. 

The teetotum being twurled agdn, so buzzed 
and bowed in the direction of the young fisher
man, that Captam Jorgan advised him to be 
bright and prepare for the worst. But, it started 
off at a tangent, late in its career, and feU before 
a weU-lookm^ bearded man (one who made 
working dravnngs for machmery, the captaui was 
informed by his next neighbour), who promptly 
took it up like a chaUenger's glove. 

" Oswald Penrewen!" sdd the chairman. 
"Here's Unchris'en at last!" the captain 

whispered Alfred Raybrock. " Unchris'en goes 
ahead, right smart; don't he ?'* 

He di(£ without one introductory word. 

MINE is my brother's Ghost Story. It hap
pened to my brother about thirty years ago. 

y^ 
- . J L..'. 1' '.^"J . " . .-'.Jf-" -
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whUe he was wandering, sketoh-bdok in hand, 
among the High Alps, picking up subjects for an 
iUustrated wo!rk on Switzerland. Having enteî ed 
the Oberland by the Brunig i?ass, and fiUed his 
portfoUo with what he used to caU "bits" from 
the neighbourhood of Meyringen, be went over 
the Great Scheidedc to Grindlewdd, where he 
arrived one dusky September evening, about 
three-quarters of ^ hour dter sunset. There 
ha^ been a fair that day, and the place was 
crowded. In the best inn there was not an inch 
of space to spare—there were ody two inns at 
Grindlewdd, thirty years ago—so my brother 
went to one at the eiidoi the cohered bridge ̂ ext 
the church, and there, with some difficulty, 
obtdned the promise of a pUe of rugs and a 
mattress, in a room which was already occu
pied by three other traveUers. , .; 
^ Hie Adler was a primitive hostelry, half 
farm, half inn, with great ramliling galleries 
outside, and a huge general room, like a bam. 
At the upper tend of this room stood long stoves, 
like metd counters, laden vdth steaming-pans, 
and glowing ,iindemeath Uke furniSices. At the 
lower end, smoking, supping, and chatting, were 
congregated some thirty or forty gnests, chiefly 
mountaineers, char drivers, and guides. Among 
these my brother took his seat, and ^a^ served, 
Uke the rest, with a bowl of soup, a'platter of 
beef, a flagon of country wine, and a lod made of 
Indian corn. Presently, a huge St. Bernard dog 
came and Idd his nose upon my brother's arm. 
In the mean time he feU into conversation vdth 

;4Wo Italian ybuths, bronzed and dark-eyed, near 
.whom he happened to be seated. They were 

• Florentines. Their names, they told him, were 
Stefano and Battisto. They had been travelling 

-for some months on commission, selling cameos, 
-mosdcs, sdphur casts, ahd the like pretty ItaUan 
itHfles, aild were now on their vrajr to Inter-
ilakfett ^hd Geneva. Weary of the cold North, 
'iihey longed, like chUdren, for the moment 
'%hich shodd take them back to their ovm blue 
Tiills and grey-green oUves; to theiir Ivorkshop on 

"the Ponte Vecchio, and their home doWn by the 
^Arho. 
" It Was quite a relief to my brbther, on going up 
t̂o bed, to find that these youths were to be two 

"̂ Ofhis teUoW-lodgers. The third was already there, 
'imd sound asleep, vdth his face to the waU. They 
/scarcely looked at this third. They were aU tired, 
Tdid dl anxious to rise at daybreak, having agreed 
,jio walk together over the Wengem Alp as far as 
Ijauterbrunnen. So, my brother and the two 

•youths exchanged a brief good mght, and, before 
many minutes, were aU as far away in the land 
of dreams as their unkhovra compamon. 

., My brother slept profoundly—so profoundly 
vtiiat, bemg roused in the moming by a clamour 
of merry voices, he sat np dreamily in his rugs, 
and vf^ndered where he was. 

"Good day, signor," cried Battisto. "Here 
is a feUow-traveUer going the same way as our-

"g^lves." 
« "^Christien Bauinanii, native of Kandersteg, 

muslcd-boi makeV by trade, standi five fi^t 
eleven in his shoes, and is at monsieur's service 
to command,** &dd the deeper of the tiight 
before. ^^_ 

He was as' nne a youi^ feUow as one wodd 
vnsh to see. Light, and strong, and weU pro
portioned, Mtli curUng brown hair, and bright, 
honest eyes that seemed to dance at every 
word he uttered. 

"Good moming," said my brother. "You 
^ r e asleep last night when we came up." 

" Asleep! I should think so, after being dl 
day in the fair, ind walking from Meyringen the 
evening before. What a capitd fair it was!" 

" Capital, indeed," sdd Battisto. "We sold 
cameos and mosdcs yesterday, for nearly fifty 
francs." 

" Oh, you seU cameos and mosaics, yoU two! 
Show me your cameoŝ  and I wHl show yon ihy 
musicd boxes. I have such pretty oiies, trith 
coloured views of Geneva and ChiUon onthe Uds, 
playing two, four, six, and even e i^ t tttnes. 
Bah! I vdU give you a concert!" 

And with this he unstrapped his paek, dis
played his Uttle boxes on the table, ahd vvbhrid 
them up, Oiie dPlieir the other, to the deUght of the 
Italians. 

" I helped to make them myself, every oncj" 
said he, proudly. "Is it not pretty music? I 
sometimes set one of them wheh 1 go to bed 'at 
night, and fdl asleep Ustening to it̂  I am Sure, 
then, to have pleasant dreams! But let us see 
your cameos. Perhaps I may buy one for 
Marie, if they are not too dear. Marie ik my 
sweetheairt, and we are to b6 married hext 
week." 

" Next week 1" exclaimed StefanOi ** That is 
very soon. Battisto has a sweetheart also, up 
at Impruneta; but they vdU have to wdt a long 
time befpre they Oah bUy the iOig}* 

Battisto blushed Uke a girl. '̂, '^ , 
"Hush, brother!" sdd he. "Stow the cameos 

to Christien, and give your tongue a holiday I" 
But Christien was not so to be put off. "̂  
" What is her name ?" sdd he. " Tush! Bat

tisto, you mnst tfeU me her name! Is she pretty ? 
Is she dark, or fair ? Do you often see her when 
you are at home? Is she very fond of you? 
Is she as fond of you as Marie is of me ?" 

" Nay, how shodd I know thatp" asked the 
soberer Battisto. " ̂ e loves me, aud I love ter— 
that is dl." ,. 

"And her name P*V̂ ^ 
" Margherita." 
" A charming name! And she is herself as 

pretty as heir name, I'll ehgage. (̂ tl̂ id you say 
she was fair?" 

" I sdd nothing about it one way or the other," 
sdd Battisto, udocking a green box clamped 
with iron, and taking out tray dter tray of his 
i)retty Wares. "There! Those pictures all iddd 
in Uttle bits are Roman mosdcs— t̂hese flowers 
on a black gronnd are Florentine. The ground 
is of hard dark stone, and the flowers are made 
of thin sUces of jasper, onyx, cornelian, and SQ 
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forth. Those forget-me-nots, for instance, aire 
i)its of turquoise, and thkt poppy fe ent firom a 
^ieoeof cord." ; . -''•'• i v 
- " I Uke the Roman ones besit/' sM X5h#ton. 
•̂  What place is that with aU the arches?" 
• " This is the CoUseumj and the one neit to (t 
A St. Peter*s. Bnt we BloVehtUies care Uttle foir 
the Roman work. It is not half so fine or so 
vduable as ours. The Romans make their mo
saics of composition." 
' *' Composition or noj I lUce the Uttle landscapes 
hest," said Christien. " 5%ere is a IbVely Oiie, 
•#ith a pointed bdlding, and a tire ,̂ and mm-
1 liis at the baok. How I shodd like thiit one 
for Marie!" 
• - « Y6\i mf have it fot eight fi-^cs," i'eped 
^Ulistb} " we sold two of them yesterday for ten 
t ^ i i t iiepitesents the tomb of Caiiis Cestius, 
nefehrRome." • - ' " ' -

"A t6mb!*'' echb&d ^ri^ieft, Igorisidefabiy 
dismayed. " Diable! That wodd be a dismd 
present to bhe's bride." 
'-•*»6hfe%odd heveir guess that it Was a tomb, 
tf you did not teU her," suggested Stefano. 
'•• Christien shook his h^adi , 
;• « That vrodd be next door to dedeiVing her,*' 
Mdh^. ' ' • ' - ' 

" Nay,'* intesrposed my brother, "the o'wh t̂ of 
that itomb has been dead these eighte'eh br idne-
teen hiiiidred yeari§. One almost forgets that 
he was ever buried in iL" 

" Eighteen bir mheteen hlUidrted yeats ? Then 
he wai a heathen?" 

" Undoubtedly, if by that you tn^kh that he 
Uved before Christ." ' 

Christien's face Ughted up immediately. 
• " Ohi that settles the question," said he, puU
ing Ott hia little canvas purse, and paying his 
money down at ohce. "A heathbh'̂ s tomb is ab 
good as no tomb at aU. I'U haVe it made into a 
brooch for her, at Interlaken. TeU me, Battisto, 
what shaU you take home to Itdy for your Mar
gherita?" 
' Battisto, laughedj arid ehioked his eight frahos. 
" That depends on trade," sdd he; " if We make 
good profits betWeeh this and Christmas, I may 
take heir a Swiss miisliii from Beriie* but We 
hafe already beten aWay seveh months, and We 
have hai'dly made a huhdir^dfraiies oVOr and above 
(Our expanses." 
, And with this, the talk tiirhbd ttjjan feettfei^ 
mattera, the t'lorentUies locked away their trea-
sui-es, Christien restrapped his pack, and my bro
ther and aU went dOWii together, and break
fasted in the open aur outside the inn. ^ 

It was a magmficent moming: elotidldSl̂  and 
sunny, with a cOol breeze that rustled in the 
vine upon the porch, ftiid flecked the table with 
shifting shadows of greeii leaves. All around 
and about them stood the great mountains, vrith 
their bltie-white glaciers bristUng dovm to the 
verge of the pastures, and the pine-woods 
creeping darkly up their sides. To the left, the 
Wetterhom; to the right, the Eigher; straight 
ijcfore them, dazzling and imperishable, like an 

obelisk di firOsted sflver, the Schrec^^orn, bir 
Peak of tefitor. Breakfast bver, they bade fare-
Well tb iheir hostê &, aiid, motmtdn-staff in hand, 
took the path to the Wengeim Alp. Half in 
light, half in shadow, lay the qdet vaUey, dotted 
ovtr vrith farms, and traverlsed by a torrent 
that rushed, milk-white, from its priion iii the 
gladei*. The three lads walked briskly iii ad-
vaiice, their voiced chiming together every noi^ 
arid then in chorus of laughter. Somehow my 
brother felt sad. He Uiigered behind, and, pluck
ing a Uttle ired flower fi'om the bank, watched 
it huttry away vrith the torrent, like a life on the 
stream of time. Why Wad his heart so heavy, 
and why were their hearts so light ? 

As the day Went on, my brother's melancholy, 
and the mirth of the young men, seemed to 
increase. Fdl of youth and hope, they talked of 
tbe joyous future, aiid built Up pleasant castles 
in the air. Battisto, grown more commumca-
tive, admitted that to marry Margherita, and be
come a master mosdcist, wodd fdfil the dearest 
dream Of his life. Stefano, not beiiig in loVe, 
preferred to travel. Christien, who seemed to 
be the most prosperous, declaimed that it Was 
his darling ambition to rent a farm in his native 
Kander VaUey, and lead the patriarchd life of 
his fathers. As fbr the mtibicd-box trade, he 
sddi one should Uve iii Geneva to make it an
swer ; and, for his part, he loved the pine-forests 
and the sUOW-peaks, better than aU the towns in 
Europe. Marie, too, had been bOirn among the 
mountaiiid, and it wodd bred: her heart, if shte 
thought She Wfere to Uve in GeneVa dl hfer Ufî , 
and never see the ICandet Thd agaiU. Chattin* 
thus, the morning Wore oU to noon, and the party 
rested awhUe in the shade of tt dump of gigantic 
firs fdstooned with traiUng bamiers of grey-green 
mbsS. "*'' 

llet'e th^y atf6 their lunch, to the M%ij WiHib 
Of one of Christien's Uttle boxes, ahd by-atid-by 
heard the suUen eeho 5f an avalanche far aWay 
on the shoddet of tĥ e JUiigfraU. 

Thfen they Wtent on again in the butiiing affcet*-
noon, to heights Where the Alp-rose faUs from the 
sterUe steep, and the brovtrn Uchen groWs more and 
more scantUy among the stontes. Here, ody the 
bleached and barren skeletons of a fOrest df dead 
piilleS v^ied the desolate monotony; and h i ^ on 
the summit of the pass, stood a little SoUtaiy 
iiin, betweeii them and the sky. 

At this iim they tested again, aiid drank to the 
hedth of Chiristien and his bride, in a ju^ of 
coiiiitiy Wliie. He was in UUcoiitroUable spirits, 
and shook haiids with them aU,Over andover again. 

"By nightfaU to-morroW," said he, " I shall 
hold her OUce mote in my arms! It is now nearly 
two years sinfce I came home tb See hei*, at the 
end of my appreUticeship. Noi^ t am foremati. 
With a salary> of thirty femes a w^eki and Well 
able to marry." 

"Thirty ftaucs a week!" echoed Battisto. 
" Corpo cU Bacoo! that is a Uttle fortune." 

Christien's face beamed. 
^ " ICeSj" sdd he, "we shaU be very happy; and. 
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by-and-by—who knows ?—we may end our days in 
the Kander Thai, and bring up our chUdren to 
succeed us. Ah! If Marie knew that I shodd be 
there to-morrow mght, how delighted she wodd 
be!" 

" How so, Christien ?" sdd my brother. " Does 
she not expect you ?" if 

" Not a bit of it. She has no idea that I can 
be there tiU the day after to-morrow—nor codd 
I, if I took the road aU round by Unterseen and 
Friitigen. I mean to sleep to-mght at Lauter-
brunnen, and to-morrow morning shdl strike 
across the Tschlingel glacier to Kandersteg. If I 
rise a Uttle before daybreak, I shaU be at home 
by sunset." 

At this moment the path took a sudden tum, 
and began to descend in sight of an immense per
spective of very distant valleys. Christien flung 
his cap into the air, and uttered a great shout. 

" Look!" said he, stretching out his arms as if 
to embrace aU the dear famiUar scene: " 0 ! Look! 
There are the hUls and woods of Interlaken, and 
here, below the precipices on which we stand, Ues 
Lauterbruimen! God be prdsed, who has made 
our native land so beautifd!" 

The ItaUans smUed at each other, thinking their 
ovm Amo vaUey far more fair; but my brother's 
heart warmed to the boy, and echoed his thanks-
givmg in that spirit which accepts aU beauty as 
a birthright and an inheritance. And now their 
course lay across an immense plateau, aU rich 
with corn-fields and meadows, and studded vrith 
substantid homesteads buUt of old brovra wood, 
with huge sheltering eaves, and strings of Indian 
com hangmg like golden ingots dong the carven 
balcomes. Blue whortleberries grew beside the 
footway, and now and then they came upon a vrild 
gentian, or a star-shaped immorteUe. Then the 
path became a mere zigzag onthe face of the pre
cipice, and in less than half an hour they reached 
the lowest level of the vaUey. The glovring after
noon had not yet faded from the uppermost pines, 
when they were aU dining together in the parlour 
of a Uttle inn looking to the Jungfrau. In the 
evening my brother wrote letters, whUe the three 
lads StroUed about the viUage. At nine o'clock 
they bade each other good night, and went to 
their severd rooms. 

Weary as he was, my brother found it impos
sible to sleep. The same unaccountable melan
choly stiU possessed him, and when at last he 
dropped into an uneasy slumber, it was but to 
start over and over again from frightfd dreams, 
faint vrith a nameless terror. Towards moming, 
he f eU into a profound sleep, and never woke until 
the day was fast advancing towards noon. He 
then found, to his regret, that Christien had long 
since gone. He had risen before daybreak, break
fasted by candleUght, and started off in the grey 
davra—" as merry," sdd the host, "as a fiddler 
at a faur." 

Stefano and Battisto were stiU wdting to see 
my brother, bemg charged by Christien vrith a 
friendly fareweU message to him, and an invita
tion to the wedding. They, too, were asked, and 

meant to go; so, my brother agreed to meet them 
at Interlaken on the foUowing Tuesday, whence 
they might walk to Kandersteg by easy stages, 
reaching their destination on the Thursday mom
ing, iutime to go to church with the bridd party. 
My brother then bought some of the Uttle Floren-
tme cameos, vrished the two boys every good for
tune, and watched them dovra the road tiU he 
codd see them no longer. 

Left now to himself, he wandered out with 
his sketch-book, and spent the day in the 
upper vaUey; at sunset, he dined done ia his 
chamber, bythe Ught of a smgle lamp. This med 
despatched, he drew nearer to the fire, took out 
a pocket edition of Goethe's Essays on Art, and 
promised himself some hours of pleasant reading. 
(Ah, howweU I know that very book, in its faded 
cover, and how often I have heard him describe 
that lonely evening!) The mght had by this 
tune set in cold and wet. The damp logs 
spluttered on the hearth, and a waUing wind 
swept down the vaUey, bearing the rain in sudden 
gusts against the panes. My brother soon found 
that to read was impossible. His attention 
wandered incessantly. He read the same sentence 
over and over again, unconscious of its meamng, 
and feU into long trains of thought leading far 
into the dim past. 

Thus the hours went by, and at eleven o'clock 
he heard the doors closing below, and the house
hold retiring to rest. He determined to yield 
no longer to this dreaming apathy. He threw 
on fresh logs, trimmed the lamp, and took 
severd tums about the room. Then he opened 
the casement, and suffered the ram to beat agamst 
his face, and the vrind to raffle his hair, as it 
ruffled the acacia leaves in the garden below. 
Some minutes passed thus, and when, at length, 
he closed the window and came back into the room, 
his face and hair and aU the front of his shirt 
were thoroughly saturated. To unstrap his knap
sack and take out a dry shirt was, of course, his 
first impdse—to drop the garment, Usten eagerly, 
and start to his feet, breatdess and bevriildered, 
was the next. , . 

For, bome fitfuUy upon the outer breeze, 
now sweeping past the window, now dying in the 
distance, he heard a weU-remembered strain of 
melody, subtle and sUvery as the "sweet aurs" 
of Prospero's isle, and proceeding unmistakably, 
from the musicd-box which had, the day before, 
accompamed the lunch under the fir-trees of the 
Wengem Alp! 

Had Christien come back, and was it thus that 
he announced his retum ? If so, where was he P 
Under the window? Outside in the corridor? 
Sheltering in the porch, and wdting for admit
tance ? My brother threw open the • casement 
again, and caUed him by his name. 

"Christien! Is that you?" 
AU without was intensely sUent. He codd 

hear the last gust of wind and rain moaning 
farther and farther away upon its vrild course 
down the vaUey, and the pine trees shivermg, 
like Uving things. 
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" Christien!" he sdd again, and his ovra voice 
seemed to echo strangely on his ear. " Speak! 
Is it you?" 

StiU no one answered. He'leaned out into 
the dark mght; but codd see nothing—not 
even the outline of the porch below. He began to 
think that his imagination had deceived hun, 
when suddedy the strain burst forth again;—this 
time, apparently in his own chamber. 

As he tumed, expecting to find Christien at his 
elbow, the sounds broke off abraptly, and a sensa
tion of intensest cold seized him in every limb— 
not the mere chiU of nervous terror, not the mere 
physicd resdt of exposure to wind and rain, but 
a deadly freezing of every vein, a paralysis of 
every nerve, an appaUing consciousness that in a 
few moments more the lungs must cease to play, 
and the heart to beat! Powerless to speak or 
stu*, he closed his eyes, and beUeved that he was 
dying. 

This strange faintness lasted but a few seconds. 
Gradudly the vital warmth retumed, and, with 
it, strength to close the vrindow, and stagger to 
a chair. As he did so, he found the breast of 
his shirt aU stiff and frozen, and the rain clinging 
in soUd icicles upon his hair. 

He looked at his watch. It had stopped at 
twenty minutes before twelve. He took his ther
mometer from the chimney-piece, and found the 
mercury at sixty-eight. Heavedypowers! How 
were these things possible in a temperature of 
sixty-eight degrees, and with a large fire blazing 
on the hearth ? 
^ He poured out half a tumbler of cognac, and 

drank it at a draught. Going to bed was out 
of the question. He felt that he dared not sleep 
—that he scarcely dared to think. AU he codd 
do, was, to change his linen, pUe on more logs, 
wrap himself in his blankets, and sit aU night in 
an easy-chair before the fire. \ ,, - -^^ 

My brother had not long sat thus, however, 
before the warmth, and probably the nervous 
reaction, drew him off to sleep. In the moming 
he found himself lying on the bed, vrithout bemg 
able to remember Ui the least how or when he 
reached it. 

It was again a glorious day. The rain and wind 
were gone, and the SUverhom at the end of the 
vailey Ufted its head into an unclouded sky. 
Looking out upon the sunshine, he dmost doubted 
the events of the mght, and, but for the eridence 
of his watch, which stiU pointed to twenty 
minutes before twelve, wodd have been dis
posed to treat the whole matter as a dream. As 
it was, he attributed more than half his terrors 
to the prompting of an over-active and over
wearied brain. For dl this, he stUl felt depressed 
and uneasy, and so very unwilling to pass another 
night at Lauterbruimen, that he made up his 
mind to proceed that moming to Interlaken. 
WhUe he was yet loitering over his breakfast, and 
considering whether he shodd wdk the seven 
mUes of road, or hure a vehicle, a char came 
rapidly up to the inn door, and a young man 
jumped out. 

"Why, Battisto!" exclaimed my brother, in 
astonishment, as he came into the room; "what 
brings you here to-day ? Where is Stefano ?" 

" I have left him at Interlaken, signor," 
repUed the ItaUan. 

Something there was in his voice, something 
in his face, both strange and startling. 

"What is the matter?" asked my brother, 
breatdessly. "HeisnotiU? No accident has 
happened?" 

Battisto shook his head, glanced furtively up 
and down the passage, and closed the door. 

" Stefano is well, signor; but— b̂ut a circum
stance has occurred—a circumstance so strange! 

Signor, do you beUeve in spirits?" 
"In spirits, Battisto?" 
"Ay, signor; for if ever the spirit of any 

man, dead or Uving, appeded to human ears, the 
spirit of Christien came to me last mght, at 
twenty minutes before twelve o'clock." 

" At twenty minutes before twelve o'clock!" 
repeated my brother. 

" I was in bed, signor, and Stefano was sleep
ing in the same room. I had gone up qmte warm, 
and had faUen asleep, fdl of pleasant thoughts. 
By-and-by, dthough I had plenty of bed-clothes, 
and a rug over me as weU, I woke, frozen vrith 
cold and scarcely able to breathe. I tried to caU 
to Stefano; but I had no power to utter the 
sUghtest sound. I thought my last moment was 
come. AU at once, I heard a sound under the 
vrindow—a sound which I knew to be Christien's 
musicd box; and it played as it played when 
we lunched under the fir-trees, except that it was 
more wUd and strange and melancholy and most 
solemn to hear—awfd to hear! Then, signor, it 
grew fainter and fainter—and then it seemed to 
float past upon the wind, and die away. When it 
ceased, my frozen blood grew warm again, and I 
cried out to Stefano. When I told him what had 
happened, he declared I had been ody dream
ing. I made him strike a Ught, that I might look 
at my watch. It pointed to twenty minutes 
before twelve, and had stopped there; and— 
stranger still—Stefano's watch had done the very 
same. Novir teU me, signor, do you beUeve that 
there is any meamng in this, or do you think, as 
Stefano persists in thinking, that it was all a 
dream ?" 

"What is your own conclusion, Battisto ?" 
" My conclusion, signor, is that some harm 

has happened to poor Christien on the glacier, 
and that his spirit came to me last mght." 

"Battisto, he shdl have help if Uving, or 
rescue for his poor corpse if dead; for I, too, 
beUeve that aU is not weU." 

And with this, my brother told him briefly 
what had occurred to himself in the mght; de
spatched messengers for the three best gddes in 
Lauterbruimen; and prepared ropes, ice-hat<jhets, 
dpenstocks, and aU such matters necessary for a 
glacier expedition. Hasten as he wodd, how
ever, it was nearly nud-day before the party 
started. 

Arriving in about half an hour at a place calted 
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Stechelberg, they left the char, in which they 
had traveUed so far, at a chalet, and ascended 
a steep path in fdl view of the Breithom glacier, 
which rose up to the left, * like a battlemented 
vvaU of soUd ice. The way now lay for some 
tune among pastures and pine-forests. Then they 
came to a Uttle colony of chalets, caUed Sternberg, 
where they fiUed their water-bottles, got their 
ropes in readiness, and prepared for the TschUngel 
glacier. A few minutes more, and they ^ere on 
the ice. 

At this point, the guides caUed a halt, 
and consulted together. One was for striking 
across the lower glacier towards the left, and 
reachmg the upper gkder by the rocks which 
bound it on the south. The other two preferred 
the north, or right side; and this my brother 
finaUy took. The sun was now poimng down with 
almost tropicd intensity, and the surface of the 
ice, which was broken ir̂ to long treacherous 
fissures, smooth as glass ^ d blue as the summer 
sky, was both difficdt and dangerous. SUently and 
cautiously, they went, tied together at intervds 
of about three yards each: vrith two gddes in 
front, and the third bringing up the rear. Tum
ing presently to the right, they found themsdves 
at the foot of a steep rook, some forty feet in height, 
up which they must climb to reach the upper 
glacier. The ody way in which Battisto or my 
brother could hope to do this, was by the help of a 
rope steadied from below and abpve. Two of the 
gddes accordingly clambered up the face of 
the crag by notches in the surface, and one re
mained below. The rope was then let dovra, and 
my brother prepared to go first. As he planted 
Ids foot in the first nptch, a smothered cry from 
Battisto arrested him. 

"Santa Maria! ?ignor! Look yonder!" 
My brother looked, and there (he eyer after

wards declared), as surely as there is a heaven 
above ua aU, he saw Christien Baumaun stand
ing in the fuU sunlight, not a hundred yards dis
tant ! Almost in the same moment that my brother 
recogmsed him, he was gone. He neither faded, 
nor sank dovra, nor moved av«ray; but was simply 
gone, as if he had never been. Pale as death, 
Battisto feU upon his knees, and covered his face 
with his hapds. My brother, awe-stricken and 
speechless, leaned against the rock, and ie\t that 
the object of his journey was but too fataUy accom
plished. As for the gddes, they codd not con
ceive what had happened, t 

"Did you see nothmg ?" wked my brother and 
^Battisto, both together. 

But the men had seen nothing, and the one who 
had remained below, sdd, " What ghodd I see 
bnttheiceandthesun?" * ;.-

To this my brother made no other reply than by 
announcing his intention to have a certain cre
vasse, from which he had not once removed his 
eyes smce he saw the figure standing on the 
brmk, thoroughly explored before he went a step 
farther; whereupon the two men came down from 
the top of the crag, resumed the ropes, and fol
lowed my brother, incred\ilously. At the narrow 

tf 
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end of the fissure, he paused, and drove his dpen-
stock ^rmly into lihe ice. It was an unusuaUy 
long crevasse—at first a mere crack, but widen
ing graduaUy as it went, and reaching down to 
unknovra depths of dark deep blue, fringed vrith 
long pendent icicles, like diamond stalactites. 
Before they l^d foUowed the course of this cre
vasse for more than ten minutes, the youngest of 
the gmdes uttered a hasty exclamation. 

" 1 see something!" cried he. "Something 
dark, wedged in the teeth qi tĵ e crevasse, a great 
way dovra!" iu^n 

They aU saw it: a mere indistinguishable mass, 
almost closed over by the ice-waUs at their feet. 
My brother offered a hundred frauc? to the man 
who wod4 go dovra an4 bri?}^ it up. ihey all 
hesitated. <,fJ • 

We don't know what ir is," sdd oney , j , K,yj 
Perhaps |t if pl^y^ (jl̂ adchapnois," sugge'steo' 

another. 
Their apathy enraged him. ^ 
"It is no chamois," he sdd, angrily. "I t is the 

body of Christien Baumann, native of Kandersteg. 
And, by Heaven, if you are all too cowardly tO; 
make the attempt, I vriU go dovra myself!" 

The youngest gdde threw off his hat and coat, 
tied a rope about his waist, and too^ a hatchet 
in his hand. ^ (^/:,jj(r.ii/JinwJ 

"IvriU go, monsieur," sdd he; andwiihout 
another wor4 suffered himself to be lowered in. 
My brother turned awŝ y. A sickening ^ip4eiy 
came upon him, and presently he heard the ^ulx 
echo of the hatchet far dovra in the ice. Then there 
was a cdl for another rope, and then—the men aU 
drew aside in sUence, and my brother saw the 
youngest guide standmg once more beside the 
chasm, flushed and trembUng, vrith the body of 
Christien lying at his feet. - ^ / li. 

Poor Christien! They made a rough tier witn 
their ropes and dpenstocks, and carried him, with 
great difficdty, back to Steinberg. Ther^, they 
got additional help as far as Stechelberg, w êrer 
they laid him in the char, and so brought him on 
to Lauterbrunnen. The next day, my brother 
made it his § (̂| business to prece4e thp body to 
Kandersteg, and prepare his friends fpr ita 
arriyal. To this day, though aU thes§ tilings 
happened thirty years| agp̂  he caimot ^ear tft 
reed Marie's despair, or all the mourning that 
he innocently brought upon that peacpfd vaUey. 
PoprM^ie has been d e ^ thi^ m^y a year; an^ 
when my brother last passed through the K^der, 
Thd on, his way to the Ghemmi, he savr her grave, 
beside the grave of Christien JBAUfl̂ um, m ftft 
yUlage bvirial-ground. ' ^ ^ 

TMs is my brother's Ghost Story., 

The chairman now announced that the clock 
declared the teetotum spun out, and that the 
meeting was dissolved. Yet even then, the 
young fisherman codd not refrain from once 
more askmg his question. This occasioned the 
Gentlemen King Arthurs, as they got ou their 
hats and great coats, evidently to regard liim as 
a young fisherman who was touched in his head, 
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and some of them even cherished the idea that 
the captain was his keeper. 

As no man dared to awake the mighty Farvis, 
it was resolved that a heavy member of the 
society should faU against him as it were by ac
cident, and immediatdy withdraw to a safe dis
tance. The experiment was so happily accom
plished, that Mjr. Parvis started to his feet on 
the best terms vrith himself, as a Ught sleeper 
whose wits never left him, and who codd d-
ways be broad awake on occasion. Qmte an airy 
jocundity sat upon thia respectable man in con
sequence. And ne ralUed the briskest member of 
the fraternity on being " a sleepy-head," with an 
amount of humour previously supposed to be 
qmte incompatible with his responsible circum
stances in Ufe. 

GraduaUy, the society departed into the cold 
night, and the captain and his young compamon 
were left alone. The captain nad so refreshed 
himself by shaking hands vrith everybody to an 
amazing extent, thiat he was in no hurry to go 
to bed. 

" To-morrow moming," sdd the captain, "we 
must find out the lawyer and the clergyman here; 
they are the people to consult on our business. 
And I'U be up and out early, and asking ques
tions of everybody I see; thereby propagating 
at least one of the Institutions ol my native 
country." 

As the captain was slapping his leg, the land
lord appeared vrith two smdl candlesticks. 

" Your room," said he, " is at the top of the 
house. An exceUent bed, but you'U hear the 
wind." 

"I've heerd it afore," repUed ihe captam. 
" Come and make a passage with me, ^ d you 
shaU hear it." 

"It 's considered tp tlow, here," sd^ ^he. 
landlord. .„,, 
.:" Weather gets its young strength here," re

plied the captain; " goes into tramiug fpr the 
Atlantic Oeean. Yours are Uttle winds just be
ginning to feel their way and crawl. Mal?:e a 
voyage with me, and I'U show ypu a grown-up 
one out on business. But you haven't told my 
friend where he Ues." 

" It's the room at the head of the stairs, be
fore you take the second stdrcase througli the 
wall," returned the landlord. " You can't mis
take it. It's a double-bedded rppm, because 
there's no other." 

"The room where the sedaring man is?" 
said the captain. 

" The room where the seafaring man is.'* 
" I hope he mayn't finish telling his story in 

his sleep," remarked the captain. " Shdl / turn 
iuto the room where the sedaring ^lan is, 
Alfred?" ' „; k-' ' 

"No, Captain Jorgan, why shodd you? 
Tliere wodd be Uttle fear of his waking me, ev^n 
if he told his whole story out." 

" He's in the bed nearest the door̂ j" sai^ the 
landlord. " I'v^ been in to look at him, once, au4 
he's sound enough. Good dght, gentlemen." 

Tlie captdn immediately shook hands with 
the landlord in qdte an, enthusiastic m^nn r̂* 

and having performed that national ceremony, as 
if he had had no opportumty of performiug it 
fpr a long time, acoompaded his young friand 
up-stdra. » 

" Something teUs me," sdd the captain as 
they went, "fliat Miss Kitty Tregarthen's mar
riage aui't put off for long, and that we shall 
light on what we want." 

" I hope so. When, do you think ?" 
" Wa'al, I coddn't just say when, but soon. 

Here's your room," said the captdn, softly 
opening the door and looking in; " and here's 
the berth of the sedaring man. I wonder what 
like he is. He breathes deep; don't he ?" 

"Sleepmg Uke a chUd, to judge from the 
sound," sdd the young fisherman. 

" Dreaming of home, maybe," returned the 
captain. " Can't see him. Sleeps a ded more 
wholesomely than Arson Parvis, but a'most as 
sound; don't he ? Good dght, fellow-traveller,'* 

" Good mght. Captain Jorgar^ t^d many, 
many thanks!" :(->,; yr, l •il-uf 

"I'U wait tiU I 'am 'em, boy, afore I take 
*em," retumed the captain, clapping him cheer--
fuUy on the back. "Pleasant dreams ofr-ryou 
know who!" •• • • iirrf'^tlt 

When the young fisherman had closed the 
door, the captain wdted a moment or two, lis
tening for any stir on the part of the unknowr\. 
seafaring man. But, none being audible, th^i 
captain pursued the way to his own chamber. 

CHAPTER IV. THE SEAPAEING MAN. '''•'*'̂  

WHO was the Seafaring Man ? And what,̂  
might he have to say for himself? He answer^. 
those questions in ms own words: 

I begin by mentioning what happened on my* 
journey, northwards, from Falmouth in Corn
wall, to Steepways in Devonshire. I have no 
occasion to say (being here) that it brought me 
last dght to Laurean. X had business in hand 
which was part very serious, and part {as I , 
hoped) very joyfd—and this business, you wiU 
please to remember, was the cause of my v 
joumey. a! 

After landing at Falmouth, I travelled on foot ;<' 
because of the expense of riding, and because I ' 
}\a.d anxieties heavy on my mind, and walking 
was the best way I knew of to Ughten them* 
The first two days of my journey the weather 
was fine and soft, the wmd bemg mostly light 
drs from south, and south and by west. On 
the tiurd day, I took a wrong turnmg, and 
had to fetch a long circmt to get right again* -
Towards evening, whUe I was still on the road, 
the wind shifted; and a sea-fog came roUuig 
in on the land. I went on through, what I ask 
leave to cdl, the wUite darkness; keeping the 
sound of the sea on my left hand for a gdde, 
and feeling those anxieties of mine before men
tioned, pulling heavier and heavier at my mind, 
as the fog thickened and the wet trickled down 
my face. 

It was stiU early iu the evening, when I 
heard a dog bark, away in the distance, on the; 
right-hand side of me. FoUowing the sound as 
vreU as I codd, and shouting to the dpg, frpjpA. 
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time to time, to set him barking again, I stumbled 
up at last against the back of a house; and, 
hearing voices inside, groped my way round to 
the door, and knocked on it smartly vrith the 
flat of my hand. 

The door was opened by a slip-slop young 
hussey in a torn gown; and the first inquiries I 
made of her discovered to me that the house 
was an inn. 

Before I codd ask more questions, the land
lord opened the parlour door of the inn and came 
out. A clamour of voices, and a fine comforting 
smell of fire and grog and tobacco, came out, 
also, along with him. 

"The taproom fire's out, says the landlord. 
"You don't think you wodd dry more comfort
able, like, if you went to bed ?" says he, looking 
hard at me. 

"No," says I, looking hard at him; "1 
don't." 

Before more words were spoken, a joUy voice 
haUed us from inside the parlour. 

" What's tlie matter, landlord ?" says the jolly 
voice. "Who is it?" 

** A seafaring man, by the looks of him," says 
the landlord, tuming round from me, and speak
ing into the parlour. 

" Let's have the seafaring man in," says the 
voice. " Let's vote him free of the Club, for 
this night ody." 

A lot of other voices thereupon said, " Hear! 
hear!" in a solemn manner, as if it was church 
serrice. After which there was a hammering, 
as if it was a trunk-maker's shop. After which 
the landlord took me by the arm; gave me a 
push into the parlour; and there I was, free of 
the Club, 

The change from the fog outside to the warm 
room and the shidng candles so completely 
dazed me, that I stood blinking at the company 
more like an owl than a man. Upon which the 
compitny again sdd, "Hear! hear!" Upon 
which 1 retumed for answer, " Hear! hear!"— 
considering those words to mean, in the Club's 
language, something simUar to " How-d'ye-do." 
The landlord then took me to a round table by 
the fire, where I got my supper, together with 
the information that my bedroom, when I wanted 
it, was number four, up-stairs. 

I noticed before I feU to vrith my knife and 
fork that the room was fdl, and that the chair̂  
man at the top of the table was the man with 
the jolly voice, and was seemingly amusing tbe 
company by telling them a story, I paid more 
attention to my supper than to what he was 
saying; and aU I can now report of it is, that 
his story-telling and my eatmg and drinking 
both came to an end together. 

" Now," says the chairman, " I have told my 
story to stArt you aU. Who comes next?" 
He took up a teetotum, and gave it a spin on 
the table. When it toppled over, it fell oppo-
site me; upon which tlie chdrman sdd, " it's 
your tum next. Order! order! I caU on the 
seafaring man to teU the second story!" He 
finished the words off with a knock of his 
hammer} aud the Club (having nothing else to 

say, as I suppose) tried back, and once agdn 
sang out dtogether, " Hear! hear!" 

" I hope you will please to let me off," I sdd 
to the chairman, " for the reason that I have 
got no story to tell." 

" No story to teU!" says he. " A sdlor 
vrithout a story! Who ever heard of such a 
thing? Nobody!" 

"Nobody," says the Club, bursting out dto
gether at last with a new word, by way of a 
change. 

I can't say I qdte relished the chairman's 
talking of me as if I was before the mast. A 
man likes his true quality to be known, when he 
is publicly spoken to among a party of strangers. 
I made my true quality known to the chairman 
and company, in these words : 

" All men who follow the sea, gentlemen, are 
sailors," I said. "But there's de^ees aboard 
ship as well as ashore. My rating, if you please, 
is the rating of a second mate." 

" Ay, ay, surely ?" says the chairman. 
" Wliere did you leave your ship ?" 

" At the bottom of the sea," I made answer 
—wliich was, I am sorry to say, only too true. 

" What! you've been wrecked ?" says he. 
"TeU us all about it. A shipwreck-story is 
just the sort of story we like. Silence there 
all down the table!—sUence for the second 
mate!" 

The Club, upon this, instead of keeping 
silence, broke out vehemently with another new 
word, and sdd, " Chau*!" After which every 
man suddedy held his peace, and looked at me. 

I did a very fooUsh tning. Without stopping 
to take counsel with myself, I started off at 
score, and did just what the chairman had 
bidden me. If they had wdted the whole night 
long for it, I should never have told them the 
story they wanted from me at first, having all 
my life been a vrretched bad hand at such 
matters—for the reason, as I take it, that a 
story is bound to be something which is not 
true. But when I found the company wUling, 
on a sudden, to put up with nothing better than 
the account of my shipwreck (which is not a 
story at aU), the unexpected luck of being let 
off with only teUing the trath about myseU, was 
too much of a temptation for me—so I up and 
told it. 

I got on weU enough with the storm, and the_ 
striking of the Vĵ ssel, and the strange chance, 
afterwards, which proved to be the saving of 
my life—the assembly aU listening (to my great 
surprise) as if they had never lieard anything 
of the sort before. But, when the necessity 
came next for going further than tiiis, and for 
telling them what had happened to me after the 
savmg of my life—or, to put it plamer, for teU
ing tnem what place I was cast away on, and 
what company I was cast away in—the words 
died straight off on my lips, lor this reason-
namely—that those particulars of my statement 
made up just that part of it which I coddn't, 
and durstn't, let out to strangers—no, not if 
every man among them had offered me a 
hundred pounds apiece, on the spot, to do it! 

scsc 
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, " Go on!" says the chairman. " What hap
pened next ? How did you get on shore ?'* 

Feeling what a fool I had o^n to run myself 
headlong into a scrape, for want of thinkuig 
before 1 spoke, I now cast about discreetly in 
my mind for the best means of finishing off-hand 
without letting out a word to the company con
cerning those particulars before mentioned. I 
was some little time before seeing my way to 
this; keeping the chairman and company, aU 
the whUe, wdting for an answer. The Club, 
losing patience in consequence, got from staring 
hard at me to drumming with their feet, and 
then to calling out lustily, "Go on! go on I 
Chair! Order !"—and such Uke. In the midst 
of this childish hubbub, I saw my way to what 
I considered to be rather a neat finish—and got 
on my legs to ease them aU off vrith it hand
somely. 

" Hear! hear!" says the Club. " He's going 
on agdn at last." 

" Gentlemen!" I made answer; " vrith your 
permission I vrill now conclude by vrishing you 
aU good night." Saying which words, I gave 
them a friendly nod, to make things pleasant— 
and wdked strdght to the door. It's hardly 
to be beUeved—though nevertheless quite trae 
—that these curious men dl howled and groaned 
at me directly, as if I had done them some 
grievous injury. Thinking I wodd try to pacify 
them with their ovra favourite catch-word, I sdd, 
"Hear! hear!" as civilly as might be, where
upon, they all returned fbr answer, " Oh! oh !" 
I never belonged to a Club of any kind, myself; 
and, dter what I saw of that Club, I don't care 
if I never do. 

My bedroom, when I found my way up to it, 
was large and airy enough, but not over-clean. 
There were two beds in it, not over-clean either. 
Both being empty, I had my choice. One was 
near the window, and one near the door. I 
thought the bed near the door looked a trifle 
the sweetest of the two; and took it. 

After faUing asleep, it was the grey of the mom
ing before I woke. When I had fairly opened my 
eyes and shook up my memory into teUing me 
where I was, I made two discoveries. First, that 
the room was a ded colder in the new mormng, 
than it had beenover-mght. Second, that theother 
bed near the vrindow had got some one sleepmg in 
it. Not that I codd see the man from where I lay; 
but I heard his breathing, plain enough. He must 
have corae up into the room, of course, after I 
had fdlen asleep—and he had tumbled himself 
qmetly into bed without disturbing me. There 
was nothing wonderfd in that; and nothing 
wonderfd in the landlord letting the empty bed 
if he codd find a customer for it. I tumed, 
and tried to go to deep again; b];it I was out of 
sorts—out of sorts so badly, that even the 
breathing of the man in the other bed fretted 
and worried me. After tumbling and tossing 
for a quarter of an hour or more, 1 got up for a 
change; and walked softly in my stocki^, to 
tlie wmdow, to look at the momin». 

The heavens were brightemng into daylight. 

and the mists were blovring off, past the vrindow, 
like puffs of smoke. Wnen I got even vrith 
the second bed, I stopped to look at the man in 
it. He lay, sound asleep, tumed towards the 
vrindow; and the end of the counterpane was 
dravra up over the lower hdf of ds face. Some
thmg struck me, on a sudden, in his hdr, and 
his forehead; and, though not an inquisitive 
man by nature, I stretched out my hand to the 
end of the counterpane, in spite of myself. 

I uncovered his face softly; and there, in the 
moming Ught, I saw my brother, Alfred Ray
brock. 

What I ought to have done, or what other 
men might have done in my place, I don't know. 
What I reaUy did, was to drop back a step—to 
steady myself, with my hand, on the siU of the 
window—and to stand so, looking at him. 
Three years ago, I had said good-by to my wife, 
to my Uttle chUd, to my old mother, and to 
brother Alfred here, adeep under my eyes. For 
aU those three years, no news from me had 
reached them—and the underwriters, as I knew, 
must have long since reported that the ship I 
sdled in was lost, and that aU hands on board 
had perished. My heart was heavy when I 
thought of my kindred at home, and of the 
weary time they must have wdted and sorrowed 
before they gave me up for dead. Twice I 
reached out my hand, to wake Alfred, and to 
ask him about my wife and my chUd; and twice 
I drew it back again, in fear of what might 
happen if he saw me, standing by his bed-head 
in tne grey morning, like Hugh Raybrock risen 
up from the grave. 

I drew my hand back the second time, and 
wdted a minute. In that minute he woke. I 
had not moved, or spoken a word, or touched 
him—I had ody looked at hira longingly. If 
such things could be, I should say it was my 
looking that woke him. His eyes, when they 
opened under mine, passed on a sudden from 
fast asleep to broad awake. They first settled 
on my face with a startled look—which passed 
durectly. He Ufted himself on his elbow, and 
opened his lips to speak, but never sdd a word. 
His eyes strained and strdned into muie; and 
his face turned aU over of a ghastly white. 
"Alfred!" I said, "don't you know me?" 
There seemed to be a deadly terror pent up in 
him, and I thought my voice nught set it free. I 
took fast hold of him by the hands, and spoke 
again. "Alfred!" I sdd 

Oh, surs! where can a man Uke me find words 
to tell dl that was sdd and aU that was thought 
between us two brothers ? Please to pardon my 
not saying more of it than I say here. We 
sat down together, side by side. The poor 
lad burst out crying—and got vent that vray. I 
kept my hold of his hands, and wdted a bit 
before I spoke to hira again. I think I was 
worst off, now, of the two— n̂o tears came to 
help me—I haven't got my brother's qdckness, 
any way; and my troubles have roughened and 
hardened me, outside. But, Grod knows, I fdt 
it keedy; dl the more keedy, maybe, because I 
waa slow to show it. 
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. After a Uttle, I put the questions to him 
which I had been longing to ask, from the time 
when I first saw his faee on the pillow. Had 
they aU given me up at home, for dead (I 
asked) ? Yes; after long, long hoping, one by 
one they had given me up—my wife (God bless 
her!) last of dl. I meant to ask next if my vrife 
was aUve and weU; but, try as I might, I codd 
only say " Margaret ?"—and look nard in my 
brother's face. He knew what I meaUt. Yes 
(he sdd), she was Uving; she Was at home; 
she was in her vridow's weeds-̂ -pObr soul! her 
widow's weeds! I got on better vrith my next 
question about the child. Was it bom aUve ? 
Yes. Boy or girl ? Girl. And Uving now; and 
much grown? Living, surely, and grovra—^ 
poor little thmg, what a question to ask!— 
grovra of course, in three years! And mother ? 
Well, mother was a trifle fdlen away, and more 
sUent vrithin herself than ^he used to be-*-
fretting at times; fretting (lUce my vrife) on 
mghts when the sea rose, and the vrindows shook 
and shivered in the wind. Thereupon, my brother 
and I waited a bit again—I vrith my questions, 
tod he vrith his answers—and whUe we wdted, 
1 thanked God, inwardly, vrith aU my heart and 
sod, for bringing me back, Uvitig, to vrife and 
kindred, whUe wife and kindired were Uving too. 

My brother dried the tears off his face; and 
looked at me a Uttle. Then he tumed aside sud
dedy, as if he remembered something; and stole 
his hand in a hurry, under the piUow of his bed. 
Nothing came out from below the pUlow but his 
black neck-handkerchief, which he now unfolded 
slowly, looking at me, dl the while, vrith seme-
thingstrabge in his face that I coddn't make but. 

"What are you doing ?" T asked him. " What 
are you looking at me Uke that for ?" 

Instead of making answer, he took a trampled 
morsel of paper out of his neck-handkerchief. 
Opened it carefully, and held it to the light to 
let me see what it was. Lord in Heaven!—my 
own writing— t̂he morsel of paper I had com
mitted, long, long since, to the mercy of the deep. 
Thousands and thousands of miles away, I had 
trusted that Message to the waters—and here it 
was now, in my brother's hands! A chiUy fear 
(SBime over me at the seeing it again. Scrap of 
pjiper as it was, it looked to my eyes like the 
ghost of my own past self, gone home before me 
mvisibly over the great wastes of the sea. 

My brother pointed down solemdy to thfe 
vnriting. 

"Hugh," he sdd, "were you in your right 
mind when you vrrote those words ?" 

"TeU mei first/' I made answer, " how and 
when the Message came to you. I can't qdet 
myself fit to talk tUl I know that." 

He told me how the paper had come to hand 
•î -alsOi how his good friend, the captain, having 
promised to help him, was then under the same 
rOof vrith our two selves. But there he stopped. 
I t was not tUl later in the day that I heard of 
vJhat had happened (through this dreadfd doubt 
about the money) in the matter of his sweetheart 
and bis marriage. 

The knowledge that the Messs^ had reached 

him by mortd means—on the word of a seaman, 
I half doubted it when I first set eyes on the 
paper!—eased me in my mind \ and I now did 
my best to quiet Alfred, in my turn. I told him 
that I was in my right senses, though sorely 
troubled, when my hand had written those words. 
Also, that where the writing was rubbed out, I 
codd tell him for his necessary guidance and 
mine, what once stood in the empty places. 
Also, that I knew no more what the real truth 
might be than he did, tiU inquiry was made, and 
the slander on father^s good name was dragged 
boldly into dayUght to show itself for ^hat it 
was worth. Lastly, that all the voyage home, 
there was one hope and one determination up
permost in my mind'^the hope, thht I might get 
safe to England> and find my wife and kindred 
alive to take me back among them agdn—the 
determination, that I would put the doubt 
about father's five hundred pound to the proof, 
if ever my feet touched Engush land once more) 

" Come out with me now, Alfred," I said, 
after winding up as above; " and let me tell 
you in the quiet of the morning how that Mes
sage came to be written and committed to the 
sea." i<M- A -» 

We went down stmts softly, and let oui-selves 
out without disturbing any one. The sun was 
just rising when we left the viUage and took 
our way slowly over the oUffs. As soon as the 
sea began to bpen on us, I returned to that true 
story of mine which I had left but haU told, 
the night before—and, this timê  I went through 
with it to the end. 

«* 
^',..-.. 

" I shipped^ as you may remembef (were Wf 
first words to Alfred), in a second mate's berth, 
on board the PeraVian, nine hundred tons' bur
den. We carried an assorted cai^o, and we 
were bound, round the Horn, to Traxillo and 
GuayaquU, on the western coast of South Ame
rica. From this last port-^namely, GuayaquU 
—̂ we were to go back to TraxiUo, and there to 
take in another cargo for the teturu voyage. 
Those were all the instructions commumcated 
to me when I signed articles with the owners, 
in London city, three years ago. 

After we had been, I think, a week at seâ  I 
heard from the fUst mate—who had himself 
heard it from the captain—that the supercargo 
we were taking with us, on the outward voyage, 
was to be leit at TruxiUo, and that another 
supercargo (dso connected with our firm, and 
latterly employed by them as their foreign 
agent) was to ship with us at that port, for the 
voyage home. His hame on the captdn's in
structions was, Mr. Lawrence CUssold. None 
of us had ever set eyes on him to our know
ledge, ahd none of us knew more about him than 
what I have told you here. t •:. i *; ->. t.;» 

We had a wonderfd voyage out—'especially 
round the Hom. I never before saw such fair 
weather in that infemd latitude, and I never 
expect to see the like agam. We foUowed our 
instractions to the letter; dischargmg our cargo 
in fine condition, and retuming to TruXiUo to 
load again aa du'ected. At this place, I was so 
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unfortunate as to be seized vrith the fever of the 
country, which Idd me on my back, whUe we 
were in harbour; and which only let me retum 
to my duty after we had been ten days at sea, 
on the voyage home again. For this reason, 
the first mormng when I was able to get on 
deck, was also the first time of my setting eyes 
on our new supercargo, Mr. Lawrence CUssold. 

I found hun to be a long, lean, vriry man, 
with some complaint in his eyes which forced 
him to wear spectacles of blue glass. His age 
appeared to be fifty-six, or thereabouts; but he 
might weU have been more. There was not 
above a handfd of grey hafr, dtogether, on his 
bald head-^and, as for the wrinkles at the corners 
of his eyes and the sides of his mouth, if he codd 
have had a pound apiece in his pocket for every 
one of them, he might have retired from busi
ness from that time forth. Judging by certdn 
signs in his face, and by a suspicious moming-
tremble in his hands, I set him dovra* in my 
own mind (rightly enough, as it afterwards 
turned out), for a drinker. In one word, I didn't 
like the looks of the new supercargo—and, on 
the first day when I got on deck, I found that 
he had reasons of his own for paying me back 
in my own coin, and not liking my looks, either. 

"I've been asking the captain about you," 
were his first words to me in return for my 
civiUy wishing him good motmng. "Your 
name's Raybrock, I hear. Are you any relation 
fto the late Hugh Raybrock,*of Barnstaple, 
Devonshire?" ' ,i«*»'i -j 

;f* Rather a near Irelation/' I made answer. 
f** I am the late Hugh Raybrock's eldest son.** 

There was no teUing how his eyes looked, 
because they were hidden by hii blue spectacles 
—but I saw him wince at the mouth, when I 
gave him that reply. 
rn:" Your father ended by faiUng in business, 
didn't he ?" was the next question the super
cargo put to mê  J. .. 

" Who told you he fdled?" I hsked, sharply 
enough. 
. " Oh! I heard it / ' says Mr. Lawrence CUs
sold, both looking and speaking as if he Was 
glad to have heard it, and he hoped it was true. 

" Whoever told you my father fdled in busi
ness, told you a lie," I sdd. " His business 
feU off towards the last years of his life—I don't 
deny it. But every creditor he had was honestly 
pda at his death, vrithout so much as touching 
the provision left for his widow and children. 
Please to mention that, next lime you hear it 
reported that my father faUed in business." 

Mr. CUssold grmned to himself—and I lost 
my temper. 

" I'll tell you what/' I sdd to him, " I don't 
like your laughing to yourself, when I ask you 
to do justice to my father's memory—and, what 
is more, I didn't like the way you mentioned 
that report of his faUing in business, just now. 
You looked as if you hoped it-was true." 

" Perhaps I did," says Mr. CUssold, cooUy. 
" Shall I tell you why ? When I was a young 
man, I was unlucky enough to owe your father 
§QmQ money. Hê  was a mereUess creditor; 

and he threatened me vrith a prison if the debt 
remained unpdd on the day when it was due. 
I have never forgotten that circumstance; and 
I shodd certddy not have been sorry if your 
father's creditors had given him a lesson in for
bearance, by treating him as harshly as he once 
treated me." 

"My father had a right to ask for'his own," 
I broke out. "If you owed him the money and 
didn't pay it-^—" 

" I never told you I didn't pay it," says Mr. 
CUssold, as Coolly as ever. 

" WeU, if you did pay it/ ' I put in, «then, 
you didn't go to prison—and you have no cause 
of complaint now. My father wrongfed nobody; 
and I won't believe he ever wronged you. He 
was a just man in all his deaUngs; and whoever 
tells me to the contrary !" 

**Thiit vriU do," says Mr. CUssold, backing 
away to the cabin stau-s. " You seem to have 
not qdte got over your fever yet. I'U leave 
you to air yourself in the sea-breezes, Mr. 
Second Mate; and I'U receive your excuses 
when you are cool enough to make them." 

" It is a son's business to defend his father's 
character," I answered; " and, cool or hot, I'U 
leave the ship sooner than ask your pardon for 
doing my duty!" 

"You will leave the ship,** says the super
cargo, quietly going down into the cabin. " You 
will leave at the next port, if I have any interest 
with the captdn.'* 
. That Was how Mr. CUssold and I scraped 
acquaintance On the first day when we met to
gether 1 And as we began, so we went on to 
the end. But, though he persecuted me ih 
almost every othet way, he did not anger me 
again about father's affairs: he seemed to have 
dropped talking of thera at once and for ever. 
On my side I nevertheless bore in mind What 
he had said to me, and determined, if X got 
home safe, to go to the lawyer at Barnstaple 
who keeps father's old books and letters for Us, 
and see what idormation they might give oU 
the subjeet of Mr. Lawrence CUssold. Ij tUtf' 
self, had never heard his name m^htioned at 
home—father (as you know, Alfred) being al
ways close about business-matters, and mother 
never troubling him with idle questions about 
his affairs. But it was Ukely enough that he 
and Mr* CUssold might have been concerned 
in money-matters, in past years, and that Mt, 
CUssold might have tried to eheat him, and 
failed. 1 rather hoped it might prove to be 
so—for the trath is, the supeircargo provoked 
me past all endurance; and I hated him as 
heartUy as he hated me. 

All this whUe the ship was making such & 
speedy tbyage dovra the coast, that we begatl 
to think We were carrying back With uS the nn^ 
weather we had brought out. But, on nearing 
Cape Horn, the signs and tokens appeared 
which told us that OUr rUU of luck was at aU 
endi Dowh went thd barometer, lower did 
lower; and up got th6 wUidj iU the northerly 
quarter, higher and higher. This happened to* 
wards dghtfaU—and at daybreak next day, w6 
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found ourselves forced to lay-to. It blew dl 
that day and aU that night; towards noon the 
next day, it lulled a Uttle, and we made saU 
again. But at sunset, the heavens grew blacker 
than ever; and the wind returned upon us with 
double and treble fury. The Peravian was a 
fine stout roomy ship, but the unhandiest vessel 
at laying-to I ever sailed in. After taking tons 
of water on board and losing our best boat, we 
had nothing left for it but to turn taU, and scud 
for our Uves. For the next three days and 
nights we ran before the wind. The gale mo
derated more than once in that time ; but there 
was such a sea on, that we durstn't heave the 
ship to. From the beginning of the gde none 
of us officers had a chance of taking any ob
servations. We ody knew that the wind was 
driving us as hard as we codd go in a southerly 
direction, and that we were by this time hun
dreds of miles out of the ordinary course of 
ships in doubling the Cape. 

On the third night—or rather, I shodd say, 
early on the fourth morning—I went below, 
dead beat, to get a Uttle rest, leaving the vessel 
in charge of the captain and the first mate. 
The mght was then pitch-black—it was raining, 
hailing, and sleeting, all at once—and the Pe
ruvian was wdlowing in the frightful seas, as if 
she meant to roll tlie masts out of her. I 
tumbled into bed the instant my wet oUskins 
were off my back, and slept as only a man can 
who lays himself dovra dead beat. 

I was woke—how long afterwards I don't 
know—by being pitched clean out of my berth 
on to the cabin floor; and, at the same moment, 
I heard the crash of the ship's timbers, forward, 
which told me it was all over with us. 

Though braised and shaken by my faU, I was 
on deck directly. Before I had taken two steps 
forward, the Peruvian forged ahead on the send 
of the sea, svrang round a Uttle, and struck 
heavily at the bows for the second time. The 
shrouds of the foremast cracked one dter 
another, like pistol-shots; and the mast went 
overboard. I next felt our people go tearing 
past me, in the black darkness, to the lee-side 
of the vessel; and I knew that, in their last 
extremity, they were taking to the boats. I say 
I felt them go past me, because the roaring of 
the sea and the howling of the wind deafened 
me, on deck, as completely as the darkness 
blinded me. I myselt no more believed the 
boats woidd live in the sea, than I believed the 
ship wodd hold together on the reef—but, as 
the rest were runmng the risk, I made up my 
mind to run it with them. 

But before I foUowed the crew to leeward, I 
went below again for a minute—not to save 
money or clothes, for, vrith death staring me in 
the face, neither were of any account, now— 
but to get my little writing-case which mother 
had given me at parting. A curl of Margaret's 
hair was in the pocket inside it, vrith aU the 
letters she had sent me when I had been away 
on other voyages. If I saved anything I was 
resolved to save this—and if I oied, I wodd 
die with it about me. 

My locker was iammed with the wrenching 
of the ship, and haa to be broken open. I was, 
maybe, longer over this job than 1 myself sup
posed. At any rate, when I got on deck again 
with my case in my breast, it was useless calling, 
and useless groping about. The largest of the 
two boats, when I felt for it, was gone; and 
every sod on board was beyond a doubt gone 
with her. 

Before I had tune to think, I was thrown off 
my feet, by another sea coming on board, and a 
great heave of the vessel, which drove her 
farther over the reef, and canted the after-part 
of her up like the roof of a house. In that 
position the stern stuck, wedged fast into the 
rocks beneath, whUe the fore-part of the ship 
was all to pieces and down under water. If the 
after-part kept the place it was now jammed in, 
till daylight, there might be a chance— b̂ut if 
the sea wrenched it out from between the rocks, 
there was an end of me. After straining my 
eyes to discover if there was land beyond the 
reef, and seeing nothing but the flash of the 
breakers, like white fire in the darkness, I crawled 
below again to the shelter of the cabin stairs, 
and waited for death or daylight. 

As the morning hours wore on, the weather 
moderated agdn; and the after-part of the 
vessel, though shaken often, was not shaken 
out of its place. A little before dawn, the 
winds and the waves, though fierce enough stiU, 
dlowed me, at last, to hear something besides 
themselves. What I did hear, crouched up in 
my dark corner, was a heavy thumping and 
grinding, every now and then, against the side 
of the ship to vrindward. Day broke soon 
afterwards; and, when I climbed to the deck, 
I clawed my way up to windward first, to see 
what the noise was caused by. 

My first look over the bulwark showed me 
that it was caused by the boat which my un
fortunate brother-officers and the crew had 
launched and gone away in when tbe ship 
struck. The boat was bottom upwards, thump
ing against the ship's side on the lift of the sea. 
I wanted no second look at it to tell me that 
every mother's son of them was drowned. 

The mdn and mizen masts stiU stood. I got 
mto the mizen rigging, to look out next to 
leeward—and there, in the blessed dayUght, I 
saw a low, green, rocky Uttle island, lying away 
beyond the reef, barely a mUe distant from the 
ship! My life began to look of some smdl 
value to me again, when I saw land. I got 
higher up in the rigging to note how the cur
rent set, and where there might be a passage 
through the reef. The ship had driven over the 
rocks through the worst of the surf, and the sea 
between mjself and the island, though angry 
and broken in places, was not too high for a 
lost man like rae to venture on— p̂rovided I 
codd launch the last, and smallest, boat stiU 
left in the vessel. I noted carefdly the like
liest-looking channel for trymg the experiment, 
and then got dovra on deck again to see what I 
codd do, hrst of all, vrith the ooat. 

At the moment when my feet touched the 
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deck, I heard a dull knocking and bangingjust 
under them, in the region of the cabin. When 
the sound first reached my ears, I got such a 
shock of surprise that I codd neither move nor 
speak. It had never yet crossed my mind that 
a single sod was left in the vessel besides 
myself—but now, there was something in the 
knocking noise which started the hope in me 
that I was not alone. I shook myself up, and 
got down below directly. 

The noise came from inside one of the sleep
ing berths, on the far side of the main cabin; 
the door of which was jammed, no doubt, just 
as my locker had been jammed, by the wrench
ing of the ship. '* Who's there ?" I caUed out. 
A fdnt, muffled kind of voice answered some
thing through the air-grating in the upper part 
of the door. I got up on the overthrown cabin 
furniture; and, looking in through the treUis-
work of the grating, found myself face to face 
with the blue spectacles of Mr. Lawrence CUs
sold, looking out! 

God forgive me for thinking it—but there 
was not a man in the vessel I wouldn't sooner 
have found aUve in her than Mr. CUssold ! Of 
all that slup's company, we two, who were least 
friendly together, were the only two saved. 

I had a better chance of breaking out the 
jammed door from the main cabin, than he had 
from the berth inside; and in less than five 
minutes he was set free. I had smelt spirits 
already through the dr-grating—and now, when 
he ana I stood face to face, I saw what the 
smell meant. There was an open case of spirits 
by the bedside—two of the bottles out of it 
were lying broken on the floor—and Mr. CUs
sold was drunk. 

" What's the matter with the ship ?" says he, 
looking fierce, and speaking thick. 

" You shall see for yourself," says I. With 
which words I took hold of him, and pulled him 
after me up the cabin stdrs. I reckoned on the 
sight that wodd meet him, when he first looked 
over the deck, to sober his drunken brains—and 
I reckoned right: he fell on his knees, stock-
stiU and speechless as if he was turned to 
stone. 

I lashed him up safe to the cabin raU, and 
left it to the air to brin^ him round. He had, 
likely enough, been drmking in the sleeping 
berth for days together—for none of us, as I 
now remembered, liad seen him since the gale 
set in—and even if he had had sense enough to 
try to get out, or to caU for help, when the ship 
struck, he would not have made himself heard 
in the noise and confusion of that awfd time. 
But for the Idl in the weather, I shodd not 
have heard him myself, when he attempted to 
get free in the mornmg. Enemy of mine as he 
was, he had a pair of arms—and he was worth 
untold gold, in my situation, for that reason. 
With the help I could make lum ^ive me, there 
was no doubt now about launchuig the boat. 
In hdf an hour I had the means ready for 
trying the experiment; and Mr. CUssold was 
sober enough to see that his Ufe depended on his 
domg what I told hun. 

The sky looked an^ry stUl— t̂here was no 
opening anywhere—and the clouds were slowly 
banking up again to windward. The supercargo 
knew what I meant when I pointed that way, 
and worked with a will when I gave him the 
word. I had previously stowed away in the 
boat such stores of meat, biscuit, and fresh water 
as I codd readily lay hands on; together with a 
corapasB, a lantern, a few candles, and some 
boxes of matches in my pocket, to kindle Ught 
and fire with. At the last moment, I thought 
of a gun and some powder and shot. The 
powder and shot I found, and an old flint 
pocket-pistol in the captain's cabin —with 
which, for fear of wasting precious time, I was 
forced to be content. The pistol lay on the top 
of the medicine-chest—and I took that also, 
finding it handy, and not knowing but what it 
might be of use. Having made tnese prepara
tions, we launched the boat, down the steep of 
the deck, into the water over the forward part 
of the ship which was sunk. I took the oars, 
ordering Mr. CUssold to sit stUl in the stern-
sheets—and puUed for the island. 

It was neck or nothing with us more than 
once, before we were two hundred yards from 
the ship. LuckUy, the supercargo was used to 
boats; and muddled as he stiU was, he had 
sense enough to sit quiet. We found our way 
into the smooth channel which I had noted from 
the mizen rigging—after which, it was easy 
enough to get ashore. 

We landed on a Uttle sandy creek. From the 
time of our leaving the ship, the supercargo had 
not spoken a word to me, nor I to nim. I now 
told him to lend a hand in getting the stores out 
of the boat, and in helping me to carry them to 
the first sheltered place we codd find in shore 
on the island. He shook himself up vrith a 
sdky look at me, and did as I had bidden him. 
We found a little dip or deU in the ground, after 
getting up the low sides of the island, which 
was sheltered to vrindward—and here I left him 
to stow away the stores, while I walked farther 
on, to survey the place. 

According to the hasty judgment I formed at 
the time, t^e island was not a mUe across, aud 
not much more than three mUes round. I noted 
nothing in the way of food but a few wUd roots 
and vegetables, growing in ragged patches amidst 
the thick scrub which covered the place. There 
was not a tree on it anywhere; nor any Uving 
creatures; nor any signs of fresh water that I 
could see. Standing on the highest ground, I 
looked about anxiously for other islands that 
might be inhabited; there were none visible-— 
at least none in the hazy state of the heavens 
that morning. When I faUly discovered what 
a desert the place was; when I remembered 
how far it lay out of the track of ships; and 
when I thought of the small store of prorisions 
which we had brought with us, the doubt lest 
we might ody have changed the chance of death 
by drowning for the chance of death by starva
tion was so strong in me, that I determined to 
go back to the boat, vrith the desperate notion 
of making another trip to the vessel for vrater 



T 
^ IDeomiber U, I860,] / 

.UHI ^ 

T — "'*' 
A MESSAGE FROM THE SE^. [Coadaeted bf 

and food. I say desperate, because the clouds 
to wmd ward were banking up blacker and higher 
every minute, the vrind was freshening already, 
aud there was every sign of the storm coming 
On again wUder and fiercer than ever. 

Mr. CUssold, when I passed him on my way 
l)ack to the beach, had got the stores pretty 
tidy, covered vrith the tarpauUn which I had 
thrown over them m the bottom of the boat. 
Just as I looked dovra at him in the hollow, I 
saw him take a bottle of spUrits out of the pocket 
of his pUot-coat. He must have stowed the 
bottle away there, as I suppose, whUe I was 
breakmg open the door of his berth. " You'U 
be drovraed, and I shaU have double aUowance 
to live upon here," was aU he sdd to me, when 
he heard I was going back to the ship. " Yes! 
did die, in your turn, when you've got through 
it," says I, going away to the boat. It's shock
ing to think of now—but we couldn't be civU to 
each other, even on the first day when we were 
wrecked together! 

Having preriously stripped to my trousers, in 
case of accident, I now pulled out. On getting 
from the channel into the broken water agdn, I 
looked over my shoulder to windward, and saw 
that I was too late. It was coming!—the ship 
was hidden dready in the horrible haze of it. I 
got the boat's head round to puU back—and I 
did puU back, just inside the opening in the reef 
which made the mouth of the channel—when 
the storm came dovra on me Uke death and 
judgment. The boat filled in an instant; and I 
was tossed head over heels into the water. The 
sea, which burst into raging surf upon the rocks 
on either side, rushed in one great roller up the 
deep channer between them, and took me with 
it. If the undertow, afterwards, had lasted for 
half a minute, I should have been carried into 
the white water, and lost. But a second roller 
foUowed the first, almost on the instant, and 
swept me right up on the beach. I had just 
strength enough to dig my arms and legs weU 
into the wet sand; and though I was taken back 
with the backward shift of it, I was not taken 
into deep water agdn. Before the third roller 
came, I was out of its reach, and was down in a 
fort of swoon, on the dry sand. 

When I got back to the hoUow, in shore, where 
X had left my clothes under shelter with the 
stores, I found Mr. CUssold snugly crouched 
up, in the driest place, with the tarpadin to 
cover hUn. " Oh!" says he, in a state of great 
surprise, "you're not drowned?" "No," says 
I ; "you won't get your double dlowance, after 
aU." " How much shaU I get ?" says he, rousing 
up and looking anxious. " Your fair half share 
of what is here," I answered him. " And how 
long wUl that last me ?" says he. " The food, 
if you have sense enough to eke it out vrith what 
you may fiind in this miserable place, barely three 
weeks," says I ; " and the water (if you ever 
drink any) about a fortmght." At hearing that, 
he took the bottle out of iUs pocket again, and 
put it to his Ups. "I 'm cold to the bones," 
i^ys I, frowning at him for a drop. " And I'm 
Wĵ m to the marrow>" says he, chuckUng, and 

handing me the bottle empty. I pitched it 
away at once—or the temptation to break it 
over his head might have been too much for me 
—I pitched it away, and looked into the medi
cine-chest, to see if there was a drop of pepper* 
mint, or anything comforting of that sort, inside. 
Only three physic bottles were left in it, aU 
three bein^ neatly tied over with oUskin. One 
of them held a strong white Uquor, smelling like 
hartshorn. The other two were filled wî h stuff 
in powder, having the names in printed gib
berish, pasted outside. Ou looking a little closer, 
I found, under some broken divisions of the 
chest, a smaU flask covered with vricker-work. 
"Ginger-Brandy" was written with pen and 
ink on the wicker-work, and the flask was full! 
I think that blessed discovery saved me from 
shivering myself to pieces. After a pull at the 
flask which made a new man of me, I put it 
away in my inside breast-pocket; Mr. Clissold 
watching me vrith greedy eyes, but saying 
nothing. 

All this while, the rain was rushing, the wiud 
roaring, and the sea crashing, as if Noah's Flood 
had come again. I sat close against the super
cargo, because he was in the diriest place; and 
pulled my fair share of the tarpaulin away from 
him, whether he liked it or not. He by no 
means Uked it; being in that sort of half-
drunken, half-sober state (after finishing his 
bottle), in which a man's temper is most easily 
upset by trifles. The upset of his temper showed 
itself in the way of small ag'gravations—of which 
I took no notice, till he suddenly bethought him
self of angering me by going back again to that 
dispute about father, which had bred ill-blood 
between us, on the day when we first saw each 
other. If he had been a younger man, I am 
afraid I should have stopped him by a punch oa 
the head. As it was, considering his age and 
the shame of this quarreUing betwixt us wheu 
we were both cast away together, I ody warned 
him that I might punch his head, if he went on. 
It did just as well—and I'm glad now to think 
that it did. 

We were huddled so close together, that when 
he coiled himself up to sleep (with a growl), 
and when he did go to sleep (with a grunt), he 
growled and grunted into my ear. His rest, 
like the rest of aU the regular drunkards I have 
ever met with, was broken. He ground his 
teeth, and tdked in his sleep. Among the words 
he mumbled to himself, I heard as plain as could 
be father's name. This vexed, but did not sur
prise me, seeing that he had been talking of 
father before he dropped off. But when 1 made 
out next, among his mutterings and mumblings, 
the words " five hundred pound," spoken over 
and over again, with father's name, now before, 
now after, now mixed in dong with them, I got 
curious, and Ustened for more. My listening 
(and, serve me right, you wiU say) came to no
thing : he certaidy tdked on, but I couldn't 
make out a word more that he sdd. ^ 

When he woke up, I told him plainly he had 
been talking in his sleep—and mightily taken 
aback he looked when he first heard it. " ^h^ 

-i:v_--.-:»^.--^-i^jL. v » . . . v >.i - — 

wm mfi 



Cbarlet Diekeaj.] A MESSAGE FROM THE SEA. [December 13, 1880.] 3 9 

about ?" says he. I made answer, "My father, 
^id five hundred pound; and how do you come 
to couple thera together, I shodd like to know ?" 
" I coddn't have coupled them," says he, in a 
great hurry—"what do I know about it? I 
don't beUeve a man Uke your father ever had 
such a sum of nioney as that, in dl his life." 
"Don't you?" says I, feeUng the aggravation of 
him, in spite of myself; " I can just teU you my 
father had such a sum when he was no older a 
man than I am—and saved it—and left it for a 
provision, in his wUl, to my mother, who has 
got it now—and, I say again, how came a 
stranger like you to be talking of it in your 
deep ?" At hearing this, he went about on the 
other tack durectly. " Was that dl your father 
left, after his debts were pdd ?" says ne. " Are 
you very curious to know ?" says I. He took 
no notice—^he ody persisted with his question. 
" Was it just five hundred pound, no more and 
no less ?'* says he. " Suppose it was," says I ; 
"what then?" "Oh, nothmg?" says he, and 
tums sharp round from me, and chuckles to 
himself. ^'You're drank!" says I. "Yes/' 
gays he; "that's it—stick to that^-I'm drunk" 
—and he chuckles agam. Try as I might, and 
threaten as I might, not another word on the 
matter of the five hundred pound codd I get 
from him. I bore it weU in mind, though, for 
aU that—it being one of my dow ways, not easily 
to forget anythmg that has once surprised me, 
and not to give up retuming to it over and over 
again, as time and occasion may serve for the 
purpose. 

The hours worê  on, and the storm raged on. 
We had our hdf rations of food, when hunger 
took us (I being much the hungrier of the two); 
and slept, and grumbled, and quarrelled the 
weary time out somehow. Towards dusk the 
vrind lessened; and, when I got up, out of the 
hollow to look out, there was a faint watery 
break in the western heavens. At times, through 
the watches of the long ni^ht, the stars showed 
in patches for a Uttle while, through the rents 
that opened and closed by fits in the black sky. 
When I fell adeep towards the davraing, the 
wind had faUen to a moan, though the sea, slower 
to go down, sounded as loud as ever. From 
what I codd make of the weather, the storm 
had, by that time, as good as blown itself out. 

1 had been wise enough (knowing who was 
near me) to lay myself down, whenever I slept, 
on the side of me which was next to the fiask 
of ginger-brandy, stowed away in my breast
pocket. When I woke at sunrise, it was the 
supercargo's hand that roused me up, tryin» to 
sted my flask whUe I was asleep. I roUed nim 
over headlong among the stores—out of which I 
had the humamty to pdl hun again, vrith my 
own hands. 

" r u teUyou what,'* says I, "if us two keep 
company any longer, we shan't get on smootdy 
together. You're the oldest man—and you stop 
here, where we know there is shelter. We will 
divide the stores fairly, and I'U go and shift for 
myself at the other end of the island. Do you 
agree to that r*. 

"Yes," says he; "and the sooner the 
better/* 

I left him for a minute, and went away to look 
out on the reef that had wrecked us. The 
splinters of the Perarian, scattered broadcast 
over the beach, or tossing up and down darkly, 
far out in the white surf, were aU that remained 
to teU of the ship. I don't deny that my heart 
sank, when I looked at the place where she 
strack, and saw nothmg before me but sea and 
sky. 

But what was the use of standing and look
ing ? It was a ded better to rouse myself by 
doing something. I returned to Mr. Clissold— 
and then and there dirided the stores into two 
equd parts, including everything down to the 
matches in my pocket. Of these parts I gave 
him first choice. I dso left him the whole of 
the tarpaulin to himself—keeping in my own 
possession the medicine-chest, and the pistol; 
which last I loaded with powder and snot, m 
case any sea-birds might fly within reach. When 
the division was made, and when I had moved 
my part out of Ms way and out of his sight, I 
thought it unciril to bear maUce any longer, now 
that we had agreed to separate. We were cast 
away on a desert island, and we had death, as 
well as I codd see, vrithin about three weeks' 
haU of us— b̂ut that was no reason for not 
making things reasonably pleasant as long as 
we could. I was some time (in consequence of 
my naturd slowness where matters of seafaring 
duty don't happen to be concemed^ before 1 
came to this conclusion. When I did oome to 
it, I acted on it. 

" Shake hands, before parting," I sdd, sdt-
ing the action to the word. 

"No!" says he; " I don't Uke you." 
"Please yourself/* says I—and so we parted. 
Turning my back on the west, which was his 

territory according to agreement, I walked away 
towards the south-east, where the sides of the 
island rose highest. Here I found a sort of half 
rift, half cavern, in the rocky banks, which looked 
as Ukely a place as any other—and to this re
fuge I moved my share of the stores. I thatched 
it over as weU as I codd with scrab, and heaped 
up some loose stones at the mouth of it. At 
home in England, I shodd have been ashamed 
to put my dog in such a place—but when a 
man beUeves his days to be numbered, he is not 
over-particular about his lodgings, and I was 
not over-particular about mine. 

When ray work was done, the heavens were 
fdr, the sun was shidng, and it was long past 
noon. I went up again to the high ground, to 
see what I codd make out in the new dearness 
of the air. North, east, and west there was 
nothmg but sea and sky—but, south, I now saw 
l^d. It was high, and looked to be a matter 
of seven or eight mUes off. Island, or not, it 
must have been ô  s. good size for me to see it 
as I did. Known or not known to mariners, it 
was certainly big enough to have Uving creatures 
on it—animds or men, or both. If I had not 
lost the boat ui ray second attempt to reach the 
vessel, we m^ht have easUy got to it, But 
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situated as we were now, vrith no wood to make 
a boat of but the scattered spUnters from the 
ship, and with no tools to use even that much, 
there might just as well have been no land in 
sight at aU, so far as we were concemed. The 
poor hope of a ship coming our road, was still 
the only hope left. To give us aU the little 
chance we might get that way, I now looked 
about on the beach for the longest morsel of a 
wrecked spar that I could find; planted it on 
the high ground; and rigged up to it the one 
shirt I had on my back for a signd. WhUe 
coming and going on this job, I noted vrith 
great joy that ram water enough lay in the 
hollows of the rocks above the sea line, to save 
our small store of fresh water for a week at 
least. Thinking it only fair to the supercargo 
to let him know what I had found out, I went 
to his territories, after setting up the morsel of 
a spar, and discreetly shouted my UCM'S down to 
hira without showing myself. " Keep to your 
own side!" was aU the thanks I got for this 
piece of civUity. I went back to my ovra side 
immediately, and crawled into my little cavern, 
quite content to be done. On that first night, 
strange as it seems now, I once or twice nearly 
caught myself feeling happy at the thought of 
being rid of Mr. Lawrence Clissold. 

According to my calcdations—which were 
made by tying a fresh knot every mormng in a 
piece of marline—we two men were just a week, 
each on his own side of the island, without 
seeing or communicating, anyhow, with one 
another. The first half of the week, I had 
enough to do with cudgelling my brains for a 
means of helping ourselves, to keep my nund 
steady. 

I thought first of picking up aU the longest 
bits of spars that had been cast ashore, lashing 
them together with ropes twisted out of the 
long grass on the island, and trusting to raft-
navigation to get to that high land away in the 
south. But when I lookea among the spars, 
there were not half a dozen of them left whole 
enough for the purpose. And even if there 
had oeen more, the short dlowance of food 
would not have given me time sufficient, or 
strength sufficient, to gather the grass, to twist 
it into ropes, and to lash a raft together big 
enough and strong enough for us two men. 
There was nothing to be done, but to give up 
this notion—and I gave it up. The next 
chance I thought of was to keep a fire buming 
on the shore eveiy dght, with the wood of the 
wreck, in case vessels at sea might notice it, 
on one side—or the people of the high land in 
the south (if the distance was not too great) 
might notice it, on the other. There was sense 
in this notion, and it codd be turned to account 
the moment the wood was dry enough to burn. 
The wood got dry enough before the week was 
out. Whether it was the end of the stormy season 
in those latitudes, or whether it was ody the 
shifting of the wind to the west, I don't know— 
but now, day after day, the heavens were clear 
and the sun shone scorching hot. The scrub 
on the island (which was of no great account) 

dried up—but the fresh water in the hoUows of 
the rocks (which was, on the other hand, a 
serious business) dried up too. Troubles seldom 
come done; and on the day when I made this 
discovery, I dso found out that I had calculated 
wrong aoout the food. Eke it out as I might, 
with scurvy grass and roots, there would not be 
above eight days more of it left when the first 
week was past—and, as for the freshwater, 
hdf a pint a day, udess more rain feU, wodd 
leave me at the end of my store, as nearly as I 
could guess, about the same time. ' 

This was a bad look-out—but I don't think 
the prospect of it upset me in my mind, so much 
as tne having nothing to do. Except for the 
gathering of the wood, and the Ughtin* of the 
signal-fire, every night, I had no work at aU, 
towards the end of the week, to keep me steady. 
I checked myself in thinking much about home, 
for fear of losing heart, and not holding out to 
the last, as became a man. For the same reasons 
I likewise kept my mind from raising hopes of 
help in me which were not likely to come trae. 
What else was there to think about ? Nothing 
but the man on the other side of the island— 
and be hanged to him! 

I thought about those words I heard him say 
in his sleep; I thought about how he was 
getting on by himself; how he liked nothing 
but water to drink, and little enough of that; 
how he was eking out his food; whether he 
slept much or not; whether he saw the smoke 
of my fire at night, or not; whether he held up 
better or worse than I did; whether he wodd 
be glad to see me, if I went to him to make it 
up; whether he or I would die first; whether 
if it was mc, he would do for me, what I would 
have done for him—namely, bury him, vrith the 
last strength I had left. All these things, and 
lots more, kept coming and going in my mind, 
tUl I could stand it no longer. On the moming 
of the eighth day, I roused up to go to his terri
tories, feeling it would do me good to see him 
and hear him, even if we quarrelled again the 
instant we set eyes on each other. 

I climbed up to the grassy ground—and, 
when I got there, what Siould I see but the 
supercargo himself, coming to my territories, 
and wandering up and down in the scrub 
through not knowing where to find them! 

I t almost knocked me over, wben we met, 
the man was changed so. He looked eighty 
years old; the little flesh he had on his mise
rable face hung baggy; his blue spectacles had 
dropped down on his nose, and his eyes showed 
over them wild and red-rimmed; his lips were 
black, his legs staggered under him. He 
came up to me with his eyes aU of a glare, 
and put both his hands on my breast, just over 
the pocket in which I kept that flask of ginger-
brandy which he had tried to steal from me. 

" Have you got any of it left ?" says he, in a 
whisper. 

" About two mouthfuls," says I. 
"Give us one of them, for God's sake," 

says he. 
Giving him one of those mouthfds was just 
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about equd to giving him a day of my Ufe. In 
the case of a man I liked, I wodd not have 
thought twice about giring it. In the case of 
Mr. CUssold, I did think twice. I wodd have 
been a better Christian, if I codd—but just 
then, I coddn't. 

He thought I was going to say. No. His 
eyes got cunmng directly. He reached his 
hands to ray shodders, and whispered these 
words in my ear : 

"I 'U tell you what I know about the five 
hundred pound, if you'U give me a drop." 

I determined to give it to him, and puUed out 
the fiask. I took his hand, and poured the drop 
into the hoUow of it, and held it for a moment. 

"TeU me first," I sdd, "aud drink after
wards." 

He looked all round him, as if he thought 
there were people on the island to hear us. 
"Hush!" he said; "let 's whisper about-it." 
The next question and answer that passed be
tween us, was loudet than before on my side, 
and softer than ever on his. This was the ques
tion: 

" What do you know about the five hundred 
pound?" 

And this was the answer: 
"It's Stolen Money!" ^ 
My hand dropped away from his, as if he had 

shot me. He instantly fastened on the drop of 
Uquor in the hoUow of his hand, like a hungry 
vrild beast on a bone, and then looked up for 
more. Something in my face (God knows what) 
seemed suddenly to frighten him out of his Ufe. 
Before I could stir a step, or get a word out, 
down he dropped on his knees, whining and 
whimpering in the high grass at my feet. 

"Don't kUl me!" says he; " I 'm dying—PU 
think of my poor sod. I'U repent while there's 
time " 

Beginning in that way, he maundered awfdly, 
grovelling down in the grass; asking me every 
other minute for " a <frop more, and a drop 
more;" and talking as if he thought we were 
both in England. Out of his wanderings, his 
beseechings for another drop, and his miserable 
beggar's-petitions for his "poor soul," I ga
thered together these words—the same which I 
wrote down on the morsel of paper, and of 
which nine parts out of ten are now rubbed off! 

The first I made out—though not the first he 
sdd—^was that some one, whom he spoke of as 
** the old man," was aUve ; and " Lanrean" was 
the place he Uved in. I was to go there, and 
ask, among the old men, for " Tregarthen " 

(At the mention by me of the name of Tre
garthen, my brother, to my great surprise, 
stopped me with a start; made me say the name 
over more than once; and then, for the first time, 
told me of the trouble about his sweetheart and 
his marriage. We waited a little to tdk that 
matter over; after whicli, I went on again with 
my story, in these words:) 

WeU, as I made out from Clissold's wander
ings, 1 was to go to Lanrean, to ask among the 
old men for Tregarthen, and to say to Tre
garthen, " Clissold, was the man. Clissold bore 

no malice: Clissold repented Uke a Christian, 
for the sake of his poor soul." No! I was 
to say something else to Tregarthen. I viras to 
say, " Look among the books; look at the led you 
know of, and see for yourself it's not the right 
leaf to be there." No! I was to say something 
else to Tregarthen. I was to say, " The right 
leaf is hidden, not burnt. CUssold had time for 
^everything else, but no time to burn that leaf. 
Tregarthen came in when he had got the candle 
lit to bum it. There was just time to let it 
drop from under his hand into the great crack 
in the desk, and then he was ordered abroad 
by the House, and there was no chance of doing 
more." No! I was to say none of these things 
to Tregarthen. Ody this, instead : —" Look in 
Clifisold's Desk—and, if you blame anybody, 
blame miser Raybrock for driving him to it." 
And, oh, another drop—for the Lord's sake, 
give him another drop! 

So he went on, over and over again, tUl I 
found voice enougli to speak, and stop him. 

" Get up, and go 1" I said to the miserable 
wretch. " Get back to your own side of the 
island, or I may do you a mischief, in spite of 
my own self." 

" Give me the other drop, and I will"—^was 
dl the answer I could get from him. 

I threw him the fiask. He pounced upon it 
with a howl. I tumed my back—for I could look 
at him no longer—and climbed down again to 
my cavern on the beach. 

I sat down done on the sand, and tried to 
quiet myself fit to think about what I had heard. 
That father could ever have wUfuUy done any
thing unbecoming his character as an honest 
man, was what I woddn't beUeve, in the first 
place. And that the wretched brute I had just 
parted from was in his right senses, was what I 
woddn't beUeve, in the second place. What I 
had myself seen of drinkers, at sea and ashore, 
helped me to understand the condition into 
which he had faUem I knew that when a man 
who has been a drunkard for years, is suddedy 
cut off his drink, he drops to pieces Uke, body 
and mind, for the want of it. I had also heard 
ship-doctors talk, by some name of their ovra, of 
a drink-madness, which we ignorant men caU 
the Horrors. And I made it out, easy enough, 
that I had seen the supercargo in the first of 
these conditions; and that if we both Uved long 
enough vrithout help coming to us, I might soon 
see him in the second. But when I tried to get 
farther, knd settle how much of what I had 
heard was wanderings and how much truth, and 
what it meant if any of it was trath, my slow
ness got in my way again; and where a quicker 
man might have made up his mind in an hour 
or two, I was aU day, in sore distress, making 
up mine. The upshot of what I settled vrith 
myself was, in two words, this:—Having 
mother's writing-case handy about me, I deter
mined first to set down for my own self's re
minder, d l that I had heard. Second, to clear 
the matter up if ever I got back to England 
alive; and, if wrong had been done to that old 
man, or to anybody else, iu father's name (with* 
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out father's knowledge), to make restoration for 
his sake. 

AU that day I neither saw nor heard more of 
the supercargo. I passed a miserable night of 
it, after writmg my memorandura, fighting vrith 
my loneUness and my ovra thoughts. Tne re
membrance of those words in father's wiU, saying 
that the five hundred pound was money whicn he 
had once run a risk with, kept putting into my 
inind suspicions I was ashamed of. When day
light came, I dmost felt as if I was going to 
have the Horrors too, and got up to walk them 
off, if possible, in the mormng air. 

I kept on the northem side of the island, 
walking backwards and forwards for an hour or 
more. Then I returned to my cavem; and the 
first thing I saw, on getting near it, was other 
footsteps than mine marked on the sand. I sus-
)ected at once that the supercargo had been 

lurking about watching me, instead of going 
)ack to his own side; and that, in my absence, 

he had been at his thieving tricks again. 
The stores were what I looked at first. The 

food he had not touched ; but the water he had 
either drunk or wasted—there was not half a 
pint of it left. The medicine-chest was open, 
and the bottle with the hartshom was gone. 
When I looked next for the pistol, which I had 
loaded with powder and shot for the chance of 
bird-shooting that never came, the pistol was 
gone too. After making this last discovery, 
there was but one thing to be done—namely— 
to find out where he was, and to take the pistol 
away from him. 

I set off to search first on the westem side. 
It was a beautifd clear, calm, sunshiny mom
ing ; and as I crossed the island, looking out on 
my left hand and my right, I stopped on a 
Sudden, vrith my heart in my mouth, as the 
saying is. Something caught my eye, far out at 
sea, m the north-west. I lookea again—and 
there, as trae as the heavens above me, I saw 
a ship, with the sunlight on her topsaUs, hdl 
down, on the water-lme in the offing! 

AU thought of the errand I was bent on, went 
out of my mind in an instant. I ran as fast 
as my weak legs wodd carry me to the northern 
beach; gathered up the broken wood which was 
still lying there plentifuUy, and, with the help 
of the d^ scrub, lit the largest fire I had made 
yet. This was the only signal it was in my 
power to make that there were men on the 
island. ITie fire, in the bright dayUght, would 
never be visible to the ship; but the smoke 
curling up frora it, in the clear sky, might be 
seen, if they had a look-out at the mast-head. 

WhUe I was stUl feeding the fire, and so 
wrapped up in doing it, that I had neither eyes 
nor ears for anything else, I heard the super
cargo's voice on a sudden at my back. He nad 
stolen on me along the sand. When I faced 
him, he was swinging his arms about in the dr, 
«id saying to himself over and over again, " I 
see the ship! I see the ship !'* 

After a Uttle, he came close* up to me. By 
the look of him, he had been drinking the harts
horn, and it had strung him up a bit, body and 

mind, for the time. He kept his right hand 
behind him, as if he was hiding something. I 
suspected that " somethmg " to be the pistol I 
was in search of. 

" WUl the ship come here ?" says he. 
" Yes, if they see the smoke," says Î  keeping 

my eye on him. 
He wdted a bit, frovraing suspiciously, and 

looking hard at me aU the time. 
"What did I say to you yesterday?" he 

asked. 
" What I have got written dovra here," I 

made answer, smacking my hand over the 
writing-case in my breast-pocket; "and what 
I mean to put to tne proof, if the ship sees us 
and we get back to England." 

He whipped his right hand round from behind 
him, Uke lightdng; and snapped the pistol at 
rae. It missed fire. I wrenched it from him 
in a moment, and was just within one hair's 
breadth of knocking him on the head with the 
butt-end, afterwards. I lifted my hand—then 
thought better, and droppe ̂^ it again. 

" No," says I, fixing my ej as on him steadUy; 
" I'll wdt till the ship finds us." 

He slunk away from me; and, as he slunk, 
looked hard mto the fire. He stopped a minute 
so, thinking to himself—then he looked back at 
me again, with some mad mischief in him, that 
twinkled through his blue spectacles, and grinned 
on his dry black lips. 

" The ship shall never find you,** he sdd. 
With which words, he tumed himself about 
towards his ovra side of the island, and left me. 

He ody meant that saying to be a threat*-
but, bird of Ul-omen that he was, it tumed out 
as good as a prophecy 1 AU my hard work with 
the fire proved work in vain; aU hope was 
quenched in me, long before the embers I had 
set Ught to were bumt out. Whether the smoke 
was seen or not from the vessel, is more than I 
can teU. I only know that she fiUed away on 
the other tack, not ten minutes after the supers 
cargo left me. In less than an hour's time th6 
last glimpse of the bright topsaUs had vanished 
out of view. 

I went back to my cavem—which was now 
likeUer than ever to be my grave as weU. In 
that hot climate, with aU the moisture on th^ 
island dried up, with not quite so much as a 
tumbler-fdl of fresh water left, with my strength 
wasted by Uving on half-rations of food—two 
days more at most would See me out. It was 
hard enough for a man at my age, with all that 
I had left at home to make life precious, to die 
such a death as was now before me. It was 
harder stUl to have the sting of death sharpened 
—as I felt it, then—by what had iust happened 
between the supercargo and myself. There was 
no hope, now, that his wanderings, the day be
fore, had more falsehood than truth m them. 
The secret he had let out was plaidy trae enough 
and serious enough to have scared him into at
tempting my Ufe, rather than let me keep pos
session of it, when there was a chance of the 
ship rescuing us. That secret had father's good 
name mixed up with it—and here was I, mstead 
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6f clearing the villanous darkness from off of 
it, carrymg it vrith me, black as ever, into my 
grave. 

It was out of the horror I felt at domg that, 
and out of theyeaming of my heart towanis you, 
Alfred, when 1 thought of it, that the notion 
came to comfort me of writmg the Message at 
the top of the paper, and of committing it m the 
bottle to the sea. Drovraing men, they say, 
catch at straws—and the straw of comfort I 
caught at was the one chance in ten thousand, 
that the Message might float tiU it was picked 
Up, and that it might reach you. My mind 
might, or might not, have been faiUng me, by 
this time—but it is trae, either way, that I did 
feel comforted when I had emptied one of the 
two bottles left in the medicine-chest, had put 
the paper inside, had tied the stopper carefully 
over with the oilskin, and had laid the whole by 
in my pocket, ready, when I felt my time coming, 
to drop into the sea. I was rid of the secret, I 
thought to myself; and, if it pleased God, I was 
rid of it, Alfred, to you. 

The day waned; and the sun set, all cloud
less and golden, in a dead calm. There was not 
a ripple anywhere on the long oUy heaving of 

• the sea. Before dght came I strengthened 
myself with a better meal than usud, as to food 
—for where was the use of keeping meat and 
biscuit when I had not water enough to last 
dong with them ? When the stars came out 
and the moon rose, I gathered the Wood to
gether and Ut the signd-fire, according to 
custom, on the beach outside my cavem. I had 
no hope from it—^but the fire was company to 
me: the lookmg into it qdeted my thoughts, 
ahd the crackling of it was a relief in the sUence. 
I _^on't know why it was, but the breathless 
stiUneSs of that mght had something awfd in it, 
and went near to frightening me. 

The moon got high in the heavens, and the 
Ught of her lay aU in a flood on the sand before 
mfe, on the rocks that jutted out from it, and 
on the calm sea beyond. I was thinking of 
Margaret—wondering if the moon was shining 
on our Uttle bay at Steepways, and if she was 
looking at it too—when I saw a man's shadow 
lited over the white of the sand. He was lurk
ing near me again! In a minute, he came into 
view. The moonshine gUnted on his blue spec
tacles, and glimmered on his bdd head. He 
stooped as he passed by the rocks and looked 
about for a loose stone: he found a large one, 
and came strdght vrith it on tiptoe, up to the 
fire. I showed myself to him on a sudden, in 
the red of the flame, vrith the pistol in my 
hand. He dropped the stone, and shrank back, 
ht the sight of it. When he was close to the 
sea, he stopped, and screamed out at me, " The 
ship's conung! The ship's coming! The ship 
shdl never find you!" That notion of the 
ship, and that other notion of killing me before 
help came to us, seemed never to have left 
him. When he tumed, and went back by the 
Way he hxA come, he was stiU shouting out 
those same words. For a quarter of an hour 
,or more, I heard him, tiU the sUence swaUowed 

up his rarings, and led me back agaui to my 
thoughts of home. 

Those thoughts kept vrith me, tiU the moon 
Was on the wane. It was darker now, and stiUer 
than ever. I had not fed the signd-fire for half 
an hour or more, and had roused myself up, at 
the mouth of the cavem, to do it, when I saw 
the dyin^ gleams of moonshine over the sea on 
either side of me change colour, and tum red. 
Black shadowTS, as from low-flying clouds, swept 
after each other over the deepedng redness. 
The air grew hot—a sound came nearer and 
nearer, from above me and behind me, like the 
rash of wind and the rOar of water, both toge
ther, and both far off. I ran out on to the sand, 
and looked back. The island was on fire! 
, On fire at the point of it opposite to me—on 

fire in one great sheet of flame that stretched 
right across the island, and bore down on me 
steadily before the light westerly wind which 
was blowing at the time. Only one hand codd 
have kindled that terrible flame—the hand of 
the lost wretch who had left me, with the mad 
threat on his Ups and the murderous notion 
of buming me out of my refuge, working in his 
crazy brain. On his side of the island (where 
the fire had begun), the dry grass and scrub grew 
all round the Uttle hoUow in the earth which I 
had left to him for his place of refuge. If he 
had had a thousand Uves to lose, he wodd 
have lost that thousand already! 

Having nothing to feed on but the dry scrab, 
the flame swept forward with such a frightful 
swiftness, that I had barely time, dter master-
ing my oW scattered sensed, to t im back into 
the cavern to get my last drink of water and my 
last mouthful of food, before I heard the fiery 
scorch crackling over the thatched-roof wdch 
my own hands had raised. I ran across the 
beach to the spur of rock which jutted out into 
the sea, and there crouched down on the farthest 
edge I codd reach to. There was nothing for 
the fire to lay hold of between me and the top 
of the island-bank. I was far enough away to 
be out of the Uck of the flames, and low enough 
dovra to get air under the sweep of the smoke. 
You may weU wonder why, vrith death by starva
tion threatening me close at hand, I shodd have 
schemed and struggled as I did, to save myself 
from a quicker death by suffocation in the smoke. 
I can only answer to that, that I wonder too—^ 
but so it was. 

The flames eat their way to the edge of thd 
bank, and lapped over it as if they longed tO 
lick me up. The heat scorched nearer than I 
had thought, and the smoke poured lower and 
tlucker. I lay down sick and weak on the rockj 
vrith my face close over the cdm cool wate^. 
When 1 ventured to lift myself up again, the 
top of the island was of a raby red, the smoke 
rose slowly in Uttle streams, and the dr above 
was qmvermg vrith the heat. WhUe I looked 
at it, I felt a kind of surging and sinking in my 
head, and a deadly fdntness and coldness crept 
aU over me. I took the bottle that held the 
Message firom my pocket, and dropped it into 
the sea—then crawled a Uttle way back oveir 
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the rocks, and feU forward on them before I 
codd get as far as the sand. The last I re
member was trying to say my prayers—losing 
the words—^losing ray sight—losing the sense 
of where I was— l̂osing everything. 

The day was breaking agdn, when I was roused 
up by feeling rough hands on me. Naked 
savages—some on the rocks, some in the water, 
some in two long canoes—were clamouring and 
crowding about on aU sides. They bound me, 
and took me off at once to one of the canoes. 
The other kept company—and both were paddled 
back to that high land which I had seen in the 
south. Death had passed me by once more— 
and Captivity had come in its place. 

The story of my life among the savages, having 
no concem with the matter now in hand, maybe 
passed by here in few words. They had seen the 
nre on the island; and paddling over to recon
noitre, had fomid me. Not one of them had ever 
set eyes on a white man before. I was taken away 
to be shown about among them for a curiosity. 
When they were tired of showing me, they 
spared my Ufe, finding my knowledge ana 
general handiness as a civilised man useful to 
them in various ways. I lost aU count of time 
in my captivity—and can only guess now that it 
lasted more than one year and less than two. I 
made two attempts to escape, each time in a 
canoe, and was bdked in both. Nobody at 
home in England would ever, as I believe, have 
seen me again, if an outward-bound vessel had 
not touched at the little desert island for fresh 
water. Finding none there, she came on to the ter
ritory of the savages (which was an island too). 
When they took me on board, I looked little 
better than a savage myself, and could hardly 
talk my own language. By the help of the kind
ness shown to me, I was right again by the time 
we spoke the first ship homeward-bound. To 
that vessel I was transferred; and, in her, I 
worked my passage back to Falmouth. 

CHAPTER V. THE EESTITIJTION. 

CAPTAIN JORGAN, up and out betimes, had 
put the whole village of Lanrean under an 
amicable cross-examination, and was returning 
to the King Arthur's Arms to breakfast, none 
the wiser for his trouble, when he beheld the 
young fisherman advancing to meet hira, ac
companied by a stranger. A glance at this 
stranger, assured the captain that he codd be 
no other than the Sedaring Man; and the captain 
was about to hdl him as a fellow-craftsman, 
when the two stood stUl and silent before the 
captain, and the captain stood stiU sUent, and 
wondering before them. _ , 

" Why, what's this!" cried the captain, when 
at last he broke the sUence. " You two are 
alike. You two are much alike! What's this!" 

Not a word was answered on the other side, 
uutU after the seafaring brother had got hold of 
the captain's right hand, and the fisherman bro
ther had got hold of the captdn's left hand; and 
if ever the captain had had his fiU of hand
shaking, from his burth to that hour, .he had it 

then. And presently up and spoke the two 
brothers, one at a time, two at a time, two 
dozen at a time for the bewUderment into which 
they plunged the captam, untU he gradually had 
Hugh Raybrock's deliverance made clear to him, 
and dso unravelled the fact that the person 
referred to in the half-obUterated paper, was 
Tregarthen himself. 

"Formerly, dear Captain Jorgan," said Alfred, 
" of Lanrean, you recollect P Kitty and her father 
came to Uve at Steepways, after Hugh shipped 
on his last voyage." 

"Ay, ay!" cried the captain, fetchinff a 
breath. "Now you have me in tow. Then 
your brother here, don't know his sister-in-law 
that is to be, so much as by name ?" 

" Never saw her; never heard of her!" 
" Ay, ay, ay!" cried the captain, " Why, 

then we every one go back together—^paper, 
writer, and all—and take Tregarthen into the 
secret we kept from him ?" 

" Surely," said Alfred, "we can't help it 
now. We must go through with our duty." 

" Not a doubt," returned the captain. " Give 
me an arm apiece, and let us set this ship-shape." 

So, walking up and down in the shrill vrind 
on the wUd moor, while the neglected breakfast 
cooled within, the captain and the brothers 
settled their course of action. 

It was, that they shodd d l proceed by the 
quickest means they codd secure, to Barnstaple, 
and there look over the father's books and 
papers in the lawyer's keeping: as Hugh had 
proposed to hunself io do, if ever he reached 
home. That, edightened or unenlightened, they 
should then return to Steepways and go straight 
to Mr. Tregarthen, and tell hira aU they knew, 
and see what came of it, and act accordingly. 
Lastly, that when they got there, they shodd 
enter the viUage with all precautions agamst 
Hugh's being recogmsed by any chance; and 
that to the captain should be consigned the task 
of preparing iiis wife and mother for his re
storation to this life. 

" For, you see," quoth Captain Jorgan, touch
ing the last head, " i t requires caution any way; 
great joys being as dangerous as great griefs— 
if not more dangerous, as being more uncommon 
(and therefore less provided against) in this 
round world of ours. And besides, I should like 
to free my name with the ladies, and take you 
home again at your brightest and luckiest; so 
don't let's throw away a chance of success." 

The captain was highly lauded by the bro
thers for his kind interest and foresight. 

" And now, stop!" said the captam, coming 
to a stand-still, and looking from one brother to 
the other, with quite a new rigging of wrinkles 
about each eye; " you are of opinion," to the 
elder, " that you are ra'ather slow ?" 

" I assure you I am very slow," sdd the 
honest Hugh. 

" Wa'al,^' repUed the captain, " I assure you 
that to the best of my belief I am ra'ather 
smart. Now, a slow man am't good at quick 
business; is he ?" 

That was clear to both. 
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"You," sdd the captain, turning to the 
younger brother, " are a Uttle m love; am't 
you?" 

" Not a little. Captain Jorgan." 
"Much or little, you're sort preoccupied; 

ain't you P" 
It was impossible to be denied. 
" And a sort preoccupied man, ain't good at 

quick business; is he ?" said the captain. 
Equdly clear on all sides. 
"Now," said the captain, " I ain't in love 

myself, and I've made many a smart ran across 
the ocean, and I should Uke to carry on and go 
ahead vrith this affair of yours and make a run 
slick through it. ShaU I try ? Will you hand 
it over to me ?" 

They were both delighted to do so, and 
thanked him heartily. 

"Good," said tiie captain, taking out his 
watch. "This is half-past eight A.M., Friday 
mormng. I'll jot that down, and we'll compute 
how many hours we've been out, when we run 
into your mother's post-office. There! The 
entry's made, aud now we go ahead." 

Tney went ahead so well, that before the 
Barnstaple lawyer's office was open next morn
ing, the captdn was sitting whistling on the step 
of the door, waiting for the clerk to come down 
the street with his key and open it. But, instead 
of the clerk, there came the master: with whom 
the captain fratermsed on the spot, to an extent 
that utterly confounded him. 

As he persondly knew both Hugh and Alfred, 
there was no difficulty in obtaining immediate 
access to such of the father's papers as were in 
his keeping. These were chiefly old letters and 
cash accounts: from which the captain, with a 
shrewdness and despatch that left the lawyer 
far behind, established with perfect clearness, 
by noon, the following particulars. 

That, one Lawrence Clissold had borrowed of 
the deceased, at a time when he was a thriving 
young tradesman in the town of Barnstaple, the 
sum of five hundred pounds. That, he had bor
rowed it, on the written statement that it was to 
be laid out in furtherance of a speculation, 
which he expected would raise him to independ
ence : he being, at the time of writing that 
letter, no more than a clerk in the house of 
Dringworth Brothers, America-square, London. 
That, the money was borrowed for a stipulated 
period; but that when the term was out, the 
doresaid specdation had faUed, and Clissold 
was without means of repayment. That, here
upon, he had written to his creditor, in no 
very persuasive terms, vaguely requesting fur
ther time. That, the creditor had refused this 
concession, declaring that he codd not afford 
delay. That, CUssold then paid the debt, accom
panying the remittance of the money, with an 
angry letter, describmg it as having been ad
vanced by a relative to save him from rain. 
That, iu acknowledging the receipt, Raybrock 
had DSLutioned Clissold to seek to borrow money 
of him no more, as^^e wodd never so risk 
money agdn. 

Beiore the lav?yer, the captain sdd never a 

word in reference to these discoveries. But when 
the papers had been put back in their box, and 
he and his two companions were well out of the 
office, his right leg suffered for it, and he said: 

"So far, this run's begun with a fdr vrind 
and a prosperous—for don't you see that aU this 
agrees with that dutifd trust in his father, main
tained by the slow member of the Raybrock 
family?" 

Whether the brothers had seen it before or 
no, they saw it now. Not that the captain gave 
them much time to contemplate the state of 
things at their ease, for he instantly whipped 
them into a chaise again, and bore them off to 
Steepways. Although the dternoon was but 
just beginning to decUne when they reached it, 
and it was broad daylight, still they had no 
difficulty, by dint of muffing the returned sailor 
up, aud ascending the vUlage rather than de
scending it, in reaching Tregarthen's cottage 
unobserved. Kitty was not visible, and they 
surprised Tregarthen sitting writing in the 
smaU bay-window of his little room. 

"Sir," said the captain, instantly shaking 
hands with him, pen and all, " I ' m glad to 
see you, sir. How do you do, sir ? I told you 
you'd think better of me by-and-by, aud I con
gratulate you on going to do it." 

Here, the captain's eye fell on Tom Pettifer 
Ho, engaged in preparing some cookery at the 
fire. 

" That crittur," said the captain, smiting his 
leg, "is a born steward, and never ought to have 
been in any other way of life. Stop where you 
are, Tom, and make yourself useful. Now, 
Tregarthen, I'm agoing to try a chair." 

Accordingly, the captain drew one close to 
him, and went on : 

" This loving member of the Raybrock 
family you know, sir. This slow member of the 
same family, you don't know, sir. Wa'al, these 
two are brothers—fact! Hugh's come to Ufe 
again, aud here he stands. Now, see here, ray 
friend I You don't want to be told that he was 
cast away, but you do want to be told (for 
there's a purpose in it) that he was cast away 
with another man. Tliat man, by name, was 
Lawrence Clissold." 

At the mention of this name, Tregarthen 
started and changed colour. "What's the 
matter ?" sdd the captain. 

" He was a feUow-clerk of raine, thirty—five-
and-thirty—^years ago." 

" True," said the captain, immediately catch
ing at the clue : "Dringworth Brothers, Ame
rica-square, London City." 

The other started again, nodded, aud said, 
" That was the House." 

" Now," pursued the captain, " between those 
two men cast away, there arose a mystery con
cerning the round sura of five hundred pound." 

Again Tregarthen started and changed colour. 
Agdn the captain sdd, " What's the matter ?" 

As Tregarthen ody answered, " Please to go 
on," the captdn recounted, very tersely and 
pldnly, the nature of Clissold's wanderings on 
the barren island, as he had condensed them 
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in his mind from the seafaring man, Tregarthen 
became greatly agitated during this recitd, and 
at length exclaimed: 

" Clissold was the man who rained me! 1 have 
suspected it for many a lopg year, and now I 
know it." 

"And how,'* sdd the captain, drawing his 
chdr stiU closer to Tregartnen, and clapping 
his hand upon his shoulder, "how may you 
know it ?" 

" When we were fellow-clerks," replied Tre
garthen, " in that London House, it was one of 
my duties to enter daUy in a certain book, an 
account of the sums received that day by the 
firm, and dterwards paid into the banker's. One 
memorable day—a Wednesday, the black day of 
niy life—among the sums I so entered, was one 
of five hundrea pounds." ^ 

" I begin to make it out," sdd the captain. 
" Yes ?" 

" I t was one of CUssold's duties to copy from 
this entry, a memorandum of the suras which 
the clerk employed to go to the banker's paid 
in there. It was my duty to hand the money 
to Clissold; it was Clissold's to hand it to the 
clerk, with that memorandum of his writing. 
On that Wednesday, I entered a sum of five 
hundred pounds received. I handed that sum, 
as I handed the other sums in the day's entry, to 
CUssold. I was absolutely certdn of it at the 
time; I have been absolutely certain of it ever 
since. A sum of five hundred pounds was after
wards found by the House to have been that day 
wanting from the bag, from Clissold's memo-
randum,and from the entries in my book. Clissold, 
being questioned, stood upon his perfect clear
ness in the matter, and emphatically declared that 
he asked no better than to be tested by ' Tre
garthen's book.' My book was examined, and 
the entry of five hundred pounds was not there." 

"How not there," said the captain, "when 
you made it yourself ?" 

Tregarthen continued :• •' 
" I was then questioned. Had I made the 

entry ? Certainly I had. The House produced 
my book, and it was not there. I codd not 
deny my book; I could not deny my writing. I 
knew there must be forgery by some one; but 
the writing was wonderfdly like mine, and I 
could impeach no one if the House could not. 
I was reqmred to pay the money back. I did 
so, and I left the House, almost broken-hearted, 
rather than remain there—even if I codd have 
done so—with a dark shadow of suspicion dways 
on me. I returned to my native place, Lanrean, 
and remained there, clerk to a mme, until I was 
appointed to my Uttle post here." 

" I well remember," said the captain, " that 
I told you that if you had had no experience of 
iU-judgments on deceiving appearances, you were 
a lucky man. You were hurt at that, and I see 
why. I*m sorry." * 

" Thus it is," sdd Tregarthen. " Of my ovra 
innocence, I have of course been sure; it has 
been at once my comfort, and my trid. Qf 
CUssold I have dways had suspicions ahnost 
amounting to certainty, but they have never 

been confirmed untU now. For my daughter's 
sake and for my ovra, I have carried this subject 
in my own heart, as the ody secret of my life, and 
have long beUeved that it would die with me.'* 
^ " Wa'd, my good sir," said the captdn, cor-

didly, " the present question is, and wdl be long, 
I hope, conceming Uvmg, and not dymg. Now, 
here are our two Uonest friends, the loving Ray
brock and the slow. Here they stand, agreed on 
one point, on which I'd back 'em round the 
world, and ri^ht across it from north to south, 
and then agam from east to west, and through 
it, from your deepest Cornish mine to China. 
It is, that they will never use this same so-
often-mentioned sura of money, and that resti
tution of it must be made to you. These two, 
the loving member and the slow, for the sake of 
the right and of their father's memory, will have 
it ready for you to-morrow. Take it, and ease 
their minds and mine, and end a most imfort*-
nate transaction." 

Ti'egarthen took the captain by the hand, and 
gave his hand to each oi the young men, but 
positively and finaUy answered. No. He sdd, 
they trusted to his word, and he was glad of it, 
and at rest iu his mind—but there was no 
proof, and the money must remain as it was. 
All were very earnest over this; and earnestness 
in men, when they are right and trae, is so im
pressive, that Mr. Pettifer deserted his cookery 
and looked on quite moved. 

" And so," said the captain," so we come—as 
that lawyer-crittur over yonder where we were 
this morning, might—to mere proof; do we? 
We must have it; must we ? How ? From this 
Clissold's wanderings, and from what you say, it 
ain't hard to make out that there was a neat for
gery of your writing committed by the too smart 
Rowdy that was grease and ashes when I made 
his acquaintance, and a substitution of a forged 
leaf in your book for a red and true leaf torn 
out. Now, was that red- and true leaf then 
and there destroyed ? No—for says he, in his 
drunken way, he slipped it into a crack in his 
own desk, because you came into the office 
before there was time to burn it—and could 
never get back to it arterwards. Wait a bit. 
Where is that desk now ? Do you consider it 
Ukely to be in Araerica-squai'e, London City ?" 

Tregarthen shook his head. 
"The House has not, for years, transacted 

business in that place. I have heard of it and 
read of it, as removed, edarged, every way 
altered. Things alter so fast in these times." 

" You thmk so," returned the captain, vrith 
compassion; "but you should come over aud 
see me, afore you talk about that. Wa'd, now. 
This desk, this paper—tliis paper, this desk," 
said the captain, ruminating and walking about, 
and looking, in his uneasy abstraction, mto Mr. 
Pettifer*s hat on a table, among other thingŝ . 
" This desk, this paper—this paper, this desk,' 
the captain continued, musmg and roaming 
about the room, "I'dgive ' 

However, he gave nothing, but took up ms 
steward's hat instead, and stood lookmg mto it» 
as if he had just come into Church. After that̂  

z 
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he roamed again, and again sdd, "This desk, 
belonging to this House of Pringworth Brothers, 
America-square, London City " 

Mr. Pettifer, still strangely moved and now 
more moved than before, cut the captdn off as 
he backed across the room, and bespake him 
thus: 

" Captain Jor^n, I have been wishfd to en
gage your attention, but I coddn't do it. I am 
unwiUing to interrapt, Captdn Jorgan, but I 
must do it. / know something about that 
House." 

The captain stood stock-stiU, and looked at 
him—with his (Mr. Pettifer's) hat under his arra. 

" You're aware," pursued his steward, " that 
I was once in the broking business, Captdn 
Jorgan ?" 

" I was aware," said the captain, " that you 
had faUed in that calUng and m half the busi
nesses going, Tom." 

" Not qmte so. Captain Jorgan; but I fdled 
in the broking business. I was partners with 
my brother, sir. There was a sale of old office 
furniture at Dringworth Brothers when the 
House was moved from America-square, and me 
and my brother made wbat we caU iu the trade a 
Ded there, sir. And I'U make bold to say, sir, 
that the only thing I ever had from my brother, 
or from any relation—for my relations have 
mostly taken property from me, instead of giring 
me any—was an old desk we bought at that 
same sde, with a crack in it. My brother 
woddn't have given me even that, when we 
broke partnership, if it had been worth anything." 

" Where is that desk now ?" said the captdn. 
"Well, Captaui Jorgan,"replied the steward, 

" I coddn't say for certain where it is now; 
but when I saw it last—which was last time we 
were outward-bound—it was at a very dee lady's 
at Wapping, dong with a Uttle chest of mine 
which was detained for a smaU matter of a bill 
owing." 

The captain, instead of paying that rapt at
tention to his steward which was rendered by 
the other three persons present, went to Church 
again, iu respect of the steward's hat. And a 
most especidly agitated and memorable face the 
captain produced from it, after a short pause. 

"Now, Tom," said the captdn, " I spoke to 
you, when we first came here, respecting your 
constitutional weakness on the subject of sun
stroke?" 

" You did, sir." 
"WiU my slow friend,*' sdd the captain, 

"lend me his arm, or I shall sink right back'ards 
into this blessed steward's cookery?—Now, 
Tom," pursued the captdn, when the reqmred 
assistance was given, " on your oath as a steward, 
didn't you take that desk to pieces to make a 
better one of it, and put it together firesh—or 
something of the kind ?" 

" On my oat^ I did, sir," repUed the steward. 
"And by the^blessing of Heaven, my friends, 

one and all," cried the captain, radiant with joy 
—." of ihe Heaven that put it into this Tom Pet
tifer's head to take so much care of his head 
against the bright sun-4:e lined his hat with the 

\ 

origind leaf in Tregarthen's writing—^and here 
it is 1" 

With that, the captam, to the utter destmction 
of Mr. Pettifer's favourite hat, produced the 
book-led, very much worn, but still legible, and 
gave both his legs such tremendous slaps, that 
they were heard far off in the bay, and never 
accounted for. 

" A quarter-past five P.M.," said the captain, 
pdling out his watch, " and that's thirty-three 
hours and a quarter in aU, and a pritty run!" 

How they were aU overpowered with delight 
and triumph; how the money was restored, then 
and there to Tregarthen; how Tregarthen, then 
and there, gave it aU to his daughter; how the 
captain undertook to go to Dringworth Brothers 
and re-estabUsh the reputation of their forgotten 
old clerk; how Kitty came in, and was nearly 
torn to pieces, and the marriage was reappointed; 
needs not to be told. Nor, how she and the young 
fisherman went home to the post-office to prepare 
the way for the captain's coming, by declaring 
him to be the mightiest of men who had made 
aU their fortunes—and then dutifuUy withdrew 
together, in order that he might have the do
mestic coast entirely to himself. How he 
avdled himself of it, is aU that remains to tell. 

Deeply delighted with his trust, and putting 
his heart into it, he raised the latch of the post^ 
office parlour where Mrs. Raybrock and the 
young widow sat, and sdd : 

" May I come in ?" 
"Sure you may. Captain Jorgan!" repUed 

the old laay. " And good reason you have to 
be free of the house, tnough you have not been 
too weU used in it, by some who ought to have 
known better. I ask your pardon." 

"No you don't, ma'am," said the captain, 
" for I won't let you. Wa'al to be sure!' By 
this time he had taken a chair on the hearth be
tween them. " Never felt such an evU spirit in 
the whole course of my life ! There! I tell you! 
I could a'most have cut my own connexion—Like 
the dealer in my country, away West, who when 
he had let himself be outdone in a bargain, said to 
himself, * Now I teU you what! I'll never speak 
to you again.* And he never did, but joined a 
settlement of oysters, and translated the mdti-
pUcation-table into their language. Which is 
a fact that can be proved. If you doubt it, 
mention it to any oyster you come across, and 
see if he'll have the face to contradict it„" 

He took the child from her mother's lap, aud 
set it on his knee. 

" Not a bit draid of me now, you see. Knows 
I am fond of smaU people. I have a chUd, and 
she's a girl, and I sing to her sometimes." 

" What do you sing ?" asked Margaret, 
" Not a long song, my dear. 

SUas Jorgan 
._- ' Played the organ. 

That's about dl . And sometimes I teU her 
stories. Stories of sailors supposed to be lost, and 
recovered dter aU hope was abandoned." Here 
the captain musingly went back to his song; 

" Silas Jorgan 
Played the organ,** 

J 
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—repeating it with his eyes on the fire, as he 
softly danced the chUd on his knee. For, he felt 
that Margaret had stopped working. 

" Yes," said the captain, still looking at the 
fire. " I make up stories and teU 'em to that 
chUd. Stories of shipwreck on desert islands 
and long delay in getting back to civUised lands. 
I t is to stories the Uke of that, mostly, that 

Silas Jorgan 
Plays the organ." 

There was no light in the room but the Ught 
of the fire; for, the shades of night were on the 
vUlage, and the stars had begun to peep out 
of the sky one by one, as the houses of the 
viUage peeped out from among the foliage when 
the night departed. The captain felt that Mar
garet's eyes were upon him, and thought it dis-
creetest to keep his own eyes on the fire. 

" Yes; I mdce 'em up," said the captain. " I 
make up stories of brothers brought together by 
the good proridence of GOD. Of sons brought 
back to mothers—husbands brought back to 
wives—fathers raised from the deep, for Uttle 
children Uke herself." 

Margaret's touch was on his arm, and he could 
not choose but look round now. Next moment 
her hand moved imploringly to his breast, and she 
was on her knees before him: supporting the 
mother, who was dso kneeUng. 

"What's the matter?" sdd the captain. 
"What's the matter? 

Silas Jorgan 
Played the " 

Their looks and tears were too much for him, 
and he codd not finish the song, short as it was. 

" Mistress Margaret, you have borne iU for
tune well. Codd you bear good fortune equally 
weU, if it was to come ?" 

" I hope so. I thankfully and humbly and 
earnestly hope so!" 

" Wa'd, ray dear," said the captain, " p'raps 
it has come. He's—don't be frightened—shaU 
I say the word ?" 

"Alive?" 
"Yes!" 
The thanks they fervently addressed to Heaven 

were again too much for the captain, who opedy 
took out his handkerchief aud dried his eyes. 

" He's no further off," resumed the cap
tam, "than my country. Indeed, he's no fur
ther off than his own native country. To tell 
you the truth, he's no further off than Fal
mouth. Indeed, I doubt if he's qdte so fur. 
Indeed, if you was sure you could bear it 
nicely, and I was to do no more than whistle 
for him- >t 

The captam's trust was discharged. A rushi. 
came, and they were aU together again. '• 

This was a fine opportunity for Tom Pettifer 
to appear with a tumbler of cold water, and he 
presently appeared with it, and administered it 
to the ladies: at the same time soothing them, 
and composing their dresses, exactly as if they 
had been passengers crossing the Channel. The 
extent to which the captain slapped his legs, 
when Mr. Pettifer acquitted himself of this act 
of stewardship, codd have been thoroughly ap
preciated by no one but himself: inasmuch as 
he must have slapped them black and blue, and 
they must have smarted tremendously. 

He couldn't stay for the wedding; havin^ a 
few appointments to keep, at the irreconcilable 
distance of about four thousand miles. So, next 
morning, d l the vUlage cheered dm up to the 
level ground above, and there he shook hands 
with a complete Census of its population, and 
invited the whole, without exception, to come 
and stay several months with him at Salem, 
Mass., U.S. And there, as he stood on the 
spot where he had seen that Uttle golden 
picture of love and parting, and from which 
he could that morning contemplate another 
golden picture with a vista of golden years in 
it, little Kitty put her arms around his neck, 
and kissed tim on both his bronzed cheeks, 
and Idd her pretty face upon his storm-beaten 
breast, in sight of d l : asliamed to have called 
such a noble captain names. And there, the 
captain waved his hat over his head three find 
times ; and there, he was last seen, going away 
accompamed by Tom Pettifer Ho, and carrying 
his hands in his pockets. And there, before that 
ground was softened with the fallen leaves of 
three more summers, a rosy little boy took his 
first unsteady ran to a. fair young mother's 
breast, and the name of that infant fisherman 
was Jorgan Raybrock. 

THE END. 
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